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			Preface to the First Edition

			In the ab­sence of the au­thor, who is now res­id­ent in West­ern Aus­tralia, it de­volves upon us to make the cus­tom­ary ac­know­ledg­ments to the vari­ous journ­als from which these stor­ies are re­prin­ted. Most of them first ap­peared in the Sydney Bul­let­in, a num­ber of them in the Sydney Work­er, and oth­ers in the New Zea­l­and Mail, the New Zea­l­and Times, Sydney Truth, the Bris­bane Boom­er­ang, the Mary­bor­ough Pat­ri­ot, and The An­ti­podean, while two are now pub­lished for the first time.

			We might rightly be deemed un­grate­ful did we not take this op­por­tun­ity of thank­ing the Press of Aus­tralia and New Zea­l­and for the aid they have giv­en us in our ef­fort to pub­lish here, and in a present­able form, the work of some of our liv­ing writers. Es­pe­cially are our thanks due to the pro­pri­et­ors of the Sydney Bul­let­in who have in many ways as­sisted us.

			
				The Pub­lish­ers

				Sydney, 14th Au­gust, 1896.

			
		
	
		
			While the Billy Boils

		
	
		
			An Old Mate of Your Father’s

			You re­mem­ber when we hur­ried home from the old bush school how we were some­times startled by a bearded ap­par­i­tion, who smiled kindly down on us, and whom our moth­er in­tro­duced, as we raked off our hats, as “An old mate of your fath­er’s on the dig­gings, Johnny.” And he would pat our heads and say we were fine boys, or girls—as the case may have been—and that we had our fath­er’s nose but our moth­er’s eyes, or the oth­er way about; and say that the baby was the dead spit of its moth­er, and then ad­ded, for fath­er’s be­ne­fit: “But yet he’s like you, Tom.” It did seem strange to the chil­dren to hear him ad­dress the old man by his Chris­ti­an name—con­sid­er­ing that the moth­er al­ways re­ferred to him as “Fath­er.” She called the old mate Mr. So-and-so, and fath­er called him Bill, or some­thing to that ef­fect.

			Oc­ca­sion­ally the old mate would come dressed in the latest city fash­ion, and at oth­er times in a new suit of reach-me-downs, and yet again he would turn up in clean white mole­skins, washed tweed coat, Crimean shirt, blucher boots, soft felt hat, with a fresh-look­ing speckled handker­chief round his neck. But his face was mostly round and brown and jolly, his hands were al­ways horny, and his beard grey. Some­times he might have seemed strange and un­couth to us at first, but the old man nev­er ap­peared the least sur­prised at any­thing he said or did—they un­der­stood each oth­er so well—and we would soon take to this rel­ic of our fath­er’s past, who would have fruit or lol­lies for us—strange that he al­ways re­membered them—and would sur­repti­tiously slip “shil­luns” in­to our dirty little hands, and tell us stor­ies about the old days, “when me an’ yer fath­er was on the dig­gin’s, an’ you wasn’t thought of, my boy.”

			Some­times the old mate would stay over Sunday, and in the forenoon or after din­ner he and fath­er would take a walk amongst the deser­ted shafts of Sap­ling Gully or along Quartz Ridge, and cri­ti­cize old ground, and talk of past dig­gers’ mis­takes, and second bot­toms, and feel­ers, and dips, and leads—also out­crops—and ab­sently pick up pieces of quartz and slate, rub them on their sleeves, look at them in an ab­strac­ted man­ner, and drop them again; and they would talk of some old lead they had worked on: “Hogan’s party was here on one side of us, Macin­tosh was here on the oth­er, Mac was get­ting good gold and so was Hogan, and now, why the blanky blank wer­en’t we on gold?” And the mate would al­ways agree that there was “gold in them ridges and gul­lies yet, if a man only had the money be­hind him to git at it.” And then per­haps the guv’nor would show him a spot where he in­ten­ded to put down a shaft some day—the old man was al­ways think­ing of put­ting down a shaft. And these two old fifty-nin­ers would mooch round and sit on their heels on the sunny mul­lock heaps and break clay lumps between their hands, and lay plans for the put­ting down of shafts, and smoke, till an urchin was sent to “look for his fath­er and Mr. So-and-so, and tell ’em to come to their din­ner.”

			And again—mostly in the fresh of the morn­ing—they would hang about the fences on the se­lec­tion and re­view the live stock: five dusty skel­et­ons of cows, a hol­low-sided calf or two, and one shock­ing piece of equine scenery—which, by the way, the old mate al­ways praised. But the se­lect­or’s heart was not in farm­ing nor on se­lec­tions—it was far away with the last new rush in West­ern Aus­tralia or Queens­land, or per­haps bur­ied in the worked-out ground of Tam­baroora, Mar­ried Man’s Creek, or Aralu­en; and by-and-by the memory of some half-for­got­ten reef or lead or Last Chance, Nil Des­per­andum, or Brown Snake claim would take their thoughts far back and away from the dusty patch of sods and strug­gling sprouts called the crop, or the few dis­cour­aged, half-dead slips which com­prised the orch­ard. Then their con­ver­sa­tion would be poin­ted with many Golden Points, Bakery Hill, Deep Creeks, Mait­land Bars, Spe­ci­men Flats, and Chi­n­a­men’s Gul­lies. And so they’d yarn till the young­ster came to tell them that “Moth­er sez the break­fus is get­tin’ cold,” and then the old mate would rouse him­self and stretch and say, “Well, we mustn’t keep the mis­sus waitin’, Tom!”

			And, after tea, they would sit on a log of the wood-heap, or the edge of the ver­anda—that is, in warm weath­er—and yarn about Bal­lar­at and Bendigo—of the days when we spoke of be­ing “on” a place of­ten­er than “at” it: on Bal­lar­at, on Gul­gong, on Lamb­ing Flat, on Creswick—and they would use the def­in­ite art­icle be­fore the names, as: “on The Tur­on; The Lach­lan; The Home Rule; The Ca­na­dian Lead.” Then again they’d yarn of old mates, such as Tom Brook, Jack Hen­right, and poor Mar­tin Ratcliffe—who was killed in his golden hole—and of oth­er men whom they didn’t seem to have known much about, and who went by the names of “Ad­elaide Ad­ol­phus,” “Cor­ney George,” and oth­er names which might have been more or less ap­plic­able.

			And some­times they’d get talk­ing, low and mys­ter­i­ous like, about “Th’ Eureka Stock­ade;” and if we didn’t un­der­stand and asked ques­tions, “what was the Eureka Stock­ade?” or “what did they do it for?” fath­er’d say: “Now, run away, sonny, and don’t both­er; me and Mr. So-and-so want to talk.” Fath­er had the mark of a hole on his leg, which he said he got through a gun ac­ci­dent when a boy, and a scar on his side, that we saw when he was in swim­ming with us; he said he got that in an ac­ci­dent in a quartz-crush­ing ma­chine. Mr. So-and-so had a big scar on the side of his fore­head that was caused by a pick ac­ci­dent­ally slip­ping out of a loop in the rope, and fall­ing down a shaft where he was work­ing. But how was it they talked low, and their eyes brightened up, and they didn’t look at each oth­er, but away over sun­set, and had to get up and walk about, and take a stroll in the cool of the even­ing when they talked about Eureka?

			And, again they’d talk lower and more mys­ter­i­ous like, and per­haps moth­er would be passing the wood-heap and catch a word, and asked:

			“Who was she, Tom?”

			And Tom—fath­er—would say:

			“Oh, you didn’t know her, Mary; she be­longed to a fam­ily Bill knew at home.”

			And Bill would look sol­emn till moth­er had gone, and then they would smile a quiet smile, and stretch and say, “Ah, well!” and start some­thing else.

			They had yarns for the fireside, too, some of those old mates of our fath­er’s, and one of them would of­ten tell how a girl—a queen of the dig­gings—was mar­ried, and had her wed­ding-ring made out of the gold of that field; and how the dig­gers weighed their gold with the new wed­ding-ring—for luck—by hanging the ring on the hook of the scales and at­tach­ing their chamois-leath­er gold bags to it (whereupon she boas­ted that four hun­dred ounces of the pre­cious met­al passed through her wed­ding-ring); and how they lowered the young bride, blind­folded, down a golden hole in a big buck­et, and got her to point out the drive from which the gold came that her ring was made out of. The point of this story seems to have been lost—or else we for­get it—but it was char­ac­ter­ist­ic. Had the girl been lowered down a duffer, and asked to point out the way to the gold, and had she done so suc­cess­fully, there would have been some sense in it.

			And they would talk of King, and Mag­gie Oliv­er, and G. V. Brooke, and oth­ers, and re­mem­ber how the dig­gers went five miles out to meet the coach that brought the girl act­ress, and took the horses out and brought her in in tri­umph, and wor­shipped her, and sent her off in glory, and threw nug­gets in­to her lap. And how she stood upon the box-seat and tore her sail­or hat to pieces, and threw the frag­ments amongst the crowd; and how the dig­gers fought for the bits and thrust them in­side their shirt bos­oms; and how she broke down and cried, and could in her turn have wor­shipped those men—loved them, every one. They were boys all, and gen­tle­men all. There were col­lege men, artists, po­ets, mu­si­cians, journ­al­ists—Bo­hemi­ans all. Men from all the lands and one. They un­der­stood art—and poverty was dead.

			And per­haps the old mate would say slyly, but with a sad, quiet smile:

			“Have you got that bit of straw yet, Tom?”

			Those old mates had each three pasts be­hind them. The two they told each oth­er when they be­came mates, and the one they had shared.

			And when the vis­it­or had gone by the coach we no­ticed that the old man would smoke a lot, and think as much, and take great in­terest in the fire, and be a trifle ir­rit­able per­haps.

			Those old mates of our fath­er’s are get­ting few and far between, and only hap­pen along once in a way to keep the old man’s memory fresh, as it were. We met one today, and had a yarn with him, and af­ter­wards we got think­ing, and some­how began to won­der wheth­er those an­cient friends of ours were, or were not, bet­ter and kinder to their mates than we of the rising gen­er­a­tion are to our fath­ers; and the doubt is pain­fully on the wrong side.

		
	
		
			Settling on the Land

			The worst bore in Aus­tralia just now is the man who raves about get­ting the people on the land, and but­ton­holes you in the street with a little scheme of his own. He gen­er­ally does not know what he is talk­ing about.

			There is in Sydney a man named Tom Hop­kins who settled on the land once, and some­times you can get him to talk about it. He did very well at his trade in the city, years ago, un­til he began to think that he could do bet­ter up­coun­try. Then he ar­ranged with his sweet­heart to be true to him and wait whilst he went west and made a home. She drops out of the story at this point.

			He se­lec­ted on a run at Dry Hole Creek, and for months awaited the ar­rival of the gov­ern­ment sur­vey­ors to fix his bound­ar­ies; but they didn’t come, and, as he had no reas­on to be­lieve they would turn up with­in the next ten years, he grubbed and fenced at a ven­ture, and star­ted farm­ing op­er­a­tions.

			Does the read­er know what grub­bing means? Tom does. He found the biggest, ugli­est, and most use­less trees on his par­tic­u­lar piece of ground; also the greatest num­ber of adam­antine stumps. He star­ted without ex­per­i­ence, or with very little, but with plenty of ad­vice from men who knew less about farm­ing than he did. He found a soft place between two roots on one side of the first tree, made a nar­row, ir­reg­u­lar hole, and bur­rowed down till he reached a level where the tap­root was some­what less than four feet in dia­met­er, and not quite as hard as flint: then he found that he hadn’t room to swing the axe, so he heaved out an­oth­er ton or two of earth—and res­ted. Next day he sank a shaft on the oth­er side of the gum; and after tea, over a pipe, it struck him that it would be a good idea to burn the tree out, and so use up the logs and light­er rub­bish ly­ing round. So he widened the ex­cav­a­tion, rolled in some logs, and set fire to them—with no bet­ter res­ult than to scorch the roots.

			Tom per­severed. He put the trace har­ness on his horse, drew in all the logs with­in half a mile, and piled them on the wind­ward side of that gum; and dur­ing the night the fire found a soft place, and the tree burnt off about six feet above the sur­face, fall­ing on a squat­ter’s bound­ary fence, and leav­ing the ugli­est kind of stump to oc­cupy the se­lect­or’s at­ten­tion; which it did, for a week. He waited till the hole cooled, and then he went to work with pick, shovel, and axe: and even now he gets in­ter­ested in draw­ings of ma­chinery, such as are pub­lished in the ag­ri­cul­tur­al weeklies, for get­ting out stumps without graft. He thought he would be able to get some posts and rails out of that tree, but found reas­on to think that a cast-iron column would split soon­er—and straight­er. He traced some of the sur­face roots to the oth­er side of the se­lec­tion, and broke most of his trace-chains try­ing to get them out by horsepower—for they had oth­er roots go­ing down from un­der­neath. He cleared a patch in the course of time and for sev­er­al sea­sons he broke more plough­shares than he could pay for.

			Mean­while the squat­ter was not idle. Tom’s tent was robbed sev­er­al times, and his hut burnt down twice. Then he was charged with killing some sheep and a steer on the run, and con­vert­ing them to his own use, but got off mainly be­cause there was a dif­fer­ence of opin­ion between the squat­ter and the oth­er loc­al J.P. con­cern­ing polit­ics and re­li­gion.

			Tom ploughed and sowed wheat, but noth­ing came up to speak of—the ground was too poor; so he car­ted stable ma­nure six miles from the nearest town, ma­nured the land, sowed an­oth­er crop, and prayed for rain. It came. It raised a flood which washed the crop clean off the se­lec­tion, to­geth­er with sev­er­al acres of ma­nure, and a con­sid­er­able por­tion of the ori­gin­al sur­face soil; and the wa­ter brought down enough sand to make a beach, and spread it over the field to a depth of six inches. The flood also took half a mile of fen­cing from along the creek-bank, and landed it in a bend, three miles down, on a dummy se­lec­tion, where it was con­fis­cated.

			Tom didn’t give up—he was en­er­get­ic. He cleared an­oth­er piece of ground on the sid­ing, and sowed more wheat; it had the rust in it, or the smut—and av­er­aged three shil­lings per bushel. Then he sowed lu­cerne and oats, and bought a few cows: he had an idea of start­ing a dairy. First, the cows’ eyes got bad, and he sought the ad­vice of a Ger­man cock­ie, and ac­ted upon it; he blew powdered alum through pa­per tubes in­to the bad eyes, and got some of it snorted and but­ted back in­to his own. He cured the cows’ eyes and got the sandy blight in his own, and for a week or so be couldn’t tell one end of a cow from the oth­er, but sat in a dark corner of the hut and groaned, and soaked his glued eye­lashes in warm wa­ter. Ger­many stuck to him and nursed him, and saw him through.

			Then the milk­ers got bad ud­ders, and Tom took his life in his hands whenev­er he milked them. He got them all right presently—and but­ter fell to four­pence a pound. He and the afore­said cock­ie made ar­range­ments to send their but­ter to a bet­ter mar­ket; and then the cows con­trac­ted a dis­ease which was known in those parts as “plooro per­moanyer,” but gen­er­ally re­ferred to as “th’ ploorer.”

			Again Tom sought ad­vice, act­ing upon which he slit the cows’ ears, cut their tails half off to bleed them, and poured pints of “pain killer” in­to them through their nos­trils; but they wouldn’t make an ef­fort, ex­cept, per­haps, to rise and poke the se­lect­or when he tried to tempt their ap­pet­ites with slices of im­ma­ture pump­kin. They died peace­fully and per­sist­ently, un­til all were gone save a cer­tain dan­ger­ous, bar­ren, slab-sided loony bovine with white eyes and much agil­ity in jump­ing fences, who was known loc­ally as Queen Eliza­beth.

			Tom shot Queen Eliza­beth, and turned his at­ten­tion to ag­ri­cul­ture again. Then his plough horses took bad with some thing the Teuton called “der shtran­guls.” He sub­mit­ted them to a course of treat­ment in ac­cord­ance with Jac­ob’s ad­vice—and they died.

			Even then Tom didn’t give in—there was grit in that man. He bor­rowed a broken-down dray-horse in re­turn for its keep, coupled it with his own old rid­ing hack, and star­ted to fin­ish plough­ing. The team wasn’t a suc­cess. Whenev­er the draught horse’s knees gave way and he stumbled for­ward, he jerked the light­er horse back in­to the plough, and some­thing would break. Then Tom would blas­pheme till he was re­freshed, mend up things with wire and bits of clothesline, fill his pock­ets with stones to throw at the team, and start again. Fi­nally he hired a dummy’s child to drive the horses. The brat did his best he tugged at the head of the team, prod­ded it be­hind, heaved rocks at it, cut a sap­ling, got up his en­thu­si­asm, and wildly whacked the light horse whenev­er the oth­er showed signs of mov­ing—but he nev­er suc­ceeded in start­ing both horses at one and the same time. Moreover the youth was cheeky, and the se­lect­or’s tem­per had been soured: he cursed the boy along with the horses, the plough, the se­lec­tion, the squat­ter, and Aus­tralia. Yes, he cursed Aus­tralia. The boy cursed back, was chas­tised, and im­me­di­ately went home and brought his fath­er.

			Then the dummy’s dog tackled the se­lect­or’s dog and this pre­cip­it­ated things. The dummy would have gone un­der had his wife not ar­rived on the scene with the eld­est son and the rest of the fam­ily. They all fell foul of Tom. The wo­man was the worst. The se­lect­or’s dog chawed the oth­er and came to his mas­ter’s res­cue just in time—or Tom Hop­kins would nev­er have lived to be­come the in­mate of a lun­at­ic asylum.

			Next year there happened to be good grass on Tom’s se­lec­tion and nowhere else, and he thought it wouldn’t be a bad idea—to get a few poor sheep, and fat­ten them up for mar­ket: sheep were selling for about sev­en-and-six­pence a dozen at that time. Tom got a hun­dred or two, but the squat­ter had a man sta­tioned at one side of the se­lec­tion with dogs to set on the sheep dir­ectly they put their noses through the fence (Tom’s was not a sheep fence). The dogs chased the sheep across the se­lec­tion and in­to the run again on the oth­er side, where an­oth­er man waited ready to pound them.

			Tom’s dog did his best; but he fell sick while chaw­ing up the fourth cap­it­al­ist­ic can­ine, and sub­sequently died. The dum­mies had robbed that cur with pois­on be­fore start­ing it across—that was the only way they could get at Tom’s dog.

			Tom thought that two might play at the game, and he tried; but his neph­ew, who happened to be up from the city on a vis­it, was ar­res­ted at the in­stig­a­tion of the squat­ter for al­leged sheep-steal­ing, and sen­tenced to two years’ hard; dur­ing which time the se­lect­or him­self got six months for as­sault­ing the squat­ter with in­tent to do him griev­ous bod­ily harm-which, in­deed, he more than at­temp­ted, if a broken nose, a frac­tured jaw, and the loss of most of the squat­ters’ teeth amoun­ted to any­thing. The squat­ter by this time had made peace with the oth­er loc­al Justice, and had be­come his fath­er-in-law.

			When Tom came out there was little left for him to live for; but he took a job of fen­cing, got a few pounds to­geth­er, and pre­pared to settle on the land some more. He got a “mis­sus” and a few cows dur­ing the next year; the mis­sus robbed him and ran away with the dummy, and the cows died in the drought, or were im­poun­ded by the squat­ter while on their way to wa­ter. Then Tom ren­ted an orch­ard up the creek, and a hail­storm des­troyed all the fruit. Ger­many happened to be rep­res­en­ted at the time, Jac­ob hav­ing sought shel­ter at Tom’s but on his way home from town. Tom stood lean­ing against the door post with the hail beat­ing on him through it all. His eyes were very bright and very dry, and every breath was a chok­ing sob. Jac­ob let him stand there, and sat in­side with a dreamy ex­pres­sion on his hard face, think­ing of child­hood and fath­er­land, per­haps. When it was over he led Tom to a stool and said, “You waits there, Tom. I must go home for somed­ings. You sits there still and waits twenty minutes;” then he got on his horse and rode off mut­ter­ing to him­self; “Dot man moost gry, dot man moost gry.” He was back in­side of twenty minutes with a bottle of wine and a cor­net un­der his over­coat. He poured the wine in­to two pint-pots, made Tom drink, drank him­self, and then took his cor­net, stood up at the door, and played a Ger­man march in­to the rain after the re­treat­ing storm. The hail had passed over his vine­yard and he was a ruined man too. Tom did “gry” and was all right. He was a bit dis­heartened, but he did an­oth­er job of fen­cing, and was just be­gin­ning to think about “put­tin’ in a few vines an’ fruit-trees” when the gov­ern­ment sur­vey­ors—whom he’d for­got­ten all about—had a re­sur­rec­tion and came and sur­veyed, and found that the real se­lec­tion was loc­ated amongst some bar­ren ridges across the creek. Tom reckoned it was lucky he didn’t plant the orch­ard, and he set about shift­ing his home and fences to the new site. But the squat­ter in­terfered at this point, entered in­to pos­ses­sion of the farm and all on it, and took ac­tion against the se­lect­or for tres­pass—lay­ing the dam­ages at £2,500.

			Tom was ad­mit­ted to the lun­at­ic asylum at Par­ra­matta next year, and the squat­ter was sent there the fol­low­ing sum­mer, hav­ing been ruined by the drought, the rab­bits, the banks, and a wool-ring. The two be­came very friendly, and had many a so­ci­able ar­gu­ment about the feas­ib­il­ity—or oth­er­wise—of blow­ing open the floodgates of Heav­en in a dry sea­son with dy­nam­ite.

			Tom was dis­charged a few years since. He knocks about cer­tain sub­urbs a good deal. He is seen in day­light sel­dom, and at night mostly in con­nec­tion with a dray and a lan­tern. He says his one great re­gret is that he wasn’t found to be of un­sound mind be­fore he went up­coun­try.

		
	
		
			Enter Mitchell

			The West­ern train had just ar­rived at Red­fern rail­way sta­tion with a lot of or­din­ary pas­sen­gers and one swag­man.

			He was short, and stout, and bow­legged, and freckled, and sandy. He had red hair and small, twink­ling, grey eyes, and—what of­ten goes with such things—the ex­pres­sion of a born comedi­an. He was dressed in a ragged, well-washed print shirt, an old black waist­coat with a calico back, a pair of cloudy mole­skins patched at the knees and held up by a plaited green­hide belt buckled loosely round his hips, a pair of well-worn, fuzzy blucher boots, and a soft felt hat, green with age, and with no brim worth men­tion­ing, and no crown to speak of. He swung a swag on to the plat­form, shouldered it, pulled out a billy and wa­ter-bag, and then went to a dog-box in the brake van.

			Five minutes later he ap­peared on the edge of the cab plat­form, with an anxious-look­ing cattle-dog crouch­ing against his legs, and one end of the chain in his hand. He eased down the swag against a post, turned his face to the city, tilted his hat for­ward, and scratched the well-de­veloped back of his head with a little fin­ger. He seemed un­de­cided what track to take.

			“Cab, Sir!”

			The swag­man turned slowly and re­garded cabby with a quiet grin.

			“Now, do I look as if I want a cab?”

			“Well, why not? No harm, any­way—I thought you might want a cab.”

			Swaggy scratched his head, re­flect­ively.

			“Well,” he said, “you’re the first man that has thought so these ten years. What do I want with a cab?”

			“To go where you’re go­ing, of course.”

			“Do I look knocked up?”

			“I didn’t say you did.”

			“And I didn’t say you said I did. … Now, I’ve been on the track this five years. I’ve tramped two thou­san’ miles since last Chris’mas, and I don’t see why I can’t tramp the last mile. Do you think my old dog wants a cab?”

			The dog shivered and whimpered; he seemed to want to get away from the crowd.

			“But then, you see, you ain’t go­ing to carry that swag through the streets, are you?” asked the cab­man.

			“Why not? Who’ll stop me! There ain’t no law agin it, I b’lieve?”

			“But then, you see, it don’t look well, you know.”

			“Ah! I thought we’d get to it at last.”

			The trav­el­ler upen­ded his bluey against his knee, gave it an af­fec­tion­ate pat, and then straightened him­self up and looked fix­edly at the cab­man.

			“Now, look here!” he said, sternly and im­press­ively, “can you see any­thing wrong with that old swag o’ mine?”

			It was a stout, dumpy swag, with a red blanket out­side, patched with blue, and the edge of a blue blanket show­ing in the in­ner rings at the end. The swag might have been new­er; it might have been clean­er; it might have been hooped with de­cent straps, in­stead of bits of clothesline and green­hide—but oth­er­wise there was noth­ing the mat­ter with it, as swags go.

			“I’ve humped that old swag for years,” con­tin­ued the bush­man; “I’ve car­ried that old swag thou­sands of miles—as that old dog knows—an’ no one ever bothered about the look of it, or of me, or of my old dog, neither; and do you think I’m go­ing to be ashamed of that old swag, for a cabby or any­one else? Do you think I’m go­ing to study any­body’s feel­ings? No one ever stud­ied mine! I’m in two minds to sum­mon you for us­ing in­sult­ing lan­guage to­wards me!”

			He lif­ted the swag by the twis­ted tow­el which served for a shoulder-strap, swung it in­to the cab, got in him­self and hauled the dog after him.

			“You can drive me some­where where I can leave my swag and dog while I get some de­cent clothes to see a tail­or in,” he said to the cab­man. “My old dog ain’t used to cabs, you see.”

			Then he ad­ded, re­flect­ively: “I drove a cab my­self, once, for five years in Sydney.”

		
	
		
			
				Stiffner and Jim

				(Thirdly, Bill)

			
			We were tramp­ing down in Can­ter­bury, Maor­i­land, at the time, swag­ging it—me and Bill—look­ing for work on the new rail­way line. Well, one af­ter­noon, after a long, hot tramp, we comes to Stiffn­er’s Hotel—between Christ­ch­urch and that oth­er place—I for­get the name of it—with throats on us like sun­struck bones, and not the price of a stick of to­bacco.

			We had to have a drink, any­way, so we chanced it. We walked right in­to the bar, handed over our swags, put up four drinks, and tried to look as if we’d just drawn our cheques and didn’t care a curse for any man. We looked solvent enough, as far as swag­men go. We were dirty and hag­gard and ragged and tired-look­ing, and that was all the more reas­on why we might have our cheques all right.

			This Stiffn­er was a hard cus­tom­er. He’d been a spiel­er, fight­ing man, bush par­son, tem­per­ance preach­er, and a po­lice­man, and a com­mer­cial trav­el­ler, and everything else that was dam­nable; he’d been a journ­al­ist, and an ed­it­or; he’d been a law­yer, too. He was an ugly brute to look at, and ugli­er to have a row with—about six-foot-six, wide in pro­por­tion, and stronger than Don­ald Din­nie.

			He was mean­er than a gold­field Chi­n­a­man, and sharp­er than a sew­er rat: he wouldn’t give his own fath­er a feed, nor lend him a sprat—un­less some safe per­son backed the old man’s I.O.U.

			We knew that we needn’t ex­pect any mercy from Stiffn­er; but some­thing had to be done, so I said to Bill:

			“Some­thing’s got to be done, Bill! What do you think of it?”

			Bill was mostly a quiet young chap, from Sydney, ex­cept when he got drunk—which was sel­dom—and then he was a cus­tom­er, from all round. He was cracked on the sub­ject of spiel­ers. He held that the pop­u­la­tion of the world was di­vided in­to two classes—one was spiel­ers and the oth­er was the mugs. He reckoned that he wasn’t a mug. At first I thought he was a spiel­er, and af­ter­wards I thought that he was a mug. He used to say that a man had to do it these times; that he was hon­est once and a fool, and was robbed and starved in con­sequences by his friends and re­la­tions; but now he in­ten­ded to take all that he could get. He said that you either had to have or be had; that men were driv­en to be sharps, and there was no help for it.

			Bill said:

			“We’ll have to sharpen our teeth, that’s all, and chew some­body’s lug.”

			“How?” I asked.

			There was a lot of nav­vies at the pub, and I knew one or two by sight, so Bill says:—

			“You know one or two of these mugs. Bite one of their ears.

			“So I took aside a chap that I knowed and bit his ear for ten bob, and gave it to Bill to mind, for I thought it would be safer with him than with me.

			“Hang on to that,” I says, “and don’t lose it for your nat­ur­al life’s sake, or Stiffn­er’ll stiffen us.”

			We put up about nine bob’s worth of drinks that night—me and Bill—and Stiffn­er didn’t squeal: he was too sharp. He shouted once or twice.

			By-and-by I left Bill and turned in, and in the morn­ing when I woke up there was Bill sit­ting along­side of me, and look­ing about as lively as the fight­ing kangaroo in Lon­don in fog time. He had a black eye and eight­een pence. He’d been tak­ing down some of the mugs.

			“Well, what’s to be done now?” I asked. “Stiffn­er can smash us both with one hand, and if we don’t pay up he’ll pound our swags and cripple us. He’s just the man to do it. He loves a fight even more than he hates be­ing had.”

			“There’s only one thing to be done, Jim,” says Bill, in a tired, dis­in­ter­ested tone that made me mad.

			“Well, what’s that?” I said.

			“Smoke!”

			“Smoke be damned,” I snarled, los­ing my tem­per.

			“You know dashed well that our swags are in the bar, and we can’t smoke without them.”

			“Well, then,” says Bill, “I’ll toss you to see who’s to face the land­lord.”

			“Well, I’ll be blessed!” I says. “I’ll see you fur­ther first. You have got a front. You mugged that stuff away, and you’ll have to get us out of the mess.”

			It made him wild to be called a mug, and we swore and growled at each oth­er for a while; but we dar­en’t speak loud enough to have a fight, so at last I agreed to toss up for it, and I lost.

			Bill star­ted to give me some of his points, but I shut him up quick.

			“You’ve had your turn, and made a mess of it,” I said. “For God’s sake give me a show. Now, I’ll go in­to the bar and ask for the swags, and carry them out on to the ver­anda, and then go back to settle up. You keep him talk­ing all the time. You dump the two swags to­geth­er, and smoke like sheol. That’s all you’ve got to do.”

			I went in­to the bar, got the swags front the mis­sus, car­ried them out on to the ver­anda, and then went back.

			Stiffn­er came in.

			“Good morn­ing!”

			“Good morn­ing, sir,” says Stiffn­er.

			“It’ll be a nice day, I think?”

			“Yes, I think so. I sup­pose you are go­ing on?”

			“Yes, we’ll have to make a move today.”

			Then I hooked care­lessly on to the counter with one el­bow, and looked dreamy-like out across the clear­ing, and presently I gave a sort of sigh and said: “Ah, well! I think I’ll have a beer.”

			“Right you are! Where’s your mate?”

			“Oh, he’s round at the back. He’ll be round dir­ectly; but he ain’t drink­ing this morn­ing.”

			Stiffn­er laughed that nasty empty laugh of his. He thought Bill was whip­ping the cat.

			“What’s yours, boss?” I said.

			“Than­kee! … Here’s luck!”

			“Here’s luck!”

			The coun­try was pretty open round there—the nearest tim­ber was bet­ter than a mile away, and I wanted to give Bill a good start across the flat be­fore the go-as-you-can com­menced; so I talked for a while, and while we were talk­ing I thought I might as well go the whole hog—I might as well die for a pound as a penny, if I had to die; and if I hadn’t I’d have the pound to the good, any­way, so to speak. Any­how, the risk would be about the same, or less, for I might have the spir­it to run harder the more I had to run for—the more spir­its I had to run for, in fact, as it turned out—so I says:

			“I think I’ll take one of them there flasks of whisky to last us on the road.”

			“Right y’are,” says Stiffn­er. “What’ll ye have—a small one or a big one?”

			“Oh, a big one, I think—if I can get it in­to my pock­et.”

			“It’ll be a tight squeeze,” he said, and he laughed.

			“I’ll try,” I said. “Bet you two drinks I’ll get it in.”

			“Done!” he says. “The top in­side coat-pock­et, and no tear­ing.”

			It was a big bottle, and all my pock­ets were small; but I got it in­to the pock­et he’d bet­ted against. It was a tight squeeze, but I got it in.

			Then we both laughed, but his laugh was nas­ti­er than usu­al, be­cause it was meant to be pleas­ant, and he’d lost two drinks; and my laugh wasn’t easy—I was anxious as to which of us would laugh next.

			Just then I no­ticed some­thing, and an idea struck me—about the most up-to-date idea that ever struck me in my life. I no­ticed that Stiffn­er was limp­ing on his right foot this morn­ing, so I said to him:

			“What’s up with your foot?” put­ting my hand in my pock­et. “Oh, it’s a crim­son nail in my boot,” he said. “I thought I got the blanky thing out this morn­ing; but I didn’t.”

			There just happened to be an old bag of shoe­maker’s tools in the bar, be­long­ing to an old cob­bler who was ly­ing dead drunk on the ver­anda. So I said, tak­ing my hand out of my pock­et again:

			“Lend us the boot, and I’ll fix it in a minute. That’s my old trade.”

			“Oh, so you’re a shoe­maker,” he said. “I’d nev­er have thought it.”

			He laughs one of his use­less laughs that wasn’t wanted, and slips off the boot—he hadn’t laced it up—and hands it across the bar to me. It was an ugly brute—a great thick, iron-bound, boil­er-plated navvy’s boot. It made me feel sore when I looked at it.

			I got the bag and pre­ten­ded to fix the nail; but I didn’t.

			“There’s a couple of nails gone from the sole,” I said. “I’ll put ’em in if I can find any hob­nails, and it’ll save the sole,” and I rooted in the bag and found a good long nail, and shoved it right through the sole on the sly. He’d been a bit of a sprint­er in his time, and I thought it might be bet­ter for me in the near fu­ture if the spikes of his run­ning-shoes were in­side.

			“There, you’ll find that bet­ter, I fancy,” I said, stand­ing the boot on the bar counter, but keep­ing my hand on it in an ab­sent­minded kind of way. Presently I yawned and stretched my­self, and said in a care­less way:

			“Ah, well! How’s the slate?” He scratched the back of his head and pre­ten­ded to think.

			“Oh, well, we’ll call it thirty bob.”

			Per­haps he thought I’d slap down two quid.

			“Well,” I says, “and what will you do sup­pos­ing we don’t pay you?”

			He looked blank for a mo­ment. Then he fired up and gasped and choked once or twice; and then he cooled down sud­denly and laughed his nas­ti­est laugh—he was one of those men who al­ways laugh when they’re wild—and said in a nasty, quiet tone:

			“You thun­der­ing, jumped-up crawl­ers! If you don’t (some­thing) well part up I’ll take your swags and (some­thing) well kick your gory pants so you won’t be able to sit down for a month—or stand up either!”

			“Well, the soon­er you be­gin the bet­ter,” I said; and I chucked the boot in­to a corner and bolted.

			

			He jumped the bar counter, got his boot, and came after me. He paused to slip the boot on—but he only made one step, and then gave a howl and slung the boot off and rushed back. When I looked round again he’d got a slip­per on, and was com­ing—and gain­ing on me, too. I shif­ted scenery pretty quick the next five minutes. But I was soon pumped. My heart began to beat against the ceil­ing of my head, and my lungs all choked up in my throat. When I guessed he was get­ting with­in kick­ing dis­tance I glanced round so’s to dodge the kick. He let out; but I shied just in time. He missed fire, and the slip­per went about twenty feet up in the air and fell in a wa­ter­hole.

			He was done then, for the ground was stub­bly and stony. I seen Bill on ahead peg­ging out for the ho­ri­zon, and I took after him and reached for the tim­ber for all I was worth, for I’d seen Stiffn­er’s mis­sus com­ing with a shovel—to bury the re­mains, I sup­pose; and those two were a good match—Stiffn­er and his mis­sus, I mean.

			Bill looked round once, and melted in­to the bush pretty soon after that. When I caught up he was about done; but I grabbed my swag and we pushed on, for I told Bill that I’d seen Stiffn­er mak­ing for the stables when I’d last looked round; and Bill thought that we’d bet­ter get lost in the bush as soon as ever we could, and stay lost, too, for Stiffn­er was a man that couldn’t stand be­ing had.

			The first thing that Bill said when we got safe in­to camp was: “I told you that we’d pull through all right. You need nev­er be frightened when you’re trav­el­ling with me. Just take my ad­vice and leave things to me, and we’ll hang out all right. Now—”

			But I shut him up. He made me mad.

			“Why, you—! What the sheol did you do?”

			“Do?” he says. “I got away with the swags, didn’t I? Where’d they be now if it wasn’t for me?”

			Then I sat on him pretty hard for his pre­ten­sions, and paid him out for all the pat­ron­age he’d worked off on me, and called him a mug straight, and walked round him, so to speak, and blowed, and told him nev­er to pre­tend to me again that he was a bat­tler.

			Then, when I thought I’d licked him in­to form, I cooled down and soaped him up a bit; but I nev­er thought that he had three cli­maxes and a crisis in store for me.

			He took it all pretty cool; he let me have my fling, and gave me time to get breath; then he leaned lan­guidly over on his right side, shoved his left hand down in­to his left trouser­pock­et, and brought up a boot­lace, a box of matches, and nine-and-six.

			As soon as I got the fo­cus of it I gasped:

			“Where the deuce did you get that?”

			“I had it all along,” he said, “but I seen at the pub that you had the show to chew a lug, so I thought we’d save it—nine-and-six­pences ain’t picked up every day.”

			Then he leaned over on his left, went down in­to the oth­er pock­et, and came up with a piece of to­bacco and half-a-sov­er­eign.

			My eyes bulged out.

			“Where the blazes did you get that from?” I yelled.

			“That,” he said, “was the half-quid you give me last night. Half-quids ain’t to be thrown away these times; and, be­sides, I had a down on Stiffn­er, and meant to pay him out; I reckoned that if we wasn’t sharp enough to take him down we hadn’t any busi­ness to be sup­posed to be alive. Any­way, I guessed we’d do it; and so we did—and got a bottle of whisky in­to the bar­gain.”

			Then he leaned back, tired-like, against the log, and dredged his up­per left-hand waist­coat-pock­et, and brought up a sov­er­eign wrapped in a pound note. Then he waited for me to speak; but I couldn’t. I got my mouth open, but couldn’t get it shut again.

			“I got that out of the mugs last night, but I thought that we’d want it, and might as well keep it. Quids ain’t so eas­ily picked up, nowadays; and, be­sides, we need stuff more’n Stiffn­er does, and so—”

			“And did he know you had the stuff?” I gasped.

			“Oh, yes, that’s the fun of it. That’s what made him so ex­cited. He was in the par­lour all the time I was play­ing. But we might as well have a drink!”

			We did. I wanted it.

			

			Bill turned in by-and-by, and looked like a sleep­ing in­no­cent in the moon­light. I sat up late, and smoked, and thought hard, and watched Bill, and turned in, and thought till near day­light, and then went to sleep, and had a night­mare about it. I dreamed I chased Stiffn­er forty miles to buy his pub, and that Bill turned out to be his neph­ew.

			Bill div­vied up all right, and gave me half a crown over, but I didn’t travel with him long after that. He was a de­cent young fel­low as far as chaps go, and a good mate as far as mates go; but he was too far ahead for a peace­ful, easy­going chap like me. It would have worn me out in a year to keep up to him.

			

			P.S.—The name of this should have been: “Bill and Stiffn­er (Thirdly, Jim)”

		
	
		
			When the Sun Went Down

			Jack Drew sat on the edge of the shaft, with his foot in the loop and one hand on the rope, ready to des­cend. His eld­er broth­er, Tom, stood at one end of the wind­lass and the third mate at the oth­er. Jack paused be­fore swinging off, looked up at his broth­er, and im­puls­ively held out his hand:

			“You ain’t go­ing to let the sun go down, are you, Tom?”

			But Tom kept both hands on the wind­lass-handle and said noth­ing.

			“Lower away!”

			They lowered him to the bot­tom, and Tom shouldered his pick in si­lence and walked off to the tent. He found the tin plate, pint-pot, and things set ready for him on the rough slab table un­der the bush shed. The tea was made, the cab­bage and pota­toes strained and placed in a billy near the fire. He found the fried ba­con and steak between two plates in the camp-oven. He sat down to the table but he could not eat. He felt mean. The in­ex­per­i­ence and hasty tem­per of his broth­er had caused the quar­rel between them that morn­ing; but then Jack ad­mit­ted that, and apo­lo­gized when he first tried to make it up.

			Tom moved round un­eas­ily and tried to smoke: he could not get Jack’s last ap­peal out of his ears—“You ain’t go­ing to let the sun go down, Tom?”

			Tom found him­self glan­cing at the sun. It was less than two hours from sun­set. He thought of the words of the old Hebrew—or Chinese—poet; he wasn’t re­li­gious, and the au­thor­ship didn’t mat­ter. The old poet’s words began to haunt him “Let not the sun go down upon your wrath—Let not the sun go down upon your wrath.”

			The line con­tains good, sound ad­vice; for quick-tempered men are of­ten the most sens­it­ive, and when they let the sun go down on the afore­said wrath that qual­ity is likely to get them down and worry them dur­ing the night.

			Tom star­ted to go to the claim, but checked him­self, and sat down and tried to draw com­fort from his pipe. He un­der­stood his broth­er thor­oughly, but his broth­er nev­er un­der­stood him—that was where the trouble was. Presently he got think­ing how Jack would worry about the quar­rel and have no heart for his work. Per­haps he was fret­ting over it now, all alone by him­self, down at the end of the damp, dark drive. Tom had a lot of the old wo­man about him, in spite of his un­so­ci­able ways and brood­ing tem­per.

			He had al­most made up his mind to go be­low again, on some ex­cuse, when his mate shouted from the top of the shaft:

			“Tom! Tom! For Christ’s sake come here!”

			Tom’s heart gave a great thump, and he ran like a kangaroo to the shaft. All the dig­gers with­in hear­ing were soon on the spot. They saw at a glance what had happened. It was mad­ness to sink without tim­ber in such treach­er­ous ground. The sides of the shaft were clos­ing in. Tom sprang for­ward and shouted through the crevice:

			“To the face, Jack! To the face, for your life!”

			“The old Work­ings!” he cried, turn­ing to the dig­gers. “Bring a fan and tools. We’ll dig him out.”

			A few minutes later a fan was rigged over a deser­ted shaft close by, where for­tu­nately the wind­lass had been left for bail­ing pur­poses, and men were down in the old drive. Tom knew that he and his mates had driv­en very close to the old work­ings.

			He knelt in the damp clay be­fore the face and worked like a mad­man; he re­fused to take turn about, and only dropped the pick to seize a shovel in his strong hands, and snatch back the loose clay from un­der his feet; he reckoned that he had six or, per­haps, eight feet to drive, and he knew that the air could not last long in the new drive—even if that had not already fallen in and crushed his broth­er. Great drops of per­spir­a­tion stood out on Tom’s fore­head, and his breath began to come in chok­ing sobs, but he still struck strong, sav­age blows in­to the clay be­fore him, and the drive lengthened quickly. Once he paused a mo­ment to listen, and then dis­tinctly heard a sound as of a tool or stone be­ing struck against the end of the new drive. Jack was safe!

			Tom dug on un­til the clay sud­denly fell away from his pick and left a hole, about the size of a plate, in the “face” be­fore him. “Thank God!” said a hoarse, strained voice at the oth­er side.

			“All right, Jack!”

			“Yes, old man; you are just in time; I’ve hardly got room to stand in, and I’m nearly smothered.” He was crouch­ing against the “face” of the new drive.

			Tom dropped his pick and fell back against the man be­hind him.

			“Oh, God! my back!” he cried.

			Sud­denly he struggled to his knees, and then fell for­ward on his hand and dragged him­self close to the hole in the end of the drive.

			“Jack!” he gasped, “Jack!”

			“Right, old man; what’s the mat­ter?”

			“I’ve hurt my heart, Jack!—Put your hand—quick! … The sun’s go­ing down.”

			Jack’s hand came out through the hole, Tom gripped it, and then fell with his face in the damp clay.

			They half car­ried, half dragged him from the drive, for the roof was low and they were ob­liged to stoop. They took him to the shaft and sent him up, lashed to the rope.

			A few blows of the pick, and Jack scrambled from his pris­on and went to the sur­face, and knelt on the grass by the body of his broth­er. The dig­gers gathered round and took off their hats. And the sun went down.

		
	
		
			The Man Who Forgot

			“Well, I dunno,” said Tom Mar­shall—known as “The Or­acle”—“I’ve heerd o’ sich cases be­fore: they ain’t com­min, but—I’ve heerd o’ sich cases be­fore,” and he screwed up the left side of his face whilst he re­flect­ively scraped his ca­pa­cious right ear with the large blade of a pock­etknife.

			They were sit­ting at the west­ern end of the rouse­abouts’ hut, en­joy­ing the breeze that came up when the sun went down, and smoking and yarn­ing. The “case” in ques­tion was a wretchedly for­lorn-look­ing spe­ci­men of the swag-car­ry­ing clan whom a bound­ary-rider had found wan­der­ing about the ad­ja­cent plain, and had brought in­to the sta­tion. He was a small, scraggy man, pain­fully fair, with a big, baby-like head, va­cant wa­tery eyes, long thin hairy hands, that felt like pieces of damp sea­weed, and an apo­lo­get­ic cringe-and-look-up-at-you man­ner. He pro­fessed to have for­got­ten who he was and all about him­self.

			The Or­acle was deeply in­ter­ested in this case, as in­deed he was in any­thing else that “looked curi­ous.” He was a big, simple-minded shear­er, with more heart than brains, more ex­per­i­ence than sense, and more curi­os­ity than either. It was a won­der that he had not profited, even in­dir­ectly, by the last char­ac­ter­ist­ic. His heart was filled with a kind of rev­er­en­tial pity for any­one who was for­tu­nate or un­for­tu­nate enough to pos­sess an “af­flic­tion;” and amongst his mates had been coun­ted a deaf man, a blind man, a poet, and a man who “had rats.” Tom had dropped across them in­di­vidu­ally, when they were down in the world, and had be­friended them, and stud­ied them with great in­terest—es­pe­cially the poet; and they thought kindly of him, and were grate­ful—ex­cept the in­di­vidu­al with the rats, who reckoned Tom had an axe to grind—that he, in fact, wanted to cut his (Rat’s) liv­er out as a bait for Darling cod—and so re­nounced the mate­ship.

			It was nat­ur­al, then, for The Or­acle to take the present case un­der his wing. He used his in­flu­ence with the boss to get the Mys­tery on “pick­ing up,” and stud­ied him in spare time, and did his best to as­sist the poor hushed memory, which noth­ing the men could say or do seemed able to push fur­ther back than the day on which the stranger “kind o’ woke up” on the plain, and found a swag be­side him. The swag had been pro­spec­ted and fos­sicked for a clue, but yiel­ded none. The chaps were scep­tic­al at first, and in­clined to make fun of the Mys­tery; but Tom in­terfered, and in­tim­ated that if they were skunks enough to chy­ack or try on any of their “funny busi­ness” with a “pore af­flic­ted chap,” he (Tom) would be ob­liged to “per­form.” Most of the men there had wit­nessed Tom’s per­form­ance, and no one seemed am­bi­tious to take a lead­ing part in it. They pre­ferred to be in the audi­ence.

			“Yes,” re­flec­ted The Or­acle, “it’s a curi­ous case, and I dare say some of them big doc­tors, like Mo­rell Mack­en­zie, would be glad to give a thou­sand or two to get holt on a case like this.”

			“Done,” cried Mitchell, the goat of the shed. “I’ll go halves!—or stay, let’s form a syn­dic­ate and work the Mys­tery.”

			Some of the rouse­abouts laughed, but the joke fell as flat with Tom as any oth­er joke.

			“The worst of it is,” said the Mys­tery him­self, in the whine that was nat­ur­al to him, and with a tim­id side look up at Tom—“the worst of it is I might be a lord or duke, and don’t know any­thing about it. I might be a rich man, with a lot of houses and money. I might be a lord.”

			The chaps guf­fawed.

			“Wot’yer laugh­ing at?” asked Mitchell. “I don’t see any­thing un­reas­on­able about it; he might be a lord as far as looks go. I’ve seen two.”

			“Yes,” re­flec­ted Tom, ig­nor­ing Mitchell, “there’s some­thing in that; but then again, you see, you might be Jack the Rip­per. Bet­ter let it slide, mate; let the dead past bury its dead. Start fresh with a clean sheet.”

			“But I don’t even know my name, or wheth­er I’m mar­ried or not,” whined the out­cast. “I might have a good wife and little ones.”

			“Bet­ter keep on for­get­ting, mate,” Mitchell said, “and as for a name, that’s noth­ing. I don’t know mine, and I’ve had eight. There’s plenty good names knock­ing round. I knew a man named Jim Smith that died. Take his name, it just suits you, and he ain’t likely to call round for it; if he does, you can say you was born with it.”

			So they called him Smith, and soon began to re­gard him as a harm­less lun­at­ic and to take no no­tice of his ec­cent­ri­cit­ies. Great in­terest was taken in the case for a time, and even Mitchell put in his oar and tried all sorts of ways to as­sist the Mys­tery in his weak, help­less, and al­most pi­ti­ful en­deav­ours to re­col­lect who he was. A sim­il­ar case happened to ap­pear in the pa­pers at this time, and the thing caught on to such an ex­tent that The Or­acle was moved to im­part some ad­vice from his store of wis­dom.

			“I wouldn’t think too much over it if I was you,” said he to Mitchell, “hun­dreds of sens­ible men went mad over that there Tich­borne case who didn’t have any­thing to do with it, but just through think­ing on it; and you’re ratty enough already, Jack. Let it alone and trust me to find out who’s Smith just as soon as ever we cut out.”

			Mean­while Smith ate, worked, and slept, and bor­rowed to­bacco and for­got to re­turn it—which was made a note of. He talked freely about his case when asked, but if he ad­dressed any­one, it was with the air of the tim­id but good young man, who is fully aware of the ex­tent and power of this world’s wicked­ness, and stands some­what in awe of it, but yet would beg you to fa­vour a humble work­er in the vine­yard by kindly ac­cept­ing a tract, and passing it on to friends after per­us­al.

			One Sat­urday morn­ing, about a fort­night be­fore cutout, The Or­acle came late to his stand, and ap­par­ently with some­thing on his mind. Smith hadn’t turned up, and the next rouse­about was do­ing his work, to the mu­tu­al dis­sat­is­fac­tion of all parties im­me­di­ately con­cerned.

			“Did you see any­thing of Smith?” asked Mitchell of The Or­acle. “Seems to have for­got to get up this morn­ing.”

			Tom looked dis­heartened and dis­ap­poin­ted. “He’s for­got again,” said he, slowly and im­press­ively.

			“For­got what? We know he’s blessed well for­got to come to graft.”

			“He’s for­got again,” re­peated Tom. “He woke up this morn­ing and wanted to know who he was and where he was.” Com­ments.

			“Bet­ter give him best, Or­acle,” said Mitchell presently. “If he can’t find out who he is and where he is, the boss’ll soon find it out for him.”

			“No,” said Tom, “when I take a thing in hand I see it through.”

			This was also char­ac­ter­ist­ic of the boss-over-the-board, though in an­oth­er dir­ec­tion. He went down to the but and in­quired for Smith.

			“Why ain’t you at work?”

			“Who am I, sir? Where am I?” whined Smith. “Can you please tell me who I am and where I am?”

			The boss drew a long breath and stared blankly at the Mys­tery; then he erup­ted.

			“Now, look here!” he howled, “I don’t know who the gory sheol you are, ex­cept that you’re a gory lun­at­ic, and what’s more, I don’t care a damn. But I’ll soon show you where you are! You can call up at the store and get your cheque, and soon as you blessed well like; and then take a walk, and don’t for­get to take your lovely swag with you.”

			The mat­ter was dis­cussed at the din­ner-table. The Or­acle swore that it was a cruel, mean way to treat a “pore af­flic­ted chap,” and cursed the boss. Tom’s ad­mirers cursed in sym­pathy, and trouble seemed threat­en­ing, when the voice of Mitchell was heard to rise in slow, de­lib­er­ate tones over the clat­ter of cut­lery and tin plates.

			“I won­der,” said the voice, “I won­der wheth­er Smith for­got his cheque?”

			It was as­cer­tained that Smith hadn’t.

			There was some eat­ing and think­ing done. Soon Mitchell’s voice was heard again, dir­ec­ted at The Or­acle.

			It said “Do you keep any valla­bels about your bunk, Or­acle?”

			Tom looked hard at Mitchell. “Why?”

			“Oh, noth­in’: only I think it wouldn’t be a bad idea for you to look at your bunk and see wheth­er Smith for­got.”

			The chaps grew aw­fully in­ter­ested. They fixed their eyes on Tom, and he looked with feel­ing from one face to an­oth­er; then he pushed his plate back, and slowly ex­trac­ted his long legs from between the stool and the table. He climbed to his bunk, and care­fully re­viewed the in­gredi­ents of his swag. Smith hadn’t for­got.

			When The Or­acle’s face came round again there was in it a strange ex­pres­sion which a close study would have re­vealed to be more of an­ger than of sor­row, but that was not all. It was an ex­pres­sion such as a man might wear who is un­der­go­ing a ter­rible op­er­a­tion, without chlo­ro­form, but is de­term­ined not to let a whim­per es­cape him. Tom didn’t swear, and by that token they guessed how mad he was. ’Twas a rough shed, with a free and lur­id vocab­u­lary, but had they all sworn in chor­us, with One-Eyed Bogan as lead, it would not have done justice to Tom’s feel­ings—and they real­ized this.

			The Or­acle took down his bridle from its peg, and star­ted for the door amid a re­spect­ful and sym­path­et­ic si­lence, which was only partly broken once by the voice of Mitchell, which asked in an awed whis­per:—

			“Go­ing ter ketch yer horse, Tom?”

			The Or­acle nod­ded, and passed on; he spake no word—he was too full for words.

			Five minutes passed, and then the voice of Mitchell was heard again, un­in­ter­rup­ted by the clat­ter of tin­ware. It said in im­press­ive tones:

			“It would not be a bad idea for some of you chaps that camp in the bunks along there, to have a look at your things. Scotty’s bunk is next to Tom’s.”

			Scotty shot out of his place as if a snake had hold of his leg, start­ing a plank in the table and up­set­ting three soup plates. He reached for his bunk like a drown­ing man clutch­ing at a plank, and tore out the bed­ding. Again, Smith hadn’t for­got.

			Then fol­lowed a gen­er­al over­haul, and it was found in most cases that Smith had re­membered. The pent-up reser­voir of blas­phemy burst forth.

			The Or­acle came up with Smith that night at the nearest shanty, and found that he had for­got­ten again, and in sev­er­al in­stances, and was for­get­ting some more un­der the in­flu­ence of rum and of the flat­ter­ing in­terest taken in his case by a drunk­en Bach­el­or of Arts who happened to be at the pub. Tom came in quietly from the rear, and crooked his fin­ger at the shanty-keep­er. They went apart from the rest, and talked to­geth­er a while very earn­estly. Then they secretly ex­amined Smith’s swag, the core of which was com­posed of Tom’s and his mate’s valu­ables.

			Then The Or­acle stirred up Smith’s re­col­lec­tions and de­par­ted.

			Smith was about again in a couple of weeks. He was dam­aged some­what phys­ic­ally, but his memory was no longer im­paired.

		
	
		
			Hungerford

			One of the hun­gri­est cleared roads in New South Wales runs to with­in a couple of miles of Hun­ger­ford, and stops there; then you strike through the scrub to the town. There is no dis­tant pro­spect of Hun­ger­ford—you don’t see the town till you are quite close to it, and then two or three white­washed gal­van­ized-iron roofs start out of the mulga.

			They say that a past Min­istry com­menced to clear the road from Bourke, un­der the im­pres­sion that Hun­ger­ford was an im­port­ant place, and went on, with the blind­ness pe­cu­li­ar to gov­ern­ments, till they got to with­in two miles of the town. Then they ran short of rum and ra­tions, and sent a man on to get them, and make in­quir­ies. The mem­ber nev­er came back, and two more were sent to find him—or Hun­ger­ford. Three days later the two re­turned in an ex­hausted con­di­tion, and sub­mit­ted a mo­tion of want-of-con­fid­ence, which was lost. Then the whole House went on and was lost also. Strange to re­late, that Gov­ern­ment was nev­er missed.

			How­ever, we found Hun­ger­ford and camped there for a day. The town is right on the Queens­land bor­der, and an in­ter­pro­vin­cial rab­bit-proof fence—with rab­bits on both sides of it—runs across the main street.

			This fence is a stand­ing joke with Aus­trali­an rab­bits—about the only joke they have out there, ex­cept the memory of Pas­teur and pois­on and in­ocu­la­tion. It is amus­ing to go a little way out of town, about sun­set, and watch them crack Noah’s Ark rab­bit jokes about that fence, and bur­row un­der and play leapfrog over it till they get tired. One old buck rab­bit sat up and nearly laughed his ears off at a joke of his own about that fence. He laughed so much that he couldn’t get away when I reached for him. I could hardly eat him for laugh­ing. I nev­er saw a rab­bit laugh be­fore; but I’ve seen a pos­sum do it.

			Hun­ger­ford con­sists of two houses and a humpy in New South Wales, and five houses in Queens­land. Char­ac­ter­ist­ic­ally enough, both the pubs are in Queens­land. We got a glass of sour yeast at one and paid six­pence for it—we had asked for Eng­lish ale.

			The post of­fice is in New South Wales, and the po­lice-bar­racks in Ba­nana­land. The po­lice can­not do any­thing if there’s a row go­ing on across the street in New South Wales, ex­cept to send to Bris­bane and have an ex­tra­di­tion war­rant ap­plied for; and they don’t do much if there’s a row in Queens­land. Most of the rows are across the bor­der, where the pubs are.

			At least, I be­lieve that’s how it is, though the man who told me might have been a li­ar. An­oth­er man said he was a li­ar, but then he might have been a li­ar him­self—a third per­son said he was one. I heard that there was a fight over it, but the man who told me about the fight might not have been telling the truth.

			One part of the town swears at Bris­bane when things go wrong, and the oth­er part curses Sydney.

			The coun­try looks as though a great ash-heap had been spread out there, and mulga scrub and fire­wood planted—and neg­lected. The coun­try looks just as bad for a hun­dred miles round Hun­ger­ford, and bey­ond that it gets worse—a blas­ted, bar­ren wil­der­ness that doesn’t even howl. If it howled it would be a re­lief.

			I be­lieve that Bourke and Wills found Hun­ger­ford, and it’s a pity they did; but, if I ever stand by the graves of the men who first trav­elled through this coun­try, when there were neither roads nor sta­tions, nor tanks, nor bores, nor pubs, I’ll—I’ll take my hat off. There were brave men in the land in those days.

			It is said that the ex­plorers gave the dis­trict its name chiefly be­cause of the hun­ger they found there, which has re­mained there ever since. I don’t know where the ford comes in—there’s noth­ing to ford, ex­cept in flood-time. Hun­gerthirst would have been bet­ter. The town is sup­posed to be situ­ated on the banks of a river called the Paroo, but we saw no wa­ter there, ex­cept what passed for it in a tank. The goats and sheep and dogs and the rest of the pop­u­la­tion drink there. It is dan­ger­ous to take too much of that wa­ter in a raw state.

			Ex­cept in flood-time you couldn’t find the bed of the river without the aid of a spir­it-level and a long straightedge. There is a Cus­tom­house against the fence on the north­ern side. A pound of tea of­ten costs six shil­lings on that side, and you can get a com­mon lead pen­cil for four­pence at the rival store across the street in the moth­er province. Also, a small loaf of sour bread sells for a shil­ling at the humpy afore­men­tioned. Only about sixty per­cent of the sug­ar will melt.

			We saw one of the store­keep­ers give a dead­beat swag­man five shil­lings’ worth of ra­tions to take him on in­to Queens­land. The store­keep­ers of­ten do this, and put it down on the loss side of their books. I hope the re­cord­ing an­gel listens, and puts it down on the right side of his book.

			We camped on the Queens­land side of the fence, and after tea had a yarn with an old man who was mind­ing a mixed flock of goats and sheep; and we asked him wheth­er he thought Queens­land was bet­ter than New South Wales, or the oth­er way about.

			He scratched the back of his head, and thought a while, and hes­it­ated like a stranger who is go­ing to do you a fa­vour at some per­son­al in­con­veni­ence.

			At last, with the bored air of a man who has gone through the same per­form­ance too of­ten be­fore, he stepped de­lib­er­ately up to the fence and spat over it in­to New South Wales. After which he got leis­urely through and spat back on Queens­land.

			“That’s what I think of the blanky colon­ies!” he said.

			He gave us time to be­come suf­fi­ciently im­pressed; then he said:

			“And if I was at the Vic­tori­an and South Aus­trali­an bor­der I’d do the same thing.”

			He let that soak in­to our minds, and ad­ded: “And the same with West Aus­tralia—and—and Tas­mania.” Then he went away.

			The last would have been a long spit—and he for­got Maor­i­land.

			We heard af­ter­wards that his name was Clancy and he had that day been offered a job drov­ing at “twenty-five shil­lings a week and find your own horse.” Also find your own horse feed and to­bacco and soap and oth­er lux­ur­ies, at sta­tion prices. Moreover, if you lost your own horse you would have to find an­oth­er, and if that died or went astray you would have to find a third—or for­feit your pay and re­turn on foot. The boss drover agreed to provide flour and mut­ton—when such things were pro­cur­able.

			Con­sequently, Clancy’s un­fa­vour­able opin­ion of the colon­ies.

			My mate and I sat down on our swags against the fence to talk things over. One of us was very deaf. Presently a black track­er went past and looked at us, and re­turned to the pub. Then a troop­er in Queens­land uni­form came along and asked us what the trouble was about, and where we came from and were go­ing, and where we camped. We said we were dis­cuss­ing private busi­ness, and he ex­plained that he thought it was a row, and came over to see. Then he left us, and later on we saw him sit­ting with the rest of the pop­u­la­tion on a bench un­der the hotel ver­anda. Next morn­ing we rolled up our swags and left Hun­ger­ford to the North­w­est.

		
	
		
			A Camp-Fire Yarn

			“This girl,” said Mitchell, con­tinu­ing a yarn to his mate, “was about the ugli­est girl I ever saw, ex­cept one, and I’ll tell you about her dir­ectly. The old man had a car­penter’s shop fixed up in a shed at the back of his house, and he used to work there pretty of­ten, and some­times I’d come over and yarn with him. One day I was sit­ting on the end of the bench, and the old man was work­ing away, and Mary was stand­ing there too, all three of us yarn­ing—she mostly came pok­ing round where I was if I happened to be on the premises—or at least I thought so—and we got yarn­ing about get­ting mar­ried, and the old cove said he’d get mar­ried again if the old wo­man died.

			“ ’You get mar­ried again!’ said Mary. ‘Why, fath­er, you wouldn’t get any­one to marry you—who’d have you?’

			“ ’Well,’ he said, ‘I bet I’ll get someone soon­er than you, any­way. You don’t seem to be able to get any­one, and it’s pretty near time you thought of set­tlin’ down and get­tin’ mar­ried. I wish someone would have you.’

			“He hit her pretty hard there, but it served her right. She got as good as she gave. She looked at me and went all col­ours, and then she went back to her washtub.

			“She was mighty quiet at teatime—she seemed hurt a lot, and I began to feel sorry I’d laughed at the old man’s joke, for she was really a good, hard­work­ing girl, and you couldn’t help lik­ing her.

			“So after tea I went out to her in the kit­chen, where she was wash­ing up, to try and cheer her up a bit. She’d scarcely speak at first, ex­cept to say ‘Yes’ or ‘No’, and kept her face turned away from me; and I could see that she’d been cry­ing. I began to feel sorry for her and mad at the old man, and I star­ted to com­fort her. But I didn’t go the right way to work about it. I told her that she mustn’t take any no­tice of the old cove, as he didn’t mean half he said. But she seemed to take it harder than ever, and at last I got so sorry for her that I told her that I’d have her if she’d have me.”

			“And what did she say?” asked Mitchell’s mate, after a pause.

			“She said she wouldn’t have me at any price!”

			The mate laughed, and Mitchell grinned his quiet grin.

			“Well, this set me think­ing,” he con­tin­ued. “I al­ways knew I was a dashed ugly cove, and I began to won­der wheth­er any girl would really have me; and I kept on it till at last I made up my mind to find out and settle the mat­ter for good—or bad.

			“There was an­oth­er farm­er’s daugh­ter liv­ing close by, and I met her pretty of­ten com­ing home from work, and some­times I had a yarn with her. She was plain, and no mis­take: Mary was a Venus along­side of her. She had feet like a Las­car, and hands about ten sizes too large for her, and a face like that camel—only red; she walked like a camel, too. She looked like a lad­der with a dress on, and she didn’t know a great A from a corner cup­board.

			“Well, one even­ing I met her at the sli­prails, and presently I asked her, for a joke, if she’d marry me. Mind you, I nev­er wanted to marry her; I was only curi­ous to know wheth­er any girl would have me.

			“She turned away her face and seemed to hes­it­ate, and I was just turn­ing away and be­gin­ning to think I was a dashed hope­less case, when all of a sud­den she fell up against me and said she’d be my wife. … And it wasn’t her fault that she wasn’t.”

			“What did she do?”

			“Do! What didn’t she do? Next day she went down to our place when I was at work, and hugged and kissed moth­er and the girls all round, and cried, and told moth­er that she’d try and be a du­ti­ful daugh­ter to her. Good Lord! You should have seen the old wo­man and the girls when I came home.

			“Then she let every­one know that Brid­get Page was en­gaged to Jack Mitchell, and told her friends that she went down on her knees every night and thanked the Lord for get­ting the love of a good man. Didn’t the fel­lows chy­ack me, though! My sis­ters were rav­ing mad about it, for their chums kept ask­ing them how they liked their new sis­ter, and when it was go­ing to come off, and who’d be brides­maids and best man, and wheth­er they wer­en’t sur­prised at their broth­er Jack’s choice; and then I’d gam­mon at home that it was all true.

			“At last the place got too hot for me. I got sick of dodging that girl. I sent a mate of mine to tell her that it was all a joke, and that I was already mar­ried in secret; but she didn’t see it, then I cleared, and got a job in New­castle, but had to leave there when my mates sent me the of­fice that she was com­ing. I wouldn’t won­der but what she is hump­ing her swag after me now. In fact, I thought you was her in dis­guise when I set eyes on you first. … You needn’t get mad about it; I don’t mean to say that you’re quite as ugly as she was, be­cause I nev­er saw a man that was—or a wo­man either. Any­way, I’ll nev­er ask a wo­man to marry me again un­less I’m ready to marry her.”

			Then Mitchell’s mate told a yarn.

			“I knew a case once some­thing like the one you were telling me about; the land­lady of a hash-house where I was stop­ping in Al­bany told me. There was a young car­penter stay­ing there, who’d run away from Sydney from an old maid who wanted to marry him. He’d cleared from the church door, I be­lieve. He was scarcely more’n a boy—about nine­teen—and a soft kind of a fel­low, some­thing like you, only good-look­ing—that is, he was pass­able. Well, as soon as the wo­man found out where he’d gone, she came after him. She turned up at the board­ing­house one Sat­urday morn­ing when Bob­bie was at work; and the first thing she did was to rent a double room from the land­lady and buy some cups and sau­cers to start house­keep­ing with. When Bob­bie came home he just gave her one look and gave up the game.

			“ ’Get your din­ner, Bob­bie,’ she said, after she’d slobbered over him a bit, ‘and then get dressed and come with me and get mar­ried!’

			“She was about three times his age, and had a face like that pic­ture of a lady over Sap­pho Smith’s let­ters in the Sydney Bul­let­in.

			“Well, Bob­bie went with her like a—like a lamb; nev­er gave a kick or tried to clear.”

			“Hold on,” said Mitchell, “did you ever shear lambs?”

			“Nev­er mind. Let me fin­ish the yarn. Bob­bie was mar­ried; but she wouldn’t let him out of her sight all that af­ter­noon, and he had to put up with her be­fore them all. About bed­time he sneaked out and star­ted along the pas­sage to his room that he shared with two or three mates. But she’d her eye on him.

			“ ‘Bob­bie, Bob­bie!’ she says, ‘Where are you go­ing?’

			“ ‘I’m go­ing to bed,’ said Bob­bie. ‘Good night!’

			“ ‘Bob­bie, Bob­bie,’ she says, sharply. ‘That isn’t our room; this is our room, Bob­bie. Come back at once! What do you mean, Bob­bie? Do you hear me, Bob­bie?’

			“So Bob­bie came back, and went in with the scare­crow. Next morn­ing she was first at the break­fast table, in a dress­ing-gown and curl pa­pers. And when they were all sit­ting down Bob­bie sneaked in, look­ing aw­fully sheep­ish, and sidled for his chair at the oth­er end of the table. But she’d her eyes on him.

			“ ‘Bob­bie, Bob­bie!’ she said, ‘Come and kiss me, Bob­bie!’ ” And he had to do it in front of them all.

			“But I be­lieve she made him a good wife.”

		
	
		
			His Country-After All

			The Blen­heim coach was des­cend­ing in­to the val­ley of the Avetere River—pro­nounced Ave­terry—from the saddle of Taylor’s Pass. Across the river to the right, the grey slopes and flats stretched away to the dis­tant sea from a range of tus­sock hills. There was no nat­ive bush there; but there were sev­er­al groves of im­por­ted tim­ber stand­ing wide apart—sen­tinel-like—seem­ing lonely and strik­ing in their isol­a­tion.

			“Grand coun­try, New Zea­l­and, eh?” said a stout man with a brown face, grey beard, and grey eyes, who sat between the driver and an­oth­er pas­sen­ger on the box.

			“You don’t call this grand coun­try!” ex­claimed the oth­er pas­sen­ger, who claimed to be, and looked like, a com­mer­cial trav­el­ler, and might have been a pro­fes­sion­al spiel­er—quite pos­sibly both. “Why, it’s about the poorest coun­try in New Zea­l­and! You ought to see some of the coun­try in the North Is­land—Wair­ar­apa and Napi­er dis­tricts, round about Pahi­atua. I call this damn poor coun­try.”

			“Well, I reck­on you wouldn’t, if you’d ever been in Aus­tralia—back in New South Wales. The people here don’t seem to know what a grand coun­try they’ve got. You say this is the worst, eh? Well, this would make an Aus­trali­an cock­a­too’s mouth wa­ter—the worst of New Zea­l­and would.”

			“I al­ways thought Aus­tralia was all good coun­try,” mused the driver—a flax-stick. “I al­ways thought—”

			“Good coun­try!” ex­claimed the man with the grey beard, in a tone of dis­gust. “Why, it’s only a mon­grel desert, ex­cept some bits round the coast. The worst dried-up and God­for­saken coun­try I was ever in.”

			There was a si­lence, thought­ful on the driver’s part, and ag­gress­ive on that of the stranger.

			“I al­ways thought,” said the driver, re­flect­ively, after the pause—“I al­ways thought Aus­tralia was a good coun­try,” and he placed his foot on the brake.

			They let him think. The coach des­cen­ded the nat­ur­al ter­races above the river bank, and pulled up at the pub.

			

			“So you’re a nat­ive of Aus­tralia?” said the bag­man to the grey­beard, as the coach went on again.

			“Well, I sup­pose I am. Any­way, I was born there. That’s the main thing I’ve got against the darned coun­try.”

			“How long did you stay there?”

			“Till I got away,” said the stranger. Then, after a think, he ad­ded, “I went away first when I was thirty-five—went to the is­lands. I swore I’d nev­er go back to Aus­tralia again; but I did. I thought I had a kind of af­fec­tion for old Sydney. I knocked about the blas­ted coun­try for five or six years, and then I cleared out to ’Frisco. I swore I’d nev­er go back again, and I nev­er will.”

			“But surely you’ll take a run over and have a look at old Sydney and those places, be­fore you go back to Amer­ica, after get­ting so near?”

			“What the blazes do I want to have a look at the blamed coun­try for?” snapped the stranger, who had re­freshed con­sid­er­ably. “I’ve got noth­ing to thank Aus­tralia for—ex­cept get­ting out of it. It’s the best coun­try to get out of that I was ever in.”

			“Oh, well, I only thought you might have had some friends over there,” in­ter­posed the trav­el­ler in an in­jured tone.

			“Friends! That’s an­oth­er reas­on. I wouldn’t go back there for all the friends and re­la­tions since Adam. I had more than quite enough of it while I was there. The worst and hard­est years of my life were spent in Aus­tralia. I might have starved there, and did do it half my time. I worked harder and got less in my own coun­try in five years than I ever did in any oth­er in fif­teen”—he was get­ting mixed—“and I’ve been in a few since then. No, Aus­tralia is the worst coun­try that ever the Lord had the sense to for­get. I mean to stick to the coun­try that stuck to me, when I was starved out of my own dear nat­ive land—and that coun­try is the United States of Amer­ica. What’s Aus­tralia? A big, thirsty, hungry wil­der­ness, with one or two cit­ies for the con­veni­ence of for­eign spec­u­lat­ors, and a few col­lec­tions of humpies, called towns—also for the con­veni­ence of for­eign spec­u­lat­ors; and pop­u­lated mostly by mon­grel sheep, and partly by fools, who live like European slaves in the towns, and like din­goes in the bush—who driv­el about ‘demo­cracy,’ and yet haven’t any more spunk than to graft for a few Cock­ney dudes that razzle-dazzle most of the time in Par­is. Why, the Aus­trali­ans haven’t even got the grit to claim enough of their own money to throw a few dams across their wa­ter­courses, and so make some of the in­teri­or fit to live in. Amer­ica’s bad enough, but it was nev­er so small as that. … Bah! The curse of Aus­tralia is sheep, and the Aus­trali­an war cry is Baa!”

			“Well, you’re the first man I ever heard talk as you’ve been do­ing about his own coun­try,” said the bag­man, get­ting tired and im­pa­tient of be­ing sat on all the time. “ ’Lives there a man with a soul so dead, who nev­er said—to—to him­self’ … I for­get the darned thing.”

			He tried to re­mem­ber it. The man whose soul was dead cleared his throat for ac­tion, and the driver—for whom the bag­man had shouted twice as against the stranger’s once—took the op­por­tun­ity to ob­serve that he al­ways thought a man ought to stick up for his own coun­try.

			The stranger ig­nored him and opened fire on the bag­man. He pro­ceeded to prove that that was all rot—that pat­ri­ot­ism was the greatest curse on earth; that it had been the cause of all war; that it was the false, ig­nor­ant sen­ti­ment which moved men to slave, starve, and fight for the com­fort of their slug­gish mas­ters; that it was the en­emy of uni­ver­sal broth­er­hood, the moth­er of hatred, murder, and slavery, and that the world would nev­er be any bet­ter un­til the deadly pois­on, called the sen­ti­ment of pat­ri­ot­ism, had been “edu­cated” out of the stom­achs of the people. “Pat­ri­ot­ism!” he ex­claimed scorn­fully. “My coun­try! The darned fools; the coun­try nev­er be­longed to them, but to the spec­u­lat­ors, the ab­sent­ees, land-boomers, swind­lers, gangs of thieves—the men the pat­ri­ot­ic fools starve and fight for—their mas­ters. Ba-a!”

			The op­pos­i­tion col­lapsed.

			The coach had climbed the ter­races on the south side of the river, and was bowl­ing along on a level stretch of road across the el­ev­ated flat.

			“What trees are those?” asked the stranger, break­ing the ag­gress­ive si­lence which fol­lowed his un­pat­ri­ot­ic ar­gu­ment, and point­ing to a grove ahead by the road­side. “They look as if they’ve been planted there. There ain’t been a forest here surely?”

			“Oh, they’re some trees the Gov­ern­ment im­por­ted,” said the bag­man, whose know­ledge on the sub­ject was lim­ited. “Our own bush won’t grow in this soil.”

			“But it looks as if any­thing else would—”

			Here the stranger sniffed once by ac­ci­dent, and then sev­er­al times with in­terest.

			It was a warm morn­ing after rain. He fixed his eyes on those trees.

			They didn’t look like Aus­trali­an gums; they tapered to the tops, the branches were pretty reg­u­lar, and the boughs hung in ship­shape fash­ion. There was not the Aus­trali­an heat to twist the branches and turn the leaves.

			“Why!” ex­claimed the stranger, still star­ing and sniff­ing hard. “Why, dang me if they ain’t (sniff) Aus­trali­an gums!”

			“Yes,” said the driver, flick­ing his horses, “they are.”

			“Blanky (sniff) blanky old Aus­trali­an gums!” ex­claimed the ex-Aus­trali­an, with strange en­thu­si­asm.

			“They’re not old,” said the driver; “they’re only young trees. But they say they don’t grow like that in Aus­tralia—’count of the dif­fer­ence in the cli­mate. I al­ways thought—”

			But the oth­er did not ap­pear to hear him; he kept star­ing hard at the trees they were passing. They had been planted in rows and cross-rows, and were com­ing on grandly.

			There was a rab­bit trap­per’s camp amongst those trees; he had made a fire to boil his billy with gum-leaves and twigs, and it was the scent of that fire which in­ter­ested the ex­ile’s nose, and brought a wave of memor­ies with it.

			“Good day, mate!” he shouted sud­denly to the rab­bit trap­per, and to the as­ton­ish­ment of his fel­low pas­sen­gers.

			“Good day, mate!” The an­swer came back like an echo—it seemed to him—from the past.

			Presently he caught sight of a few trees which had evid­ently been planted be­fore the oth­ers—as an ex­per­i­ment, per­haps—and, some­how, one of them had grown after its own er­rat­ic nat­ive fash­ion—gnarled and twis­ted and ragged, and could not be mis­taken for any­thing else but an Aus­trali­an gum.

			“A thun­der­in’ old blue-gum!” ejac­u­lated the trav­el­ler, re­gard­ing the tree with great in­terest.

			He screwed his neck to get a last glimpse, and then sat si­lently smoking and gaz­ing straight ahead, as if the past lay be­fore him—and it was be­fore him.

			“Ah, well!” he said, in ex­plan­a­tion of a long med­it­at­ive si­lence on his part; “ah, well—them sap­lings—the smell of them gum-leaves set me think­ing.” And he thought some more.

			“Well, for my part,” said a tour­ist in the coach, presently, in a con­des­cend­ing tone, “I can’t see much in Aus­tralia. The bally colon­ies are—”

			“Oh, that be damned!” snarled the Aus­trali­an-born—they had fin­ished the second flask of whisky. “What do you Brit­ish­ers know about Aus­tralia? She’s as good as Eng­land, any­way.”

			

			“Well, I sup­pose you’ll go straight back to the States as soon as you’ve done your busi­ness in Christ­ch­urch,” said the bag­man, when near their jour­ney’s end they had be­come con­fid­en­tial.

			“Well, I dunno. I reck­on I’ll just take a run over to Aus­tralia first. There’s an old mate of mine in busi­ness in Sydney, and I’d like to have a yarn with him.”

		
	
		
			A Day on a Selection

			The scene is a small New South Wales west­ern se­lec­tion, the hold­er where­of is nat­ive-Eng­lish. His wife is nat­ive-Ir­ish. Time, Sunday, about 8 a.m. A used-up look­ing wo­man comes from the slab-and-bark house, turns her face to­wards the hill­side, and shrieks:

			“T-o-o-m-may!”

			No re­sponse, and presently she draws a long breath and screams again:

			“Tom-m-a-a-y!”

			A faint echo comes from far up the sid­ing where Tommy’s pres­ence is vaguely in­dic­ated by half a dozen cows mov­ing slowly—very slowly—down to­wards the cow-yard.

			The wo­man re­tires. Ten minutes later she comes out again and screams:

			“Tommy!”

			“Y-e-e-a-a-s-s!” very pas­sion­ately and shrilly.

			“Ain’t you goin’ to bring those cows down today?”

			“Y-e-e-a-a-s-s-s!—carn’t yer see I’m com­in’?”

			A boy is seen to run wildly along the sid­ing and hurl a mis­sile at a feed­ing cow; the cow runs for­ward a short dis­tance through the trees, and then stops to graze again while the boy stirs up an­oth­er milk­er.

			An hour goes by.

			The rising Aus­trali­an gen­er­a­tion is rep­res­en­ted by a thin, lanky youth of about fif­teen. He is milk­ing. The cow-yard is next the house, and is mostly ankle-deep in slush. The boy drives a dusty, dis­cour­aged-look­ing cow in­to the bail, and pins her head there; then he gets tackle on to her right hind leg, hauls it back, and makes it fast to the fence. There are el­ev­en cows, but not one of them can be milked out of the bail—chiefly be­cause their teats are sore. The se­lect­or does not know what makes the teats sore, but he has an un­ques­tion­ing faith in a cer­tain oint­ment, re­com­men­ded to him by a man who knows less about cows than he does him­self, which he causes to be ap­plied at ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals—leav­ing the mode of ap­plic­a­tion to the dis­cre­tion of his son. Mean­while the teats re­main sore.

			Hav­ing made the cow fast, the young­ster cau­tiously takes hold of the least sore teat, yanks it sud­denly, and dodges the cow’s hock. When he gets enough milk to dip his dirty hands in, he moistens the teats, and things go on more smoothly. Now and then he re­lieves the mono­tony of his oc­cu­pa­tion by squirt­ing at the eye of a calf which is doz­ing in the ad­ja­cent pen. Oth­er times he milks in­to his mouth. Every time the cow kicks, a burr or a grass-seed or a bit of some­thing else falls in­to the milk, and the boy drowns these things with a well-dir­ec­ted stream—on the prin­ciple that what’s out of sight is out of mind.

			Some­times the boy sticks his head in­to the cow’s side, hangs on by a teat, and dozes, while the buck­et, mech­an­ic­ally gripped between his knees, sinks lower and lower till it rests on the ground. Likely as not he’ll doze on un­til his moth­er’s shrill voice startles him with an in­quiry as to wheth­er he in­tends to get that milk­ing done today; oth­er times he is roused by the plunging of the cow, or knocked over by a calf which has broken through a de­fect­ive pan­el in the pen. In the lat­ter case the youth gets tackle on to the calf, de­taches its head from the teat with the heel of his boot, and makes it fast some­where. Some­times the cow breaks or loosens the leg-rope and gets her leg in­to the buck­et and then the youth clings des­per­ately to the pail and hopes she’ll get her hoof out again without spill­ing the milk. Some­times she does, more of­ten she doesn’t—it de­pends on the strength of the boy and the pail and on the strategy of the former. Any­way, the boy will lam the cow down with a jagged yard shovel, let her out, and bail up an­oth­er.

			When he con­siders that he has fin­ished milk­ing he lets the cows out with their calves and car­ries the milk down to the dairy, where he has a heated ar­gu­ment with his moth­er, who—judging from the quant­ity of milk—has reas­on to be­lieve that he has slummed some of the milk­ers. This he in­dig­nantly denies, telling her she knows very well the cows are go­ing dry.

			The dairy is built of rot­ten box bark—though there is plenty of good stringy-bark with­in easy dis­tance—and the struc­ture looks as if it wants to lie down and is only pre­ven­ted by three crooked props on the lean­ing side; more props will soon be needed in the rear for the dairy shows signs of go­ing in that dir­ec­tion. The milk is set in dishes made of ker­osene tins, cut in halves, which are placed on bark shelves fit­ted round against the walls. The shelves are not level and the dishes are brought to a com­par­at­ively ho­ri­zont­al po­s­i­tion by means of chips and bits of bark, etc., in­ser­ted un­der the lower side. The milk is covered by soiled sheets of old news­pa­pers sup­por­ted on sticks laid across the dishes. This pro­tec­tion is ne­ces­sary, be­cause the box bark in the roof has crumbled away and left fringed holes—also be­cause the fowls roost up there. Some­times the pa­per sags, and the cream may have to be scraped off an art­icle on Dairy Farm­ing.

			The se­lect­or’s wife re­moves the news­pa­pers, and re­veals a thick, yel­low lay­er of rich cream, plen­ti­fully peppered with dust that has drif­ted in some­how. She runs a fore­finger round the edges of the cream to de­tach it from the tin, wipes her fin­ger in her mouth, and skims. If the milk and cream are very thick she rolls the cream over like a pan­cake with her fin­gers, and lifts it out in sec­tions. The thick milk is poured in­to a slop-buck­et, for the pigs and calves, the dishes are “cleaned”—by the aid of a dip­per full of warm wa­ter and a rag—and the wife pro­ceeds to set the morn­ing’s milk. Tom holds up the doubt­ful-look­ing rag that serves as a strain­er while his moth­er pours in the milk. Some­times the boy’s hands get tired and he lets some of the milk run over, and gets in­to trouble; but it doesn’t mat­ter much, for the strain­ing-cloth has sev­er­al siz­able holes in the middle.

			The door of the dairy faces the dusty road and is off its hinges and has to be propped up. The prop is miss­ing this morn­ing, and Tommy is ac­cused of hav­ing been seen chas­ing old Po­ley with it at an earli­er hour. He nev­er see’d the damn prop, nev­er chased no cow with it, and wants to know what’s the use of al­ways ac­cus­ing him. He fur­ther com­plains that he’s al­ways blamed for everything. The pole is not forth­com­ing, and so an old dray is backed against the door to keep it in po­s­i­tion. There is more trouble about a cow that is lost, and hasn’t been milked for two days. The boy takes the cows up to the pad­dock sli­prails and lets the top rail down: the lower rail fits rather tightly and some ex­er­tion is re­quired to free it, so he makes the an­im­als jump that one. Then he “pod­dies”—hand-feeds—the calves which have been weaned too early. He car­ries the skim-milk to the yard in a buck­et made out of an oil-drum—some­times a ker­osene tin—seizes a calf by the nape of the neck with his left hand, in­serts the dirty fore­finger of his right in­to its mouth, and shoves its head down in­to the milk. The calf sucks, think­ing it has a teat, and pretty soon it butts vi­ol­ently—as calves do to re­mind their moth­ers to let down the milk—and the boy’s wrist gets barked against the jagged edge of the buck­et. He welts that calf in the jaw, kicks it in the stom­ach, tries to smoth­er it with its nose in the milk, and fi­nally dis­misses it with the as­sist­ance of the calf rope and a shovel, and gets an­oth­er. His hand feels sticky and the cleaned fin­ger makes it look as if he wore a filthy, greasy glove with the fore­finger torn off.

			The se­lect­or him­self is stand­ing against a fence talk­ing to a neigh­bour. His arms rest on the top rail of the fence, his chin rests on his hands, his pipe rests between his fin­gers, and his eyes rest on a white cow that is chew­ing her cud on the op­pos­ite side of the fence. The neigh­bour’s arms rest on the top rail also, his chin rests on his hands, his pipe rests between his fin­gers, and his eyes rest on the cow. They are talk­ing about that cow. They have been talk­ing about her for three hours. She is chew­ing her cud. Her nose is well up and for­ward, and her eyes are shut. She lets her lower jaw fall a little, moves it to one side, lifts it again, and brings it back in­to po­s­i­tion with a spring­ing kind of jerk that has al­most a vis­ible re­coil. Then her jaws stay per­fectly still for a mo­ment, and you would think she had stopped chew­ing. But she hasn’t. Now and again a soft, easy, smooth-go­ing swal­low passes vis­ibly along her clean, white throat and dis­ap­pears. She chews again, and by and by she loses con­scious­ness and for­gets to chew. She nev­er opens her eyes. She is young and in good con­di­tion; she has had enough to eat, the sun is just prop­erly warm for her, and—well, if an an­im­al can be really happy, she ought to be.

			Presently the two men drag them­selves away from the fence, fill their pipes, and go to have a look at some rows of forked sticks, ap­par­ently stuck in the ground for some pur­pose. The se­lect­or calls these sticks fruit-trees, and he calls the place “the orch­ard.” They fool round these wretched sticks un­til din­ner­time, when the neigh­bour says he must be get­ting home. “Stay and have some din­ner! Man alive! Stay and have some din­ner!” says the se­lect­or; and so the friend stays.

			It is a broil­ing hot day in sum­mer, and the din­ner con­sists of hot roast meat, hot baked pota­toes, hot cab­bage, hot pump­kin, hot peas, and burn­ing-hot plum-pud­ding. The fam­ily drinks on an av­er­age four cups of tea each per meal. The wife takes her place at the head of the table with a broom to keep the fowls out, and at short in­ter­vals she in­ter­rupts the con­ver­sa­tion with such ex­clam­a­tions as “Shoo! shoo!” “Tommy, can’t you see that fowl? Drive it out!” The fowls evid­ently pass a lot of their time in the house. They mark the circle de­scribed by the broom, and take care to keep two or three inches bey­ond it. Every now and then you see a fowl on the dress­er amongst the crock­ery, and there is great con­cern to get it out be­fore it breaks some­thing. While din­ner is in pro­gress two steers get in­to the wheat through a broken rail which has been spliced with stringy-bark, and a calf or two break in­to the vine­yard. And yet this care­less Aus­trali­an se­lect­or, who is too shift­less to put up a de­cent fence, or build a de­cent house and who knows little or noth­ing about farm­ing, would seem by his con­ver­sa­tion to have read up all the great so­cial and polit­ic­al ques­tions of the day. Here are some frag­ments of con­ver­sa­tion caught at the din­ner-table. Present—the se­lect­or, the mis­sus, the neigh­bour, Cor­ney George—nick­named “Henry George”—Tommy, Jacky, and the young­er chil­dren. The spaces rep­res­ent in­ter­rup­tions by the fowls and chil­dren:—

			Cor­ney George (con­tinu­ing con­ver­sa­tion): “But Henry George says, in Pro­gress and Poverty, he says—”

			Mis­sus (to the fowls): “Shoo! Shoo!”

			Cor­ney: “He says—”

			Tom: “Marther, jist speak to this Jack.”

			Mis­sus (to Jack): “If you can’t be­have your­self, leave the table.”

			Tom: “He says in Pro­gress and—”

			Mis­sus: “Shoo!”

			Neigh­bour: “I think ‘Look­in’ Back­wards’ is more—”

			Mis­sus: “Shoo! Shoo! Tom, can’t you see that fowl?”

			Se­lect­or: “Now I think Caesar’s Column is more likely—. Just look at—”

			Mis­sus: “Shoo! Shoo!”

			Se­lect­or: “Just look at the French Re­volu­tion.”

			Cor­ney: “Now, Henry George—”

			Tom: “Marther! I seen a old-man kangaroo up on—”

			Mis­sus: “Shut up! Eat your din­ner an’ hold your tongue. Carn’t you see someone’s speakin’?”

			Se­lect­or: “Just look at the French—”

			Mis­sus (to the fowls): “Shoo! Shoo!” (turn­ing sud­denly and un­ex­pec­tedly on Jacky): “Take your fin­gers out of the sug­ar!—Blast yer! that I should say such a thing.”

			Neigh­bour: “But ‘Look­in’ Back­wards’ ”

			Mis­sus: “There you go, Tom! Didn’t I say you’d spill that tea? Go away from the table!”

			Se­lect­or: “I think Caesar’s Column is the only nat­ur­al—”

			Mis­sus: “Shoo! Shoo!” She loses pa­tience, gets up and fetches a young roost­er with the flat of the broom, send­ing him fly­ing in­to the yard; he falls with his head to­wards the door and starts in again. Later on the con­ver­sa­tion is about Deem­ing.

			Se­lect­or: “There’s no doubt the man’s mad—”

			Mis­sus: “Deem­ing! That Wind­sor wretch! Why, if I was in the law I’d have him boiled alive! Don’t tell me he didn’t know what he was do­ing! Why, I’d have him—”

			Cor­ney: “But, mis­sus, you—”

			Mis­sus (to the fowls): “Shoo! Shoo!”

		
	
		
			That There Dog o’ Mine

			Macquar­ie the shear­er had met with an ac­ci­dent. To tell the truth, he had been in a drunk­en row at a way­side shanty, from which he had es­caped with three frac­tured ribs, a cracked head, and vari­ous minor ab­ra­sions. His dog, Tally, had been a sober but sav­age par­ti­cip­at­or in the drunk­en row, and had es­caped with a broken leg. Macquar­ie af­ter­wards shouldered his swag and staggered and struggled along the track ten miles to the Uni­on Town hos­pit­al. Lord knows how he did it. He didn’t ex­actly know him­self. Tally limped be­hind all the way, on three legs.

			The doc­tors ex­amined the man’s in­jur­ies and were sur­prised at his en­dur­ance. Even doc­tors are sur­prised some­times—though they don’t al­ways show it. Of course they would take him in, but they ob­jec­ted to Tally. Dogs were not al­lowed on the premises.

			“You will have to turn that dog out,” they said to the shear­er, as he sat on the edge of a bed.

			Macquar­ie said noth­ing.

			“We can­not al­low dogs about the place, my man,” said the doc­tor in a louder tone, think­ing the man was deaf.

			“Tie him up in the yard then.”

			“No. He must go out. Dogs are not per­mit­ted on the grounds.”

			Macquar­ie rose slowly to his feet, shut his agony be­hind his set teeth, pain­fully buttoned his shirt over his hairy chest, took up his waist­coat, and staggered to the corner where the swag lay.

			“What are you go­ing to do?” they asked.

			“You ain’t go­ing to let my dog stop?”

			“No. It’s against the rules. There are no dogs al­lowed on premises.”

			He stooped and lif­ted his swag, but the pain was too great, and he leaned back against the wall.

			“Come, come now! man alive!” ex­claimed the doc­tor, im­pa­tiently. “You must be mad. You know you are not in a fit state to go out. Let the wards­man help you to un­dress.”

			“No!” said Macquar­ie. “No. If you won’t take my dog in you don’t take me. He’s got a broken leg and wants fix­ing up just—just as much as—as I do. If I’m good enough to come in, he’s good enough—and—and bet­ter.”

			He paused awhile, breath­ing pain­fully, and then went on.

			“That—that there old dog of mine has follered me faith­ful and true, these twelve long hard and hungry years. He’s about—about the only thing that ever cared wheth­er I lived or fell and rot­ted on the cursed track.”

			He res­ted again; then he con­tin­ued: “That—that there dog was pupped on the track,” he said, with a sad sort of a smile. “I car­ried him for months in a billy, and af­ter­wards on my swag when he knocked up. … And the old slut—his moth­er—she’d foller along quite con­ten­ted—and sniff the billy now and again—just to see if he was all right. … She follered me for God knows how many years. She follered me till she was blind—and for a year after. She follered me till she could crawl along through the dust no longer, and—and then I killed her, be­cause I couldn’t leave her be­hind alive!”

			He res­ted again.

			“And this here old dog,” he con­tin­ued, touch­ing Tally’s up­turned nose with his knot­ted fin­gers, “this here old dog has follered me for—for ten years; through floods and droughts, through fair times and—and hard—mostly hard; and kept me from go­ing mad when I had no mate nor money on the lonely track; and watched over me for weeks when I was drunk—drugged and poisoned at the cursed shanties; and saved my life more’n once, and got kicks and curses very of­ten for thanks; and for­gave me for it all; and—and fought for me. He was the only liv­ing thing that stood up for me against that crawl­ing push of curs when they set onter me at the shanty back yon­der—and he left his mark on some of ’em too; and—and so did I.”

			He took an­oth­er spell.

			Then he drew in his breath, shut his teeth hard, shouldered his swag, stepped in­to the door­way, and faced round again.

			The dog limped out of the corner and looked up anxiously.

			“That there dog,” said Macquar­ie to the hos­pit­al staff in gen­er­al, “is a bet­ter dog than I’m a man—or you too, it seems—and a bet­ter Chris­ti­an. He’s been a bet­ter mate to me than I ever was to any man—or any man to me. He’s watched over me; kep’ me from get­ting robbed many a time; fought for me; saved my life and took drunk­en kicks and curses for thanks—and for­gave me. He’s been a true, straight, hon­est, and faith­ful mate to me—and I ain’t go­ing to desert him now. I ain’t go­ing to kick him out in the road with a broken leg. I—Oh, my God! my back!”

			He groaned and lurched for­ward, but they caught him, slipped off the swag, and laid him on a bed.

			Half an hour later the shear­er was com­fort­ably fixed up.

			“Where’s my dog!” he asked, when he came to him­self.

			“Oh, the dog’s all right,” said the nurse, rather im­pa­tiently. “Don’t both­er. The doc­tor’s set­ting his leg out in the yard.”

		
	
		
			Going Blind

			I met him in the Full-and-Plenty Din­ing Rooms. It was a cheap place in the city, with good beds up­stairs let at one shil­ling per night—“Board and res­id­ence for re­spect­able single men, fif­teen shil­lings per week.” I was a re­spect­able single man then. I boarded and resided there. I boarded at a greasy little table in the greasy little corner un­der the fluffy little stair­case in the hot and greasy little din­ing-room or res­taur­ant down­stairs. They called it din­ing-rooms, but it was only one room, and them wasn’t half enough room in it to work your el­bows when the sev­en little tables and forty-nine chairs were oc­cu­pied. There was not room for an or­din­ary-sized stew­ard to pass up and down between the tables; but our waiter was not an or­din­ary-sized man—he was a liv­ing skel­et­on in mini­ature. We handed the soup, and the “roast beef one,” and “roast lamb one,” “corn beef and cab­bage one,” “veal and stuff­ing one,” and the “veal and pickled pork,” one—or two, or three, as the case might be—and the tea and cof­fee, and the vari­ous kinds of pud­dings—we handed them over each oth­er, and dodged the drops as well as we could. The very hot and very greasy little kit­chen was ad­ja­cent, and it con­tained the bath­room and oth­er con­veni­ences, be­hind screens of white­washed boards.

			I resided up­stairs in a room where there were five beds and one wash­stand; one can­dle­stick, with a very short bit of soft yel­low candle in it; the back of a hair­brush, with about a dozen bristles in it; and half a comb—the big-tooth end—with nine and a half teeth at ir­reg­u­lar dis­tances apart.

			He was a typ­ic­al bush­man, not one of those tall, straight, wiry, brown men of the West, but from the old Se­lec­tion Dis­tricts, where many drovers came from, and of the old bush school; one of those slight act­ive little fel­lows whom we used to see in cab­bage-tree hats, Crimean shirts, strapped trousers, and elast­ic-side boots—“larstins,” they called them. They could dance well; sing in­dif­fer­ently, and mostly through their noses, the old bush songs; play the con­cer­tina hor­ribly; and ride like—like—well, they could ride.

			He seemed as if he had for­got­ten to grow old and die out with this old co­lo­ni­al school to which he be­longed. They had care­less and for­get­ful ways about them. His name was Jack Gun­ther, he said, and he’d come to Sydney to try to get some­thing done to his eyes. He had a port­manteau, a car­pet bag, some things in a three-bushel bag, and a tin bog. I sat be­side him on his bed, and struck up an ac­quaint­ance, and he told me all about it. First he asked me would I mind shift­ing round to the oth­er side, as he was rather deaf in that ear. He’d been kicked by a horse, he said, and had been a little dull o’ hear­ing on that side ever since.

			He was as good as blind. “I can see the people near me,” he said, “but I can’t make out their faces. I can just make out the pave­ment and the houses close at hand, and all the rest is a sort of white blur.” He looked up: “That ceil­ing is a kind of white, ain’t it? And this,” tap­ping the wall and put­ting his nose close to it, “is a sort of green, ain’t it?” The ceil­ing might have been whiter. The pre­val­ent tints of the wall­pa­per had ori­gin­ally been blue and red, but it was mostly green enough now—a damp, rot­ten green; but I was ready to swear that the ceil­ing was snow and that the walls were as green as grass if it would have made him feel more com­fort­able. His sight began to get bad about six years be­fore, he said; he didn’t take much no­tice of it at first, and then he saw a quack, who made his eyes worse. He had already the man­ner of the blind—the touch of every fin­ger, and even the gen­tle­ness in his speech. He had a boy down with him—a “sort­er cous­in of his,” and the boy saw him round. “I’ll have to be send­ing that young­ster back,” he said, “I think I’ll send him home next week. He’ll be pick­ing up and learn­ing too much down here.”

			I happened to know the dis­trict he came from, and we would sit by the hour and talk about the coun­try, and chaps by the name of this and chaps by the name of that—drovers mostly, whom we had met or had heard of. He asked me if I’d ever heard of a chap by the name of Joe Scott—a big sandy-com­plex­ioned chap, who might be drov­ing; he was his broth­er, or, at least, his half-broth­er, but he hadn’t heard of him for years; he’d last heard of him at Black­all, in Queens­land; he might have gone over­land to West­ern Aus­tralia with Tyson’s cattle to the new coun­try.

			We talked about grub­bing and fen­cing and dig­ging and drov­ing and shear­ing—all about the bush—and it all came back to me as we talked. “I can see it all now,” he said once, in an ab­strac­ted tone, seem­ing to fix his help­less eyes on the wall op­pos­ite. But he didn’t see the dirty blind wall, nor the dingy win­dow, nor the skimpy little bed, nor the greasy wash­stand; he saw the dark blue ridges in the sun­light, the grassy sid­ings and flats, the creek with clumps of sheoak here and there, the course of the wil­low-fringed river be­low, the dis­tant peaks and ranges fad­ing away in­to a light­er azure, the gran­ite ridge in the middle dis­tance, and the rocky rises, the stringy-bark and the apple-tree flats, the scrubs, and the sun­lit plains—and all. I could see it, too—plain­er than ever I did.

			He had done a bit of fen­cing in his time, and we got talk­ing about tim­ber. He didn’t be­lieve in hav­ing fen­cing-posts with big butts; he reckoned it was a mis­take. “You see,” he said, “the top of the butt catches the rain wa­ter and makes the post rot quick­er. I’d back posts without any butt at all to last as long or longer than posts with ’em—that’s if the fence is well put up and well rammed.” He had sup­plied fen­cing stuff, and fenced by con­tract, and—well, you can get more posts without butts out of a tree than posts with them. He also ob­jec­ted to char­ring the butts. He said it only made more work—and wasted time—the butts las­ted longer without be­ing charred.

			I asked him if he’d ever got stringy-bark pal­ings or shingles out of moun­tain ash, and he smiled a smile that did my heart good to see, and said he had. He had also got them out of vari­ous oth­er kinds of trees.

			We talked about soil and grass, and gold-dig­ging, and many oth­er things which came back to one like a rev­el­a­tion as we yarned.

			He had been to the hos­pit­al sev­er­al times. “The doc­tors don’t say they can cure me,” he said, “they say they might, be able to im­prove my sight and hear­ing, but it would take a long time—any­way, the treat­ment would im­prove my gen­er­al health. They know what’s the mat­ter with my eyes,” and he ex­plained it as well as he could. “I wish I’d seen a good doc­tor when my eyes first began to get weak; but young chaps are al­ways care­less over things. It’s harder to get cured of any­thing when you’re done grow­ing.”

			He was al­ways hope­ful and cheer­ful. “If the worst comes to the worst,” he said, “there’s things I can do where I come from. I might do a bit o’ wool-sort­ing, for in­stance. I’m a pretty fair ex­pert. Or else when they’re weed­ing out I could help. I’d just have to sit down and they’d bring the sheep to me, and I’d feel the wool and tell them what it was—be­ing blind im­proves the feel­ing, you know.”

			He had a pack­et of por­traits, but he couldn’t make them out very well now. They were sort of blurred to him, but I de­scribed them and he told me who they were. “That’s a girl o’ mine,” he said, with ref­er­ence to one—a jolly, good-look­ing bush girl. “I got a let­ter from her yes­ter­day. I man­aged to scribble some­thing, but I’ll get you, if you don’t mind, to write some­thing more I want to put in on an­oth­er piece of pa­per, and ad­dress an en­vel­ope for me.”

			Dark­ness fell quickly upon him now—or, rather, the “sort of white blur” in­creased and closed in. But his hear­ing was bet­ter, he said, and he was glad of that and still cheer­ful. I thought it nat­ur­al that his hear­ing should im­prove as he went blind.

			One day he said that he did not think he would both­er go­ing to the hos­pit­al any more. He reckoned he’d get back to where he was known. He’d stayed down too long already, and the “stuff” wouldn’t stand it. He was ex­pect­ing a let­ter that didn’t come. I was away for a couple of days, and when I came back he had been shif­ted out of the room and had a bed in an angle of the land­ing on top of the stair­case, with the people brush­ing against him and stum­bling over his things all day on their way up and down. I felt in­dig­nant, think­ing that—the house be­ing full—the boss had taken ad­vant­age of the bush­man’s help­less­ness and good nature to put him there. But he said that he was quite com­fort­able. “I can get a whiff of air here,” he said.

			Go­ing in next day I thought for a mo­ment that I had dropped sud­denly back in­to the past and in­to a bush dance, for there was a con­cer­tina go­ing up­stairs. He was sit­ting on the bed, with his legs crossed, and a new cheap con­cer­tina on his knee, and his eyes turned to the patch of ceil­ing as if it were a piece of mu­sic and he could read it. “I’m try­ing to knock a few tunes in­to my head,” he said, with a brave smile, “in case the worst comes to the worst.” He tried to be cheer­ful, but seemed wor­ried and anxious. The let­ter hadn’t come. I thought of the many blind mu­si­cians in Sydney, and I thought of the bush­man’s chance, stand­ing at a corner swank­ing a cheap con­cer­tina, and I felt sorry for him.

			I went out with a vague idea of see­ing someone about the mat­ter, and get­ting some­thing done for the bush­man—of bring­ing a little in­flu­ence to his as­sist­ance; but I sud­denly re­membered that my clothes were worn out, my hat in a shock­ing state, my boots burst, and that I owed for a week’s board and lodging, and was likely to be thrown out at any mo­ment my­self; and so I was not in a po­s­i­tion to go where there was in­flu­ence.

			When I went back to the res­taur­ant there was a long, gaunt sandy-com­plex­ioned bush­man sit­ting by Jack’s side. Jack in­tro­duced him as his broth­er, who had re­turned un­ex­pec­tedly to his nat­ive dis­trict, and had fol­lowed him to Sydney. The broth­er was rather short with me at first, and seemed to re­gard the res­taur­ant people—all of us, in fact—in the light of spiel­ers who wouldn’t hes­it­ate to take ad­vant­age of Jack’s blind­ness if he left him a mo­ment; and he looked ready to knock down the first man who stumbled against Jack, or over his lug­gage—but that soon wore off. Jack was go­ing to stay with Joe at the Cof­fee Palace for a few weeks, and then go back up­coun­try, he told me. He was ex­cited and happy. His broth­er’s man­ner to­wards him was as if Jack had just lost his wife, or boy or someone very dear to him. He would not al­low him to do any­thing for him­self, nor try to—not even lace up his boot. He seemed to think that he was thor­oughly help­less, and when I saw him pack up Jack’s things, and help him at the table and fix his tie and col­lar with his great brown hands, which trembled all the time with grief and gen­tle­ness, and make Jack sit down on the bed whilst he got a cab and car­ried the trap down to it, and take him down­stairs as if he were made of thin glass, and settle with the land­lord—then I knew that Jack was all right.

			We had a drink to­geth­er—Joe, Jack, the cab­man, and I. Joe was very care­ful to hand Jack the glass, and Jack made joke about it for Joe’s be­ne­fit. He swore he could see a glass yet, and Joe laughed, but looked ex­tra troubled the next mo­ment.

			I felt their grips on my hand for five minutes after we par­ted.

		
	
		
			Arvie Aspinall’s Alarm Clock

			In one of these years a para­graph ap­peared in a daily pa­per to the ef­fect that a con­stable had dis­covered a little boy asleep on the steps of Grinder Bros’ fact­ory at four o’clock one rainy morn­ing. He awakened him, and de­man­ded an ex­plan­a­tion.

			The little fel­low ex­plained that he worked there, and was frightened of be­ing late; he star­ted work at six, and was ap­par­ently greatly as­ton­ished to hear that it was only four. The con­stable ex­amined a small par­cel which the frightened child had in his hand. It con­tained a clean ap­ron and three slices of bread and treacle.

			The child fur­ther ex­plained that he woke up and thought it was late, and didn’t like to wake moth­er and ask her the time “be­cause she’d been wash­in’.” He didn’t look at the clock, be­cause they “didn’t have one.” He vo­lun­teered no ex­plan­a­tions as to how he ex­pec­ted moth­er to know the time, but, per­haps, like many oth­er mites of his kind, he had un­boun­ded faith in the in­finitude of a moth­er’s wis­dom. His name was Ar­vie Aspin­all, please sir, and he lived in Jones’s Al­ley. Fath­er was dead.

			A few days later the same pa­per took great pleas­ure in stat­ing, in ref­er­ence to that “Touch­ing In­cid­ent” no­ticed in a re­cent is­sue, that a be­ne­vol­ent so­ci­ety lady had star­ted a sub­scrip­tion among her friends with the ob­ject of pur­chas­ing an alarm-clock for the little boy found asleep at Grinder Bros’ work­shop door.

			Later on, it was men­tioned, in con­nec­tion with the touch­ing in­cid­ent, that the alarm-clock had been bought and de­livered to the boy’s moth­er, who ap­peared to be quite over­come with grat­it­ude. It was learned, also, from an­oth­er source, that the last as­ser­tion was greatly ex­ag­ger­ated.

			The touch­ing in­cid­ent was worn out in an­oth­er para­graph, which left no doubt that the be­ne­vol­ent so­ci­ety lady was none oth­er than a charm­ing and ac­com­plished daugh­ter of the House of Grinder.

			

			It was late in the last day of the East­er Hol­i­days, dur­ing which Ar­vie Aspin­all had lain in bed with a bad cold. He was still what he called “croopy.” It was about nine o’clock, and the busi­ness of Jones’s Al­ley was in full swing.

			“That’s bet­ter, moth­er, I’m far bet­ter,” said Ar­vie, “the sug­ar and vin­eg­ar cuts the phlegm, and the both’rin’ cough gits out. It got out to such an ex­tent for the next few minutes that he could not speak. When he re­covered his breath, he said:

			“Bet­ter or worse, I’ll have to go to work to­mor­row. Gimme the clock, moth­er.”

			“I tell you you shall not go! It will be your death.”

			“It’s no use talk­ing, moth­er; we can’t starve—and—s’pos­in’ some­body got my place! Gimme the clock, moth­er.”

			“I’ll send one of the chil­dren round to say you’re ill. They’ll surely let you off for a day or two.”

			“Tain’t no use; they won’t wait; I know them—what does Grinder Bros care if I’m ill? Nev­er mind, moth­er, I’ll rise above ’em all yet. Give me the clock, moth­er.”

			She gave him the clock, and he pro­ceeded to wind it up and set the alarm.

			“There’s somethin’ wrong with the gong,” he muttered, “it’s gone wrong two nights now, but I’ll chance it. I’ll set the alarm at five, that’ll give me time to dress and git there early. I wish I hadn’t to walk so far.”

			He paused to read some words en­graved round the dial:—

			
				
					Early to bed and early to rise
					

					Makes a man healthy and wealthy and wise.
				

			

			He had read the verse of­ten be­fore, and was much taken with the swing and rhythm of it. He had re­peated it to him­self, over and over again, without ref­er­ence to the sense or philo­sophy of it. He had nev­er dreamed of doubt­ing any­thing in print—and this was en­graved. But now a new light seemed to dawn upon him. He stud­ied the sen­tence awhile, and then read it aloud for the second time. He turned it over in his mind again in si­lence.

			“Moth­er!” he said sud­denly, “I think it lies.” She placed the clock on the shelf, tucked him in­to his little bed on the sofa, and blew out the light.

			Ar­vie seemed to sleep, but she lay awake think­ing of her troubles. Of her hus­band car­ried home dead from his work one morn­ing; of her eld­est son who only came to loaf on her when he was out of gaol; of the second son, who had feathered his nest in an­oth­er city, and had no use for her any longer; of the next—poor del­ic­ate little Ar­vie—strug­gling man­fully to help, and wear­ing his young life out at Grinder Bros when he should be at school; of the five help­less young­er chil­dren asleep in the next room: of her hard life—scrub­bing floors from half-past five till eight, and then start­ing her day’s work—wash­ing!—of hav­ing to rear her chil­dren in the at­mo­sphere of the slums, be­cause she could not af­ford to move and pay a high­er rent; and of the rent.

			Ar­vie com­menced to mut­ter in his sleep.

			“Can’t you get to sleep, Ar­vie?” she asked. “Is your throat sore? Can I get any­thing for you?”

			“I’d like to sleep,” he muttered, dream­ily, “but it won’t seem more’n a mo­ment be­fore—be­fore—”

			“Be­fore what, Ar­vie?” she asked, quickly, fear­ing that he was be­com­ing de­li­ri­ous.

			“Be­fore the alarm goes off!”

			He was talk­ing in his sleep.

			She rose gently and put the alarm on two hours. “He can rest now,” she whispered to her­self.

			Presently Ar­vie sat bolt up­right, and said quickly, “Moth­er! I thought the alarm went off!” Then, without wait­ing for an an­swer, he lay down as sud­denly and slept.

			The rain had cleared away, and a bright, starry dome was over sea and city, over slum and villa alike; but little of it could be seen from the hov­el in Jones’s Al­ley, save a glimpse of the South­ern Cross and a few stars round it. It was what ladies call a “lovely night,” as seen from the house of Grinder—“Grinderville”—with its moon­lit ter­races and gar­dens slop­ing gently to the wa­ter, and its win­dows lit up for an East­er ball, and its re­cep­tion-rooms thronged by its own ex­clus­ive set, and one of its charm­ing and ac­com­plished daugh­ters melt­ing a se­lect party to tears by her pathet­ic re­cit­a­tion about a little cross­ing sweep­er.

			There was some­thing wrong with the alarm-clock, or else Mrs. Aspin­all had made a mis­take, for the gong soun­ded start­lingly in the dead of night. She woke with a pain­ful start, and lay still, ex­pect­ing to hear Ar­vie get up; but he made no sign. She turned a white, frightened face to­wards the sofa where he lay—the light from the al­ley’s sol­it­ary lamp on the pave­ment above shone down through the win­dow, and she saw that he had not moved.

			Why didn’t the clock wake him? He was such a light sleep­er! “Ar­vie!” she called; no an­swer. “Ar­vie!” she called again, with a strange ring of re­mon­strance ming­ling with the ter­ror in her voice. Ar­vie nev­er answered.

			“Oh! my God!” she moaned.

			She rose and stood by the sofa. Ar­vie lay on his back with his arms fol­ded—a fa­vour­ite sleep­ing po­s­i­tion of his; but his eyes were wide open and star­ing up­wards as though they would stare through ceil­ing and roof to the place where God ought to be.

			He was dead.

			“My God! My God!” she cried.

		
	
		
			Stragglers

			An ob­long hut, walled with blue-grey hard­wood slabs, adzed at the ends and set ho­ri­zont­ally between the round sap­ling studs; high roof of the etern­al gal­van­ized iron. A big rub­bish heap lies about a yard to the right of the door, which opens from the middle of one of the side walls; it might be the front or the back wall—there is noth­ing to fix it. Two rows of rough bunks run round three sides of the in­teri­or; and a fire­place oc­cu­pies one end—the kit­chen end. Sleep­ing, eat­ing, gambling and cook­ing ac­com­mod­a­tion for thirty men in about eight­een by forty feet.

			The rouse­abouts and shear­ers use the hut in com­mon dur­ing shear­ing. Down the centre of the place runs a table made of stakes driv­en in­to the ground, with crosspieces sup­port­ing a top of half-round slabs set with the flat sides up, and af­ford­ing a few level places for soup-plates; on each side are crooked, un­barked poles laid in short forks, to serve as seats. The poles are worn smoothest op­pos­ite the level places on the table. The floor is littered with rub­bish—old wool-bales, news­pa­pers, boots, worn-out shear­ing pants, rough bed­ding, etc., raked out of the bunks in im­pa­tient search for miss­ing art­icles—signs of a glad and eager de­par­ture with cheques when the shed last cut out.

			To the west is a dam, hold­ing back a broad, shal­low sheet of grey wa­ter, with dead trees stand­ing in it.

			Fur­ther up along this wa­ter is a brush shear­ing-shed, a rough frame­work of poles with a brush roof. This kind of shed has the ad­vant­age of be­ing cool­er than iron. It is not rain­proof, but shear­ers do not work in rainy weath­er; shear­ing even slightly damp sheep is con­sidered the surest and quick­est way to get the worst kind of rheum­at­ism. The floor is covered with rub­bish from the roof, and here and there lies a rusty pair of shears. A couple of dry tar-pots hang by nails in the posts. The “board” is very un­even and must be bad for sweep­ing. The pens are formed by round, crooked stakes driv­en in­to the ground in ir­reg­u­lar lines, and the whole busi­ness re­minds us of the “cubby-house” style of ar­chi­tec­ture of our child­hood.

			Op­pos­ite stands the wool-shed, built en­tirely of gal­van­ized iron; a blind­ing ob­ject to start out of the scrub on a blaz­ing, hot day. God for­give the man who in­ven­ted gal­van­ized iron, and the greed which in­tro­duced it in­to Aus­tralia: you could not get worse roof­ing ma­ter­i­al for a hot coun­try.

			The wool-wash­ing, soap-boil­ing, and wool-press­ing ar­range­ments are fur­ther up the dam. “Gov­ern­ment House” is a mile away, and is noth­ing bet­ter than a bush hut; this sta­tion be­longs to a com­pany. And the com­pany be­longs to a bank. And the banks be­long to Eng­land, mostly.

			Mulga scrub all round, and, in between, patches of red­dish sand where the grass ought to be.

			It is New Year’s Eve. Half a dozen trav­el­lers are camp­ing in the hut, hav­ing a spell. They need it, for there are twenty miles of dry lignum plain between here and the gov­ern­ment bore to the east; and about eight­een miles of heavy, sandy, cleared road north­w­est to the next wa­ter in that dir­ec­tion. With one ex­cep­tion, the men do not seem hard up; at least, not as that con­di­tion is un­der­stood by the swag­men of these times. The least lucky one of the lot had three weeks’ work in a shed last sea­son, and there might prob­ably be five pounds amongst the whole crowd. They are all shear­ers, or at least they say they are. Some might be only “rousers.”

			These men have a kind of stock hope of get­ting a few strag­glers to shear some­where; but their main ob­ject is to live till next shear­ing. In or­der to do this they must tramp for tuck­er, and trust to the reg­u­la­tion—and partly myth­ic­al—pint of flour, and bit of meat, or tea and sug­ar, and to the good­ness of cooks and store­keep­ers and bound­ary-riders. You can only de­pend on get­ting tuck­er once at one place; then you must tramp on to the next. If you can­not get it once you must go short; but there is a lot of en­ergy in an empty stom­ach. If you get an ex­tra sup­ply you may camp for a day and have a spell. To live you must walk. To cease walk­ing is to die.

			The Ex­cep­tion is an out­cast amongst bush out­casts, and looks bet­ter fit­ted for Sydney Do­main. He lies on the bot­tom of a gal­van­ized-iron case, with a piece of blue blanket for a pil­low. He is dressed in a blue cot­ton jump­er, a pair of very old and ragged tweed trousers, and one boot and one slip­per. He found the slip­per in the last shed, and the boot in the rub­bish-heap here. When his own boots gave out he walked 150 miles with his feet roughly sewn up in pieces of sack­ing from an old wool-bale. No sign of a patch, or an at­tempt at mend­ing any­where about his clothes, and that is a bad sign; when a swag­man leaves off mend­ing or patch­ing his gar­ments, his case is about hope­less. The Ex­cep­tion’s swag con­sists of the afore­said bit of blanket rolled up and tied with pieces of rag. He has no wa­ter-bag; car­ries his wa­ter in a billy; and how he man­ages without a bag is known only to him­self. He has read every scrap of print with­in reach, and now lies on his side, with his face to the wall and one arm thrown up over his head; the jump­er is twis­ted back, and leaves his skin bare from hip to armpit. His lower face is bru­tal, his eyes small and shifty, and ugly straight lines run across his low fore­head. He says very little, but scowls most of the time—poor dev­il. He might be, or at least seem, a totally dif­fer­ent man un­der more fa­vour­able con­di­tions.

			A very sick jack­ar­oo lies in one of the bunks. A sandy, sawney-look­ing Bourke nat­ive takes great in­terest in this wreck; watches his every move­ment as though he nev­er saw a sick man be­fore. The men lie about in the bunks, or the shade of the hut, and rest, and read all the soiled and mu­til­ated scraps of lit­er­at­ure they can rake out of the rub­bish, and sleep, and wake up swim­ming in per­spir­a­tion, and growl about the heat.

			It is hot, and two shear­ers’ cats—a black and a white one—sit in one of the up­per bunks with their little red tongues out, pant­ing like dogs. These cats live well dur­ing shear­ing, and take their chances the rest of the year—just as shed rouse­abouts have to do. They seem glad to see the trav­el­ler come; he makes things more home­like. They curl and sidle af­fec­tion­ately round the table-legs, and the legs of the men, and purr, and carry their masts up, and re­gard the cook­ing with fe­line in­terest and ap­prov­al, and look as cheer­ful as cats can—and as con­ten­ted. God knows how many tired, dusty, and sock­less ankles they rub against in their time.

			Now and then a man takes his tuck­er-bags and goes down to the sta­tion for a bit of flour, or meat, or tea, or sug­ar, choos­ing the time when the man­ager is likely to be out on the run. The cook here is a “good cook,” from a trav­el­ler’s point of view; too good to keep his place long.

			Oc­ca­sion­ally someone gets some wa­ter in an old ker­osene-tin and washes a shirt or pair of trousers, and a pair or two of socks—or foot-rags—(Prince Al­freds they call them). That is, he soaks some of the stiff­ness out of these art­icles.

			Three times a day the black bil­lies and cloudy nose­bags are placed on the table. The men eat in a cas­u­al kind of way, as though it were only a cus­tom of theirs, a mat­ter of form—a habit which could be left off if it were worth while.

			The Ex­cep­tion is heard to re­mark to no one in par­tic­u­lar that he’ll give all he has for a square meal.

			“An’ ye’d get it cheap, be­god!” says a big Ir­ish shear­er. “Come and have din­ner with us; there’s plenty there.”

			But the Ex­cep­tion only eats a few mouth­fuls, and his ap­pet­ite is gone; his stom­ach has be­come con­trac­ted, per­haps.

			The Wreck can­not eat at all, and seems in­tern­ally dis­turbed by the sight of oth­ers eat­ing.

			One of the men is a cook, and this morn­ing he vo­lun­teered good-naturedly to bake bread for the rest. His mates amuse them­selves by chy­ack­ing him.

			“I’ve heard he’s a dirty and slow cook,” says one, ad­dress­ing Etern­ity.

			“Ah!” says the cook, “you’ll be glad to come to me for a pint of flour when I’m cook­ing and you’re on the track, some day.”

			Sun­set. Some of the men sit at the end of the hut to get the full be­ne­fit of a breeze which comes from the west. A great bank of rain-clouds is rising in that dir­ec­tion, but no one says he thinks it will rain; neither does any­body think we’re go­ing to have some rain. None but the green­est jack­ar­oo would ven­ture that risky and fool­ish ob­ser­va­tion. Out here, it can look more like rain without rain­ing, and con­tin­ue to do so for a longer time, than in most oth­er places.

			The Wreck went down to the sta­tion this af­ter­noon to get some medi­cine and bush med­ic­al ad­vice. The Bourke sawney helped him to do up his swag; he did it with an awed look and man­ner, as though he thought it a great dis­tinc­tion to be al­lowed to touch the be­long­ings of such a curi­os­ity. It was af­ter­wards gen­er­ally agreed that it was a good idea for the Wreck to go to the sta­tion; he would get some phys­ic and, a bit of tuck­er to take him on. “For they’ll give tuck­er to a sick man soon­er than to a chap what’s all right.”

			The Ex­cep­tion is root­ing about in the rub­bish for the oth­er blucher boot.

			The men get a little more so­ci­able, and “feel” each oth­er to find out who’s “Uni­on,” and talk about wa­ter, and ex­change hints as to good tuck­er-tracks, and dis­cuss the strike, and curse the squat­ter (which is all they have got to curse), and growl about Uni­on lead­ers, and tell lies against each oth­er so­ci­ably. There are tally lies; and lies about get­ting tuck­er by trick­ery; and long-tramp-with-heavy-swag-and-no-wa­ter lies; and lies about get­ting the best of squat­ters and bosses-over-the-board; and drov­ing, fight­ing, ra­cing, gambling and drink­ing lies. Lies ad lib­itum; and every true Aus­trali­an bush­man must try his best to tell a big­ger out­back lie than the last bush-li­ar.

			Pat is not quite easy in his mind. He found an old pair of pants in the scrub this morn­ing, and can­not de­cide wheth­er they are bet­ter than his own, or, rather, wheth­er his own are worse—if that’s pos­sible. He does not want to in­crease the weight of his swag un­ne­ces­sar­ily by tak­ing both pairs. He reck­ons that the pants were thrown away when the shed cut out last, but then they might have been ly­ing out ex­posed to the weath­er for a longer peri­od. It is rather an im­port­ant ques­tion, for it is very an­noy­ing, after you’ve men­ded and patched an old pair of pants, to find, when a day or two fur­ther on the track, that they are more rot­ten than the pair you left be­hind.

			There is some growl­ing about the wa­ter here, and one of the men makes a billy of tea. The wa­ter is bet­ter cooked. Pint-pots and sug­ar-bags are groped out and brought to the kit­chen hut, and each man fills his pan­ni­kin; the Ir­ish­man keeps a thumb on the edge of his, so as to know when the pot is full, for it is very dark, and there is no more fire­wood. You soon know this way, es­pe­cially if you are in the habit of press­ing lighted to­bacco down in­to your pipe with the top of your thumb. The old slush-lamps are all burnt out.

			Each man feels for the mouth of his sug­ar-bag with one hand while he keeps the bear­ings of his pot with the oth­er.

			The Ir­ish­man has lost his match­box, and feels for it all over the table without suc­cess. He stoops down with his hands on his knees, gets the tab­letop on a level with the flick­er of fire­light, and “moons” the ob­ject, as it were.

			Time to turn in. It is very dark in­side and bright moon­light without; every crack seems like a ghost peer­ing in. Some of the men will roll up their swags on the mor­row and de­part; some will take an­oth­er day’s spell. It is all ac­cord­ing to the tuck­er.

		
	
		
			The Union Buries Its Dead

			While out boat­ing one Sunday af­ter­noon on a bil­la­bong across the river, we saw a young man on horse­back driv­ing some horses along the bank. He said it was a fine day, and asked if the wa­ter was deep there. The joker of our party said it was deep enough to drown him, and he laughed and rode farther up. We didn’t take-much no­tice of him.

			Next day a fu­ner­al gathered at a corner pub and asked each oth­er in to have a drink while wait­ing for the hearse. They passed away some of the time dan­cing jigs to a pi­ano in the bar par­lour. They passed away the rest of the time sky­lark­ing and fight­ing.

			The de­funct was a young Uni­on la­bour­er, about twenty-five, who had been drowned the pre­vi­ous day while try­ing to swim some horses across a bil­la­bong of the Darling.

			He was al­most a stranger in town, and the fact of his hav­ing been a Uni­on man ac­coun­ted for the fu­ner­al. The po­lice found some Uni­on pa­pers in his swag, and called at the Gen­er­al La­bour­ers’ Uni­on Of­fice for in­form­a­tion about him. That’s how we knew. The sec­ret­ary had very little in­form­a­tion to give. The de­par­ted was a “Ro­man,” and the ma­jor­ity of the town were oth­er­wise—but Uni­on­ism is stronger than creed. Li­quor, how­ever, is stronger than Uni­on­ism; and, when the hearse presently ar­rived, more than two-thirds of the fu­ner­al were un­able to fol­low.

			The pro­ces­sion numbered fif­teen, four­teen souls fol­low­ing the broken shell of a soul. Per­haps not one of the four­teen pos­sessed a soul any more than the corpse did—but that doesn’t mat­ter.

			Four or five of the fu­ner­al, who were boarders at the pub, bor­rowed a trap which the land­lord used to carry pas­sen­gers to and from the rail­way sta­tion. They were strangers to us who were on foot, and we to them. We were all strangers to the corpse.

			A horse­man, who looked like a drover just re­turned from a big trip, dropped in­to our dusty wake and fol­lowed us a few hun­dred yards, drag­ging his pack­horse be­hind him, but a friend made wild and demon­strat­ive sig­nals from a hotel ver­anda—hook­ing at the air in front with his right hand and job­bing his left thumb over his shoulder in the dir­ec­tion of the bar—so the drover hauled off and didn’t catch up to us any more. He was a stranger to the en­tire show.

			We walked in twos. There were three twos. It was very hot and dusty; the heat rushed in fierce dazzling rays across every iron roof and light-col­oured wall that was turned to the sun. One or two pubs closed re­spect­fully un­til we got past. They closed their bar doors and the pat­rons went in and out through some side or back en­trance for a few minutes. Bush­men sel­dom grumble at an in­con­veni­ence of this sort, when it is caused by a fu­ner­al. They have too much re­spect for the dead.

			On the way to the cemetery we passed three shear­ers sit­ting on the shady side of a fence. One was drunk—very drunk. The oth­er two covered their right ears with their hats, out of re­spect for the de­par­ted—who­ever he might have been—and one of them kicked the drunk and muttered some­thing to him.

			He straightened him­self up, stared, and reached help­lessly for his hat, which he shoved half off and then on again. Then he made a great ef­fort to pull him­self to­geth­er—and suc­ceeded. He stood up, braced his back against the fence, knocked off his hat, and re­morse­fully placed his foot on it—to keep it off his head till the fu­ner­al passed.

			A tall, sen­ti­ment­al drover, who walked by my side, cyn­ic­ally quoted Byron­ic verses suit­able to the oc­ca­sion—to death—and asked with pathet­ic hu­mour wheth­er we thought the dead man’s tick­et would be re­cog­nized “over yon­der.” It was a G.L.U. tick­et, and the gen­er­al opin­ion was that it would be re­cog­nized.

			Presently my friend said:

			“You re­mem­ber when we were in the boat yes­ter­day, we saw a man driv­ing some horses along the bank?”

			“Yes.”

			He nod­ded at the hearse and said “Well, that’s him.”

			I thought awhile.

			“I didn’t take any par­tic­u­lar no­tice of him,” I said. “He said some­thing, didn’t he?”

			“Yes; said it was a fine day. You’d have taken more no­tice if you’d known that he was doomed to die in the hour, and that those were the last words he would say to any man in this world.”

			“To be sure,” said a full voice from the rear. “If ye’d known that, ye’d have pro­longed the con­ver­sa­tion.”

			We plod­ded on across the rail­way line and along the hot, dusty road which ran to the cemetery, some of us talk­ing about the ac­ci­dent, and ly­ing about the nar­row es­capes we had had ourselves. Presently someone said:

			“There’s the Dev­il.”

			I looked up and saw a priest stand­ing in the shade of the tree by the cemetery gate.

			The hearse was drawn up and the tail­boards were opened. The fu­ner­al ex­tin­guished its right ear with its hat as four men lif­ted the coffin out and laid it over the grave. The priest—a pale, quiet young fel­low—stood un­der the shade of a sap­ling which grew at the head of the grave. He took off his hat, dropped it care­lessly on the ground, and pro­ceeded to busi­ness. I no­ticed that one or two hea­thens winced slightly when the holy wa­ter was sprinkled on the coffin. The drops quickly evap­or­ated, and the little round black spots they left were soon dus­ted over; but the spots showed, by con­trast, the cheapness and shab­bi­ness of the cloth with which the coffin was covered. It seemed black be­fore;—now it looked a dusky grey.

			Just here man’s ig­nor­ance and van­ity made a farce of the fu­ner­al. A big, bull-necked pub­lic­an, with heavy, blotchy fea­tures, and a su­premely ig­nor­ant ex­pres­sion, picked up the priest’s straw hat and held it about two inches over the head of his rev­er­ence dur­ing the whole of the ser­vice. The fath­er, be it re­membered, was stand­ing in the shade. A few shoved their hats on and off un­eas­ily, strug­gling between their dis­gust for the liv­ing and their re­spect for the dead. The hat had a con­ic­al crown and a brim slop­ing down all round like a sun­shade, and the pub­lic­an held it with his great red claw spread over the crown. To do the priest justice, per­haps he didn’t no­tice the in­cid­ent. A stage priest or par­son in the same po­s­i­tion might have said, “Put the hat down, my friend; is not the memory of our de­par­ted broth­er worth more than my com­plex­ion?” A wattle-bark lay­man might have ex­pressed him­self in stronger lan­guage, none the less to the point. But my priest seemed un­con­scious of what was go­ing on. Be­sides, the pub­lic­an was a great and im­port­ant pil­lar of the church. He couldn’t, as an ig­nor­ant and con­ceited ass, lose such a good op­por­tun­ity of as­sert­ing his faith­ful­ness and im­port­ance to his church.

			The grave looked very nar­row un­der the coffin, and I drew a breath of re­lief when the box slid eas­ily down. I saw a coffin get stuck once, at Rook­wood, and it had to be yanked out with dif­fi­culty, and laid on the sods at the feet of the heart­broken re­la­tions, who howled dis­mally while the gravedig­gers widened the hole. But they don’t cut con­tracts so fine in the West. Our gravedig­ger was not al­to­geth­er bowel­less, and, out of re­spect for that hu­man qual­ity de­scribed as “feel­in’s,” he scraped up some light and dusty soil and threw it down to deaden the fall of the clay lumps on the coffin. He also tried to steer the first few shovel­fuls gently down against the end of the grave with the back of the shovel turned out­wards, but the hard dry Darling River clods re­boun­ded and knocked all the same. It didn’t mat­ter much—noth­ing does. The fall of lumps of clay on a stranger’s coffin doesn’t sound any dif­fer­ent from the fall of the same things on an or­din­ary wooden box—at least I didn’t no­tice any­thing awe­some or un­usu­al in the sound; but, per­haps, one of us—the most sens­it­ive—might have been im­pressed by be­ing re­minded of a buri­al of long ago, when the thump of every sod jol­ted his heart.

			I have left out the wattle—be­cause it wasn’t there. I have also neg­lected to men­tion the heart­broken old mate, with his grizzled head bowed and great pearly drops stream­ing down his rugged cheeks. He was ab­sent—he was prob­ably “Out Back.” For sim­il­ar reas­ons I have omit­ted ref­er­ence to the sus­pi­cious mois­ture in the eyes of a bearded bush ruf­fi­an named Bill. Bill failed to turn up, and the only mois­ture was that which was in­duced by the heat. I have left out the “sad Aus­trali­an sun­set” be­cause the sun was not go­ing down at the time. The buri­al took place ex­actly at mid­day.

			The dead bush­man’s name was Jim, ap­par­ently; but they found no por­traits, nor locks of hair, nor any love let­ters, nor any­thing of that kind in his swag—not even a ref­er­ence to his moth­er; only some pa­pers re­lat­ing to Uni­on mat­ters. Most of us didn’t know the name till we saw it on the coffin; we knew him as “that poor chap that got drowned yes­ter­day.”

			“So his name’s James Tyson,” said my drover ac­quaint­ance, look­ing at the plate.

			“Why! Didn’t you know that be­fore?” I asked.

			“No; but I knew he was a Uni­on man.”

			It turned out, af­ter­wards, that J.T. wasn’t his real name—only “the name he went by.” Any­how he was bur­ied by it, and most of the “Great Aus­trali­an Dailies” have men­tioned in their brev­ity columns that a young man named James John Tyson was drowned in a bil­la­bong of the Darling last Sunday.

			We did hear, later on, what his real name was; but if we ever chance to read it in the “Miss­ing Friends Column,” we shall not be able to give any in­form­a­tion to heart­broken moth­er or sis­ter or wife, nor to any­one who could let him hear some­thing to his ad­vant­age—for we have already for­got­ten the name.

		
	
		
			On the Edge of a Plain

			“I’d been away from home for eight years,” said Mitchell to his mate, as they dropped their swags in the mulga shade and sat down. “I hadn’t writ­ten a let­ter—kept put­ting it off, and a blun­der­ing fool of a fel­low that got down the day be­fore me told the old folks that he’d heard I was dead.”

			Here he took a pull at his wa­ter-bag.

			“When I got home they were all in mourn­ing for me. It was night, and the girl that opened the door screamed and fain­ted away like a shot.”

			He lit his pipe.

			“Moth­er was up­stairs howl­ing and moan­ing in a chair, with all the girls boo-hoo­ing round her for com­pany. The old man was sit­ting in the back kit­chen cry­ing to him­self.”

			He put his hat down on the ground, din­ted in the crown, and poured some wa­ter in­to the hol­low for his cattle-pup.

			“The girls came rush­ing down. Moth­er was so pumped out that she couldn’t get up. They thought at first I was a ghost, and then they all tried to get holt of me at once—nearly smothered me. Look at that pup! You want to carry a tank of wa­ter on a dry stretch when you’ve got a pup that drinks as much as two men.”

			He poured a drop more wa­ter in­to the top of his hat.

			“Well, moth­er screamed and nearly fain­ted when she saw me. Such a pic­nic you nev­er saw. They kept it up all night. I thought the old cove was gone off his chump. The old wo­man wouldn’t let go my hand for three mor­tal hours. Have you got the knife?”

			He cut up some more to­bacco.

			“All next day the house was full of neigh­bours, and the first to come was an old sweet­heart of mine; I nev­er thought she cared for me till then. Moth­er and the girls made me swear nev­er to go away any more; and they kept watch­ing me, and hardly let me go out­side for fear I’d”—

			“Get drunk?”

			“No—you’re smart—for fear I’d clear. At last I swore on the Bible that I’d nev­er leave home while the old folks were alive; and then moth­er seemed easi­er in her mind.”

			He rolled the pup over and ex­amined his feet. “I ex­pect I’ll have to carry him a bit—his feet are sore. Well, he’s done pretty well this morn­ing, and any­way he won’t drink so much when he’s car­ried.”

			“You broke your prom­ise about leav­ing home,” said his mate.

			Mitchell stood up, stretched him­self, and looked dole­fully from his heavy swag to the wide, hot, shade­less cot­ton-bush plain ahead.

			“Oh, yes,” he yawned, “I stopped at home for a week, and then they began to growl be­cause I couldn’t get any work to do.”

			The mate guf­fawed and Mitchell grinned. They shouldered the swags, with the pup on top of Mitchell’s, took up their bil­lies and wa­ter-bags, turned their un­shaven faces to the wide, hazy dis­tance, and left the tim­ber be­hind them.

		
	
		
			In a Dry Season

			Draw a wire fence and a few ragged gums, and add some scattered sheep run­ning away from the train. Then you’ll have the bush all along the New South Wales west­ern line from Ba­thurst on.

			The rail­way towns con­sist of a pub­lic house and a gen­er­al store, with a square tank and a school­house on piles in the near­er dis­tance. The tank stands at the end of the school and is not many times smal­ler than the build­ing it­self. It is safe to call the pub “The Rail­way Hotel,” and the store “The Rail­way Stores,” with an s. A couple of pa­tient, un­groomed hacks are prob­ably stand­ing out­side the pub, while their mas­ters are in­side hav­ing a drink—sev­er­al drinks. Also it’s safe to draw a sun­down­er sit­ting list­lessly on a bench on the ver­anda, read­ing the Bul­let­in. The Rail­way Stores seem to ex­ist only in the shad­ow of the pub, and it is im­possible to con­ceive either as be­ing in­de­pend­ent of the oth­er. There is some­times a small, ob­long weather­board build­ing—un­painted, and gen­er­ally lean­ing in one of the eight pos­sible dir­ec­tions, and per­haps with a twist in an­oth­er—which, from its half-ob­lit­er­ated sign, seems to have star­ted as a rival to the Rail­way Stores; but the shut­ters are up and the place empty.

			The only town I saw that differed much from the above con­sisted of a box-bark humpy with a clay chim­ney, and a wo­man stand­ing at the door throw­ing out the wash-up wa­ter.

			By way of vari­ety, the artist might make a wa­ter­col­our sketch of a fet­tler’s tent on the line, with a billy hanging over the fire in front, and three fet­tlers stand­ing round filling their pipes.

			Slop sac suits, red faces, and old-fash­ioned, flat-brimmed hats, with wire round the brims, be­gin to drop in­to the train on the oth­er side of Ba­thurst; and here and there a hat with three inches of crape round the crown, which per­haps sig­ni­fies death in the fam­ily at some re­mote date, and per­haps doesn’t. Some­times, I be­lieve, it only means grease un­der the band. I no­tice that when a bush­man puts crape round his hat he gen­er­ally leaves it there till the hat wears out, or an­oth­er friend dies. In the lat­ter case, he buys a new piece of crape. This out­ward sign of be­reave­ment usu­ally has a jolly red face be­neath it. Death is about the only cheer­ful thing in the bush.

			We crossed the Macquar­ie—a nar­row, muddy gut­ter with a dog swim­ming across, and three goats in­ter­ested.

			A little farther on we saw the first sun­down­er. He car­ried a Roy­al Al­fred, and had a billy in one hand and a stick in the oth­er. He was dressed in a tail­coat turned yel­low, a print shirt, and a pair of mole­skin trousers, with big square calico patches on the knees; and his old straw hat was covered with calico. Sud­denly he slipped his swag, dropped his billy, and ran for­ward, boldly flour­ish­ing the stick. I thought that he was mad, and was about to at­tack the train, but he wasn’t; he was only killing a snake. I didn’t have time to see wheth­er he cooked the snake or not—per­haps he only thought of Adam.

			Some­body told me that the coun­try was very dry on the oth­er side of Nev­er­tire. It is. I wouldn’t like to sit down on it any­where. The least hor­rible spot in the bush, in a dry sea­son, is where the bush isn’t—where it has been cleared away and a green crop is try­ing to grow. They talk of set­tling people on the land! Bet­ter settle in it. I’d rather settle on the wa­ter; at least, un­til some gi­gant­ic sys­tem of ir­rig­a­tion is per­fec­ted in the West.

			Along about Byrock we saw the first shear­ers. They dress like the un­em­ployed, but dif­fer from that body in their looks of in­de­pend­ence. They sat on trucks and wool-bales and the fence, watch­ing the train, and hailed Bill, and Jim, and Tom, and asked how those in­di­vidu­als were get­ting on.

			Here we came across soft felt hats with straps round the crowns, and full-bearded faces un­der them. Also a splen­did-look­ing black track­er in a mash­er uni­form and a pair of Wel­ling­ton boots.

			One or two square-cuts and stand-up col­lars struggle dis­mally through to the bit­ter end. Of­ten a mem­ber of the un­em­ployed starts cheer­fully out, with a let­ter from the Gov­ern­ment La­bour Bur­eau in his pock­et, and noth­ing else. He has an idea that the sta­tion where he has the job will be with­in easy walk­ing dis­tance of Bourke. Per­haps he thinks there’ll be a cart or a buggy wait­ing for him. He travels for a night and day without a bite to eat, and, on ar­rival, he finds that the sta­tion is eighty or a hun­dred miles away. Then he has to ex­plain mat­ters to a pub­lic­an and a coach-driver. God bless the pub­lic­an and the coach-driver! God for­give our so­cial sys­tem!

			Nat­ive in­dustry was rep­res­en­ted at one place along the line by three tiles, a chim­ney-pot, and a length of pip­ing on a slab.

			Some­body said to me, “Yer wanter go out back, young man, if yer wanter see the coun­try. Yer wanter get away from the line.” I don’t wanter; I’ve been there.

			You could go to the brink of etern­ity so far as Aus­tralia is con­cerned and yet meet an an­im­ated mummy of a swag­man who will talk of go­ing “out back.” Out upon the out­back fiend!

			About Byrock we met the bush li­ar in all his glory. He was dressed like—like a bush lar­rikin. His name was Jim. He had been to a ball where some blank had “touched” his blanky over­coat. The over­coat had a cheque for ten “quid” in the pock­et. He didn’t seem to feel the loss much. “Wot’s ten quid?” He’d been every­where, in­clud­ing the Gulf coun­try. He still had three or four sheds to go to. He had tele­grams in his pock­et from half a dozen squat­ters and su­pers of­fer­ing him pens on any terms. He didn’t give a blank wheth­er he took them or no. He thought at first he had the tele­grams on him but found that he had left them in the pock­et of the over­coat afore­said. He had learned but­cher­ing in a day. He was a bit of a scrap­per him­self and talked a lot about the ring. At the last sta­tion where he shore he gave the su­per the fath­er of a hid­ing. The su­per was a big chap, about six-foot-three, and had knocked out Paddy Some­body in one round. He worked with a man who shore four hun­dred sheep in nine hours.

			Here a quiet-look­ing bush­man in a corner of the car­riage grew rest­less, and presently he opened his mouth and took the li­ar down in about three minutes.

			At 5:30 we saw a long line of camels mov­ing out across the sun­set. There’s some­thing snaky about camels. They re­mind me of turtles and goan­nas.

			Some­body said, “Here’s Bourke.”

		
	
		
			He’d Come Back

			The yarn was all lies, I sup­pose; but it wasn’t bad. A city bush­man told it, of course, and he told it in the trav­el­lers’ hut.

			“As true’s God hears me I nev­er meant to desert her in cold blood,” he said. “We’d only been mar­ried about two years, and we’d got along grand to­geth­er; but times was hard, and I had to jump at the first chance of a job, and leave her with her people, an’ go up­coun­try.”

			He paused and fumbled with his pipe un­til all ears were brought to bear on him.

			“She was a beauty, and no mis­take; she was far too good for me—I of­ten wondered how she came to have a chap like me.”

			He paused again, and the oth­ers thought over it—and wondered too, per­haps.

			The joker opened his lips to speak, but altered his mind about it.

			“Well, I trav­elled up in­to Queens­land, and worked back in­to Vic­tor­ia ’n’ South Aus­tralia, an’ I wrote home pretty reg’lar and sent what money I could. Last I got down on to the south­west­ern coast of South Aus­tralia—an’ there I got mixed up with an­oth­er wo­man—you know what that means, boys?”

			Sym­path­et­ic si­lence.

			“Well, this went on for two years, and then the oth­er wo­man drove me to drink. You know what a wo­man can do when the dev­il’s in her?”

			Sound between a sigh and a groan from Lally Thompson. “My oath,” he said, sadly.

			“You should have made it three years, Jack,” in­ter­posed the joker; “you said two years be­fore.” But he was sup­pressed.

			“Well, I got free of them both, at last—drink and the wo­man, I mean; but it took an­oth­er—it took a couple of years to pull my­self straight—”

			Here the joker opened his mouth again, but was warmly re­ques­ted to shut it.

			“Then, chaps, I got think­ing. My con­science began to hurt me, and—and hurt worse every day. It nearly drove me to drink again. Ah, boys, a man—if he is a man—can’t ex­pect to wrong a wo­man and es­cape scot-free in the end.” (Sigh from Lally Thompson.) “It’s the one thing that al­ways comes home to a man, soon­er or later—you know what that means, boys.”

			Lally Thompson: “My oath!”

			The joker: “Dry up yer crim­son oath! What do you know about wo­men?”

			Cries of “Or­der!”

			“Well,” con­tin­ued the storyteller, “I got think­ing. I heard that my wife had broken her heart when I left her, and that made mat­ters worse. I began to feel very bad about it. I felt mean. I felt dis­gus­ted with my­self. I pic­tured my poor, ill-treated, little wife and chil­dren in misery and poverty, and my con­science wouldn’t let me rest night or day”—(Lally Thompson seemed greatly moved)—“so at last I made up my mind to be a man, and make—what’s the word?”

			“Re­par­a­tion,” sug­ges­ted the joker.

			“Yes, so I slaved like a nig­ger for a year or so, got a few pounds to­geth­er and went to find my wife. I found out that she was liv­ing in a cot­tage in Bur­wood, Sydney, and strug­gling through the winter on what she’d saved from the money her fath­er left her.

			“I got a shave and dressed up quiet and de­cent. I was older-look­ing and more sub­dued like, and I’d got pretty grey in those few years that I’d been mak­ing a fool of my­self; and, some how, I felt rather glad about it, be­cause I reckoned she’d no­tice it first thing—she was al­ways quick at no­ti­cing things—and for­give me all the quick­er. Well, I way­laid the school kids that even­ing, and found out mine—a little boy and a girl—and fine young­sters they were. The girl took after her moth­er, and the young­ster was the dead spit o’ me. I gave ’em half a crows each and told them to tell their moth­er that someone would come when the sun went down.”

			Bogan Bill nod­ded ap­prov­ingly.

			“So at sun­down I went and knocked at the door. It opened and there stood my little wife look­ing pret­ti­er than ever—only care­worn.”

			

			Long, im­press­ive pause.

			“Well, Jack, what did she do?” asked Bogan.

			“She didn’t do noth­ing.”

			“Well, Jack, and what did she say?”

			Jack sighed and straightened him­self up: “She said—she said—‘Well, so you’ve come back.’ ”

			Pain­ful si­lence.

			“Well, Jack, and what did you say?”

			“I said yes.”

			“Well, and so you had!” said Tom Moon­light.

			“It wasn’t that, Tom,” said Jack sadly and wear­ily—“It was the way she said it!”

			Lally Thompson rubbed his eyes: “And what did you do, Jack?” he asked gently.

			“I stayed for a year, and then I deser­ted her again—but meant it that time.”

			“Ah, well! It’s time to turn in.”

		
	
		
			Another of Mitchell’s Plans for the Future

			“I’ll get down among the cock­ies along the Lach­lan, or some of these rivers,” said Mitchell, throw­ing down his swag be­neath a big tree. “A man stands a bet­ter show down there. It’s a mis­take to come out back. I knocked around a good deal down there among the farms. Could al­ways get plenty of tuck­er, and a job if I wanted it. One cocky I worked for wanted me to stay with him for good. Sorry I didn’t. I’d have been bet­ter off now. I was treated more like one of the fam­ily, and there was a couple of good-look­ing daugh­ters. One of them was clean gone on me. There are some grand girls down that way. I al­ways got on well with the girls, be­cause I could play the fiddle and sing a bit. They’ll be glad to see me when I get back there again, I know. I’ll be all right—no more both­er about tuck­er. I’ll just let things slide as soon as I spot the house. I’ll bet my boots the kettle will be boil­ing, and everything in the house will be on the table be­fore I’m there twenty minutes. And the girls will be run­ning to meet the old cocky when he comes rid­ing home at night, and they’ll let down the sli­prails, and ask him to guess ‘who’s up at our place?’ Yes, I’ll find a job with some old cocky, with a good-look­ing daugh­ter or two. I’ll get on plough­ing if I can; that’s the sort of work I like; best graft about a farm.”

			“By and by the cocky’ll have a few sheep he wants shorn, and one day he’ll say to me, ‘Jack, if you hear of a shear­er knockin’ round let me know—I’ve got a few sheep I want shore.’ ”

			“ ‘How many have you got?’ I’ll say.

			“ ‘Oh, about fif­teen hun­dred.’

			“ ‘And what d’you think of giv­ing?’

			“ ‘Well, about twenty-five bob a hun­dred, but if a shear­er sticks out for thirty, send him up to talk with me. I want to get ’em shore as soon as pos­sible.’

			“ ‘It’s all right,’ I’ll say, ‘you needn’t both­er; I’ll shear your sheep.’

			“ ‘Why,’ he’ll say, ‘can you shear?’

			“ ‘Shear? Of course I can! I shore be­fore you were born.’ It won’t mat­ter if he’s twice as old as me.

			“So I’ll shear his sheep and make a few pounds, and he’ll be glad and all the more eager to keep me on, so’s to al­ways have someone to shear his sheep. But by and by I’ll get tired of stop­ping in the one place and want to be on the move, so I’ll tell him I’m go­ing to leave.

			“ ‘Why, what do you want to go for?’ he’ll say, sur­prised, ‘ain’t you sat­is­fied?’

			“ ‘Oh, yes, I’m sat­is­fied, but I want a change.’

			“ ‘Oh, don’t go,’ he’ll say; ‘stop and we’ll call it twenty-five bob a week.’

			“But I’ll tell him I’m off—wouldn’t stay for a hun­dred when I’d made up my mind; so, when he sees he can’t per­suade me he’ll get a bit stiff and say:

			“ ‘Well, what about that there girl? Are you goin’ to go away and leave her like that?’

			“ ‘Why, what d’yer mean?’ I’ll say. ‘Leave her like what?’ I won’t pre­tend to know what he’s driv­ing at.”

			“ ‘Oh!’ he’ll say, ‘you know very well what I mean. The ques­tion is: Are you go­ing to marry the girl or not?’ ”

			“I’ll see that things are get­tin’ a little warm and that I’m in a corner, so I’ll say:

			“ ‘Why, I nev­er thought about it. This is pretty sud­den and out of the com­mon, isn’t it? I don’t mind mar­ry­ing the girl if she’ll have me. Why! I haven’t asked her yet!’

			“ ‘Well, look here,’ he’ll say, ‘if you agree to marry the girl—and I’ll make you marry her, any road—I’ll give you that there farm over there and a couple of hun­dred to start on.’

			“So, I’ll marry her and settle down and be a cocky my­self and if you ever hap­pen to be knock­ing round there hard up, you needn’t go short of tuck­er a week or two; but don’t come knock­ing round the house when I’m not at home.

		
	
		
			Steelman

			Steel­man was a hard case. If you were mar­ried, and settled down, and were so un­for­tu­nate as to have known Steel­man in oth­er days, he would, if in your neigh­bour­hood and dead­beat, be sure to look you up. He would find you any­where, no mat­ter what pre­cau­tions you might take. If he came to your house, he would stay to tea without in­vit­a­tion, and if he stayed to tea, he would ask you to “fix up a shake­down on the floor, old man,” and put him up for the night; and, if he stopped all night, he’d re­main—well, un­til some­thing bet­ter turned up.

			There was no shak­ing off Steel­man. He had a way about him which would of­ten make it ap­pear as if you had in­vited him to stay, and pressed him against his rov­ing in­clin­a­tion, and were glad to have him round for com­pany, while he re­mained only out of pure good­will to you. He didn’t like to of­fend an old friend by re­fus­ing his in­vit­a­tion.

			Steel­man knew his men.

			The mar­ried vic­tim gen­er­ally had neither the cour­age nor the abil­ity to turn him out. He was cheer­fully blind and deaf to all hints, and if the ex­as­per­ated mis­sus said any­thing to him straight, he would look shocked, and reply, as likely as not:

			“Why, my good wo­man, you must be mad! I’m your hus­band’s guest!”

			And if she wouldn’t cook for him, he’d cook for him­self. There was no chok­ing him off. Few people care to call the po­lice in a case like this; and be­sides, as be­fore re­marked, Steel­man knew his men. The only way to es­cape from him was to move—but then, as likely as not, he’d help pack up and come along with his port­manteau right on top of the last load of fur­niture, and drive you and your wife to the verge of mad­ness by the calm style in which he pro­ceeded to su­per­in­tend the hanging of your pic­tures.

			Once he quartered him­self like this on an old school­mate of his, named Brown, who had got mar­ried and steady and settled down. Brown tried all ways to get rid of Steel­man, but he couldn’t do it. One day Brown said to Steel­man:

			“Look here, Steely, old man, I’m very sorry, but I’m afraid we won’t be able to ac­com­mod­ate you any longer—to make you com­fort­able, I mean. You see, a sis­ter of the mis­sus is com­ing down on a vis­it for a month or two, and we ain’t got any­where to put her, ex­cept in your room. I wish the mis­sus’s re­la­tions to blazes! I didn’t marry the whole blessed fam­ily; but it seems I’ve got to keep them.”

			Pause—very awk­ward and pain­ful for poor Brown. Dis­cour­aging si­lence from Steel­man. Brown res­ted his el­bows on his knees, and, with a pathet­ic and ap­peal­ing move­ment of his hand across his fore­head, he con­tin­ued des­per­ately:

			“I’m very sorry, you see, old man—you know I’d like you to stay—I want you to stay. … It isn’t my fault—it’s the mis­sus’ do­ings. I’ve done my best with her, but I can’t help it. I’ve been more like a mas­ter in my own house—more com­fort­able—and I’ve been bet­ter treated since I’ve had you to back me up. … I’ll feel mighty lonely, any­way, when you’re gone. … But … you know … as soon as her sis­ter goes … you know. …”

			Here poor Brown broke down—very sorry he had spoken at all; but Steely came to the res­cue with a ray of light.

			“What’s the mat­ter with the little room at the back?” he asked.

			“Oh, we couldn’t think of put­ting you there,” said Brown, with a last ef­fort; “it’s not fined up; you wouldn’t be com­fort­able, and, be­sides, it’s damp, and you’d catch your death of cold. It was nev­er meant for any­thing but a wash­house. I’m sorry I didn’t get an­oth­er room built on to the house.”

			“Bosh!” in­ter­rup­ted Steel­man, cheer­fully. “Catch a cold! Here I’ve been knock­ing about the coun­try for the last five years—sleep­ing out in all weath­ers—and do you think a little damp is go­ing to hurt me? Pooh! What do you take me for? Don’t you both­er your head about it any more, old man; I’ll fix up the lum­ber-room for my­self, all right; and all you’ve got to do is to let me know when the sis­ter-in-law busi­ness is com­ing on, and I’ll shift out of my room in time for the mis­sus to get it ready for her. Here, have you got a bob on you? I’ll go out and get some beer. A drop’ll do you good.”

			“Well, if you can make your­self com­fort­able, I’ll be only too glad for you to stay,” said Brown, wear­ily.

			“You’d bet­ter in­vite some wo­man you know to come on a vis­it, and pass her off as your sis­ter,” said Brown to his wife, while Steel­man was gone for the beer. “I’ve made a mess of it.”

			Mrs. Brown said, “I knew you would.”

			Steel­man knew his men.

			But at last Brown reckoned that he could stand it no longer. The thought of it made him so wild that he couldn’t work. He took a day off to get thor­oughly worked up in, came home that night full to the chin of in­dig­na­tion and Du­ned­in beer, and tried to kick Steel­man out. And Steel­man gave him a hid­ing.

			Next morn­ing Steel­man was sit­ting be­side Brown’s bed with a sau­cer of vin­eg­ar, some brown pa­per, a raw beef­steak, and a bottle of soda.

			“Well, what have you got to say for your­self now, Brown?” he said, sternly. “Ain’t you jolly well ashamed of your­self to come home in the beastly state you did last night, and in­sult a guest in your house, to say noth­ing of an old friend—and per­haps the best friend you ever had, if you only knew it? Any­body else would have giv­en you in charge and got you three months for the as­sault. You ought to have some con­sid­er­a­tion for your wife and chil­dren, and your own char­ac­ter—even if you haven’t any for your old mate’s feel­ings. Here, drink this, and let me fix you up a bit; the mis­sus has got the break­fast wait­ing.”

		
	
		
			Drifted Back

			The stranger walked in­to the corner gro­cery with the air of one who had come back after many years to see someone who would be glad to see him. He shed his swag and stood it by the wall with great de­lib­er­a­tion; then he res­ted his el­bow on the counter, stroked his beard, and grinned quiz­zically at the shop­man, who smiled back presently in a puzzled way.

			“Good af­ter­noon,” said the gro­cer.

			“Good af­ter­noon.”

			Pause.

			“Nice day,” said the gro­cer.

			Pause.

			“Any­thing I can do for you?”

			“Yes; tell the old man there’s a chap wants to speak to him for a minute.”

			“Old man? What old man?”

			“Hake, of course—old Ben Hake! Ain’t he in?”

			The gro­cer smiled.

			“Hake ain’t here now. I’m here.”

			“How’s that?”

			“Why, he sold out to me ten years ago.”

			“Well, I sup­pose I’ll find him some­where about town?”

			“I don’t think you will. He left Aus­tralia when he sold out. He’s—he’s dead now.”

			“Dead! Old Ben Hake?”

			“Yes. You knew him, then?”

			The stranger seemed to have lost a great deal of his as­sur­ance. He turned his side to the counter, hooked his el­bow on it, and gazed out through the door along Sun­set Track.

			“You can give me half a pound of nail­rod,” he said, in a quiet tone—“I s’pose young Hake is in town?”

			“No; the whole fam­ily went away. I think there’s one of the sons in busi­ness in Sydney now.”

			“I s’pose the M’Lach­lans are here yet?”

			“No; they are not. The old people died about five years ago; the sons are in Queens­land, I think; and both the girls are mar­ried and in Sydney.”

			“Ah, well! … I see you’ve got the rail­way here now.”

			“Oh, yes! Six years.”

			“Times is changed a lot.”

			“They are.”

			“I s’pose—I s’pose you can tell me where I’ll find old Jimmy Now­lett?”

			“Jimmy Now­lett? Jimmy Now­lett? I nev­er heard of the name. What was he?”

			“Oh, he was a bul­lock-driver. Used to carry from the moun­tains be­fore the rail­way was made.”

			“Be­fore my time, per­haps. There’s no one of that name round here now.”

			“Ah, well! … I don’t sup­pose you knew the Dug­gans?”

			“Yes, I did. The old man’s dead, too, and the fam­ily’s gone away—Lord knows where. They wer­en’t much loss, to all ac­counts. The sons got in­to trouble, I b’lieve—went to the bad. They had a bad name here.”

			“Did they? Well, they had good hearts—at least, old Mala­chi Dug­gan and the eld­est son had. … You can give me a couple of pounds of sug­ar.”

			“Right. I sup­pose it’s a long time since you were here last?”

			“Fif­teen years.”

			“In­deed!”

			“Yes. I don’t s’pose I re­mind you of any­one you know around here?”

			“N—no!” said the gro­cer with a smile. “I can’t say you do.”

			“Ah, well! I s’pose I’ll find the Wilds still liv­ing in the same place?”

			“The Wilds? Well, no. The old man is dead, too, and—”

			“And—and where’s Jim? He ain’t dead?”

			“No; he’s mar­ried and settled down in Sydney.”

			Long pause.

			“Can you—” said the stranger, hes­it­at­ingly; “did you—I sup­pose you knew Mary—Mary Wild?”

			“Mary?” said the gro­cer, smil­ingly. “That was my wife’s maid­en name. Would you like to see her?”

			“No, no! She mightn’t re­mem­ber me!”

			He reached hast­ily for his swag, and shouldered it.

			“Well, I must be get­tin’ on.”

			“I s’pose you’ll camp here over Christ­mas?”

			“No; there’s noth­ing to stop here for—I’ll push on. I did in­tend to have a Christ­mas here—in fact, I came a long way out of my road a-pur­pose. … I meant to have just one more Christ­mas with old Ben Hake an’ the rest of the boys—but I didn’t know as they’d moved on so far west. The old bush school is dy­in’ out.”

			There was a smile in his eyes, but his bearded lips twitched a little.

			“Things is changed. The old houses is pretty much the same, an’ the old signs want touchin’ up and paintin’ jest as had as ever; an’ there’s that old pal­in’ fence that me an’ Ben Hake an’ Jimmy Now­lett put up twenty year ago. I’ve tramped and trav­elled long ways since then. But things is changed—at least, people is. … Well, I must be goin’. There’s noth­ing to keep me here. I’ll push on and get in­to my track again. It’s cool­er trav­el­lin’ in the night.”

			“Yes, it’s been pretty hot today.”

			“Yes, it’s been pretty hot today.”

			“Yes, it has. Well, s’long.”

			“Good day. Merry Christ­mas!”

			“Eh? What? Oh, yes! Same to you! S’long!”

			“Good day!” He drif­ted out and away along Sun­set Track.

		
	
		
			Remailed

			There is an old cus­tom pre­val­ent in Aus­tralasia—and oth­er parts, too, per­haps, for that mat­ter—which, we think, de­serves to be writ­ten up. It might not be an “hon­oured” cus­tom from a news­pa­per man­ager’s or pro­pri­et­or’s point of view, or from the point of view (if any) oc­cu­pied by the share­hold­ers on the sub­ject; but, nev­er­the­less, it is a time-hon­oured and a good old cus­tom. Per­haps, for sev­er­al reas­ons, it was more pre­val­ent among dig­gers than with the com­par­at­ively settled bush­men of today—the poor, hope­less, wan­der­ing swaggy doesn’t count in the mat­ter, for he has neither the where­with­al nor the op­por­tun­ity to hon­our the old cus­tom; also his move­ments are too sadly un­cer­tain to per­mit of his be­ing hon­oured by it. We refer to the re­mail­ing of news­pa­pers and journ­als from one mate to an­oth­er.

			Bill gets his pa­per and reads it through con­scien­tiously from be­gin­ning to end by candle or slush-lamp as he lies on his back in the hut or tent with his pipe in his mouth; or, bet­ter still, on a Sunday af­ter­noon as he re­clines on the grass in the shade, in all the glory and com­fort of a clean pair of mole­skins and socks and a clean shirt. And when he has fin­ished read­ing the pa­per—if it is not im­me­di­ately be­spoke—he turns it right side out, folds it, and puts it away where he’ll know where to find it. The pa­per is gen­er­ally be­spoke in the fol­low­ing man­ner:

			“Let’s have a look at that pa­per after you, Bill, when yer done with it,” says Jack.

			And Bill says:

			“I just prom­ised it to Bob. You can get it after him.”

			And, when it is fi­nally lent, Bill says:

			“Don’t for­get to give that pa­per back to me when yer done with it. Don’t let any of those oth­er blanks get holt of it, or the chances are I won’t set eyes on it again.”

			But the oth­er blanks get it in their turn after be­ing re­ferred to Bill. “You must ask Bill,” says Jack to the next blank, “I got it from him.” And when Bill gets his pa­per back fi­nally—which is of­ten only after much bush grumbling, ac­cus­a­tion, re­crim­in­a­tion, and deni­al—he severely and care­fully re­arranges theme pages, folds the pa­per, and sticks it away up over a rafter, or be­hind a post or bat­ten, or un­der his pil­low where it will safe. He wants that pa­per to send to Jim.

			Bill is but an in­dif­fer­ent hand at fold­ing, and knows little or noth­ing about wrap­pers. He folds and re-folds the pa­per sev­er­al times and in vari­ous ways, but the first res­ult is of­ten the best, and is fi­nally ad­op­ted. The par­cel looks more ugly than neat; but Bill puts a weight upon it so that it won’t fly open, and looks round for a piece of string to tie it with. Some­times he ties it firmly round the middle, some­times at both ends; at oth­er times he runs the string down in­side the folds and ties it that way, or both ways, or all the ways, so as to be sure it won’t come un­done—which it doesn’t as a rule. If he can’t find a piece of string long enough, he ties two bits to­geth­er, and sub­mits the res­ult to a rather severe test; and if the string is too thin, or he has to use thread, he doubles it. Then he wor­ries round to find out who has got the ink, or wheth­er any­one has seen any­thing of the pen; and when he gets them, he writes the ad­dress with pain­ful ex­actitude on the mar­gin of the pa­per, some­times in two or three places. He has to think a mo­ment be­fore he writes; and per­haps he’ll scratch the back of his head af­ter­wards with an inky fin­ger, and re­gard the ad­dress with a sort of mild, pass­ive sur­prise. His old mate Jim was al­ways plain Jim to him, and noth­ing else; but, in or­der to reach Jim, this pa­per has to be ad­dressed to—

			
				Mr. James Mitchell,

				c/o J. W. Dow­ell, Esq.,

				Mun­ni­grub Sta­tion.

			

			and so on. “Mitchell” seems strange—Bill couldn’t think of it for the mo­ment—and so does “James.”

			And, a week or so later, over on Cool­gardie, or away up in north­ern Queens­land, or bush-felling down in Maor­i­land, Jim takes a stroll up to the post of­fice after tea on mail night. He doesn’t ex­pect any let­ters, but there might be a pa­per from Bill. Bill gen­er­ally sends him a news­pa­per. They sel­dom write to each oth­er, these old mates.

			There were points, of course, upon which Bill and Jim couldn’t agree—sub­jects upon which they ar­gued long and loud and of­ten in the old days; and it some­times hap­pens that Bill across an art­icle or a para­graph which agrees with and, so to speak, bar­racks for a pet the­ory of his as against one held by Jim; and Bill marks it with a chuckle and four crosses at the corners—and an ex­tra one at each side per­haps—and sends it on to Jim; he reck­ons it’ll rather corner old Jim. The crosses are not over or­na­ment­al nor artist­ic, but very dis­tinct; Jim sees them from the re­verse side of the sheet first, maybe, and turns it over with in­terest to see what it is. He grins a good-hu­moured grin as he reads—poor old Bill is just as thick­headed and ob­stin­ate as ever—just as far gone on his old fad. It’s rather rough on Jim, be­cause he’s too far off to ar­gue; but, if he’s very earn­est on the sub­ject, he’ll sit down and write, us­ing all his old ar­gu­ments to prove that the man who wrote that rot was a fool. This is one of the few things that will make them write to each oth­er. Or else Jim will wait till he comes across a para­graph in an­oth­er pa­per which bar­racks for his side of the ar­gu­ment, and, in his opin­ion; rather knocks the stuff­ing out of Bill’s man; then he marks it with more and big­ger crosses and a grin, and sends it along to Bill. They are both demo­crats—these old mates gen­er­ally are—and at times one comes across a stir­ring art­icle or poem, and marks it with ap­prov­al and sends it along. Or it may be a good joke, or the no­tice of the death of an old mate. What a wave of feel­ing and memor­ies a little par can take through the land!

			Jim is a sin­ner and a scoffer, and Bill is an earn­est, thor­ough, re­spect­able old free­thinker, and con­sequently they of­ten get a War Cry or a tract sent in­side their ex­changes—some­body puts it in for a joke.

			Long years ago—long years ago Bill and Jim were sweet on a rose of the bush—or a lily of the gold­fields—call her Lily King. Both cour­ted her at the same time, and quar­relled over her—fought over her, per­haps—and were par­ted by her for years. But that’s all by­gones. Per­haps she loved Bill, per­haps she loved Jim—per­haps both; or, maybe, she wasn’t sure which. Per­haps she loved neither, and was only string­ing them on. Any­way, she didn’t marry either the one or the oth­er. She mar­ried an­oth­er man—call him Jim Smith. And so, in after years, Bill comes across a para­graph in a loc­al pa­per, some­thing like the fol­low­ing:—

			
				On Ju­ly 10th, at her res­id­ence, Eureka Cot­tage, Bal­lar­at-street, Tally Town, the wife of James Smith of twins (boy and girl); all three do­ing well.

			

			And Bill marks it with a loud chuckle and big crosses, and sends it along to Jim. Then Bill sits and thinks and smokes, and thinks till the fire goes out, and quite for­gets all about put­ting that ne­ces­sary patch on his pants.

			And away down on Auck­land gum-fields, per­haps, Jim reads the par with a grin; then grows ser­i­ous, and sits and scrapes his gum by the flick­er­ing fire­light in a mech­an­ic­al man­ner, and—thinks. His thoughts are far away in the back years—faint and far, far and faint. For the old, linger­ing, ban­ished pain re­turns and hurts a man’s heart like the false wife who comes back again, falls on her knees be­fore him, and holds up her trem­bling arms and pleads with swim­ming, up­turned eyes, which are elo­quent with the love she felt too late.

			It is sup­posed to be some­thing to have your work pub­lished in an Eng­lish magazine, to have it pub­lished in book form, to be flattered by crit­ics and re­prin­ted through­out the coun­try press, or even to be cut up well and severely. But, after all, now we come to think of it, we would al­most as soon see a piece of ours marked with big inky crosses in the soiled and crumpled rag that Bill or Jim gets sent him by an old mate of his—the pa­per that goes thou­sands of miles scrawled all over with smudgy ad­dresses and tied with a piece of string.

		
	
		
			Mitchell Doesn’t Believe in the Sack

			“If ever I do get a job again,” said Mitchell, “I’ll stick to it while there’s a hand’s turn of work to do, and put a few pounds to­geth­er. I won’t be the fool I al­ways was. If I’d had sense a couple of years ago, I wouldn’t be tramp­ing through this damned sand and mulga now. I’ll get a job on a sta­tion, or at some toff’s house, knock­ing about the stables and garden, and I’ll make up my mind to settle down to graft for four or five years.”

			“But sup­pos­ing you git the sack?” said his mate.

			“I won’t take it. Only for tak­ing the sack I wouldn’t be hard up today. The boss might come round and say:

			“ ‘I won’t want you after this week, Mitchell. I haven’t got any more work for you to do. Come up and see me at the of­fice presently.’

			“So I’ll go up and get my money; but I’ll be pot­ter­ing round as usu­al on Monday, and come up to the kit­chen for my break­fast. Some time in the day the boss’ll be knock­ing round and see me.

			“ ‘Why, Mitchell,’ he’ll say, ‘I thought you was gone.’

			“ ‘I didn’t say I was go­ing,’ I’ll say. ‘Who told you that—or what made you think so?’

			“ ‘I thought I told you on Sat­urday that I wouldn’t want you any more,’ he’ll say, a bit short. ‘I haven’t got enough work to keep a man go­ing; I told you that; I thought you un­der­stood. Didn’t I give you the sack on Sat­urday?’ ”

			“ ‘It’s no use;’ I’ll say, ‘that sort of thing’s played out. I’ve been had too of­ten that way; I’ve been sacked once too of­ten. Tak­ing the sack’s been the cause of all my trouble; I don’t be­lieve in it. If I’d nev­er taken the sack I’d have been a rich man today; it might be all very well for horses, but it doesn’t suit me; it doesn’t hurt you, but it hurts me. I made up my mind that when I got a place to suit me, I’d stick in it. I’m com­fort­able here and sat­is­fied, and you’ve had no cause to find fault with me. It’s no use you try­ing to sack me, be­cause I won’t take it. I’ve been there be­fore, and you might as well try to catch an old bird with chaff.’ ”

			“ ‘It’s no use;’ I’ll say, ‘that sort of thing’s played out. I’ve been had too of­ten that way; I’ve been sacked once too of­ten. Tak­ing the sack’s been the cause of all my trouble; I don’t be­lieve in it. If I’d nev­er taken the sack I’d have been a rich man today; it might be all very well for horses, but it doesn’t suit me; it doesn’t hurt you, but it hurts me. I made up my mind that when I got a place to suit me, I’d stick in it. I’m com­fort­able here and sat­is­fied, and you’ve had no cause to find fault with me. It’s no use you try­ing to sack me, be­cause I won’t take it. I’ve been there be­fore, and you might as well try to catch an old bird with chaff.’ ”

			“ ‘Well, I won’t pay you, and you’d bet­ter be off,’ he’ll say, try­ing not to grin.

			“ ‘Nev­er mind the money,’ I’ll say, ‘the bit of tuck­er won’t cost you any­thing, and I’ll find some­thing to do round the house till you have some more work. I won’t ask you for any­thing, and, surely to God I’ll find enough to do to pay for my grub!’

			“So I’ll pot­ter round and take things easy and call up at the kit­chen as usu­al at meal times, and by and by the boss’ll think to him­self: ‘Well, if I’ve got to feed this chap I might as well get some work out of him.’

			“So he’ll find me, some­thing reg­u­lar to do—a bit of fen­cing, or car­pen­ter­ing, or paint­ing, or some­thing, and then I’ll be­gin to call up for my stuff again, as usu­al.”

		
	
		
			Shooting the Moon

			We lay in camp in the fringe of the mulga, and watched the big, red, smoky, rising moon out on the edge of the misty plain, and smoked and thought to­geth­er so­ci­ably. Our nose­bags were nice and heavy, and we still had about a pound of nail-rod between us.

			The moon re­minded my mate, Jack Mitchell, of some­thing—any­thing re­minded him of some­thing, in fact.

			“Did you ever no­tice,” said Jack, in a lazy tone, just as if he didn’t want to tell a yarn—“Did you ever no­tice that people al­ways shoot the moon when there’s no moon? Have you got the matches?”

			He lit up; he was al­ways light­ing up when he was re­minded of some­thing.

			“This re­minds me—Have you got the knife? My pipe’s stuffed up.”

			He dug it out, loaded afresh, and lit up again.

			“I re­mem­ber once, at a pub I was stay­ing at, I had to leave without say­ing good­bye to the land­lord. I didn’t know him very well at that time.

			“My room was up­stairs at the back, with the win­dow open­ing on to the back­yard. I al­ways car­ried a bit of clothesline in my swag or port­manteau those times. I trav­elled along with a port­manteau those times. I car­ried the rope in case of ac­ci­dent, or in case of fire, to lower my things out of the win­dow—or hang my­self, maybe, if things got too bad. No, now I come to think of it, I car­ried a re­volver for that, and it was the only thing I nev­er pawned.”

			“To hang your­self with?” asked the mate.

			“Yes—you’re very smart,” snapped Mitchell; “nev­er mind—. This re­minds me that I got a chap at a pub to pawn my last suit, while I stopped in­side and waited for an old mate to send me a pound; but I kept the shoot­er, and if he hadn’t sent it I’d have been the late John Mitchell long ago.”

			“And some­times you lower’d out when there wasn’t a fire.”

			“Yes, that will pass; you’re im­prov­ing in the funny busi­ness. But about the yarn. There was two beds in my room at the pub, where I had to go away without shout­ing for the boss, and, as it happened, there was a strange chap sleep­ing in the oth­er bed that night, and, just as I raised the win­dow and was go­ing to lower my bag out, he woke up.

			“ ’Now, look here,’ I said, shak­ing my fist at him, like that, ‘if you say a word, I’ll stoush yer!’

			“ ’Well,’ he said, ‘well, you needn’t be in such a sweat to jump down a man’s throat. I’ve got my swag un­der the bed, and I was just go­ing to ask you for the loan of the rope when you’re done with it.’

			“Well, we chummed. His name was Tom—Tom—some­thing, I for­get the oth­er name, but it doesn’t mat­ter. Have you got the matches?”

			He wasted three matches, and con­tin­ued—

			“There was a lot of old gal­van­ized iron ly­ing about un­der the win­dow, and I was frightened the swag would make a noise; any­way, I’d have to drop the rope, and that was sure to make a noise. So we agreed for one of us to go down and land the swag. If we were seen go­ing down without the swags it didn’t mat­ter, for we could say we wanted to go out in the yard for some­thing.”

			“If you had the swag you might pre­tend you were walk­ing in your sleep,” I sug­ges­ted, for the want of some­thing fun­ni­er to say.

			“Bosh,” said Jack, “and get woke up with a black eye. Bush­ies don’t gen­er­ally carry their swags out of pubs in their sleep, or walk neither; it’s only city swells who do that. Where’s the blessed matches?

			“Well, Tom agreed to go, and presently I saw a shad­ow un­der the win­dow, and lowered away.

			“ ’All right?’ I asked in a whis­per.

			“ ’All right!” whispered the shad­ow.

			“I lowered the oth­er swag.

			“ ’All right?’

			“ ’All right!’ said the shad­ow, and just then the moon came out.

			“ ’All right!’ says the shad­ow.

			“But it wasn’t all right. It was the land­lord him­self!

			“It seems he got up and went out to the back in the night, and just happened to be com­ing in when my mate Tom was sneak­ing out of the back door. He saw Tom, and Tom saw him, and smoked through a hole in the pal­ings in­to the scrub. The boss looked up at the win­dow, and dropped to it. I went down, funky enough, I can tell you, and faced him. He said:

			“ ’Look here, mate, why didn’t you come straight to me, and tell me how you was fixed, in­stead of sneak­ing round the trouble in that fash­ion? There’s no oc­ca­sion for it.’

			“I felt mean at once, but I said: ‘Well, you see, we didn’t know you, boss.’

			“ ’So it seems. Well, I didn’t think of that. Any­way, call up your mate and come and have a drink; we’ll talk over it af­ter­wards.’ So I called Tom. ‘Come on,’ I shouted. ‘It’s all right.’

			“And the boss kept us a couple of days, and then gave us as much tuck­er as we could carry, and a drop of stuff and a few bob to go on the track again with.”

			“Well, he was white, any road.”

			“Yes. I knew him well after that, and only heard one man say a word against him.”

			“And did you stoush him?”

			“No; I was go­ing to, but Tom wouldn’t let me. He said he was frightened I might make a mess of it, and he did it him­self.”

			“Did what? Make a mess of it?”

			“He made a mess of the oth­er man that slandered that pub­lic­an. I’d be funny if I was you. Where’s the matches?”

			“And could Tom fight?”

			“Yes. Tom could fight.”

			“Did you travel long with him after that?”

			“Ten years.”

			“And where is he now?”

			“Dead—Give us the matches.”

		
	
		
			His Father’s Mate

			It was Golden Gully still, but golden in name only, un­less in­deed the yel­low mul­lock heaps or the bloom of the wattle-trees on the hill­side gave it a claim to the title. But the gold was gone from the gully, and the dig­gers were gone, too, after the man­ner of Ti­mon’s friends when his wealth deser­ted him. Golden Gully was a dreary place, dreary even for an aban­doned gold­field. The poor, tor­tured earth, with its wounds all bare, seemed to make a mute ap­peal to the sur­round­ing bush to come up and hide it, and, as if in an­swer to its ap­peal, the shrub and sap­lings were be­gin­ning to close in from the foot of the range. The wil­der­ness was re­claim­ing its own again.

			The two dark, sul­len hills that stood on each side were clothed from tip to hol­low with dark scrub and scraggy box-trees; but above the highest row of shafts on one side ran a line of wattle-trees in full bloom.

			The top of the west­ern hill was shaped some­what like a saddle, and stand­ing high above the eu­ca­lypti on the point cor­res­pond­ing with the pom­mel were three tall pines. These lonely trees, seen for many miles around, had caught the yel­low rays of many a set­ting sun long be­fore the white man wandered over the ranges.

			The pre­dom­in­ant note of the scene was a pain­ful sense of listen­ing, that nev­er seemed to lose its ten­sion—a listen­ing as though for the sounds of dig­ger life, sounds that had gone and left a void that was ac­cen­tu­ated by the signs of a former pres­ence. The main army of dig­gers had long ago van­ished to new rushes, leav­ing only its strag­glers and desert­ers be­hind. These were men who were too poor to drag fam­il­ies about, men who were old and feeble, and men who had lost their faith in for­tune. They had dropped un­noticed out of the ranks; and re­mained to scratch out a liv­ing among the aban­doned claims.

			Golden Gully had its little com­munity of fos­sick­ers who lived in a clear­ing called Spen­cer’s Flat on one side and Pound­ing Flat on the oth­er, but they lent no life to the scene; they only haunted it. A stranger might have thought the field en­tirely deser­ted un­til he came on a coat and a billy at the foot of sap­lings amongst the holes, and heard, in the shal­low ground un­der­neath, the thud of a pick, which told of some fos­sick­er be­low root­ing out what little wash re­mained.

			One af­ter­noon to­wards Christ­mas, a wind­lass was erec­ted over an old shaft of con­sid­er­able depth at the foot of the gully. A green­hide buck­et at­tached to a rope on the wind­lass was ly­ing next morn­ing near the mouth of the shaft, and be­side it, on a clear-swept patch, was a little mound of cool wet wash-dirt.

			A clump of sap­lings near at hand threw a shade over part of the mul­lock heap, and in this shade, seated on an old coat, was a small boy of el­ev­en or twelve years, writ­ing on a slate.

			He had fair hair, blue eyes, and a thin old-fash­ioned face—a face that would scarcely al­ter as he grew to man­hood. His cos­tume con­sisted of a pair of mole­skin trousers, a cot­ton shirt, and one sus­pend­er. He held the slate ri­gidly with a corner of its frame pressed close against his ribs, whilst his head hung to one side, so close to the slate that his strag­gling hair al­most touched it. He was re­gard­ing his work fix­edly out of the corners of his eyes, whilst he pain­fully copied down the head line, spelling it in a dif­fer­ent way each time. In this la­bor­i­ous task he ap­peared to be greatly as­sisted by a tongue that lolled out of the corner of his mouth and made an oc­ca­sion­al re­volu­tion round it, leav­ing a circle of tem­por­ar­ily clean face. His small clay-covered toes also entered in­to the spir­it of the thing, and helped him not a little by their en­er­get­ic wrig­gling. He paused oc­ca­sion­ally to draw the back of his small brown arm across his mouth.

			Little Is­ley Ma­son, or, as he was called, “His Fath­er’s Mate,” had al­ways been a fa­vour­ite with the dig­gers and fos­sick­ers from the days when he used to slip out first thing in the morn­ing and take a run across the frosty flat in his shirt. Long Tom Hop­kins would of­ten tell how Is­ley came home one morn­ing from his run in the long, wet grass as na­ked as he was born, with the in­form­a­tion that he had lost his shirt.

			Later on, when most of the dig­gers had gone, and Is­ley’s moth­er was dead, he was to be seen about the place with bare, sun­browned arms and legs, a pick and shovel, and a gold dish about two-thirds of his height in dia­met­er, with which he used to go “a-speckin’ ” and “fos­sickin’ ” amongst the old mul­lock heaps. Long Tom was Is­ley’s spe­cial crony, and he would of­ten go out of his way to lay the boy out­er bits o’ wash and likely spots, lamely ex­cus­ing his long yarns with the child by the ex­plan­a­tion that it was “amus­in’ to draw Is­ley out.”

			Is­ley had been sit­ting writ­ing for some time when a deep voice called out from be­low:—

			“Is­ley!”

			“Yes, fath­er.”

			“Send down the buck­et.”

			“Right.”

			Is­ley put down his slate, and go­ing to the shaft dropped the buck­et down as far as the slack rope reached; then, pla­cing one hand on the bole of the wind­lass and hold­ing the oth­er against it un­der­neath, he let it slip round between his palms un­til the buck­et reached bot­tom. A sound of shov­el­ling was heard for a few mo­ments, and presently the voice cried, “Wind away, sonny.”

			“Thet ain’t half enough,” said the boy, peer­ing down. “Don’t be frightened to pile it in, fath­er. I kin wind up a lot more’n thet.”

			A little more scrap­ing, and the boy braced his feet well upon the little mound of clay which he had raised un­der the handle of the wind­lass to make up for his de­fi­ciency in stature.

			“Now then, Is­ley!”

			Is­ley wound slowly but sturdily, and soon the buck­et of “wash” ap­peared above the sur­face; then he took it in short lifts and de­pos­ited it with the rest of the wash-dirt.

			“Is­ley!” called his fath­er again.

			“Yes, fath­er.”

			“Have you done that writ­ing les­son yet?”

			“Very near.”

			“Then send down the slate next time for some sums.”

			“All right.”

			The boy re­sumed his seat, fixed the corner of the slate well in­to his ribs, humped his back, and com­menced an­oth­er waver­ing line.

			Tom Ma­son was known on the place as a si­lent, hard work­er. He was a man of about sixty, tall, and dark bearded. There was noth­ing un­com­mon about his face, ex­cept, per­haps, that it hardened, as the face of a man might harden who had suffered a long suc­ces­sion of griefs and dis­ap­point­ments. He lived in little hut un­der a pep­per­mint tree at the far edge of Pound­ing Flat. His wife had died there about six years be­fore, and new rushes broke out and he was well able to go, he nev­er left Golden Gully.

			Ma­son was kneel­ing in front of the “face” dig­ging away by the light of a tal­low candle stuck in the side. The floor of the drive was very wet, and his trousers were heavy and cold with clay and wa­ter; but the old dig­ger was used to this sort of thing. His pick was not bring­ing out much today, how­ever, for he seemed ab­strac­ted and would oc­ca­sion­ally pause in his work, while his thoughts wandered far away from the nar­row streak of wash-dirt on the “face.”

			He was dig­ging out pic­tures from a past life. They were not pleas­ant ones, for his face was stony and white in the dim glow of the candle.

			Thud, thud, thud—the blows be­came slower and more ir­reg­u­lar as the fos­sick­er’s mind wandered off in­to the past. The sides of the drive seemed to van­ish slowly away, and the “face” re­treated far out bey­ond a ho­ri­zon that was hazy in the glow of the south­ern ocean. He was stand­ing on the deck of a ship and by his side stood a broth­er. They were sail­ing south­ward to the Land of Prom­ise that was shin­ing there in all its golden glory! The sails pressed for­ward in the bra­cing wind, and the clip­per ship raced along with its bur­den of the wild­est dream­ers ever borne in a ves­sel’s hull! Up over long blue ocean ridges, down in­to long blue ocean gul­lies; on to lands so new, and yet so old, where above the sunny glow of the south­ern skies blazed the shin­ing names of Bal­lar­at! and Bendigo! The deck seemed to lurch, and the fos­sick­er fell for­ward against the face of the drive. The shock re­called him, and he lif­ted his pick once more.

			But the blows slack­en again as an­oth­er vis­ion rises be­fore him. It is Bal­lar­at now. He is work­ing in a shal­low claim at Eureka, his broth­er by his side. The broth­er looks pale and ill, for he has been up all night dan­cing and drink­ing. Out be­hind them is the line of blue hills; in front is the fam­ous Bakery Hill, and down to the left Golden Point. Two moun­ted troop­ers are rid­ing up over Spe­ci­men Hill. What do they want?

			They take the broth­er away, hand­cuffed. Man­slaughter last night. Cause—drink and jeal­ousy.

			The vis­ion is gone again. Thud, thud, goes the pick; it counts the years that fol­low—one, two, three, four, up to twenty, and then it stops for the next scene—a se­lec­tion on the banks of a bright river in New South Wales. The little homestead is sur­roun­ded by vines and fruit-trees. Many swarms of bees work un­der the shade of the trees, and a crop of wheat is nearly ripe on the hill­side.

			A man and a boy are en­gaged in clear­ing a pad­dock just be­low the homestead. They are fath­er and son; the son, a boy of about sev­en­teen, is the im­age of his fath­er.

			Horses’ feet again! Here comes Nemes­is in moun­ted troop­ers’ uni­form.

			The mail was stuck up last night about five miles away, and a re­fract­ory pas­sen­ger shot. The son had been out “pos­sum shoot­ing” all night with some friends.

			The troop­ers take the son away hand­cuffed: “Rob­bery un­der arms.”

			The fath­er was tak­ing out a stump when the troop­ers came. His foot is still rest­ing on the spade, which is half driv­en home. He watches the troop­ers take the boy up to the house, and then, driv­ing the spade to its full depth, he turns up an­oth­er sod. The troop­ers reach the door of the homestead; but still he digs stead­ily, and does not seem to hear his wife’s cry of des­pair. The troop­ers search the boy’s room and bring out some cloth­ing in two bundles; but still the fath­er digs. They have saddled up one of the farm horses and made the boy mount. The fath­er digs. They ride off along the ridge with the boy between them. The fath­er nev­er lifts his eyes; the hole widens round the stump; he digs away till the brave little wife comes and takes him gently by the arm. He half rouses him­self and fol­lows her to the house like an obed­i­ent dog.

			Tri­al and dis­grace fol­low, and then oth­er mis­for­tunes, pleuro among the cattle, drought, and poverty.

			Thud, thud, thud again! But it is not the sound of the fos­sick­er’s pick—it is the fall of sods on his wife’s coffin.

			It is a little bush cemetery, and he stands stonily watch­ing them fill up her grave. She died of a broken heart and shame. “I can’t bear dis­grace! I can’t bear dis­grace!” she had moaned all these six weary years—for the poor are of­ten proud.

			But he lives on, for it takes a lot to break a man’s heart. He holds up his head and toils on for the sake of a child that is left, and that child is—Is­ley.

			And now the fos­sick­er seems to see a vis­ion of the fu­ture. He seems to be stand­ing some­where, an old, old man, with a young­er one at his side; the young­er one has Is­ley’s face. Horses’ feet again! Ah, God! Nemes­is once more in troop­ers’ uni­form!

			The fos­sick­er falls on his knees in the mud and clay at the bot­tom of the drive, and prays Heav­en to take his last child ere Nemes­is comes for him.

			

			Long Tom Hop­kins had been known on the dig­gings as “Tom the Dev­il.” His pro­file at least from one side, cer­tainly did re­call that of the sar­cast­ic Mephis­topheles; but the oth­er side, like his true char­ac­ter, was by no means a dev­il’s. His physiognomy had been much dam­aged, and one eye re­moved by the pre­ma­ture ex­plo­sion of a blast in some old Bal­lar­at mine. The blind eye was covered with a green patch, which gave a sar­don­ic ap­pear­ance to the re­main­ing fea­tures.

			He was a stu­pid, heavy, good-natured Eng­lish­man. He stuttered a little, and had a pe­cu­li­ar habit of wedging the mono­syl­lable “why” in­to his con­ver­sa­tion at times when it served no oth­er pur­pose than to fill up the pauses caused by his stut­ter­ing; but this by no means as­sisted him in his speech, for he of­ten stuttered over the “why” it­self.

			The sun was get­ting low down, and its yel­low rays reached far up among the sap­lings of Golden Gully when Tom ap­peared com­ing down by the path that ran un­der the west­ern hill. He was dressed in the usu­al cos­tume-cot­ton shirt, mole­skin trousers, faded hat and waist­coat, and blucher boots. He car­ried a pick over his shoulder, the handle of which was run through the heft of a short shovel that hung down be­hind, and he had a big dish un­der his arm. He paused op­pos­ite the shaft with the wind­lass, and hailed the boy in his usu­al form of sa­luta­tion.

			“Look, see here Is­ley!”

			“What is it, Tom?”

			“I seed a young—why—mag­pie up in the scrub, and yer oughter be able to catch it.”

			“Can’t leave the shaft; fath­er’s b’low.”

			“How did yer fath­er know there was any—why—wash in the old shaft?”

			“Seed old Cor­ney in town Sat­urday, ’n’ he said thur was enough to make it worth while bail­in’ out. Bin bail­in’ all the morn­in’.”

			Tom came over, and let­ting his tools down with a clat­ter he hitched up the knees of his mole­skins and sat down on one heel.

			“What are yer—why—doin’ on the slate, Is­ley?” said he, tak­ing out an old clay pipe and light­ing it.

			“Sums,” said Is­ley.

			Tom puffed away at his pipe a mo­ment.

			“ ’Tain’t no use!” he said, sit­ting down on the clay and draw­ing his knees up. “Edic­a­tion’s a faily­er.”

			“Listen at ’im!” ex­claimed the boy. “D’yer mean ter say it ain’t no use learn­in’ read­in’ and writin’ and sums?”

			“Is­ley!”

			“Right, fath­er.”

			The boy went to the wind­lass and let the buck­et down. Tom offered to help him wind up, but Is­ley, proud of show­ing his strength to his friend, in­sisted on wind­ing by him­self.

			“You’ll be—why—a strong man some day, Is­ley,” said Tom, land­ing the buck­et.

			“Oh, I could wind up a lot more’n fath­er puts in. Look how I greased the handles! It works like but­ter now,” and the boy sent the handles spin­ning round with a jerk to il­lus­trate his mean­ing.

			“Why did they call yer Is­ley for?” quer­ied Tom, as they re­sumed their seats. “It ain’t yer real name, is it?”

			“No, my name’s Harry. A dig­ger useter say I was a isle in the ocean to fath­er ’n moth­er, ’n then I was nick­named Isle, ’n then Is­ley.”

			“You hed a—why—broth­er once, didn’t yer?”

			“Yes, but thet was afore I was borned. He died, at least moth­er used ter say she didn’t know if he was dead; but fath­er says he’s dead as fur’s he’s con­cerned.”

			“And your fath­er hed a broth­er, too. Did yer ever—why—hear of him?”

			“Yes, I heard fath­er talkin’ about it wonst to moth­er. I think fath­er’s broth­er got in­to some row in a bar where a man was killed.”

			“And was yer—why—fath­er—why—fond of him?”

			“I heard fath­er say that he was wonst, but thet was all past.”

			Tom smoked in si­lence for a while, and seemed to look at some dark clouds that were drift­ing along like a fu­ner­al out in the west. Presently he said half aloud some­thing that soun­ded like “All, all—why—past.”

			“Eh?” said Is­ley.

			“Oh, it’s—why, why—noth­in’,” answered Tom, rous­ing him­self. “Is that a pa­per in yer fath­er’s coat-pock­et, Is­ley?”

			“Yes,” said the boy, tak­ing it out.

			Tom took the pa­per and stared hard at it for a mo­ment or so.

			“There’s some­thing about the new gold­fields there,” said Tom, put­ting his fin­ger on a tail­or’s ad­vert­ise­ment. “I wish you’d—why—read it to me, Is­ley; I can’t see the small print they uses nowadays.”

			“No, thet’s not it,” said the boy, tak­ing the pa­per, “it’s some­thing about—”

			“Is­ley!”

			“ ’Old on, Tom, fath­er wants me.”

			The boy ran to the shaft, res­ted his hands and fore­head against the bole of the wind­lass, and leant over to hear what his fath­er was say­ing.

			Without a mo­ment’s warn­ing the treach­er­ous bole slipped round; a small body bounded a couple of times against the sides of the shaft and fell at Ma­son’s feet, where it lay mo­tion­less!

			

			“Ma­son!”

			“Ay?”

			“Put him in the buck­et and lash him to the rope with your belt!”

			A few mo­ments, and—

			“Now, Tom!”

			Tom’s trem­bling hands would scarcely grasp the handle, but he man­aged to wind some­how.

			Presently the form of the child ap­peared, mo­tion­less and covered with clay and wa­ter. Ma­son was climb­ing up by the steps in the side of the shaft.

			Tom ten­derly un­lashed the boy and laid him un­der the sap­lings on the grass; then he wiped some of the clay and blood away from the child’s fore­head, and dashed over him some muddy wa­ter.

			Presently Is­ley gave a gasp and opened his eyes.

			“Are yer—why—hurt much, Is­ley?” asked Tom.

			“Ba-back’s bruk, Tom!”

			“Not so bad as that, old man.”

			“Where’s fath­er?”

			“Com­ing up.”

			Si­lence awhile, and then—

			“Fath­er! fath­er! be quick, fath­er!”

			Ma­son reached the sur­face and came and knelt by the oth­er side of the boy.

			“I’ll, I’ll—why—run fur some brandy,” said Tom.

			“No use, Tom,” said Is­ley. “I’m all bruk up.”

			“Don’t yer feel bet­ter, sonny?”

			“No—I’m—goin’ to—die, Tom.”

			“Don’t say it, Is­ley,” groaned Tom.

			A short si­lence, and then the boy’s body sud­denly twis­ted with pain. But it was soon over. He lay still awhile, and then said quietly:

			“Good­bye, Tom!”

			Tom made a vain at­tempt to speak. “Is­ley!” he said, “—”

			The child turned and stretched out his hands to the si­lent, stony-faced man on the oth­er side.

			“Fath­er—fath­er, I’m goin’!”

			A shud­der­ing groan broke from Ma­son’s lips, and then all was quiet.

			Tom had taken off his hat to wipe his fore­head, and his face, in spite of its dis­fig­ure­ment, was strangely like the face of the stone-like man op­pos­ite.

			For a mo­ment they looked at one an­oth­er across the body of the child, and then Tom said quietly:

			“He nev­er knowed.”

			“What does it mat­ter?” said Ma­son gruffly; and, tak­ing up the dead child, he walked to­wards the hut.

			

			It was a very sad little group that gathered out­side Ma­son’s but next morn­ing. Mar­tin’s wife had been there all the morn­ing clean­ing up and do­ing what she could. One of the wo­men had torn up her hus­band’s only white shirt for a shroud, and they had made the little body look clean and even beau­ti­ful in the wretched little hut.

			One after an­oth­er the fos­sick­ers took off their hats and entered, stoop­ing through the low door. Ma­son sat si­lently at the foot of the bunk with his head sup­por­ted by his hand, and watched the men with a strange, ab­strac­ted air.

			Tom had ran­sacked the camp in search of some boards for a coffin.

			“It will be the last I’ll be able to—why—do for him,” he said.

			At last he came to Mrs. Mar­tin in des­pair. That lady took him in­to the din­ing-room, and poin­ted to a large pine table, of which she was very proud.

			“Knock that table to pieces,” she said.

			Tak­ing off the few things that were ly­ing on it, Tom turned it over and began to knock the top off.

			When he had fin­ished the coffin one of the fos­sick­er’s wives said it looked too bare, and she ripped up her black rid­ing-skirt, and made Tom tack the cloth over the coffin.

			There was only one vehicle avail­able in the place, and that was Mar­tin’s old dray; so about two o’clock Pat Mar­tin at­tached his old horse Dub­lin to the shafts with sun­dry bits of har­ness and plenty of old rope, and dragged Dub­lin, dray and all, across to Ma­son’s hut.

			The little coffin was car­ried out, and two gin-cases were placed by its side in the dray to serve as seats for Mrs. Mar­tin and Mrs. Grim­shaw, who moun­ted in tear­ful si­lence.

			Pat Mar­tin felt for his pipe, but re­membered him­self and moun­ted on the shaft. Ma­son fastened up the door of the hut with a pad­lock. A couple of blows on one of his sharp points roused Dub­lin from his rev­er­ie. With a lurch to the right and an­oth­er to the left he star­ted, and presently the little fu­ner­al dis­ap­peared down the road that led to the “town” and its cemetery.

			

			About six months af­ter­wards Tom Hop­kins went on a short jour­ney, and re­turned with a tall, bearded young man. He and Tom ar­rived after dark, and went straight to Ma­son’s hut. There was a light in­side, but when Tom knocked there was no an­swer.

			“Go in; don’t be afraid,’ ” he said to his com­pan­ion.

			The stranger pushed open the creak­ing door, and stood bare­headed just in­side the door­way.

			A billy was boil­ing un­heeded on the fire. Ma­son sat at the table with his face bur­ied in his arms.

			“Fath­er!”

			There was no an­swer, but the flick­er­ing of the fire­light made the stranger think he could de­tect an im­pa­tient shrug in Ma­son’s shoulders.

			For a mo­ment the stranger paused ir­res­ol­ute, and then step­ping up to the table he laid his hand on Ma­son’s arm, and said gently:

			“Fath­er! Do you want an­oth­er mate?”

			But the sleep­er did not—at least, not in this world.

		
	
		
			An Echo from the Old Bark School

			It was the first Monday after the hol­i­days. The chil­dren had taken their seats in the Old Bark School, and the mas­ter called out the roll as usu­al:—

			“Ar­vie Aspin­all.” … “ ’Es, sir.”

			“Dav­id Cooper.” … “Yes, sir.”

			“John Hee­gard.” … “Yezzer.”

			“Joseph Swal­low.” … “Yess­er.”

			“James Bul­lock.” … “Present.”

			“Fre­d­er­ick Swal­low.” … “Y’sir.”

			“James Now­lett.” … (Chor­us of “Ab­sent.”)

			“Wil­li­am Atkins.” … (Chor­us of “Ab­sent.”)

			“Daniel Ly­ons.” … “Per­resent, sor-r-r.”

			Dan was a young im­mig­rant, just out from the sod, and rolled his r’s like a cock-dove. His brogue was rich enough to make an Ir­ish­man laugh.

			Bill was “wag­ging it.” His own es­pe­cial chum was of the opin­ion that Bill was sick. The mas­ter’s opin­ion did not co­in­cide, so he penned a note to Wil­li­am’s par­ents, to be de­livered by the mod­el boy of the school.

			“Ber­tha Lam­bert.” … “Yes, ’air.”

			“May Carey.” … “Pes­in’, sair.”

			“Rose Cooper.” … “Yes, sir.”

			“Janet Wild.” … “Y-y-yes, s-sir.”

			“Mary Wild.” …

			A sol­emn hush fell upon the school, and presently Janet Wild threw her arms out on the desk be­fore her, let her face fall on them, and sobbed heart-brokenly. The mas­ter saw his mis­take too late; he gave his head a little half-af­firm­at­ive, half-neg­at­ive move­ment, in that pathet­ic old way of his; res­ted his head on one hand, gazed sadly at the name, and sighed.

			But the ga­loot of the school spoilt the pathos of it all, for, dur­ing the awed si­lence which fol­lowed the call­ing of the girl’s name, he sud­denly brightened up—the first time he was ever ob­served to do so dur­ing school hours—and said, briskly and cheer­fully “Dead—sir!”

			He hadn’t been able to an­swer a ques­tion cor­rectly for sev­er­al days.

			“Chil­dren,” said the mas­ter gravely and sadly, “chil­dren, this is the first time I ever had to put ‘D’ to the name of one of my schol­ars. Poor Mary! she was one of my first pu­pils—came the first morn­ing the school was opened. Chil­dren, I want you to be a little quieter today dur­ing play-hour, out of re­spect for the name of your dead school­mate whom it has pleased the Almighty to take in her youth.”

			“Please, sir,” asked the ga­loot, evid­ently en­cour­aged by his fan­cied suc­cess, “please, sir, what does ‘D’ stand for?”

			“Damn you for a hass!” snarled Jim Bul­lock between his teeth, giv­ing the ga­loot a vi­cious dig in the side with his el­bow.

		
	
		
			The Shearing of the Cook’s Dog

			The dog was a little con­ser­vat­ive mon­grel poodle, with long dirty white hair all over him—longest and most over his eyes, which glistened through it like black beads. Also he seemed to have a bad liv­er. He al­ways looked as if he was suf­fer­ing from a sense of in­jury, past or to come. It did come. He used to fol­low the shear­ers up to the shed after break­fast every morn­ing, but he couldn’t have done this for love—there was none lost between him and the men. He wasn’t an af­fec­tion­ate dog; it wasn’t his style. He would sit close against the shed for an hour or two, and hump him­self, and sulk, and look sick, and snarl whenev­er the “Sheep-Ho” dog passed, or a man took no­tice of him. Then he’d go home. What he wanted at the shed at all was only known to him­self; no one asked him to come. Per­haps he came to col­lect evid­ence against us. The cook called him “my darg,” and the men called the cook “Curry and Rice,” with “old” be­fore it mostly.

			Rice was a little, dumpy, fat man, with a round, smooth, good-hu­moured face, a bald head, feet wide apart, and a big blue cot­ton ap­ron. He had been a ship’s cook. He didn’t look so much out of place in the hut as the hut did round him. To a man with a vivid ima­gin­a­tion, if he re­garded the cook dream­ily for a while, the floor might seem to roll gently like the deck of a ship, and mast, rig­ging, and cuddy rise mistily in the back­ground. Curry might have dreamed of the cook’s gal­ley at times, but he nev­er men­tioned it. He ought to have been at sea, or com­fort­ably dead and stowed away un­der ground, in­stead of cook­ing for a mob of un­re­deemed rouse­abouts in an un­civ­il­ized shed in the scrub, six hun­dred miles from the ocean.

			They chy­acked the cook oc­ca­sion­ally, and grumbled—or pre­ten­ded to grumble—about their tuck­er, and then he’d make a roughly pathet­ic speech, with many ref­er­ences to his age, and the hard­ness of his work, and the small­ness of his wages, and the in­con­sid­er­ate­ness of the men. Then the joker of the shed would sym­path­ize with the cook with his tongue and one side of his face—and joke with the oth­er.

			One day in the shed, dur­ing smoke-ho the dev­il whispered to a shear­er named Geordie that it would be a lark to shear the cook’s dog—the Evil One hav­ing pre­vi­ously ar­ranged that the dog should be there, sit­ting close to Geordie’s pen, and that the shear­er should have a fine lamb comb on his ma­chine. The idea was com­mu­nic­ated through Geordie to his mates, and met with en­tire and gen­er­al ap­prov­al; and for five or ten minutes the air was kept alive by shout­ing and laughter of the men, and the prot­est­a­tions of the dog. When the shear­er touched skin, he yelled “Tar!” and when he fin­ished he shouted “Wool away!” at the top of his voice, and his mates echoed him with a will. A pick­er-up gathered the fleece with a great show of la­bour and care, and tabled it, to the well-vent­il­ated dis­gust of old Scotty, the wool-roller. When they let the dog go he struck for home—a clean-shaven poodle, ex­cept for a fe­ro­cious mous­tache and a tuft at the end of his tail.

			The cook’s as­sist­ant said that he’d have giv­en a five-pound note for a por­trait of Curry-and-Rice when that poodle came back from the shed. The cook was nat­ur­ally very in­dig­nant; he was sur­prised at first—then he got mad. He had the whole af­ter­noon to get worked up in, and at teatime he went for the men prop­erly.

			“Wot­ter yer growl­in’ about?” asked one. “Wot’s the mat­ter with yer, any­way?”

			“I don’t know noth­ing about yer dog!” pro­tested a rouse­about; “woty­er get­tin’ on to me for?”

			“Wot­ter they bin doin’ to the cook now?” in­quired a ring lead­er in­no­cently, as he sprawled in­to his place at the table. “Can’t yer let Curry alone? Wot d’yer want to be chy­ackin’ him for? Give it a rest.”

			“Well, look here, chaps,” ob­served Geordie, in a de­term­ined tone, “I call it a shame, that’s what I call it. Why couldn’t you leave an old man’s dog alone? It was a mean, dirty trick to do, and I sup­pose you thought it funny. You ought to be ashamed of yourselves, the whole lot of you, for a draf­ted mob of crawl­ers. If I’d been there it wouldn’t have been done; and I wouldn’t blame Curry if he was to pois­on the whole con­victed push.”

			Gen­er­al lower­ing of faces and pulling of hats down over eyes, and great work­ing of knives and forks; also sounds like men try­ing not to laugh.

			“Why couldn’t you play a trick on an­oth­er man’s darg?” said Curry. “It’s no use tel­lin’ me. I can see it all as plain as if I was on the board—all of you run­nin’ an’ shoutin’ an’ cheer­in’ an’ laugh­in’, and all over shear­in’ and ill-us­in’ a poor little darg! Why couldn’t you play a trick on an­oth­er man’s darg? … It doesn’t mat­ter much—I’m nearly done cook­ie’ here now. … Only that I’ve got a fam­ily to think of I wouldn’t ’a’ stayed so long. I’ve got to be up at five every morn­in’, an’ don’t get to bed till ten at night, cook­in’ an’ bakin’ an’ clean­in’ for you an’ waitin’ on you. First one lot in from the wool-wash, an’ then one lot in from the shed, an’ an­oth­er lot in, an’ at all hours an’ times, an’ all wantin’ their meals kept hot, an’ then they ain’t sat­is­fied. And now you must go an’ play a dirty trick on my darg! Why couldn’t you have a lark with some oth­er man’s darg!”

			Geordie bowed his head and ate as though he had a cud, like a cow, and could chew at leis­ure. He seemed ashamed, as in­deed we all were—secretly. Poor old Curry’s oft-re­peated ap­peal, “Why couldn’t you play a trick with an­oth­er man’s dog?” seemed to have some­thing pathet­ic about it. The men didn’t no­tice that it lacked phil­an­thropy and lo­gic, and prob­ably the cook didn’t no­tice it either, else he wouldn’t have harped on it. Geordie lowered his face, and just then, as luck or the dev­il would have it, he caught sight of the dog. Then he ex­ploded.

			The cook usu­ally for­got all about it in an hour, and then, if you asked him what the chaps had been do­ing, he’d say, “Oh, noth­ing! noth­ing! Only their larks!” But this time he didn’t; he was narked for three days, and the chaps mar­velled much and were sorry, and treated him with great re­spect and con­sid­er­a­tion. They hadn’t thought he’d take it so hard—the dog shear­ing busi­ness—else they wouldn’t have done it. They were a little puzzled too, and get­ting a trifle angry, and would shortly be pre­pared to take the place of the in­jured party, and make things un­pleas­ant for the cook. How­ever, he brightened up to­wards the end of the week, and then it all came out.

			“I wouldn’t ’a’ minded so much,” he said, stand­ing by the table with a dip­per in one hand, a buck­et in the oth­er, and a smile on his face. “I wouldn’t ’a’ minded so much only they’ll think me a flash man in Bourke with that theer darg trimmed up like that!”

		
	
		
			“Dossing Out” and “Camping”

			At least two hun­dred poor beg­gars were coun­ted sleep­ing out on the pave­ments of the main streets of Sydney the oth­er night—grot­esque bundles of rags ly­ing un­der the ver­an­das of the old Fruit Mar­kets and York Street shops, with their heads to the wall and their feet to the gut­ter. It was rain­ing and cold that night, and the un­em­ployed had been driv­en in from Hyde Park and the bleak Do­main—from drip­ping trees, damp seats, and drenched grass—from the rain, and cold, and the wind. Some had sheets of old news­pa­pers to cov­er them—and some hadn’t. Two were mates, and they di­vided a Her­ald between them. One had a sheet of brown pa­per, and an­oth­er (lucky man!) had a bag—the only bag there. They all shrank as far in­to their rags as pos­sible—and tried to sleep. The rats seemed to take them for rub­bish, too, and only scampered away when one of the out­casts moved un­eas­ily, or coughed, or groaned—or when a po­lice­man came along.

			One or two rose oc­ca­sion­ally and rooted in the dust-boxes on the pave­ment out­side the shops—but they didn’t seem to get any­thing. They were feel­ing “peck­ish,” no doubt, and wanted to see if they could get some­thing to eat be­fore the cor­por­a­tion carts came along. So did the rats.

			Some men can’t sleep very well on an empty stom­ach—at least, not at first; but it mostly comes with prac­tice. They of­ten sleep forever in Lon­don. Not in Sydney as yet—so we say.

			Now and then one of our out­casts would stretch his cramped limbs to ease them—but the cold soon made him huddle again. The pave­ment must have been hard on the men’s “points,” too; they couldn’t dig holes nor make soft places for their hips, as you can in camp out back. And then, again, the stones had nasty edges and awk­ward slopes, for the pave­ments were very un­even.

			The Law came along now and then, and had a care­less glance at the un­em­ployed in bed. They didn’t look like sleep­ing beau­ties. The Law ap­peared to re­gard them as so much rub­bish that ought not to have been placed there, and for the pres­ence of which some­body ought to be pro­sec­uted by the In­spect­or of Nuis­ances. At least, that was the ex­pres­sion the po­lice­man had on his face.

			And so Aus­trali­an work­men lay at two o’clock in the morn­ing in the streets of Sydney, and tried to get a little sleep be­fore the traffic came along and took their bed.

			The idea of sleep­ing out might be noth­ing to bush­men—not even an idea; but “doss­ing out” in the city and “camp­ing” in the bush are two very dif­fer­ent things. In the bush you can light a fire, boil your billy, and make some tea—if you have any; also fry a chop (there are no sheep run­ning round in the city). You can have a clean meal, take off your shirt and wash it, and wash your­self—if there’s wa­ter enough—and feel fresh and clean. You can whistle and sing by the camp­fire, and make po­etry, and breathe fresh air, and watch the ever­last­ing stars that keep the mate­less trav­el­ler from go­ing mad as he lies in his lonely camp on the plains. Your pri­vacy is even more per­fect than if you had a suite of rooms at the Aus­tralia; you are at the mercy of no po­lice­man; there’s no one to watch you but God—and He won’t move you on. God watches the “doss­ers-out,” too, in the city, but He doesn’t keep them from be­ing moved on or run in.

			With the city un­em­ployed the case is en­tirely dif­fer­ent. The city out­cast can­not light a fire and boil a billy—even if he has one—he’d be run in at once for at­tempt­ing to com­mit ar­son, or cre­ate a ri­ot, or on sus­pi­cion of be­ing a per­son of un­sound mind. If he took off his shirt to wash it, or went in for a swim, he’d be had up for in­de­cently ex­pos­ing his bones—and per­haps he’d get flogged. He can­not whistle or sing on his pave­ment bed at night, for, if he did, he’d be vi­ol­ently ar­res­ted by two great po­lice­men for ri­ot­ous con­duct. He doesn’t see many stars, and he’s gen­er­ally too hungry to make po­etry. He only sleeps on the pave­ment on suf­fer­ance, and when the po­lice­man finds the small hours hang heav­ily on him, he can root up the un­em­ployed with his big foot and move him on—or ar­rest him for be­ing around with the in­ten­tion to com­mit a felony; and, when the wretched “doss­er” rises in the morn­ing, he can­not shoulder his swag and take the track—he must cadge a break­fast at some back gate or res­taur­ant, and then sit in the park or walk round and round, the same old hope­less round, all day. There’s no pris­on like the city for a poor man.

			Nearly every man the trav­el­ler meets in the bush is about as dirty and ragged as him­self, and just about as hard up; but in the city nearly every man the poor un­em­ployed meets is a dude, or at least, well dressed, and the un­em­ployed feels dirty and mean and de­graded by the con­trast—and des­pised.

			And he can’t help feel­ing like a crim­in­al. It may be ima­gin­a­tion, but every po­lice­man seems to re­gard him with sus­pi­cion, and this is ter­rible to a sens­it­ive man.

			We once had the key of the street for a night. We don’t know how much to­bacco we smoked, how many seats we sat on, or how many miles we walked be­fore morn­ing. But we do know that we felt like a felon, and that every po­lice­man seemed to re­gard us with a sus­pi­cious eye; and at last we began to squint furt­ively at every trap we met, which, per­haps, made him more sus­pi­cious, till fi­nally we felt bad enough to be run in and to get six months’ hard.

			Three win­ters ago a man, whose name doesn’t mat­ter, had a small of­fice near Eliza­beth Street, Sydney. He was an hotel broker, debt col­lect­or, com­mis­sion agent, can­vass­er, and so on, in a small way—a very small way—but his heart was big. He had a part­ner. They batched in the of­fice, and did their cook­ing over a gas lamp. Now, every day the man-whose-name-doesn’t-mat­ter would care­fully col­lect the scraps of food, add a slice or two of bread and but­ter, wrap it all up in a piece of news­pa­per, and, after dark, step out and leave the par­cel on a ledge of the stone­work out­side the build­ing in the street. Every morn­ing it would be gone. A shad­ow came along in the night and took it. This went on for many months, till at last one night the man-whose-name-doesn’t-mat­ter for­got to put the par­cel out, and didn’t think of it till he was in bed. It wor­ried him, so that at last he had to get up and put the scraps out­side. It was mid­night. He felt curi­ous to see the shad­ow, so he waited un­til it came along. It wasn’t his long-lost broth­er, but it was an old mate of his.

			Let us fin­ish with a sketch:—

			The scene was Cir­cu­lar Quay, out­side the Mes­sager­ies sheds. The usu­al num­ber of bundles of misery—covered more or less with dirty sheets of news­pa­per—lay along the wall un­der the ghastly glare of the elec­tric light. Time—shortly after mid­night. From among the bundles an old man sat up. He cau­tiously drew off his pants, and then stood close to the wall, in his shirt, ten­derly ex­amin­ing the seat of the trousers. Presently he shook them out, fol­ded them with great care, wrapped them in a scrap of news­pa­per, and laid them down where his head was to be. He had thin, hairy legs and a long grey beard. From a bundle of rags he ex­trac­ted an­oth­er pair of pants, which were all patches and tat­ters, and in­to which he en­gin­eered his way with great cau­tion. Then he sat down, ar­ranged the pa­per over his knees, laid his old ragged grey head back on his pre­cious Sunday-go-meet­ings—and slept.

		
	
		
			Across the Straits

			We crossed Cook’s Straits from Wel­ling­ton in one of those rusty little iron tanks that go up and down and across there for twenty or thirty years and nev­er get wrecked—for no oth­er reas­on, ap­par­ently, than that they have every pos­sible ex­cuse to go ashore or go down on those stormy coasts. The age, con­struc­tion, or con­di­tion of these boats, and the south­east­ers, and the con­struc­tion of the coast­line, are all de­cidedly in fa­vour of their go­ing down; the fares are high and the ac­com­mod­a­tion is small and dirty. It is al­ways the same where there is no com­pet­i­tion.

			A year or two ago, when a com­pany was run­ning boats between Aus­tralia and New Zea­l­and without com­pet­i­tion, the steer­age fare was three pound dir­ect single, and two pound ten shil­lings between Auck­land and Wel­ling­ton. The pota­toes were black and green and soggy, the beef like bits scraped off the in­side of a hide which had lain out for a day or so, the cab­bage was cab­bage leaves, the tea muddy. The whole busi­ness took away our ap­pet­ite reg­u­larly three times a day, and there wasn’t enough to go round, even if it had been good—enough tuck­er, we mean; there was enough ap­pet­ite to go round three or four times, but it was driv­en away by dis­gust un­til after meals. If we had not, un­der cov­er of dark­ness, broached a deck cargo of or­anges, lem­ons, and pine­apples, and thereby run the risk of be­ing run in on ar­rival, there would have been star­va­tion, dis­ease, and death on that boat be­fore the end—per­haps mutiny.

			You can go across now for one pound, and get some­thing to eat on the road; but the trav­el­ling pub­lic will go on pat­ron­iz­ing the latest re­du­cer of fares un­til the poorer com­pany gets starved out and fares go up again—then the trav­el­ling pub­lic will have to pay three or four times as much as they do now, and go hungry on the voy­age; all of which ought to go to prove that the trav­el­ling pub­lic is as big a fool as the gen­er­al pub­lic.

			We can’t help think­ing that the cap­tains and crews of our prim­it­ive little coastal steam­ers take the chances so of­ten that they in time get used to it, and, be­ing used to it, have no longer any mis­giv­ings or anxi­ety in rough weath­er con­cern­ing a wa­tery grave, but feel as per­fectly safe as if they were in church with their wives or sis­ters—only more com­fort­able—and go on feel­ing so un­til the worn-out ma­chinery breaks down and lets the old tub run ashore, or knocks a hole in her side, or the side it­self rusts through at last and lets the wa­ter in, or the last straw in the shape of an ex­tra ton of brine tumbles on board, and the John Smith (New­castle), goes down with a swoosh be­fore the cook has time to leave off peel­ing his pota­toes and take to pray­er.

			These cheer­ful—and, maybe, un­just—re­flec­tions are per­haps in con­sequence of our hav­ing lost half a sov­er­eign to start with. We ar­rived at the book­ing-of­fice with two minutes to spare, two sticks of Juno to­bacco, a spare wooden pipe—in case we lost the oth­er—a let­ter to a friend’s friend down south, a pound note (Bank of New Zea­l­and), and two half-crowns, with which to try our for­tunes in the South Is­land. We also had a few things in a port­manteau and two blankets in a three-bushel bag, but they didn’t amount to much. The clerk put down the tick­et with the half-sov­er­eign on top of it, and we wrapped the lat­ter in the former and ran for the wharf. On the way we snatched the tick­et out to see the name of the boat we were go­ing by, in or­der to find it, and it was then, we sup­pose, that the semi-quid got lost.

			Did you ever lose a sov­er­eign or a half-sov­er­eign un­der sim­il­ar cir­cum­stances? You think of it cas­u­ally and feel for it care­lessly at first, to be sure that it’s there all right; then, after go­ing through your pock­ets three or four times with rap­idly grow­ing un­eas­i­ness, you lose your head a little and dredge for that coin hur­riedly and with pain­ful anxi­ety. Then you force your­self to be calm, and pro­ceed to search your­self sys­tem­at­ic­ally, in a meth­od­ic­al man­ner. At this stage, if you have time, it’s a good plan to sit down and think out when and where you last had that half-sov­er­eign, and where you have been since, and which way you came from there, and what you took out of your pock­et, and where, and wheth­er you might have giv­en it in mis­take for six­pence at that pub where you rushed in to have a beer—and then you cal­cu­late the chances against get­ting it back again. The last of these re­flec­tions is apt to be pain­ful, and the pain­ful­ness is com­plic­ated and in­creased when there hap­pen to have been sev­er­al pubs and a like num­ber of hur­ried farewell beers in the re­cent past.

			And for months after that you can­not get rid of the idea that that half-sov. might be about your clothes some­where. It haunts you. You turn your pock­ets out, and feel the lin­ing of your coat and vest inch by inch, and ex­am­ine your let­ter pa­pers—everything you hap­pen to have had in your pock­et that day—over and over again, and by and by you peer in en­vel­opes and un­fold pa­pers that you didn’t have in your pock­et at all, but might have had. And when the nov­elty of the first search has worn off, and the fit takes you, you make an­oth­er search. Even after many months have passed away, some day—or night—when you are hard up for to­bacco and a drink, you sud­denly think of that late lamen­ted half-sov., and are moved by ad­verse cir­cum­stances to look through your old clothes in a sort of for­lorn hope, or to give good luck a sort of chance to sur­prise you—the only chance that you can give it.

			By the way, sev­en-and-six of that half-quid should have gone to the land­lord of the hotel where we stayed last, and some­how, in spite of this en­lightened age, the loss of it seemed a judg­ment; and see­ing that the boat was old and prim­it­ive, and there was every sign of a three days’ sou’-east­er, we sin­cerely hoped that judg­ment was com­plete—that su­preme wrath had been ap­peased by the fine of ten bob without adding any Jo­nah busi­ness to it.

			This re­minds us that we once found a lost half-sov­er­eign in the bowl of a spare pipe six months after it was lost. We wish it had stayed there and turned up to­night. But, al­though when you are in great danger—say, adrift in an open boat—tales of provid­en­tial es­capes and res­cues may in­terest and com­fort you, you can’t get any com­fort out of an­ec­dotes con­cern­ing the turn­ing up of lost quids when you have just lost one your­self. All you want is to find it.

			It both­ers you even not to be able to ac­count for a bob. You al­ways like to know that you have had some­thing for your money, if only a long beer. You would soon­er know that you fooled your money away on a spree, and made your­self sick than lost it out of an ex­tra hole in your pock­et, and kept well.

			We left Wel­ling­ton with a feel­ing of pained re­gret, a fel­low-wan­der­er by our side telling us how he had once lost “fi-pun-note”—and about two-thirds of the city un­em­ployed on the wharf look­ing for that half-sov­er­eign. Well, we hope that some poor dev­il found it; al­though, to tell the truth, we would then have by far pre­ferred to have found it ourselves.

			A sail­or said that the Moa was a good sea-boat, and, al­though she was small and old, he was nev­er afraid of her. He’d soon­er travel in her than in some of those big cheap ocean liners with more sand in them than iron or steel—You, know the rest. Fur­ther on, in a con­ver­sa­tion con­cern­ing the age of these coast­ers, he said that they’d last fully thirty years if well painted and looked after. He said that this one was sel­dom painted, and nev­er painted prop­erly; and then, seem­ingly in dir­ect con­tra­dic­tion to his pre­vi­ously ex­pressed con­fid­ence in the safety and sea­wor­thi­ness of the Moa, he said that he could poke a stick through her any­where. We asked him not to do it.

			It came on to splash, and we went be­low to re­flect, and search once more for that half-sov­er­eign. The cab­in was small and close, and dimly lighted, and evil smelling, and shaped like the butt end of a coffin. It might not have smelt so bad if we hadn’t lost that half-sov­er­eign. There was a party of those gipsy-like As­syr­i­ans—two fam­il­ies ap­par­ently—the wo­men and chil­dren ly­ing very sick about the lower bunks; and a big, good-hu­moured-look­ing young Maori propped between the end of the table and the wall, play­ing a con­cer­tina. The sick people were too sick, and the con­cer­tina seemed too much in sym­pathy with them, and the lost half-quid haunted us more than ever down there; so we star­ted to climb out.

			The first thing that struck us was the jagged top edge of that iron hood-like ar­range­ment over the gang­way. The top half only of the scuttle was open. There was noth­ing to be seen ex­cept a fog of spray and a New­found­land dog sea­sick un­der the lee of some­thing. The next thing that struck us was a tub of salt wa­ter, which came like a can­non ball and broke against the hood af­fair, and spattered on deck like a crock­ery shop. We climbed down again back­wards, and sat on the floor with em­phas­is, in con­sequence of step­ping down a last step that wasn’t there, and cracked the back of our heads against the edge of the table. The Maori helped us up, and we had a drink with him at the ex­pense of one of the half-case­rs men­tioned in the be­gin­ning of this sketch. Then the Maori shouted, then we, then the Maori again, then we again; and then we thought, “Dash it, what’s a half-sov­er­eign? We’ll fall on our feet all right.”

			We went up Queen Char­lotte’s Sound, a long crooked arm of the sea between big, rugged, black-look­ing hills. There was a sort of light­house down near the en­trance, and they said an old Maori wo­man kept it. There were some whit­ish things on the sides of the hills, which we at first took for cattle, and then for goats. They were sheep. Someone said that that coun­try was only fit to carry sheep. It must have been bad, then, judging from some of the coun­try in Aus­tralia which is only fit to carry sheep. Coun­try that wouldn’t carry goats would carry sheep, we think. Sheep are about the har­di­est an­im­als on the face of this plan­et—bar­ring cro­codiles.

			You may rip a sheep open whilst watch­ing for the boss’s boots or yarn­ing to a pen-mate, and then when you have stuffed the works back in­to the an­im­al, and put a stitch in the slit, and poked it some­where with a tar-stick (it doesn’t mat­ter much where) the jum­buck will be all right and just as lively as ever, and turn up next shear­ing without the ghost of a scratch on its skin.

			We reached Pic­ton, a small col­lec­tion of twink­ling lights in a dark pock­et, ap­par­ently at the top of a sound. We climbed up on to the wharf, got through between two rail­way trucks, and asked a po­lice­man where we were, and where the tele­graph of­fice was. There were sev­er­al pretty girls in the of­fice, laugh­ing and chy­ack­ing the counter clerks, which jarred upon the feel­ings of this poor orphan wan­der­er in strange lands. We gloomily took a tele­gram form, and wired to a friend in North Is­land, us­ing the fol­low­ing words: “Wire quid; stumped.”

			Then we crossed the street to a pub and asked for a roof and they told us to go up to No. 8. We went up, struck a match, lit the candle, put our bag in a corner, cleared the look­ing-glass, etc., off the toi­let table, got some pa­per and a pen­cil out of our port­manteau, and sat down and wrote this sketch.

			The candle is go­ing out.

		
	
		
			The Drover’s Wife

			The two-roomed house is built of round tim­ber, slabs, and stringy-bark, and floored with split slabs. A big bark kit­chen stand­ing at one end is lar­ger than the house it­self, ver­anda in­cluded.

			Bush all round—bush with no ho­ri­zon, for the coun­try is flat. No ranges in the dis­tance. The bush con­sists of stun­ted, rot­ten nat­ive apple-trees. No un­der­growth. Noth­ing to re­lieve the eye save the dark­er green of a few sheoaks which are sigh­ing above the nar­row, al­most wa­ter­less creek. Nine­teen miles to the nearest sign of civil­iz­a­tion—a shanty on the main road.

			The drover, an ex-squat­ter, is away with sheep. His wife and chil­dren are left here alone.

			Four ragged, dried-up-look­ing chil­dren are play­ing about the house. Sud­denly one of them yells: “Snake! Moth­er, here’s a snake!”

			The gaunt, sun-browned bush­wo­man dashes from the kit­chen, snatches her baby from the ground, holds it on her left hip, and reaches for a stick.

			“Where is it?”

			“Here! Gone in­to the wood-heap!” yells the eld­est boy—a sharp-faced urchin of el­ev­en. “Stop there, moth­er! I’ll have him. Stand back! I’ll have the beg­gar!”

			“Tommy, come here, or you’ll be bit. Come here at once when I tell you, you little wretch!”

			The young­ster comes re­luct­antly, car­ry­ing a stick big­ger than him­self. Then he yells, tri­umphantly:

			“There it goes—un­der the house!” and darts away with club up­lif­ted. At the same time the big, black, yel­low-eyed dog-of-all-breeds, who has shown the wild­est in­terest in the pro­ceed­ings, breaks his chain and rushes after that snake. He is a mo­ment late, how­ever, and his nose reaches the crack in the slabs just as the end of its tail dis­ap­pears. Al­most at the same mo­ment the boy’s club comes down and skins the afore­said nose. Al­ligator takes small no­tice of this, and pro­ceeds to un­der­mine the build­ing; but he is sub­dued after a struggle and chained up. They can­not af­ford to lose him.

			The drover’s wife makes the chil­dren stand to­geth­er near the dog­house while she watches for the snake. She gets two small dishes of milk and sets them down near the wall to tempt it to come out; but an hour goes by and it does not show it­self.

			It is near sun­set, and a thun­der­storm is com­ing. The chil­dren must be brought in­side. She will not take them in­to the house, for she knows the snake is there, and may at any mo­ment come up through a crack in the rough slab floor; so she car­ries sev­er­al arm­fuls of fire­wood in­to the kit­chen, and then takes the chil­dren there. The kit­chen has no floor—or, rather, an earthen one—called a “ground floor” in this part of the bush. There is a large, roughly-made table in the centre of the place. She brings the chil­dren in, and makes them get on this table. They are two boys and two girls—mere ba­bies. She gives them some sup­per, and then, be­fore it gets dark, she goes in­to the house, and snatches up some pil­lows and bed­clothes—ex­pect­ing to see or lay her hand on the snake any minute. She makes a bed on the kit­chen table for the chil­dren, and sits down be­side it to watch all night.

			She has an eye on the corner, and a green sap­ling club laid in read­i­ness on the dress­er by her side; also her sew­ing bas­ket and a copy of the Young Ladies’ Journ­al. She has brought the dog in­to the room.

			Tommy turns in, un­der protest, but says he’ll lie awake all night and smash that blinded snake.

			His moth­er asks him how many times she has told him not to swear.

			He has his club with him un­der the bed­clothes, and Jacky protests:

			“Mummy! Tommy’s skin­nin’ me alive wif his club. Make him take it out.”

			Tommy: “Sh­et up, you little ———! D’yer want to be bit with the snake?”

			Jacky shuts up.

			“If yer bit,” says Tommy, after a pause, “you’ll swell up, an’ smell, an’ turn red an’ green an’ blue all over till yer bust. Won’t he, moth­er?”

			“Now then, don’t fright­en the child. Go to sleep,” she says.

			The two young­er chil­dren go to sleep, and now and then Jacky com­plains of be­ing “skeezed.” More room is made for him. Presently Tommy says: “Moth­er! listen to them (ad­ject­ive) little pos­sums. I’d like to screw their blanky necks.”

			And Jacky protests drowsily.

			“But they don’t hurt us, the little blanks!”

			Moth­er: “There, I told you you’d teach Jacky to swear.” But the re­mark makes her smile. Jacky goes to sleep. Presently Tommy asks:

			“Moth­er! Do you think they’ll ever ex­tric­ate the (ad­ject­ive) kangaroo?”

			“Lord! How am I to know, child? Go to sleep.”

			“Will you wake me if the snake comes out?”

			“Yes. Go to sleep.”

			Near mid­night. The chil­dren are all asleep and she sits there still, sew­ing and read­ing by turns. From time to time she glances round the floor and wall-plate, and, whenev­er she hears a noise, she reaches for the stick. The thun­der­storm comes on, and the wind, rush­ing through the cracks in the slab wall, threatens to blow out her candle. She places it on a sheltered part of the dress­er and fixes up a news­pa­per to pro­tect it. At every flash of light­ning, the cracks between the slabs gleam like pol­ished sil­ver. The thun­der rolls, and the rain comes down in tor­rents.

			Al­ligator lies at full length on the floor, with his eyes turned to­wards the par­ti­tion. She knows by this that the snake is there. There are large cracks in that wall open­ing un­der the floor of the dwell­ing-house.

			She is not a cow­ard, but re­cent events have shaken her nerves. A little son of her broth­er-in-law was lately bit­ten by a snake, and died. Be­sides, she has not heard from her hus­band for six months, and is anxious about him.

			He was a drover, and star­ted squat­ting here when they were mar­ried. The drought of 18—ruined him. He had to sac­ri­fice the rem­nant of his flock and go drov­ing again. He in­tends to move his fam­ily in­to the nearest town when he comes back, and, in the mean­time, his broth­er, who keeps a shanty on the main road, comes over about once a month with pro­vi­sions. The wife has still a couple of cows, one horse, and a few sheep. The broth­er-in-law kills one of the lat­ter oc­ca­sion­ally, gives her what she needs of it, and takes the rest in re­turn for oth­er pro­vi­sions. She is used to be­ing left alone. She once lived like this for eight­een months. As a girl she built the usu­al castles in the air; but all her girl­ish hopes and as­pir­a­tions have long been dead. She finds all the ex­cite­ment and re­cre­ation she needs in the Young Ladies’ Journ­al, and Heav­en help her! takes a pleas­ure in the fash­ion-plates.

			Her hus­band is an Aus­trali­an, and so is she. He is care­less, but a good enough hus­band. If he had the means he would take her to the city and keep her there like a prin­cess. They are used to be­ing apart, or at least she is. “No use fret­ting,” she says. He may for­get some­times that he is mar­ried; but if he has a good cheque when he comes back he will give most of it to her. When he had money he took her to the city sev­er­al times—hired a rail­way sleep­ing com­part­ment, and put up at the best ho­tels. He also bought her a buggy, but they had to sac­ri­fice that along with the rest.

			The last two chil­dren were born in the bush—one while her hus­band was bring­ing a drunk­en doc­tor, by force, to at­tend to her. She was alone on this oc­ca­sion, and very weak. She had been ill with a fever. She prayed to God to send her as­sist­ance. God sent Black Mary—the “whitest” gin in all the land. Or, at least, God sent King Jimmy first, and he sent Black Mary. He put his black face round the door post, took in the situ­ation at a glance, and said cheer­fully: “All right, mis­sus—I bring my old wo­man, she down alonga creek.”

			One of the chil­dren died while she was here alone. She rode nine­teen miles for as­sist­ance, car­ry­ing the dead child.

			

			It must be near one or two o’clock. The fire is burn­ing low. Al­ligator lies with his head rest­ing on his paws, and watches the wall. He is not a very beau­ti­ful dog, and the light shows nu­mer­ous old wounds where the hair will not grow. He is afraid of noth­ing on the face of the earth or un­der it. He will tackle a bul­lock as read­ily as he will tackle a flea. He hates all oth­er dogs—ex­cept kangaroo-dogs—and has a marked dis­like to friends or re­la­tions of the fam­ily. They sel­dom call, how­ever. He some­times makes friends with strangers. He hates snakes and has killed many, but he will be bit­ten some day and die; most snake-dogs end that way.

			Now and then the bush­wo­man lays down her work and watches, and listens, and thinks. She thinks of things in her own life, for there is little else to think about.

			The rain will make the grass grow, and this re­minds her how she fought a bush-fire once while her hus­band was away. The grass was long, and very dry, and the fire threatened to burn her out. She put on an old pair of her hus­band’s trousers and beat out the flames with a green bough, till great drops of sooty per­spir­a­tion stood out on her fore­head and ran in streaks down her blackened arms. The sight of his moth­er in trousers greatly amused Tommy, who worked like a little hero by her side, but the ter­ri­fied baby howled lust­ily for his “mummy.” The fire would have mastered her but for four ex­cited bush­men who ar­rived in the nick of time. It was a mixed-up af­fair all round; when she went to take up the baby he screamed and struggled con­vuls­ively, think­ing it was a “black man;” and Al­ligator, trust­ing more to the child’s sense than his own in­stinct, charged furi­ously, and (be­ing old and slightly deaf) did not in his ex­cite­ment at first re­cog­nize his mis­tress’s voice, but con­tin­ued to hang on to the mole­skins un­til choked off by Tommy with a saddle-strap. The dog’s sor­row for his blun­der, and his anxi­ety to let it be known that it was all a mis­take, was as evid­ent as his ragged tail and a twelve-inch grin could make it. It was a glor­i­ous time for the boys; a day to look back to, and talk about, and laugh over for many years.

			She thinks how she fought a flood dur­ing her hus­band’s ab­sence. She stood for hours in the drench­ing down­pour, and dug an over­flow gut­ter to save the dam across the creek. But she could not save it. There are things that a bush­wo­man can not do. Next morn­ing the dam was broken, and her heart was nearly broken too, for she thought how her hus­band would feel when he came home and saw the res­ult of years of la­bour swept away. She cried then.

			She also fought the pleur­opneu­mo­nia—dosed and bled the few re­main­ing cattle, and wept again when her two best cows died.

			Again, she fought a mad bul­lock that be­sieged the house for a day. She made bul­lets and fired at him through cracks in the slabs with an old shot­gun. He was dead in the morn­ing. She skinned him and got sev­en­teen-and-six­pence for the hide.

			She also fights the crows and eagles that have designs on her chick­ens. Her plan of cam­paign is very ori­gin­al. The chil­dren cry “Crows, moth­er!” and she rushes out and aims a broom­stick at the birds as though it were a gun, and says “Bung!” The crows leave in a hurry; they are cun­ning, but a wo­man’s cun­ning is great­er.

			Oc­ca­sion­ally a bush­man in the hor­rors, or a vil­lain­ous-look­ing sun­down­er, comes and nearly scares the life out of her. She gen­er­ally tells the sus­pi­cious-look­ing stranger that her hus­band and two sons are at work be­low the dam, or over at the yard, for he al­ways cun­ningly in­quires for the boss.

			Only last week a gal­lows-faced swag­man—hav­ing sat­is­fied him­self that there were no men on the place—threw his swag down on the ver­anda, and de­man­ded tuck­er. She gave him some­thing to eat; then he ex­pressed his in­ten­tion of stay­ing for the night. It was sun­down then. She got a bat­ten from the sofa, loosened the dog, and con­fron­ted the stranger, hold­ing the bat­ten in one hand and the dog’s col­lar with the oth­er. “Now you go!” she said. He looked at her and at the dog, said “All right, mum,” in a cringing tone, and left. She was a de­term­ined-look­ing wo­man, and Al­ligator’s yel­low eyes glared un­pleas­antly—be­sides, the dog’s chaw­ing-up ap­par­at­us greatly re­sembled that of the rep­tile he was named after.

			She has few pleas­ures to think of as she sits here alone by the fire, on guard against a snake. All days are much the same to her; but on Sunday af­ter­noon she dresses her­self, ti­dies the chil­dren, smartens up baby, and goes for a lonely walk along the bush-track, push­ing an old per­am­bu­lat­or in front of her. She does this every Sunday. She takes as much care to make her­self and the chil­dren look smart as she would if she were go­ing to do the block in the city. There is noth­ing to see, how­ever, and not a soul to meet. You might walk for twenty miles along this track without be­ing able to fix a point in your mind, un­less you are a bush­man. This is be­cause of the ever­last­ing, mad­den­ing same­ness of the stun­ted trees—that mono­tony which makes a man long to break away and travel as far as trains can go, and sail as far as ship can sail—and farther.

			But this bush­wo­man is used to the loneli­ness of it. As a girl-wife she hated it, but now she would feel strange away from it.

			She is glad when her hus­band re­turns, but she does not gush or make a fuss about it. She gets him some­thing good to eat, and ti­dies up the chil­dren.

			She seems con­ten­ted with her lot. She loves her chil­dren, but has no time to show it. She seems harsh to them. Her sur­round­ings are not fa­vour­able to the de­vel­op­ment of the “wo­manly” or sen­ti­ment­al side of nature.

			

			It must be near morn­ing now; but the clock is in the dwell­ing­house. Her candle is nearly done; she for­got that she was out of candles. Some more wood must be got to keep the fire up, and so she shuts the dog in­side and hur­ries round to the wood­heap. The rain has cleared off. She seizes a stick, pulls it out, and—crash! the whole pile col­lapses.

			Yes­ter­day she bar­gained with a stray black­fel­low to bring her some wood, and while he was at work she went in search of a miss­ing cow. She was ab­sent an hour or so, and the nat­ive black made good use of his time. On her re­turn she was so as­ton­ished to see a good heap of wood by the chim­ney, that she gave him an ex­tra fig of to­bacco, and praised him for not be­ing lazy. He thanked her, and left with head erect and chest well out. He was the last of his tribe and a King; but he had built that wood-heap hol­low.

			She is hurt now, and tears spring to her eyes as she sits down again by the table. She takes up a handker­chief to wipe the tears away, but pokes her eyes with her bare fin­gers in­stead. The handker­chief is full of holes, and she finds that she has put her thumb through one, and her fore­finger through an­oth­er.

			This makes her laugh, to the sur­prise of the dog. She has a keen, very keen, sense of the ri­dicu­lous; and some time or oth­er she will amuse bush­men with the story.

			She had been amused be­fore like that. One day she sat down “to have a good cry,” as she said—and the old cat rubbed against her dress and “cried too.” Then she had to laugh.

			

			It must be near day­light now. The room is very close and hot be­cause of the fire. Al­ligator still watches the wall from time to time. Sud­denly he be­comes greatly in­ter­ested; he draws him­self a few inches near­er the par­ti­tion, and a thrill runs through his body. The hair on the back of his neck be­gins to bristle, and the battle-light is in his yel­low eyes. She knows what this means, and lays her hand on the stick. The lower end of one of the par­ti­tion slabs has a large crack on both sides. An evil pair of small, bright bead-like eyes glisten at one of these holes. The snake—a black one—comes slowly out, about a foot, and moves its head up and down. The dog lies still, and the wo­man sits as one fas­cin­ated. The snake comes out a foot farther. She lifts her stick, and the rep­tile, as though sud­denly aware of danger, sticks his head in through the crack on the oth­er side of the slab, and hur­ries to get his tail round after him. Al­ligator springs, and his jaws come to­geth­er with a snap. He misses, for his nose is large, and the snake’s body close down in the angle formed by the slabs and the floor. He snaps again as the tail comes round. He has the snake now, and tugs it out eight­een inches. Thud, thud comes the wo­man’s club on the ground. Al­ligator pulls again. Thud, thud. Al­ligator gives an­oth­er pull and he has the snake out—a black brute, five feet long. The head rises to dart about, but the dog has the en­emy close to the neck. He is a big, heavy dog, but quick as a ter­ri­er. He shakes the snake as though he felt the ori­gin­al curse in com­mon with man­kind. The eld­est boy wakes up, seizes his stick, and tries to get out of bed, but his moth­er forces him back with a grip of iron. Thud, thud—the snake’s back is broken in sev­er­al places. Thud, thud—its head is crushed, and Al­ligator’s nose skinned again.

			She lifts the mangled rep­tile on the point of her stick, car­ries it to the fire, and throws it in; then piles on the wood and watches the snake burn. The boy and dog watch too. She lays her hand on the dog’s head, and all the fierce, angry light dies out of his yel­low eyes. The young­er chil­dren are quieted, and presently go to sleep. The dirty-legged boy stands for a mo­ment in his shirt, watch­ing the fire. Presently he looks up at her, sees the tears in her eyes, and, throw­ing his arms round her neck ex­claims:

			“Moth­er, I won’t nev­er go drov­in’; blarst me if I do!” And she hugs him to her worn-out breast and kisses him; and they sit thus to­geth­er while the sickly day­light breaks over the bush.

		
	
		
			Steelman’s Pupil

			Steel­man was a hard case, but some said that Smith was harder. Steel­man was big and good-look­ing, and good-natured in his way; he was a spiel­er, pure and simple, but did things in hu­mor­ous style. Smith was small and weedy, of the sneak vari­ety; he had a whin­ing tone and a cringing man­ner. He seemed to be al­ways so afraid you were go­ing to hit him that he would make you want to hit him on that ac­count alone.

			Steel­man “had” you in a fash­ion that would make your friends laugh. Smith would “have” you in a way which made you feel mad at the bare re­col­lec­tion of hav­ing been taken in by so con­tempt­ible a little sneak.

			They battled round to­geth­er in the North Is­land of Maor­i­land for a couple of years.

			One day Steel­man said to Smith:

			“Look here, Smithy, you don’t know you’re born yet. I’m go­ing to take you in hand and teach you.”

			And he did. If Smith wouldn’t do as Steel­man told him, or wasn’t suc­cess­ful in cadging, or mugged any game they had in hand, Steel­man would threaten to stoush him; and, if the warn­ing proved in­ef­fec­tu­al after the second or third time, he would stoush him.

			One day, on the track, they came to a place where an old Scot­tish couple kept a gen­er­al store and shanty. They camped along­side the road, and Smith was just start­ing up to the house to beg sup­plies when Steel­man cried:

			“Here!—hold on. Now where do you think you’re go­ing to?”

			“Why, I’m go­ing to try and chew the old party’s lug, of course. We’ll be out of tuck­er in a couple of days,” said Smith.

			Steel­man sat down on a stump in a hope­less, dis­cour­aged sort of way.

			“It’s no use,” he said, re­gard­ing Smith with mingled re­proach and dis­gust. “It’s no use. I might as well give it best. I can see that it’s only waste of time try­ing to learn you any­thing. Will I ever be able to knock some gump­tion in­to your thick skull? After all the time and trouble and pains I’ve took with your edu­ca­tion, you hain’t got any more sense than to go and mug a busi­ness like that! When will you learn sense? Hey? After all, I—Smith, you’re a born mug!”

			He al­ways called Smith a “mug” when he was par­tic­u­larly wild at him, for it hurt Smith more than any­thing else. “There’s only two classes in the world, spiel­ers and mugs—and you’re a mug, Smith.”

			“What have I done, any­way?” asked Smith help­lessly. “That’s all I want to know.”

			Steel­man wear­ily res­ted his brow on his hand.

			“That will do, Smith,” he said list­lessly; “don’t say an­oth­er word, old man; it’ll only make my head worse; don’t talk. You might, at the very least, have a little con­sid­er­a­tion for my feel­ings—even if you haven’t for your own in­terests.” He paused and re­garded Smith sadly. “Well, I’ll give you an­oth­er show. I’ll stage the busi­ness for you.”

			He made Smith doff his coat and get in­to his worst pair of trousers—and they were bad enough; they were hope­lessly “gone,” bey­ond the ex­treme lim­it of bush de­cency. He made Smith put on a rag of a felt hat and a pair of “ ’last­ic-sides” which had fallen off a tramp and lain bak­ing and rot­ting by turns on a rub­bish heap; they had to be tied on Smith with bits of rag and string. He drew dark shad­ows round Smith’s eyes, and burn­ing spots on his cheekbones with some greasepaints he used when they trav­elled as “The Great Steel­man and Smith Com­bin­a­tion Star Dra­mat­ic Co.” He damped Smith’s hair to make it dark and lank, and his face more corpse-like by com­par­is­on—in short, he made him up to look like a man who had long passed the very last stage of con­sump­tion, and had been ar­ti­fi­cially kept alive in the in­terests of sci­ence.

			“Now you’re ready,” said Steel­man to Smith. “You left your whare the day be­fore yes­ter­day and star­ted to walk to the hos­pit­al at Palmer­ston. An old mate picked you up dy­ing on the road, brought you round, and car­ried you on his back most of the way here. You firmly be­lieve that Provid­ence had some­thing to do with the send­ing of that old mate along at that time and place above all oth­ers. Your mate also was hard up; he was go­ing to a job—the first show for work he’d had in nine months—but he gave it up to see you through; he’d give up his life rather than desert a mate in trouble. You only want a couple of shil­lings or a bit of tuck­er to help you on to Palmer­ston. You know you’ve got to die, and you only want to live long enough to get word to your poor old moth­er, and die on a bed.

			“Re­mem­ber, they’re Scotch up at that house. You un­der­stand the Scotch bar­rack pretty well by now—if you don’t it ain’t my fault. You were born in Ab­er­deen, but came out too young to re­mem­ber much about the town. Your fath­er’s dead. You ran away to sea and came out in the Bob­bie Burns to Sydney. Your poor old moth­er’s in Ab­er­deen now—Bruce or Wal­lace Wynd will do. Your moth­er might be dead now—poor old soul!—any­way, you’ll nev­er see her again. You wish you’d nev­er run away from home. You wish you’d been a bet­ter son to your poor old moth­er; you wish you’d writ­ten to her and answered her last let­ter. You only want to live long enough to write home and ask for for­give­ness and a bless­ing be­fore you die. If you had a drop of spir­its of some sort to brace you up you might get along the road bet­ter. (Put this del­ic­ately.) Get the whine out of your voice and breathe with a wheeze—like this; get up the nearest ap­proach to a death­rattle that you can. Move as if you were badly hurt in your wind—like this. (If you don’t do it bet­ter’n that, I’ll stoush you.) Make your face a bit longer and keep your lips dry—don’t lick them, you damned fool!-breathe on them; make ’em dry as chips. That’s the only de­cent pair of breeks you’ve got, and the only shoon. You’re a Pres­by­teri­an—not a U.P., the Auld Kirk. Your mate would have come up to the house only—well, you’ll have to use the stuff­ing in your head a bit; you can’t ex­pect me to do all the brain work. Re­mem­ber it’s con­sump­tion you’ve got—gal­lop­ing con­sump­tion; you know all the symp­toms—pain on top of your right lung, bad cough, and night sweats. Some­thing tells you that you won’t see the new year—it’s a week off Christ­mas now. And if you come back without any­thing, I’ll blessed soon put you out of your misery.”

			

			Smith came back with about four pounds of short­bread and as much vari­ous tuck­er as they could con­veni­ently carry; a pretty good suit of cast-off tweeds; a new pair of ’last­ic-sides from the store stock; two bottles of pat­ent medi­cine and a black bottle half-full of homemade con­sump­tion-cure; also a let­ter to a hos­pit­al-com­mit­tee man, and three shil­lings to help him on his way to Palmer­ston. He also got about half a mile of sym­pathy, re­li­gious con­sol­a­tion, and med­ic­al ad­vice which he didn’t re­mem­ber.

			“Now,” he said, tri­umphantly, “am I a mug or not?”

			Steel­man kindly ig­nored the ques­tion. “I did have a bet­ter opin­ion of the Scotch,” he said, con­temp­tu­ously.

			

			Steel­man got on at an hotel as bil­liard-mark­er and de­coy, and in six months he man­aged that pub. Smith, who’d been away on his own ac­count, turned up in the town one day clean broke, and in a de­plor­able state. He heard of Steel­man’s luck, and thought he was “all right,” so went to his old friend.

			Cold type—or any oth­er kind of type—couldn’t do justice to Steel­man’s dis­gust. To think that this was the re­ward of all the time and trouble he’d spent on Smith’s edu­ca­tion! How­ever, when he cooled down, he said:

			“Smith, you’re a young man yet, and it’s nev­er too late to mend. There is still time for re­form­a­tion. I can’t help you now; it would only de­mor­al­ize you al­to­geth­er. To think, after the way I trained you, you can’t battle round any bet­ter’n this! I al­ways thought you were an ir­re­claim­able mug, but I ex­pec­ted bet­ter things of you to­wards the end. I thought I’d make some­thing of you. It’s enough to dis­hearten any man and dis­gust him with the world. Why! you ought to be a rich man now with the chances and train­ing you had! To think—but I won’t talk of that; it has made me ill. I sup­pose I’ll have to give you some­thing, if it’s only to get rid of the sight of you. Here’s a quid, and I’m a mug for giv­ing it to you. It’ll do you more harm than good; and it ain’t a friendly thing nor the right thing for me—who al­ways had your wel­fare at heart—to give it to you un­der the cir­cum­stances. Now, get away out of my sight, and don’t come near me till you’ve re­formed. If you do, I’ll have to stoush you out of re­gard for my own health and feel­ings.”

			

			But Steel­man came down in the world again and picked up Smith on the road, and they battled round to­geth­er for an­oth­er year or so; and at last they were in Wel­ling­ton—Steel­man “flush” and stop­ping at an hotel, and Smith stumped, as usu­al, and stay­ing with a friend. One night they were drink­ing to­geth­er at the hotel, at the ex­pense of some mugs whom Steel­man was “edu­cat­ing.” It was rain­ing hard. When Smith was go­ing home, he said:—

			“Look here, Steely, old man. Listen to the rain! I’ll get wringing wet go­ing home. You might as well lend me your over­coat to­night. You won’t want it, and I won’t hurt it.”

			And, Steel­man’s heart be­ing warmed by his suc­cesses, he lent the over­coat.

			Smith went and pawned it, got glor­i­ous on the pro­ceeds, and took the pawn-tick­et to Steel­man next day.

			Smith had re­formed.

			

			“And I taught him!” Steel­man would say, proudly, in after years, in con­clud­ing his cel­eb­rated dog-yarn. “Poor old Smith. He could battle round all right. I taught him.”

		
	
		
			An Unfinished Love Story

			Brook let down the heavy, awk­ward sli­prails, and the gaunt cattle stumbled through, with ag­grav­at­ing de­lib­er­a­tion, and scattered slowly among the nat­ive apple-trees along the sid­ling. First there came an old easy­going red po­ley cow, then a dusty white cow; then two shaggy, half-grown calves—who seemed already to have lost all in­terest in ex­ist­ence—and after them a couple of “ba­bies,” sleek, glossy, and cheer­ful; then three more tired-look­ing cows, with ragged ud­ders and hol­low sides; then a lanky bar­ren heifer—red, of course—with half-blind eyes and one crooked horn—she was noted for her great agil­ity in jump­ing two-rail fences, and she was known to the se­lect­or as “Queen Eliza­berth;” and be­hind her came a young cream-col­oured milk­er—a mighty proud and con­ten­ted young moth­er—pain­fully and pa­tiently drag­ging her first calf, which was hanging ob­stin­ately to a teat, with its head be­neath her hind legs. Last of all there came the in­ev­it­able red steer, who scratched the dust and let a stu­pid bwoo-ur-r-rr out of him as he snuffed at the rails.

			Brook had shif­ted the rails there of­ten be­fore—fif­teen years ago—per­haps the self­same rails, for stringy-bark lasts long; and the ac­tion brought the past near to him—near­er than he wished. He did not like to think of that hungry, wretched se­lec­tion ex­ist­ence; he felt more con­tempt than pity for the old-fash­ioned, un­happy boy, who used to let down the rails there, and drive the cattle through.

			He had spent those fif­teen years in cit­ies, and had come here, promp­ted more by curi­os­ity than any­thing else, to have a quiet hol­i­day. His fath­er was dead; his oth­er re­la­tions had moved away, leav­ing a ten­ant on the old se­lec­tion.

			Brook res­ted his el­bow on the top rail of an ad­ja­cent pan­el and watched the cattle pass, and thought un­til Liz­zie—the ten­ant’s niece—shoved the red steer through and stood gravely re­gard­ing him (Brook, and not the steer); then he shif­ted his back to the fence and looked at her. He had not much to look at: a short, plain, thin girl of nine­teen, with rather va­cant grey eyes, dark ring­lets, and freckles; she had no com­plex­ion to speak of; she wore an ill-fit­ting print frock, and a pair of men’s ’last­ic-sides sev­er­al sizes too large for her. She was “study­ing for a school­teach­er;” that was the height of the am­bi­tion of loc­al youth. Brook was study­ing her.

			He turned away to put up the rails. The lower rail went in­to its place all right, but the top one had got jammed, and it stuck as though it was spiked. He worked the rail up and down and to and fro, took it un­der his arm and tugged it; but he might as well have pulled at one of the posts. Then he lif­ted the loose end as high as he could, and let it fall—jump­ing back out of the way at the same time; this loosened it, but when he lif­ted it again it slid so eas­ily and far in­to its sock­et that the oth­er end came out and fell, bark­ing Brook’s knee. He swore a little, then tackled the rail again; he had the same trouble as be­fore with the oth­er end, but suc­ceeded at last. Then he turned away, rub­bing his knee.

			Liz­zie hadn’t smiled, not once; she watched him gravely all the while.

			“Did you hurt your knee?” she asked, without emo­tion.

			“No. The rail did.”

			She re­flec­ted sol­emnly for a while, and then asked him if it felt sore.

			He replied rather briefly in the neg­at­ive.

			“They were al­ways nasty, awk­ward rails to put up,” she re­marked, after some more re­flec­tion.

			Brook agreed, and then they turned their faces to­wards the homestead. Halfway down the sid­ling was a clump of sap­lings, with a big log ly­ing amongst them. Here Brook paused. “We’ll sit down for a while and have a rest,” said he. “Sit down, Liz­zie.”

			She obeyed with the greatest of grav­ity. Noth­ing was said for awhile. She sat with her hands fol­ded in her lap, gaz­ing thought­fully at the ridge, which was grow­ing dim. It looked bet­ter when it was dim, and so did the rest of the scenery. There was no beauty lost when dark­ness hid the scenery al­to­geth­er. Brook wondered what the girl was think­ing about. The si­lence between them did not seem awk­ward, some­how; but it didn’t suit him just then, and so presently he broke it.

			“Well, I must go to­mor­row.”

			“Must you?”

			“Yes.”

			She thought awhile, and then she asked him if he was glad to go.

			“Well, I don’t know. Are you sorry, Liz­zie?”

			She thought a good long while, and then she said she was.

			He moved closer to the girl, and sud­denly slipped his arm round her waist. She did not seem agit­ated; she still gazed dream­ily at the line of ridges, but her head in­clined slightly to­wards him.

			“Liz­zie, did you ever love any­one?”—then an­ti­cip­at­ing the usu­al reply—“ex­cept, of course, your fath­er and moth­er, and all that sort of thing.” Then, ab­ruptly: “I mean did you ever have a sweet­heart?”

			She re­flec­ted, so as to be sure; then she said she hadn’t. Long pause, and he, the city man, breathed hard—not the girl. Sud­denly he moved nervously, and said:

			“Liz­zie—Liz­zie! Do you know what love means?”

			She pondered over this for some minutes, as a res­ult of which she said she thought that she did.

			“Liz­zie! Do you think you can love me?”

			She didn’t seem able to find an an­swer to that. So he caught her to him in both arms, and kissed her hard and long on the mouth. She was agit­ated now—he had some com­plex­ion now; she struggled to her feet, trem­bling.

			“We must go now,” she said quickly. “They will be wait­ing for tea.”

			He stood up be­fore her, and held her there by both hands.

			“There is plenty of time. Liz­zie—”

			“Mis­ter Br-o-o-k-er! Li-i-z-zee-e-e! Come ter yer tea-e-e!” yelled a boy from the house.

			“We must really go now.”

			“Oh, they can wait a minute. Liz­zie, don’t be frightened”—bend­ing his head—“Liz­zie, put your arms round my neck and kiss me—now. Do as I tell you, Liz­zie—they can­not see us,” and he drew her be­hind a bush. “Now, Liz­zie.”

			She obeyed just as a frightened child might.

			“We must go now,” she panted, breath­less from such an em­brace.

			“Liz­zie, you will come for a walk with me after tea?”

			“I don’t know—I can’t prom­ise. I don’t think it would be right. Aunt mightn’t like me to.”

			“Nev­er mind aunt. I’ll fix her. We’ll go for a walk over to the school­teach­er’s place. It will be bright moon­light.”

			“I don’t like to prom­ise. My fath­er and moth­er might not—”

			“Why, what are you frightened of? What harm is there in it?” Then, softly, “Prom­ise, Liz­zie.”

			“Prom­ise, Liz­zie.”

			She was hes­it­at­ing.

			“Prom­ise, Liz­zie. I’m go­ing away to­mor­row—might nev­er see you again. You will come, Liz­zie? It will be our last talk to­geth­er. Prom­ise, Liz­zie. … Oh, then, if you don’t like to, I won’t press you. … Will you come, or no?”

			“Ye-es.”

			“One more, and I’ll take you home.”

			It was nearly dark.

			

			Brook was moved to get up early next morn­ing and give the girl a hand with the cows. There were two rick­ety bails in the yard. He had not for­got­ten how to milk, but the oc­cu­pa­tion gave him no pleas­ure—it brought the past near again.

			Now and then he would turn his face, rest his head against the side of the cow, and watch Liz­zie at her work; and each time she would, as though in obed­i­ence to an in­flu­ence she could not res­ist, turn her face to him—hav­ing noted the pause in his milk­ing. There was a won­der in her ex­pres­sion—as if some­thing had come in­to her life which she could not real­ize—curi­os­ity in his.

			When the spare pail was full, he would fol­low her with it to the little bark dairy; and she held out the cloth which served as a strain­er whilst he poured the milk in, and, as the last drops went through, their mouths would come to­geth­er.

			He car­ried the slop-buck­ets to the pig­sty for her, and helped to poddy a young calf. He had to grip the calf by the nape of the neck, in­sert a fore­finger in its mouth, and force its nose down in­to an oil-drum full of skim milk. The calf sucked, think­ing it had a teat; and so it was taught to drink. But calves have a habit, born of in­stinct, of but­ting the ud­ders with their noses, by way of re­mind­ing their moth­ers to let down the milk; and so this calf but­ted at times, splash­ing sour milk over Brook, and bark­ing his wrist against the sharp edge of the drum. Then he would swear a little, and Liz­zie would smile sadly and gravely.

			Brook did not go away that day, nor the next, but he took the coach on the third day there­after. He and Liz­zie found a quiet corner to say good­bye in. She showed some emo­tion for the first time, or, per­haps, the second—maybe the third time—in that week of her life. They had been out to­geth­er in the moon­light every even­ing. (Brook had been fif­teen years in cit­ies.) They had scarcely looked at each oth­er that morn­ing—and scarcely spoken.

			He looked back as the coach star­ted and saw her sit­ting in­side the big kit­chen win­dow. She waved her hand—hope­lessly it seemed. She had rolled up her sleeve, and to Brook the arm seemed strangely white and fair above the line of sun­burn round the wrist. He hadn’t no­ticed it be­fore. Her face seemed fairer too, but, per­haps, it was only the ef­fect of light and shade round that win­dow.

			He looked back again, as the coach turned the corner of the fence, and was just in time to see her bury her face in her hands with a pas­sion­ate ges­ture which did not seem nat­ur­al to her.

			Brook reached the city next even­ing, and, “after hours,” he staggered in through a side en­trance to the lighted par­lour of a private bar.

			They say that Liz­zie broke her heart that year, but, then, the world does not be­lieve in such things nowadays.

		
	
		
			Board and Residence

			One o’clock on Sat­urday. The un­em­ployed’s one o’clock on Sat­urday! Noth­ing more can be done this week, so you drag your­self wear­ily and des­pair­ingly “home,” with the cheer­ful pro­spect of a pen­ni­less Sat­urday af­ter­noon and even­ing and the long hor­rible Aus­trali­an-city Sunday to drag through. One of the land­lady’s clutch—and she is an old hen—opens the door, ex­claims:

			“Oh, Mr. Care­less!” and grins. You wait an anxious minute, to post­pone the dis­ap­point­ment which you feel by in­stinct is com­ing, and then ask hope­lessly wheth­er there are any let­ters for you.

			“No, there’s noth­ing for you, Mr. Care­less.” Then in an­swer to the un­spoken ques­tion, “The post­man’s been, but there’s noth­ing for you.”

			You hang up your hat in the stuffy little pas­sage, and start up­stairs, when, “Oh, Mr. Care­less, moth­er wants to know if you’ve had yer din­ner.”

			You haven’t, but you say you have. You are empty enough in­side, but the empti­ness is filled up, as it were, with the wrong sort of hungry va­cancy—gnaw­ing anxi­ety. You haven’t any stom­ach for the warm, taste­less mess which has been “kep’ ’ot” for you in a cold stove. You feel just phys­ic­ally tired enough to go to your room, lie down on the bed, and snatch twenty minutes’ rest from that ter­rible un­em­ployed rest­less­ness which, you know, is sure to drag you to your feet to pace the room or tramp the pave­ment even be­fore your bod­ily wear­i­ness has nearly left you. So you start up the nar­row, stuffy little flight of steps call the “stairs.” Three small doors open from the land­ing—a square place of about four feet by four. The first door is yours; it is open, and—

			De­cided odour of bed­room dust and fluff, damped and kneaded with cold soapsuds. Rear view of a girl covered with a damp, draggled, dirt-col­oured skirt, which gapes at the waist­band from the “body,” dis­clos­ing a good glimpse of soiled stays (ribs burst), and yawns be­hind over a de­cidedly dirty white pet­ti­coat, the slit of which last, as she reaches for­ward and backs out con­vuls­ively, half opens and then comes to­geth­er in an un­sat­is­fact­ory, start­ling, tan­tal­iz­ing way, and al­lows a hint of a red flan­nel un­der-some­thing. The frayed ends of the skirt lie across a hope­lessly-burst pair of elast­ic-sides which rest on their in­ner edges—toes out—and jerk about in a seem­ingly un­de­cided man­ner. She is damp­ing and work­ing up the nat­ur­al lay­er on the floor with a piece of old flan­nel pet­ti­coat dipped oc­ca­sion­ally in a buck­et which stands by her side, con­tain­ing about a quart of muddy wa­ter. She looks round and ex­claims, “Oh, did you want to come in, Mr. Care­less?” Then she says she’ll be done in a minute; fur­ther­more she re­marks that if you want to come in you won’t be in her road. You don’t—you go down to the din­ing-room—par­lour—sit­ting-room—nurs­ery—and stretch your­self on the sofa in the face of the pain­fully-evid­ent dis­ap­prov­al of the land­lady.

			

			You have been here, say, three months, and are only about two weeks be­hind. The land­lady still says, “Good morn­ing, Mr. Care­less,” or “Good even­ing, Mr. Care­less,” but there is an un­pleas­ant ac­cent on the “Mr.,” and a still more un­pleas­antly pro­nounced stress on the “morn­ing” or “even­ing.” While your money las­ted you paid up well and reg­u­larly—some­times in ad­vance—and dined out most of the time; but that doesn’t count now.

			Ten minutes pass, and then the land­lady’s dis­ap­prov­al be­comes mani­fest and ag­gress­ive. One of the little girls, a sharp-faced little lar­riki­ness, who al­ways wears a furt­ive grin of cun­ning—it seems as though it were born with her, and is per­haps more a mis­for­tune than a fault—comes in and says please she wants to tidy up.

			So you get up and take your hat and go out again to look for a place to rest in—to try not to think.

			You wish you could get away up­coun­try. You also wish you were dead.

			

			The land­lady, Mrs. Jones, is a wid­ow, or grass-wid­ow, Welsh, of course, and clan­nish; flat face, wa­tery grey eyes, shal­low, selfish, ig­nor­ant, and a hy­po­crite un­con­sciously—by in­stinct.

			But the worst of it is that Mrs. Jones takes ad­vant­age of the situ­ation to corner you in the pas­sage when you want to get out, or when you come in tired, and talk. It amounts to about this: She has been four­teen years in this street, tak­ing in boarders; every­body knows her; every­body knows Mrs. Jones; her poor hus­band died six years ago (God rest his soul); she finds it hard to get a liv­ing these times; work, work, morn­ing, noon, and night (talk, talk, talk, more likely). “Do you know Mr. Duff of the La­bour Bur­eau?” He has known her fam­ily for years; a very nice gen­tle­man—a very nice gen­tle­man in­deed; he of­ten stops at the gate to have a yarn with her on his way to the of­fice (he must be hard up for a yarn). She doesn’t know hardly nobody in this street; she nev­er gos­sips; it takes her all her time to get a liv­ing; she can’t be bothered with neigh­bours; it’s al­ways best to keep to your­self and keep neigh­bours at a dis­tance. Would you be­lieve it, Mr. Care­less, she has been two years in this house and hasn’t said above a dozen words to the wo­man next door; she’d just know her by sight if she saw her; as for the oth­er wo­man she wouldn’t know her from a crow. Mr. Blank and Mrs. Blank could tell you the same. … She al­ways had gen­tle­men stay­ing with her; she nev­er had no cause to com­plain of one of them ex­cept once; they al­ways treated her fair and hon­est. Here fol­lows story about the ex­cep­tion; he, I gathered, was a journ­al­ist, and she could nev­er de­pend on him. He seemed, from her state­ments, to have been de­cidedly er­rat­ic in his move­ments, mode of life and choice of climes. He evid­ently caused her a great deal of trouble and anxi­ety, and I felt a kind of sneak­ing sym­pathy for his memory. One young fel­low stayed with her five years; he was, etc. She couldn’t be hard on any young fel­low that gets out of work; of course if he can’t get it he can’t pay; she can’t get blood out of a stone; she couldn’t turn him out in the street. “I’ve got sons of my own, Mr. Care­less, I’ve got sons of my own.” … She is sure she al­ways does her best to make her boarders com­fort­able, and if they want any­thing they’ve only got to ask for it. The kettle is al­ways on the stove if you want a cup of tea, and if you come home late at night and want a bit of sup­per you’ve only got to go to the safe (which of us would dare?). She nev­er locks it, she nev­er did. … And then she be­gins about her won­der­ful kids, and it goes on hour after hour. Lord! it’s enough to drive a man mad.

			

			We were re­com­men­ded to this place on the day of our ar­rival by a young deal­er in the fur­niture line, whose name was Moses—and he looked like it, but we didn’t think of that at the time. He had Mrs. Jones’s card in his win­dow, and he left the shop in charge of his mis­sus and came round with us at once. He as­sured us that we couldn’t do bet­ter than stay with her. He said she was a most re­spect­able lady, and all her boarders were de­cent young fel­lows—gen­tle­men; she kept everything scru­pu­lously clean, and kept the best table in town, and she’d do for us (wash­ing in­cluded) for eight­een shil­lings per week; she gen­er­ally took the first week in ad­vance. We asked him to have a beer—for the want of some­body else to ask—and after that he said that Mrs. Jones was a kind, moth­erly body, and un­der­stood young fel­lows; and that we’d be even more com­fort­able than in our own home; that we’d be al­lowed to do as we liked—she wasn’t par­tic­u­lar; she wouldn’t mind it a bit if we came home late once in a way—she was used to that, in fact; she liked to see young fel­lows en­joy­ing them­selves. We af­ter­wards found out that he got so much on every boarder he cap­tured. We also found out—after pay­ing in ad­vance—that her gen­tle­men gen­er­ally sent out their white things to be done; she only did the col­oured things, so we had to pay a couple of bob ex­tra a week to have our “biled” rags and col­lars sent out and done; and after the first week they bore sad evid­ence of hav­ing been done on the premises by one of the frowsy daugh­ters. But we paid all the same. And, good Lord! If she keeps the best table in town, we are curi­ous to see the worst. When you go down to break­fast you find on the table in front of your chair a cold plate, with a black some­thing—God knows what it looks like—in the centre of it. It eats like some­thing scraped off the in­side of a hide and burnt; and with this you have a cup of warm grey slush called a “cup of tea.” Din­ner: A slice of al­leged roast beef or boiled mut­ton, of no par­tic­u­lar col­our or taste; three new spuds, of which the largest is about the size of an or­din­ary hen’s egg, the smal­lest that of a ban­tam, and the middle one in between, and which eat soggy and have no taste to speak of, save that they are a trifle bit­ter; a dab of un­healthy-look­ing green some­thing, which might be either cab­bage leaves or turnip-tops, and a glass of wa­ter. The whole mess is luke­warm, in­clud­ing the wa­ter—it would all be bet­ter cold. Tea: A thin slice of the afore­said al­leged roast or mut­ton, and the pick of about six thin slices of stale bread—evid­ently cut the day be­fore yes­ter­day. This is the way Mrs. Jones “does” for us for eight­een shil­lings a week. The bread gave out at teatime this even­ing, and a mild fin­an­cial boarder tapped his plate with his knife, and sent the bread plate out to be re­plen­ished. It came back with one slice on it.

			The mild fin­an­cial boarder, with des­per­ate cour­age, is telling the land­lady that he’ll have to shift next week—it is too far to go to work, he can­not al­ways get down in time; he is very sorry he has to go, he says; he is very com­fort­able here, but it can’t be helped; any­way, as soon as he can get work near­er, he’ll come back at once; also (oh, what cow­ards men are when wo­men are con­cerned), he says he wishes she could shift and take a house down at the oth­er end of the town. She says (at least here are some frag­ments of her gabble which we caught and short­han­ded): “Well, I’m very sorry to lose you, Mr. Sampson, very sorry in­deed; but of course if you must go, you must. Of course you can’t be ex­pec­ted to walk that dis­tance every morn­ing, and you mustn’t be get­ting to work late, and los­ing your place … Of course we could get break­fast an hour earli­er if … well, as I said be­fore, I’m sorry to lose you and, in­deed … You won’t for­get to come and see us … glad to see you at any time … Well, any­way, if you ever want to come back, you know, your bed will be al­ways ready for you, and you’ll be treated just the same, and made just as com­fort­able—you won’t for­get that” (he says he won’t); “and you won’t for­get to come to din­ner some­times” (he says he won’t); “and, of course … You know I al­ways try … Don’t for­get to drop in some­times … Well, any­way, if you ever do hap­pen to hear of a de­cent young fel­low who wants a good, clean, com­fort­able home, you’ll be sure to send him to me, will you?” (He says he will.) “Well, of course, Mr. Sampson, etc., etc., etc., and-so-on, and-so-on, and-so-on, and-so-on, …” It’s enough to give a man rats.

			

			He es­capes, and we re­gard his de­par­ture very much as a gang of hope­less con­victs might re­gard the un­ex­pec­ted lib­er­a­tion of one of their num­ber.

			This is the sort of life that gives a man a God-Almighty long­ing to break away and take to the bush.

		
	
		
			His Colonial Oath

			I lately met an old school­mate of mine up­coun­try. He was much changed. He was tall and lank, and had the most hideous bristly red beard I ever saw. He was work­ing on his fath­er’s farm. He shook hands, looked any­where but in my face—and said noth­ing. Presently I re­marked at a ven­ture:

			“So poor old Mr. B., the school­mas­ter, is dead.”

			“My oath!” he replied.

			“He was a good old sort.”

			“My oath!”

			“Time goes by pretty quick, doesn’t it?”

			His oath (co­lo­ni­al).

			“Poor old Mr. B. died aw­fully sud­den, didn’t he?”

			He looked up the hill, and said: “My oath!”

			Then he ad­ded: “My bloom­ing oath!”

			I thought, per­haps, my city rig or man­ner em­bar­rassed him, so I stuck my hands in my pock­ets, spat, and said, to set him at his ease: “It’s blanky hot today. I don’t know how you blanky blanks stand such blank weath­er! It’s blanky well hot enough to roast a crim­son car­nal bul­lock; ain’t it?” Then I took out a cake of to­bacco, bit off a quarter, and pre­ten­ded to chew. He replied:

			I thought, per­haps, my city rig or man­ner em­bar­rassed him, so I stuck my hands in my pock­ets, spat, and said, to set him at his ease: “It’s blanky hot today. I don’t know how you blanky blanks stand such blank weath­er! It’s blanky well hot enough to roast a crim­son car­nal bul­lock; ain’t it?” Then I took out a cake of to­bacco, bit off a quarter, and pre­ten­ded to chew. He replied:

			“My oath!”

			The con­ver­sa­tion flagged here. But presently, to my great sur­prise, he came to the res­cue with:

			“He fin­ished me, yer know.”

			“Fin­ished? How? Who?”

			He looked down to­wards the river, thought (if he did think) and said: “Fin­ished me edyer­ca­tion, yer know.”

			“Oh! you mean Mr. B.?”

			“My oath—he fin­ished me first-rate.”

			“He turned out a good many schol­ars, didn’t he?”

			“My oath! I’m thinkin’ about go­ing down to the train­in’ school.”

			“You ought to—I would if I were you.”

			“My oath!”

			“Those were good old times,” I haz­arded, “you re­mem­ber the old bark school?”

			He looked away across the sid­ling, and was evid­ently get­ting un­easy. He shif­ted about, and said:

			“Well, I must be goin’.”

			“I sup­pose you’re pretty busy now?”

			“My oath! So long.”

			“Well, good­bye. We must have a yarn some day.”

			“My oath!”

			He got away as quickly as he could.

			I won­der wheth­er he was changed after all—or, was it I? A man does seem to get out of touch with the bush after liv­ing in cit­ies for eight or ten years.

		
	
		
			“Some Day”

			The two trav­el­lers had yarned late in their camp, and the moon was get­ting low down through the mulga. Mitchell’s mate had just fin­ished a rather racy yarn, but it seemed to fall flat on Mitchell—he was in a sen­ti­ment­al mood. He smoked a while, and thought, and then said:

			“Ah! there was one little girl that I was prop­erly struck on. She came to our place on a vis­it to my sis­ter. I think she was the best little girl that ever lived, and about the pret­ti­est. She was just eight­een, and didn’t come up to my shoulder; the biggest blue eyes you ever saw, and she had hair that reached down to her knees, and so thick you couldn’t span it with your two hands—brown and glossy—and her skin with like lilies and roses. Of course, I nev­er thought she’d look at a rough, ugly, ig­nor­ant brute like me, and I used to keep out of her way and act a little stiff to­wards her; I didn’t want the oth­ers to think I was gone on her, be­cause I knew they’d laugh at me, and maybe she’d laugh at me more than all. She would come and talk to me, and sit near me at table; but I thought that that was on ac­count of her good nature, and she pit­ied me be­cause I was such a rough, awk­ward chap. I was gone on that girl, and no jok­ing; and I felt quite proud to think she was a coun­try­wo­man of mine. But I wouldn’t let her know that, for I felt sure she’d only laugh.

			“Well, things went on till I got the of­fer of two or three years’ work on a sta­tion up near the bor­der, and I had to go, for I was hard up; be­sides, I wanted to get away. Stop­ping round where she was only made me miser­able.

			“The night I left they were all down at the sta­tion to see me off—in­clud­ing the girl I was gone on. When the train was ready to start she was stand­ing away by her­self on the dark end of the plat­form, and my sis­ter kept nudging me and wink­ing, and fool­ing about, but I didn’t know what she was driv­ing at. At last she said:

			“ ’Go and speak to her, you noodle; go and say good­bye to Edie.’

			“So I went up to where she was, and, when the oth­ers turned their backs—

			“ ’Well, good­bye, Miss Brown,’ I said, hold­ing out my hand; ‘I don’t sup­pose I’ll ever see you again, for Lord knows when I’ll be back. Thank you for com­ing to see me off.’

			“Just then she turned her face to the light, and I saw she was cry­ing. She was trem­bling all over. Sud­denly she said, ‘Jack! Jack!’ just like that, and held up her arms like this.”

			Mitchell was speak­ing in a tone of voice that didn’t be­long to him, and his mate looked up. Mitchell’s face was sol­emn, and his eyes were fixed on the fire.

			“I sup­pose you gave her a good hug then, and a kiss?” asked the mate.

			“I s’pose so,” snapped Mitchell. “There is some things a man doesn’t want to joke about. … Well, I think we’ll shove on one of the bil­lies, and have a drink of tea be­fore we turn in.”

			“I sup­pose,” said Mitchell’s mate, as they drank their tea, “I sup­pose you’ll go back and marry her some day?”

			“Some day! That’s it; it looks like it, doesn’t it? We all say, ‘Some day.’ I used to say it ten years ago, and look at me now. I’ve been knock­ing round for five years, and the last two years con­stant on the track, and no show of get­ting off it un­less I go for good, and what have I got for it? I look like go­ing home and get­ting mar­ried, without a penny in my pock­et or a rag to my back scarcely, and no show of get­ting them. I swore I’d nev­er go back home without a cheque, and, what’s more, I nev­er will; but the cheque days are past. Look at that boot! If we were down among the settled dis­tricts we’d be called tramps and beg­gars; and what’s the dif­fer­ence? I’ve been a fool, I know, but I’ve paid for it; and now there’s noth­ing for it but to tramp, tramp, tramp for your tuck­er, and keep tramp­ing till you get old and care­less and dirty, and older, and more care­less and dirti­er, and you get used to the dust and sand, and heat, and flies, and mos­qui­toes, just as a bul­lock does, and lose am­bi­tion and hope, and get con­ten­ted with this an­im­al life, like a dog, and till your swag seems part of your­self, and you’d be lost and un­easy and light-shouldered without it, and you don’t care a damn if you’ll ever get work again, or live like a Chris­ti­an; and you go on like this till the spir­it of a bul­lock takes the place of the heart of a man. Who cares? If we hadn’t found the track yes­ter­day we might have lain and rot­ted in that lignum, and no one been any the wiser—or sor­ri­er—who knows? Some­body might have found us in the end, but it mightn’t have been worth his while to go out of his way and re­port us. Damn the world, say I!”

			He smoked for a while in sav­age si­lence; then he knocked the ashes out of his pipe, felt for his to­bacco with a sigh, and said:

			“Well, I am a bit out of sorts to­night. I’ve been think­ing. … I think we’d best turn in, old man; we’ve got a long, dry stretch be­fore us to­mor­row.”

			They rolled out their swags on the sand, lay down, and wrapped them­selves in their blankets. Mitchell covered his face with a piece of calico, be­cause the moon­light and wind kept him awake.

		
	
		
			A Visit of Condolence

			“Does Ar­vie live here, old wo­man?”

			“Why?”

			“Strike me dead! carn’t yer an­swer a civil queschin?”

			“How dare you talk to me like that, you young lar­rikin! Be off! or I’ll send for a po­lice­man.”

			“Blarst the cops! D’yer think I cares for ’em? Fur two pins I’d fetch a push an’ smash yer ole shanty about yer ears—y’ole cow! I only arsked if Ar­vie lived here! Holy Mos­is! carn’t a feller ask a civil queschin?”

			“What do you want with Ar­vie? Do you know him?”

			“My oath! Don’t he work at Grinder Broth­ers? I only come out of my way to do him a good turn; an’ now I’m sorry I come—damned if I ain’t—to be bar­racked like this, an’ shoved down my own throat. (Pause) I want to tell Ar­vie that if he don’t come ter work ter­mor­rer, an­oth­er bloke’ll col­lar his job. I wouldn’t like to see a cove col­lar a cove’s job an’ not tell a bloke about it. What’s up with Ar­vie, any­how? Is he sick?”

			“Ar­vie is dead!”

			“Christ! (Pause) Garn! What-yer-giv’n-us? Tell Ar­vie Bill An­der­son wants-ter see him.”

			“My God! haven’t I got enough trouble without a young wretch like you com­ing to tor­ment me? For God’s sake go away and leave me alone! I’m telling you the truth, my poor boy died of in­flu­enza last night.”

			“My oath!”

			The ragged young rip gave a long, low whistle, glanced up and down Jones’s Al­ley, spat out some to­bacco-juice, and said “Swelp me Gord! I’m sorry, mum. I didn’t know. How was I to know you wasn’t hav­in’ me?”

			He with­drew one hand from his pock­et and scratched the back of his head, tilt­ing his hat as far for­ward as it had pre­vi­ously been to the rear, and just then the dilap­id­ated side of his right boot at­trac­ted his at­ten­tion. He turned the foot on one side, and squin­ted at the sole; then he raised the foot to his left knee, caught the ankle in a very dirty hand, and re­garded the sole-leath­er crit­ic­ally, as though cal­cu­lat­ing how long it would last. After which he spat des­per­ately at the pave­ment, and said:

			“Kin I see him?”

			He fol­lowed her up the crooked little stair­case with a who’s-afraid kind of swag­ger, but he took his hat off on en­ter­ing the room.

			He glanced round, and seemed to take stock of the signs of poverty—so fa­mil­i­ar to his class—and then dir­ec­ted his gaze to where the body lay on the sofa with its pau­per coffin already by its side. He looked at the coffin with the crit­ic­al eye of a trades­man, then he looked at Ar­vie, and then at the coffin again, as if cal­cu­lat­ing wheth­er the body would fit.

			The moth­er un­covered the white, pinched face of the dead boy, and Bill came and stood by the sofa. He care­lessly drew his right hand from his pock­et, and laid the palm on Ar­vie’s ice-cold fore­head.

			“Poor little cove!” Bill muttered, half to him­self; and then, as though ashamed of his weak­ness, he said:

			“There wasn’t no post mortem, was there?”

			“No,” she answered; “a doc­tor saw him the day be­fore—there was no post mortem.”

			“I thought there wasn’t none,” said Bill, “be­cause a man that’s been post mortemed al­ways looks as if he’d been hurt. My fath­er looked right enough at first—just as if he was restin’—but after they’d had him opened he looked as if he’d been hurt. No one else could see it, but I could. How old was Ar­vie?”

			“El­ev­en.”

			“I’m twelve—goin’ on for thir­teen. Ar­vie’s fath­er’s dead, ain’t he?”

			“Yes.”

			“So’s mine. Died at his work, didn’t he?”

			“Yes.”

			“So’d mine. Ar­vie told me his fath­er died of some­thing with his heart!”

			“Yes.”

			“So’d mine; ain’t it rum? You scrub of­fices an’ wash, don’t yer?”

			“Yes.”

			“So does my moth­er. You find it pretty hard to get a liv­in’, don’t yer, these times?”

			“My God, yes! God only knows what I’ll do now my poor boy’s gone. I gen­er­ally get up at half-past five to scrub out some of­fices, and when that’s done I’ve got to start my day’s work, wash­ing. And then I find it hard to make both ends meet.”

			“So does my moth­er. I sup­pose you took on bad when yer hus­band was brought home?”

			“Ah, my God! Yes. I’ll nev­er for­get it till my dy­ing day. My poor hus­band had been out of work for weeks, and he only got the job two days be­fore he died. I sup­pose it gave your moth­er a great shock?”

			“My oath! One of the fel­lows that car­ried fath­er home said: ‘Yer hus­band’s dead, mum,’ he says; ‘he dropped off all of a sud­dint,’ and moth­er said, ‘My God! my God!’ just like that, and went off.”

			“Poor soul! poor soul! And—now my Ar­vie’s gone. Whatever will me and the chil­dren do? Whatever will I do? Whatever will I do? My God! I wish I was un­der the turf.”

			“Cheer up, mum!” said Bill. “It’s no use fret­tin’ over what’s done.”

			He wiped some to­bacco-juice off his lips with the back of his hand, and re­garded the stains re­flect­ively for a minute or so. Then he looked at Ar­vie again.

			“You should ha’ tried cod liv­er oil,” said Bill.

			“No. He needed rest and plenty of good food.”

			“He wasn’t very strong.”

			“No, he was not, poor boy.”

			“I thought he wasn’t. They treated him bad at Grinder Broth­ers: they didn’t give him a show to learn noth­ing; kept him at the same work all the time, and he didn’t have cheek enough to arsk the boss for a rise, lest he’d be sacked. He couldn’t fight, an’ the boys used to tease him; they’d wait out­side the shop to have a lark with Ar­vie. I’d like to see ’em do it to me. He couldn’t fight; but then, of course, he wasn’t strong. They don’t both­er me while I’m strong enough to heave a rock; but then, of course, it wasn’t Ar­vie’s fault. I s’pose he had pluck enough, if he hadn’t the strength.” And Bill re­garded the corpse with a fath­erly and le­ni­ent eye.

			“My God!” she cried, “if I’d known this, I’d soon­er have starved than have my poor boy’s life tor­men­ted out of him in such a place. He nev­er com­plained. My poor, brave-hearted child! He nev­er com­plained! Poor little Ar­vie! Poor little Ar­vie!”

			“He nev­er told yer?”

			“No—nev­er a word.”

			“My oath! You don’t say so! P’raps he didn’t want to let you know he couldn’t hold his own; but that wasn’t his fault, I s’pose. Y’see, he wasn’t strong.”

			An old print hanging over the bed at­trac­ted his at­ten­tion, and he re­garded it with crit­ic­al in­terest for awhile:

			“We’ve got a pickch­er like that at home. We lived in Jones’s Al­ley wunst—in that house over there. How d’yer like liv­in’ in Jones’s Al­ley?”

			“I don’t like it at all. I don’t like hav­ing to bring my chil­dren up where there are so many bad houses; but I can’t af­ford to go some­where else and pay high­er rent.”

			“Well, there is a good many night-shops round here. But then,” he ad­ded, re­flect­ively, “you’ll find them every­wheres. An’, be­sides, the kids git sharp, an’ pick up a good deal in an al­ley like this; ’twon’t do ’em no harm; it’s no use kids bein’ green if they wanter get on in a city. You ain’t been in Sydney all yer life, have yer?”

			“No. We came from the bush, about five years ago. My poor hus­band thought he could do bet­ter in the city. I was brought up in the bush.”

			“I thought yer was. Well, men are sick fools. I’m think­ing about git­tin’ a bil­let up­coun­try, my­self, soon. Where’s he goin’ ter be bur­ied?”

			“At Rook­wood, to­mor­row.”

			“I carn’t come. I’ve got ter work. Is the Guvmint goin’ to bury him?”

			“Yes.”

			Bill looked at the body with in­creased re­spect. “Kin I do any­thin’ for you? Now, don’t be frightened to arsk!”

			“No. Thank you very much, all the same.”

			“Well, I must be goin’; thank yer fur yer trouble, mum.”

			“No trouble, my boy—mind the step.”

			“It is gone. I’ll bring a piece of board round some night and mend it for you, if you like; I’m learn­in’ the car­pen­ter­in’; I kin nearly make a door. Tell yer what, I’ll send the old wo­man round to­night to fix up Ar­vie and lend yer a hand.”

			“No, thank you. I sup­pose your moth­er’s got work and trouble enough; I’ll man­age.”

			“I’ll send her round, any­way; she’s a bit rough, but she’s got a soft giz­zard; an’ there’s noth­in’ she en­joys bet­ter than fix­in’ up a body. Good­bye, mum.”

			“Good­bye, my child.”

			He paused at the door, and said:

			“I’m sorry, mum. Swelp me God! I’m sorry. S’long, an’ thank yer.”

			An awestricken child stood on the step, star­ing at Bill with great brim­ming eyes. He pat­ted it on the head and said:—

			“Keep yer peck­er up, young ’un!”

		
	
		
			In a Wet Season

			It was rain­ing—“gen­er­al rain.”

			The train left Bourke, and then there began the long, long agony of scrub and wire fence, with here and there a nat­ur­al clear­ing, which seemed even more dis­mal than the fu­ner­eal “tim­ber” it­self. The only thing which might seem in keep­ing with one of these soddened flats would be the ghost of a fu­ner­al—a city fu­ner­al with plain hearse and string of cabs—go­ing very slowly across from the scrub on one side to the scrub on the oth­er. Sky like a wet, grey blanket; plains like dead seas, save for the tufts of coarse grass stick­ing up out of the wa­ter; scrub in­des­crib­ably dis­mal—everything damp, dark, and un­speak­ably dreary.

			Some­where along here we saw a swag­man’s camp—a square of calico stretched across a ho­ri­zont­al stick, some rags steam­ing on an­oth­er stick in front of a fire, and two bil­lies to the lee­ward of the blaze. We knew by in­stinct that there was a piece of beef in the lar­ger one. Small, hope­less-look­ing man stand­ing with his back to the fire, with his hands be­hind him, watch­ing the train; also, a damp, sorry-look­ing dingo warm­ing it­self and shiv­er­ing by the fire. The rain had held up for a while. We saw two or three sim­il­ar camps fur­ther on, form­ing a tem­por­ary sub­urb of Byrock.

			The pop­u­la­tion was on the plat­form in old over­coats and damp, soft felt hats; one troop­er in a wa­ter­proof. The pop­u­la­tion looked cheer­fully and pa­tiently dis­mal. The loc­al push had evid­ently turned up to see off some fair en­slavers from the city, who had been up-coun­try for the cheque sea­son, now over. They got in­to an­oth­er car­riage. We were glad when the bell rang.

			The rain re­com­menced. We saw an­oth­er swag­man about a mile on strug­gling away from the town, through mud and wa­ter. He did not seem to have heart enough to both­er about try­ing to avoid the worst mud-holes. There was a low-spir­ited dingo at his heels, whose sole ob­ject in life was seem­ingly to keep his front paws in his mas­ter’s last foot­print. The trav­el­ler’s body was bent well for­ward from the hips up; his long arms—about six inches through his coat sleeves—hung by his sides like the arms of a dummy, with a billy at the end of one and a bag at the end of the oth­er; but his head was thrown back against the top end of the swag, his hat-brim rolled up in front, and we saw a ghastly, beard­less face which turned neither to the right nor the left as the train passed him.

			After a long while we closed our book, and look­ing through the win­dow, saw a hawker’s turnout which was too sor­row­ful for de­scrip­tion.

			We looked out again while the train was go­ing slowly, and saw a team­ster’s camp: three or four wag­ons covered with tar­paul­ins which hung down in the mud all round and sug­ges­ted death. A long, nar­row man, in a long, nar­row, shoddy over­coat and a damp felt hat, was walk­ing quickly along the road past the camp. A sort of cattle-dog glided si­lently and swiftly out from un­der a wag­on, “heeled” the man, and slithered back without ex­plain­ing. Here the scene van­ished.

			We re­mem­ber stop­ping—for an age it seemed—at half a dozen strag­gling shanties on a flat of mud and wa­ter. There was a rot­ten weather­board pub, with a low, drip­ping ver­anda, and three wretchedly for­lorn horses hanging, in the rain, to a post out­side. We saw no more, but we knew that there were sev­er­al apo­lo­gies for men hanging about the rick­ety bar in­side—or round the par­lour fire. Streams of cold, clay-col­oured wa­ter ran in all dir­ec­tions, cut­ting fresh gut­ters, and rais­ing a yeasty froth whenev­er the wa­ter fell a few inches. As we left, we saw a big man in an over­coat rid­ing across a cul­vert; the tails of the coat spread over the horse’s rump, and al­most hid it. In fancy still we saw him—hanging up his weary, hungry little horse in the rain, and swag­ger­ing in­to the bar; and we al­most heard someone say, in a drawl­ing tone: “ ’Ello, Tom! ’Ow are yer pop­pin’ up?”

			The train stopped (for about a year) with­in a mile of the next sta­tion. Truck­ing-yards in the fore­ground, like any oth­er truck­ing-yard along the line; they looked drear­i­er than usu­al, be­cause the rain had darkened the posts and rails. Small plain bey­ond, covered with wa­ter and tufts of grass. The in­ev­it­able, God-for­got­ten “tim­ber,” black in the dis­tance; dull, grey sky and misty rain over all. A small, dark-look­ing flock of sheep was crawl­ing slowly in across the flat from the un­known, with three men on horse­back zig­zag­ging pa­tiently be­hind. The horses just moved—that was all. One man wore an oil­skin, one an old tweed over­coat, and the third had a three-bushel bag over his head and shoulders.

			Had we re­turned an hour later, we should have seen the sheep huddled to­geth­er in a corner of the yard, and the three horses hanging up out­side the loc­al shanty.

			We stayed at Nyn­gan—which place we re­frain from sketch­ing—for a few hours, be­cause the five trucks of cattle of which we were in charge were shunted there, to be taken on by a very sub­sequent goods train. The Gov­ern­ment al­lows one man to every five trucks in a cattle-train. We shall pay our fare next time, even if we have not a shil­ling left over and above. We had haunted loc­al in­flu­ence at Coman­avad­rink for two long, anxious, heart­break­ing weeks ere we got the pass; and we had put up with all the in­dig­nit­ies, the hu­mi­li­ation—in short, had suffered all that poor dev­ils suf­fer whilst be­sieging Loc­al In­flu­ence. We only thought of es­cap­ing from the bush.

			The pass said that we were John Smith, drover, and that we were avail­able for re­turn by or­din­ary pas­sen­ger-train with­in two days, we think—or words in that dir­ec­tion. Which didn’t in­terest us. We might have giv­en the pass away to an un­em­ployed in Or­ange, who wanted to go out back, and who begged for it with tears in his eyes; but we didn’t like to in­jure a poor fool who nev­er in­jured us—who was an en­tire stranger to us. He didn’t know what Out Back meant.

			Loc­al In­flu­ence had giv­en us a kind of note of in­tro­duc­tion to be de­livered to the cattle-agent at the yards that morn­ing; but the agent was not there—only two of his satel­lites, a Cock­ney co­lo­ni­al-ex­per­i­ence man, and a scrub-town clerk, both of whom we kindly ig­nore. We got on without the note, and at Or­ange we amused our­self by read­ing it. It said:

			
				“Dear Old Man—Please send this beg­gar on; and I hope he’ll be landed safely at Or­ange—or—or wherever the cattle go.—Yours, ———”

			

			We had been led to be­lieve that the bul­locks were go­ing to Sydney. We took no fur­ther in­terest in those cattle.

			After Nyn­gan the bush grew dark­er and drear­i­er; and the plains more like ghastly oceans; and here and there the “dom­in­ant note of Aus­trali­an scenery” was ac­cen­tu­ated, as it were, by na­ked, white, ring-barked trees stand­ing in the wa­ter and haunt­ing the ghostly sur­round­ings.

			We spent that night in a pas­sen­ger com­part­ment of a van which had been ori­gin­ally at­tached to old No. 1 en­gine. There was only one damp cush­ion in the whole con­cern. We lent that to a lady who trav­elled for a few hours in the oth­er half of the next com­part­ment. The seats were about nine inches wide and sloped in at a sharp angle to the bare match­board wall, with a bead on the out­er edge; and as the cracks had be­come well caulked with the grease and dirt of gen­er­a­tions, they held sev­er­al gal­lons of wa­ter each. We scuttled one, rolled our­self in a rug, and tried to sleep; but all night long over­coated and com­fortered bush­men would get in, let down all the win­dows, and then get out again at the next sta­tion. Then we would wake up frozen and shut the win­dows.

			We dozed off again, and woke at day­light, and re­cog­nized the ridgy gum-coun­try between Dubbo and Or­ange. It didn’t look any drear­i­er than the coun­try fur­ther west—be­cause it couldn’t. There is scarcely a part of the coun­try out west which looks less in­vit­ing or more hor­rible than any oth­er part.

			The weath­er cleared, and we had sun­light for Or­ange, Ba­thurst, the Blue Moun­tains, and Sydney. They de­serve it; also as much rain as they need.

		
	
		
			“Rats”

			“Why, there’s two of them, and they’re hav­ing a fight! Come on.”

			It seemed a strange place for a fight—that hot, lonely, cot­ton-bush plain. And yet not more than half a mile ahead there were ap­par­ently two men strug­gling to­geth­er on the track.

			The three trav­el­lers post­poned their smoke-ho and hur­ried on. They were shear­ers—a little man and a big man, known re­spect­ively as “Sun­light” and “Macquar­ie,” and a tall, thin, young jack­er­oo whom they called “Milky.”

			“I won­der where the oth­er man sprang from? I didn’t see him be­fore,” said Sun­light.

			“He muster bin lay­in’ down in the bushes,” said Macquar­ie. “They’re goin’ at it prop­er, too. Come on! Hurry up and see the fun!”

			They hur­ried on.

			“It’s a funny-look­in’ feller, the oth­er feller,” panted Milky. “He don’t seem to have no head. Look! he’s down—they’re both down! They must ha’ clinched on the ground. No! they’re up an’ at it again. … Why, good Lord! I think the oth­er’s a wo­man!”

			“My oath! so it is!” yelled Sun­light. “Look! the brute’s got her down again! He’s kickin’ her. Come on, chaps; come on, or he’ll do for her!”

			They dropped swags, wa­ter-bags and all, and raced for­ward; but presently Sun­light, who had the best eyes, slackened his pace and dropped be­hind. His mates glanced back at his face, saw a pe­cu­li­ar ex­pres­sion there, looked ahead again, and then dropped in­to a walk.

			They reached the scene of the trouble, and there stood a little withered old man by the track, with his arms fol­ded close up un­der his chin; he was dressed mostly in calico patches; and half a dozen corks, sus­pen­ded on bits of string from the brim of his hat, dangled be­fore his bleared op­tics to scare away the flies. He was scowl­ing ma­lig­nantly at a stout, dumpy swag which lay in the middle of the track.

			“Well, old Rats, what’s the trouble?” asked Sun­light.

			“Oh, noth­ing, noth­ing,” answered the old man, without look­ing round. “I fell out with my swag, that’s all. He knocked me down, but I’ve settled him.”

			“But look here,” said Sun­light, wink­ing at his mates, “we saw you jump on him when he was down. That ain’t fair, you know.”

			“But you didn’t see it all,” cried Rats, get­ting ex­cited. “He hit me down first! And look here, I’ll fight him again for noth­ing, and you can see fair play.”

			They talked awhile; then Sun­light pro­posed to second the swag, while his mate sup­por­ted the old man, and after some per­sua­sion, Milky agreed, for the sake of the lark, to act as time­keep­er and ref­er­ee.

			Rats entered in­to the spir­it of the thing; he stripped to the waist, and while he was get­ting ready the trav­el­lers pre­ten­ded to bet on the res­ult.

			Macquar­ie took his place be­hind the old man, and Sun­light upen­ded the swag. Rats shaped and danced round; then he rushed, fein­ted, ducked, re­treated, dar­ted in once more, and sud­denly went down like a shot on the broad of his back. No act­or could have done it bet­ter; he went down from that ima­gin­ary blow as if a can­non­ball had struck him in the fore­head.

			Milky called time, and the old man came up, look­ing shaky. How­ever, he got in a tre­mend­ous blow which knocked the swag in­to the bushes.

			Sev­er­al rounds fol­lowed with vary­ing suc­cess.

			The men pre­ten­ded to get more and more ex­cited, and bet­ted freely; and Rats did his best. At last they got tired of the fun, Sun­light let the swag lie after Milky called time, and the jack­ar­oo awar­ded the fight to Rats. They pre­ten­ded to hand over the stakes, and then went back for their swags, while the old man put on his shirt.

			Then he calmed down, car­ried his swag to the side of the track, sat down on it and talked ra­tion­ally about bush mat­ters for a while; but presently he grew si­lent and began to feel his muscles and smile idi­ot­ic­ally.

			“Can you len’ us a bit o’ meat?” said he sud­denly.

			They spared him half a pound; but he said he didn’t want it all, and cut off about an ounce, which he laid on the end of his swag. Then he took the lid off his billy and pro­duced a fish­ing-line. He baited the hook, threw the line across the track, and waited for a bite. Soon he got deeply in­ter­ested in the line, jerked it once or twice, and drew it in rap­idly. The bait had been rubbed off in the grass. The old man re­garded the hook dis­gustedly.

			“Look at that!” he cried. “I had him, only I was in such a hurry. I should ha’ played him a little more.”

			Next time he was more care­ful. He drew the line in war­ily, grabbed an ima­gin­ary fish and laid it down on the grass. Sun­light and Co. were greatly in­ter­ested by this time.

			“Wot yer think o’ that?” asked Rats. “It weighs thirty pound if it weighs an ounce! Wot yer think o’ that for a cod? The hook’s halfway down his blessed gul­let!”

			He caught sev­er­al cod and a bream while they were there, and in­vited them to camp and have tea with him. But they wished to reach a cer­tain shed next day, so—after the an­cient had bor­rowed about a pound of meat for bait—they went on, and left him fish­ing con­ten­tedly.

			But first Sun­light went down in­to his pock­et and came up with half a crown, which he gave to the old man, along with some tuck­er. “You’d best push on to the wa­ter be­fore dark, old chap,” he said, kindly.

			When they turned their heads again, Rats was still fish­ing but when they looked back for the last time be­fore en­ter­ing the tim­ber, he was hav­ing an­oth­er row with his swag; and Sun­light reckoned that the trouble arose out of some lies which the swag had been telling about the big­ger fish it caught.

		
	
		
			Mitchell: A Character Sketch

			It was a very mean sta­tion, and Mitchell thought he had bet­ter go him­self and beard the over­seer for tuck­er. His mates were for wait­ing till the over­seer went out on the run, and then try­ing their luck with the cook; but the self-as­sert­ive and dip­lo­mat­ic Mitchell de­cided to go.

			“Good day,” said Mitchell.

			“Good day,” said the man­ager.

			“It’s hot,” said Mitchell.

			“Yes, it’s hot.”

			“I don’t sup­pose,” said Mitchell; “I don’t sup­pose it’s any use ask­ing you for a job?”

			“Naw.”

			“Well, I won’t ask you,” said Mitchell, “but I don’t sup­pose you want any fen­cing done?”

			“Naw.”

			“Nor bound­ary-rid­ing’?”

			“Naw.”

			“You ain’t likely to want a man to knock round?”

			“Naw.”

			“I thought not. Things are pretty bad just now.”

			“Na—yes—they are.”

			“Ah, well; there’s a lot to be said on the squat­ter’s side as well as the men’s. I sup­pose I can get a bit of ra­tions?”

			“Ye-yes.” (Shortly)—“Wot d’yer want?”

			“Well, let’s see; we want a bit of meat and flour—I think that’s all. Got enough tea and sug­ar to carry us on.”

			“All right. Cook! have you got any meat?”

			“No!”

			To Mitchell: “Can you kill a sheep?”

			“Rather!”

			To the cook: “Give this man a cloth and knife and steel, and let him go up to the yard and kill a sheep.” (To Mitchell) “You can take a forequarter and get a bit of flour.”

			Half an hour later Mitchell came back with the car­cass wrapped in the cloth.

			“Here yer are; here’s your sheep,” he said to the cook. “That’s all right; hang it in there. Did you take a forequarter?”

			“No.”

			“Well, why didn’t you? The boss told you to.”

			“I didn’t want a forequarter. I don’t like it. I took a hindquarter.”

			So he had.

			The cook scratched his head; he seemed to have noth­ing to say. He thought about try­ing to think, per­haps, but gave it best. It was too hot and he was out of prac­tice.

			“Here, fill these up, will you?” said Mitchell. “That’s the tea-bag, and that’s the sug­ar-bag, and that’s the flour-bag.” He had taken them from the front of his shirt.

			“Don’t be frightened to stretch ’em a little, old man. I’ve got two mates to feed.”

			The cook took the bags mech­an­ic­ally and filled them well be­fore he knew what he was do­ing. Mitchell talked all the time.

			“Thank you,” said he—“got a bit of bak­ing-powder?”

			“Ye-yes, here you are.”

			“Thank you. Find it dull here, don’t you?”

			“Well, yes, pretty dull. There’s a bit of cooked beef and some bread and cake there, if you want it!”

			“Thanks,” said Mitchell, sweep­ing the broken victu­als in­to an old pil­low-slip which he car­ried on his per­son for such an emer­gency. “I s’pose you find it dull round here.”

			“Yes, pretty dull.”

			“No one to talk to much?”

			“No, not many.”

			“Tongue gets rusty?”

			“Ye—es, some­times.”

			“Well, so long, and thank yer.”

			“So long,” said the cook (he nearly ad­ded “thank yer”).

			“Well, good day; I’ll see you again.”

			“Good day.”

			Mitchell shouldered his spoil and left.

			The cook scratched his head; he had a chat with the over­seer af­ter­wards, and they agreed that the trav­el­ler was a bit gone.

			But Mitchell’s head wasn’t gone—not much: he was a Sydney jack­er­oo who had been round a bit—that was all.

		
	
		
			The Bush Undertaker

			“Five Bob!”

			The old man shaded his eyes and peered through the dazzling glow of that broil­ing Christ­mas Day. He stood just with­in the door of a slab-and-bark hut situ­ated upon the bank of a bar­ren creek; sheep-yards lay to the right, and a low line of bare, brown ridges formed a suit­able back­ground to the scene.

			“Five Bob!” shouted he again; and a dusty sheep­dog rose wear­ily from the shaded side of the but and looked in­quir­ingly at his mas­ter, who poin­ted to­wards some sheep which were strag­gling from the flock.

			“Fetch ’em back,” he said con­fid­ently.

			The dog went off, and his mas­ter re­turned to the in­teri­or of the hut.

			“We’ll yard ’em early,” he said to him­self; “the su­per won’t know. We’ll yard ’em early, and have the arter­noon to ourselves.”

			“We’ll get din­ner,” he ad­ded, glan­cing at some pots on the fire. “I cud do a bit of dough­boy, an’ that theer bog­gabri’ll eat like tater-mar­rer along of the salt meat.” He moved one of the black buck­ets from the blaze. “I likes to keep it jist on the sizzle,” he said in ex­plan­a­tion to him­self; “hard bil­in’ makes it tough—I’ll keep it jist a-sim­mer­in’.”

			Here his so­li­lo­quy was in­ter­rup­ted by the re­turn of the dog.

			“All right, Five Bob,” said the hat­ter, “din­ner’ll be ready dreckly. Jist keep yer eye on the sheep till I calls yer; keep ’em well roun­ded up, an’ we’ll yard ’em af­ter­wards and have a hol­i­day.”

			This speech was ac­com­pan­ied by a ges­ture evid­ently in­tel­li­gible, for the dog re­tired as though he un­der­stood Eng­lish, and the cook­ing pro­ceeded.

			“I’ll take a pick an’ shovel with me an’ root up that old black fel­low,” mused the shep­herd, evid­ently fol­low­ing up a re­cent train of thought; “I reck­on it’ll do now. I’ll put in the spuds.”

			The last sen­tence re­ferred to the cook­ing, the first to a black fel­low’s grave about which he was curi­ous.

			“The sheep’s a-camp­in’,” said the so­li­lo­quizer, glan­cing through the door. “So me an’ Five Bob’ll be able to get our din­ner in peace. I wish I had just enough fat to make the pan siss; I’d treat my­self to a leather­jack­et; but it took three weeks’ skim­min’ to get enough for them theer dough­boys.”

			In due time the din­ner was dished up; and the old man seated him­self on a block, with the lid of a gin-case across his knees for a table. Five Bob squat­ted op­pos­ite with the live­li­est in­terest and ap­pre­ci­ation de­pic­ted on his in­tel­li­gent coun­ten­ance.

			Din­ner pro­ceeded very quietly, ex­cept when the carv­er paused to ask the dog how some tasty morsel went with him, and Five Bob’s tail de­clared that it went very well in­deed.

			“Here y’are, try this,” cried the old man, toss­ing him a large piece of dough­boy. A click of Five Bob’s jaws and the dough was gone.

			“Clean in­to his liv­er!” said the old man with a faint smile.

			He washed up the tin­ware in the wa­ter the duff had been boiled in, and then, with the as­sist­ance of the dog, yarded the sheep.

			This ac­com­plished, he took a pick and shovel and an old sack, and star­ted out over the ridge, fol­lowed, of course, by his four-legged mate. After tramp­ing some three miles he reached a spur, run­ning out from the main ridge. At the ex­treme end of this, un­der some gum-trees, was a little mound of earth, barely defined in the grass, and in­den­ted in the centre as all black­fel­lows’ graves were.

			He set to work to dig it up, and sure enough, in about half an hour he bot­tomed on pay­able dirt.

			When he had raked up all the bones, he amused him­self by put­ting them to­geth­er on the grass and by spec­u­lat­ing as to wheth­er they had be­longed to black or white, male or fe­male. Fail­ing, how­ever, to ar­rive at any sat­is­fact­ory con­clu­sion, he dus­ted them with great care, put them in the bag, and star­ted for home.

			He took a short­cut this time over the ridge and down a gully which was full of ring-barked trees and long white grass. He had nearly reached its mouth when a great greasy black goanna clambered up a sap­ling from un­der his feet and looked fight­able.

			“Dang the jumpt-up thing!” cried the old man. “It ’gin me a start!”

			At the foot of the sap­ling he es­pied an ob­ject which he at first thought was the blackened car­cass of a sheep, but on closer ex­am­in­a­tion dis­covered to be the body of a man; it lay with its fore­head rest­ing on its hands, dried to a mummy by the in­tense heat of the west­ern sum­mer.

			“Me luck’s in for the day and no mis­take!” said the shep­herd, scratch­ing the back of his head, while he took stock of the re­mains. He picked up a stick and tapped the body on the shoulder; the flesh soun­ded like leath­er. He turned it over on its side; it fell flat on its back like a board, and the shriv­elled eyes seemed to peer up at him from un­der the blackened wrists.

			He stepped back in­vol­un­tar­ily, but, re­cov­er­ing him­self, leant on his stick and took in all the ghastly de­tails.

			There was noth­ing in the blackened fea­tures to tell aught of name or race, but the dress pro­claimed the re­mains to be those of a European. The old man caught sight of a black bottle in the grass, close be­side the corpse. This set him think­ing. Presently he knelt down and ex­amined the soles of the dead man’s blucher boots, and then, rising with an air of con­vic­tion, ex­claimed: “Brummy! by gosh!—bus­ted up at last!

			“I tole yer so, Brummy,” he said im­press­ively, ad­dress­ing the corpse. “I al­lers told yer as how it ’ud be—an’ here y’are, you thun­der­ing jumpt-up cuss-o’-God fool. Yer cud earn more’n any man in the colony, but yer’d lush it all away. I al­lers sed as how it ’ud end, an’ now yer kin see fur y’self.

			“I spect yer was a-com­in’ t’ me t’ get fixt up an’ set straight agin; then yer was a-goin’ to swear off, same as yer ’al­lers did; an’ here y’are, an’ now I ex­pect I’ll have t’ fix yer up for the last time an’ make yer de­cent, for ’twon’t do t’ leave yer alyin’ out here like a dead sheep.”

			He picked up the corked bottle and ex­amined it. To his great sur­prise it was nearly full of rum.

			“Well, this gits me,” ex­claimed the old man; “me luck’s in, this Christ­mas, an’ no mis­take. He must ’a’ got the jams early in his spree, or he wouldn’t be a-mak­ing for me with near a bot­tle­ful left. How­some­nev­er, here goes.”

			Look­ing round, his eyes lit up with sat­is­fac­tion as he saw some bits of bark which had been left by a party of strip­pers who had been get­ting bark there for the sta­tions. He picked up two pieces, one about four and the oth­er six feet long, and each about two feet wide, and brought them over to the body. He laid the longest strip by the side of the corpse, which he pro­ceeded to lift on to it.

			“Come on, Brummy,” he said, in a softer tone than usu­al, “ye ain’t as bad as yer might be, con­sid­er­in’ as it must be three good months since yer slipped yer wind. I spect it was the rum as pre­served yer. It was the death of yer when yer was alive, an’ now yer dead, it pre­serves yer like—like a mummy.”

			Then he placed the oth­er strip on top, with the hol­low side down­wards—thus sand­wich­ing the de­funct between the two pieces—re­moved the saddle-strap, which he wore for a belt, and buckled it round one end, while he tried to think of some­thing with which to tie up the oth­er.

			“I can’t take any more strips off my shirt,” he said, crit­ic­ally ex­amin­ing the skirts of the old blue over­shirt he wore. “I might get a strip or two more off, but it’s short enough already. Let’s see; how long have I been a-wear­in’ of that shirt; oh, I re­mem­ber, I bought it jist two days afore Five Bob was pupped. I can’t af­ford a new shirt jist yet; how­some­nev­er, seein’ it’s Brummy, I’ll jist bor­row a couple more strips and sew ’em on agen when I git home.”

			He upen­ded Brummy, and pla­cing his shoulder against the middle of the lower sheet of bark, lif­ted the corpse to a ho­ri­zont­al po­s­i­tion; then, tak­ing the bag of bones in his hand, he star­ted for home.

			“I ain’t a-spend­in’ sech a dull Christ­mas arter all,” he re­flec­ted, as he plod­ded on; but he had not walked above a hun­dred yards when he saw a black goanna sid­ling in­to the grass.

			“That’s an­oth­er of them theer dang things!” he ex­claimed. “That’s two I’ve seed this morn­in’.”

			Presently he re­marked: “Yer don’t smell none too sweet, Brummy. It must ’a’ been jist about the middle of shear­in’ when yer pegged out. I won­der who got yer last cheque. Shoo! theer’s an­oth­er black goan­ner—theer must be a flock of ’em.”

			He res­ted Brummy on the ground while he had an­oth­er pull at the bottle, and, be­fore go­ing on, packed the bag of bones on his shoulder un­der the body, and he soon stopped again.

			“The thun­der­in’ jumpt-up bones is all skew-whift,” he said. “ ’Ole on, Brummy, an’ I’ll fix ’em”—and he leaned the dead man against a tree while he settled the bones on his shoulder, and took an­oth­er pull at the bottle.

			About a mile fur­ther on he heard a rust­ling in the grass to the right, and, look­ing round, saw an­oth­er goanna glid­ing off side­ways, with its long snaky neck turned to­wards him.

			This puzzled the shep­herd con­sid­er­ably, the strangest part of it be­ing that Five Bob wouldn’t touch the rep­tile, but slunk off with his tail down when ordered to “sick ’em.”

			“Theer’s so­th­in’ com­ic about them theer goan­ners,” said the old man at last. “I’ve seed swarms of grasshop­pers an’ big mobs of kangaroos, but dang me if ever I seed a flock of black go­han­ners afore!”

			On reach­ing the hut the old man dumped the corpse against the wall, wrong end up, and stood scratch­ing his head while he en­deav­oured to col­lect his muddled thoughts; but he had not placed Brummy at the cor­rect angle, and, con­sequently, that in­di­vidu­al fell for­ward and struck him a vi­ol­ent blow on the shoulder with the iron toes of his blucher boots.

			The shock sobered him. He sprang a good yard, in­stinct­ively hitch­ing up his mole­skins in pre­par­a­tion for flight; but a back­ward glance re­vealed to him the true cause of this sup­posed at­tack from the rear. Then he lif­ted the body, stood it on its feet against the chim­ney, and ru­min­ated as to where he should lodge his mate for the night, not no­ti­cing that the short­er sheet of bark had slipped down on the boots and left the face ex­posed.

			“I spect I’ll have ter put yer in­to the chim­ney-trough for the night, Brummy,” said he, turn­ing round to con­front the corpse. “Yer can’t ex­pect me to take yer in­to the hut, though I did it when yer was in a worse state than—Lord!”

			The shep­herd was not pre­pared for the aw­ful scru­tiny that gleamed on him from those empty sock­ets; his nerves re­ceived a shock, and it was some time be­fore he re­covered him­self suf­fi­ciently to speak.

			“Now, look a-here, Brummy,” said he, shak­ing his fin­ger severely at the de­lin­quent, “I don’t want to pick a row with yer; I’d do as much for yer an’ more than any oth­er man, an’ well yer knows it; but if yer starts play­in’ any of yer jumpt-up prank­t­ic­al jokes on me, and a-scar­in’ of me after a-hump­in’ of yer ’ome, by the ’oly frost I’ll kick yer to jim-rags, so I will.”

			This ad­mon­i­tion de­livered, he hois­ted Brummy in­to the chim­ney-trough, and with a last glance to­wards the sheep-yards, he re­tired to his bunk to have, as he said, a snooze.

			He had more than a snooze, how­ever, for when he woke, it was dark, and the bush­man’s in­stinct told him it must be nearly nine o’clock.

			He lit a slush-lamp and poured the re­mainder of the rum in­to a pan­ni­kin; but, just as he was about to lift the draught to his lips, he heard a pe­cu­li­ar rust­ling sound over­head, and put the pot down on the table with a slam that spilled some of the pre­cious li­quor.

			Five Bob whimpered, and the old shep­herd, though used to the weird and dis­mal, as one liv­ing alone in the bush must ne­ces­sar­ily be, felt the icy breath of fear at his heart.

			He reached hast­ily for his old shot­gun, and went out to in­vest­ig­ate. He walked round the but sev­er­al times and ex­amined the roof on all sides, but saw noth­ing. Brummy ap­peared to be in the same po­s­i­tion.

			At last, per­suad­ing him­self that the noise was caused by pos­sums or the wind, the old man went in­side, boiled his billy, and, after com­pos­ing his nerves some­what with a light sup­per and a med­it­at­ive smoke, re­tired for the night. He was aroused sev­er­al times be­fore mid­night by the same mys­ter­i­ous sound over­head, but, though he rose and ex­amined the roof on each oc­ca­sion by the light of the rising moon, he dis­covered noth­ing.

			At last he de­term­ined to sit up and watch un­til day­break, and for this pur­pose took up a po­s­i­tion on a log a short dis­tance from the hut, with his gun laid in read­i­ness across his knee.

			After watch­ing for about an hour, he saw a black ob­ject com­ing over the ridge­pole. He grabbed his gun and fired. The thing dis­ap­peared. He ran round to the oth­er side of the hut, and there was a great black goanna in vi­ol­ent con­vul­sions on the ground.

			Then the old man saw it all. “The thun­der­in’ jumpt-up thing has been a-hav­in’ o’ me,” he ex­claimed. “The same cuss-o’-God wretch has a-follered me ’ome, an’ has been a-hav­in’ its Christ­mas din­ner off of Brummy, an’ a-hauntin’ o’ me in­to the bar­gain, the jumpt-up tinker!”

			As there was no one by whom he could send a mes­sage to the sta­tion, and the old man dared not leave the sheep and go him­self, he de­term­ined to bury the body the next af­ter­noon, re­flect­ing that the au­thor­it­ies could dis­inter it for in­quest if they pleased.

			So he brought the sheep home early and made ar­range­ments for the buri­al by meas­ur­ing the out­er cas­ing of Brummy and dig­ging a hole ac­cord­ing to those di­men­sions.

			“That ’minds me,” he said. “I nev­er rightly knowed Brummy’s re­li­gion, blest if ever I did. How­some­nev­er, there’s one thing sartin—none o’ them theer pi­an­er-fingered par­sons is a-goin’ ter take the trouble ter travel out inter this God-for­got­ten part to hold sar­vice over him, seein’ as how his last cheque’s blued. But, as I’ve got the fun’ral ar­range­ments all in me own hands, I’ll do jestice to it, and see that Brummy has a good com­fort­able bury­in’—and more’s un­possible.”

			“It’s time yer turned in, Brum,” he said, lift­ing the body down.

			He car­ried it to the grave and dropped it in­to one corner like a post. He ar­ranged the bark so as to cov­er the face, and, by means of a piece of clothesline, lowered the body to a ho­ri­zont­al po­s­i­tion. Then he threw in an arm­ful of gum-leaves, and then, very re­luct­antly, took the shovel and dropped in a few shovel­fuls of earth.

			“An’ this is the last of Brummy,” he said, lean­ing on his spade and look­ing away over the tops of the ragged gums on the dis­tant range.

			This re­flec­tion seemed to en­gender a flood of memor­ies, in which the old man be­came ab­sorbed. He leaned heav­ily upon his spade and thought.

			“Arter all,” he mur­mured sadly, “arter all—it were Brummy.”

			“Brummy,” he said at last. “It’s all over now; noth­in’ mat­ters now—noth­in’ didn’t ever mat­ter, nor—nor don’t. You uster say as how it ’ud be all right ter­mor­rer” (pause); “ter­mor­rer’s come, Brummy—come fur you—it ain’t come fur me yet, but—it’s a-com­in’.”

			He threw in some more earth.

			“Yer don’t re­mem­ber, Brummy, an’ mebbe yer don’t want to re­mem­ber—I don’t want to re­mem­ber—but—well, but, yer see that’s where yer got the pull on me.”

			He shov­elled in some more earth and paused again.

			The dog rose, with ears erect, and looked anxiously first at his mas­ter and then in­to the grave.

			“Theer oughter be somethin’ sed,” muttered the old man; “ ’tain’t right to put ’im un­der like a dog. Theer oughter be some sort o’ sarmin.” He sighed heav­ily in the listen­ing si­lence that fol­lowed this re­mark and pro­ceeded with his work. He filled the grave to the brim this time, and fash­ioned the mound care­fully with his spade. Once or twice he muttered the words, “I am the rass­arac­tion.” As he laid the tools quietly aside, and stood at the head of the grave, he was evid­ently try­ing to re­mem­ber the some­thing that ought to be said. He re­moved his hat, placed it care­fully on the grass, held his hands out from his sides and a little to the front, drew a long deep breath, and said with a solem­nity that greatly dis­turbed Five Bob: “Hashes ter hashes, dus ter dus, Brummy—an’—an’ in hopes of a great an’ ger­lori­ous rass­arac­tion!”

			He sat down on a log near by, res­ted his el­bows on his knees and passed his hand wear­ily over his fore­head—but only as one who was tired and felt the heat; and presently he rose, took up the tools, and walked back to the hut.

			And the sun sank again on the grand Aus­trali­an bush—the nurse and tu­tor of ec­cent­ric minds, the home of the weird, and of much that is dif­fer­ent from things in oth­er lands.

		
	
		
			Our Pipes

			The moon rose away out on the edge of a smoky plain, seen through a sort of tun­nel or arch in the fringe of mulga be­hind which we were camped—Jack Mitchell and I. The tim­ber prop­er was just be­hind us, very thick and very dark. The moon looked like a big new cop­per boil­er set on edge on the ho­ri­zon of the plain, with the top turned to­wards us and a lot of old rags and straw burn­ing in­side.

			We had tramped twenty-five miles on a dry stretch on a hot day—swag­men know what that means. We reached the wa­ter about two hours “after dark”—swag­men know what that means. We didn’t sit down at once and rest—we hadn’t res­ted for the last ten miles. We knew that if we sat down we wouldn’t want to get up again in a hurry—that, if we did, our leg-sinews, es­pe­cially those of our calves, would “draw” like red-hot wire’s. You see, we hadn’t been long on the track this time—it was only our third day out. Swag­men will un­der­stand.

			We got the billy boiled first, and some leaves laid down for our beds and the swags rolled out. We thanked the Lord that we had some cooked meat and a few john­ny­cakes left, for we didn’t feel equal to cook­ing. We put the billy of tea and our tuck­er-bags between the heads of our beds, and the pipes and to­bacco in the crown of an old hat, where we could reach them without hav­ing to get up. Then we lay down on our stom­achs and had a feed. We didn’t eat much—we were too tired for that—but we drank a lot of tea. We gave our calves time to tone down a bit; then we lit up and began to an­swer each oth­er. It got to be pretty com­fort­able, so long as we kept those un­for­tu­nate legs of ours straight and didn’t move round much.

			We cursed so­ci­ety be­cause we wer­en’t rich men, and then we felt bet­ter and con­ver­sa­tion drif­ted lazily round vari­ous sub­jects and ended in that of smoking.

			“How came to start smoking?” said Mitchell. “Let’s see.” He re­flec­ted. “I star­ted smoking first when I was about four­teen or fif­teen. I smoked some sort of weed—I for­get the name of it—but it wasn’t to­bacco; and then I smoked ci­gar­ettes—not the ones we get now, for those cost a penny each. Then I reckoned that, if I could smoke those, I could smoke a pipe.”

			He re­flec­ted.

			“We lived in Sydney then—Surry Hills. Those were dif­fer­ent times; the place was nearly all sand. The old folks were alive then, and we were all at home, ex­cept Tom.”

			He re­flec­ted.

			“Ah, well! … Well, one even­ing I was play­ing marbles out in front of our house when a chap we knew gave me his pipe to mind while he went in­to a church-meet­ing. The little church was op­pos­ite—a ‘chapel’ they called it.”

			He re­flec­ted.

			“The pipe was alight. It was a clay pipe and nig­ger­head to­bacco. Moth­er was at work out in the kit­chen at the back, wash­ing up the tea-things, and, when I went in, she said: ‘You’ve been smoking!’

			“Well, I couldn’t deny it—I was too sick to do so, or care much, any­way.

			“ ’Give me that pipe!’ she said.

			“I said I hadn’t got it.

			“ ’Give—me—that—pipe!’ she said.

			“I said I hadn’t got it.

			“ ’Where is it?’ she said.

			“ ’Jim Brown’s got it,’ I said, ‘it’s his.’

			“ ’Then I’ll give it to Jim Brown,’ she said; and she did; though it wasn’t Jim’s fault, for he only gave it to me to mind. I didn’t smoke the pipe so much be­cause I wanted to smoke a pipe just then, as be­cause I had such a great ad­mir­a­tion for Jim.”

			Mitchell re­flec­ted, and took a look at the moon. It had ris­en clear and had got small and cold and pure-look­ing, and had floated away back out amongst the stars.

			“I felt bet­ter to­wards morn­ing, but it didn’t cure me—be­ing sick and nearly dead all night, I mean. I got a clay pipe and to­bacco, and the old lady found it and put it in the stove. Then I got an­oth­er pipe and to­bacco, and she laid for it, and found it out at last; but she didn’t put the to­bacco in the stove this time—she’d got ex­per­i­ence. I don’t know what she did with it. I tried to find it, but couldn’t. I fancy the old man got hold of it, for I saw him with a plug that looked very much like mine.”

			He re­flec­ted.

			“But I wouldn’t be done. I got a cherry pipe. I thought it wouldn’t be so easy to break if she found it. I used to plant the bowl in one place and the stem in an­oth­er be­cause I reckoned that if she found one she mightn’t find the oth­er. It doesn’t look much of an idea now, but it seemed like an in­spir­a­tion then. Kids get rum ideas.”

			He re­flec­ted.

			“Well, one day I was hav­ing a smoke out at the back, when I heard her com­ing, and I pulled out the stem in a hurry and put the bowl be­hind the wa­ter-butt and the stem un­der the house. Moth­er was com­ing round for a dip­per of wa­ter. I got out of her way quick, for I hadn’t time to look in­no­cent; but the bowl of the pipe was hot and she got a whiff of it. She went sniff­ing round, first on one side of the cask and then on the oth­er, un­til she got on the scent and fol­lowed it up and found the bowl. Then I had only the stem left. She looked for that, but she couldn’t scent it. But I couldn’t get much com­fort out of that. Have you got the matches?

			“Then I gave it best for a time and smoked ci­gars. They were the safest and most sat­is­fact­ory un­der the cir­cum­stances, but they cost me two shil­lings a week, and I couldn’t stand it, so I star­ted a pipe again and then moth­er gave in at last. God bless her, and God for­give me, and us all—we de­serve it. She’s been at rest these sev­en­teen long years.”

			Mitchell re­flec­ted.

			“And what did your old man do when he found out that you were smoking?” I asked.

			“The old man?”

			He re­flec­ted.

			“Well, he seemed to bright­en up at first. You see, he was sort of pen­sioned off by moth­er and she kept him pretty well in­side his in­come. … Well, he seemed to sort of bright­en up—liven up—when he found out that I was smoking.”

			“Did he? So did my old man, and he livened me up, too. But what did your old man do—what did he say?”

			“Well,” said Mitchell, very slowly, “about the first thing he did was to ask me for a fill.”

			He re­flec­ted.

			“Ah! many a sol­emn, thought­ful old smoke we had to­geth­er on the quiet—the old man and me.”

			He re­flec­ted.

			“Is your old man dead, Mitchell?” I asked softly. “Long ago—these twelve years,” said Mitchell.

		
	
		
			Coming Across—A Study in the Steerage

			We were delayed for an hour or so in­side Sydney Heads, tak­ing pas­sen­gers from the Oroya, which had just ar­rived from Eng­land and anchored off Wat­son’s Bay. An Ad­elaide boat went along­side the ocean liner, while we dropped an­chor at a re­spect­able dis­tance. This puzzled some of us un­til one of the pas­sen­gers stopped an an­cient mar­iner and in­quired. The sail­or jerked his thumb up­wards, and left. The pas­sen­gers stared aloft till some of them got the lock­jaw in the back of their necks, and then an­oth­er sail­or sug­ges­ted that we had yards to our masts, while the Ad­elaide boat had not.

			It seemed a pity that the new chums for New Zea­l­and didn’t have a chance to see Sydney after com­ing so far and get­ting so near. It struck them that way too. They saw Mel­bourne, which seemed an­oth­er in­justice to the old city. How­ever, noth­ing mat­ters much nowadays, and they might see Sydney in hap­pi­er times.

			They looked like new chums, es­pe­cially the “furst clarsters,” and there were two or three Scots­men among them who looked like Scots, and talked like it too; also an Ir­ish­man. Great Bri­tain and Ire­land do not seem to be learn­ing any­thing fresh about Aus­tralia. We had a yarn with one of these new ar­rivals, and got talk­ing about the banks. It turned out that he was a rad­ic­al. He spat over the side and said:

			“It’s a some­thing shame the way things is car­ried on! Now, look here, a banker can rob hun­dreds of wim­min and chil­dren an’ wid­ders and or­funs, and noth­in’ is done to him; but if a poor man only em­bezzles a shil­ling he gets trans­por­ted to the colon­ies for life.” The it­al­ics are ours, but the words were his.

			We ex­plained to this new chum that trans­port­a­tion was done away with long ago, as far as Aus­tralia was con­cerned, that no more con­victs were sent out here—only men who ought to be; and he seemed sur­prised. He did not call us a li­ar, but he looked as if he thought that we were pre­var­ic­at­ing. We were glad that he didn’t say so, for he was a big­ger man. New chums are gen­er­ally more ro­bust than Aus­trali­ans.

			When we got through the Heads someone poin­ted to the wrong part of the cliff and said:

			“That’s where the Dun­bar was wrecked.”

			Shortly af­ter­wards an­oth­er man poin­ted to an­oth­er wrong part of the cliffs and ob­served in­cid­ent­ally:

			“That’s where the Dun­bar was wrecked.”

			Pretty soon a third man came along and poin­ted to a third wrong part of the cliff, and re­marked cas­u­ally:

			“That’s where the Dun­bar was wrecked.”

			We moved aft and met the fourth mate, who jerked his thumb over his shoulder at the cliffs in gen­er­al, and muttered con­des­cend­ingly:

			“That’s where the Dun­bar was wrecked.”

			It was not long be­fore a wo­man turned round and asked “Was that the place where the Dun­bar was wrecked, please?”

			We said “Yes,” and she said “Lor,” and beckoned to a friend.

			We went for’ard and met an old sail­or, who glared at us, jerked his thumb at the coast and growled:

			“That’s where the Dun­bar went down.”

			Then we went be­low; but we felt a slight re­lief when he said “went down” in­stead of “was wrecked.”

			It is doubt­ful wheth­er a pas­sen­ger boat ever cleared Sydney Heads since the wild night of that fam­ous wreck without someone point­ing to the wrong part of the cliffs, and re­mark­ing:

			“That’s where the Dun­bar was wrecked.”

			The Dun­bar fiend is in­sep­ar­able from Aus­trali­an coast­ing steam­ers.

			

			We trav­elled second-class in the in­terests of journ­al­ism. You get more points for copy in the steer­age. It was a sac­ri­fice; but we hope to profit by it some day.

			There were about fifty male pas­sen­gers, in­clud­ing half a dozen New Zea­l­and shear­ers, two of whom came on board drunk—their re­marks for the first night mainly con­sisted of “gory.” “Gory” is part of the Aus­trali­an lan­guage now—a big part.

			The oth­ers were chiefly trades­men, la­bour­ers, clerks and bag­men, driv­en out of Aus­tralia by the hard times there, and glad, no doubt, to get away. There was a jew­eller on board, of course, and his name was Moses or Co­hen. If it wasn’t it should have been—or Isaacs. His chris­ti­an name was prob­ably Ben­jamin. We called him Jac­obs. He passed away most of his time on board in swap­ping watch lies with the oth­er pas­sen­gers and good-naturedly spoil­ing their Wa­ter­burys.

			One com­mer­cial trav­el­ler shipped with a flower in his but­ton­hole. His girl gave it to him on the wharf, and told him to keep it till it faded, and then press it. She was a bar­maid. She thought he was “go­ing sa­loon,” but he came for­ward as soon as the wharf was out of sight. He gave the flower to the stew­ard­ess, and told us about these things one moon­light night dur­ing the voy­age.

			There was an­oth­er—a well-known Sydney man—whose friends thought he was go­ing sa­loon, and turned up in good force to see him off. He spent his last shil­ling “shout­ing,” and kept up his end of the pathet­ic little farce out of con­sid­er­a­tion for the feel­ings of cer­tain proud fe­male re­l­at­ives, and not be­cause he was “proud”—at least in that way. He stood on a con­spicu­ous part of the sa­loon deck and waved his white handker­chief un­til Miller’s Point came between. Then he came for­ward where he be­longed. But he was proud—bit­terly so. He had a flower too, but he did not give it to the stew­ard­ess. He had it pressed, we think (for we knew him), and per­haps he wears it now over the place where his heart used to be.

			When Aus­tralia was fad­ing from view we shed a tear, which was all we had to shed; at least, we tried to shed a tear, and could not. It is best to be ex­act when you are writ­ing from ex­per­i­ence.

			Just as Aus­tralia was fad­ing from view, someone looked through a glass, and said in a sad, tired kind of voice that he could just see the place where the Dun­bar was wrecked.

			Sev­er­al pas­sen­gers were lean­ing about and say­ing “Europe! E-u-rope!” in ag­on­ized tones. None of them were go­ing to Europe, and the new chums said noth­ing about it. This re­minds us that some people say “Asia! Asia! Ak-kak-Asia!” when some­body spills the pep­per. There was a pep­per-box without a stop­per on the table in our cab­in. The fact soon at­trac­ted at­ten­tion.

			A new chum came along and asked us wheth­er the Maor­is were very bad round Sydney. He’d heard that they were. We told him that we had nev­er had any trouble with them to speak of, and gave him an­oth­er show.

			“Did you ever hear of the wreck of the Dun­bar?” we asked. He said that he nev­er “heerd tell” of it, but he had heerd of the wreck of the Vic­tor­ia.

			We gave him best.

			The first even­ing passed off quietly, ex­cept for the vin­ously-ex­cited shear­ers. They had sworn etern­al friend­ship with a con­vivi­al dude from the sa­loon, and he made a fine spe­ci­men fool of him­self for an hour or so. He nev­er showed his nose for’ard again.

			Now and then a pas­sen­ger would sol­emnly seek the stew­ard and have a beer. The stew­ard drew it out of a small keg which lay on its side on a shelf with a wooden tap stick­ing out of the end of it—out of the end of the keg, we mean. The beer tasted like warm but weak vin­eg­ar, and cost six­pence per small glass. The bag­man told the stew­ard that he could not com­pli­ment him on the qual­ity of his li­quor, but the stew­ard said noth­ing. He did not even seem in­ter­ested—only bored. He had heard the same re­mark of­ten be­fore, no doubt. He was a fat, sol­emn stew­ard—not form­al, but very reti­cent—un­re­spons­ive. He looked like a man who had con­duc­ted a re­li­gious con­ser­vat­ive pa­per once and failed, and had then gone in­to the whole­sale pro­duce line, and failed again, and fi­nally got his present bil­let through the in­flu­ence of his cred­it­ors and two cler­gy­men. He might have been a so­ci­able fel­low, a man about town, even a gay young dog, and a rad­ic­al writer be­fore he was driv­en to ac­cept the ed­it­or­ship of the afore­said peri­od­ic­al. He prob­ably came of a “good Eng­lish fam­ily.” He was now, very likely, either a ri­gid Pres­by­teri­an or an ex­treme free­thinker. He thought a lot, any­way, and looked as if he knew a lot too—too much for words, in fact.

			We took a turn on deck be­fore turn­ing in, and heard two men ar­guing about the way in which the Dun­bar was wrecked.

			The com­mer­cial trav­el­lers, the jew­eller, and one or two new chums who were well provided with cloth­ing un­dressed de­lib­er­ately and re­tired os­ten­ta­tiously in py­ja­mas, but there were oth­ers—men of bet­ter days—who turned in either very early or very late, when the cab­in was quiet, and slipped hur­riedly and furt­ively out of their clothes and between the blankets, as if they were ashamed of the poverty of their un­der­wear. It is well that the Lord can see deep down in­to the hearts of men, for He has to judge them; it is well that the ma­jor­ity of man­kind can­not, be­cause, if they could, the world would be al­to­geth­er too sor­row­ful to live in; and we do not think the an­gels can either, else they would not be happy—if they could and were they would not be an­gels any longer—they would be dev­ils. Study it out on a slate.

			We turned in feel­ing com­fort­ably dis­mal, and al­most wish­ing that we had gone down with the Dun­bar.

			The in­tox­ic­ated shear­ers and the dude kept their con­cert up till a late hour that night—or, rather, a very early hour next morn­ing; and at about mid­night they were re­in­forced by the com­mer­cial trav­el­ler and Moses, the jew­eller, who had been vis­it­ing ac­quaint­ances aft. This push was en­cour­aged by voices from vari­ous bunks, and en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally bar­racked for by a sandy-com­plex­ioned, red­headed comedi­an with twink­ling grey eyes, who oc­cu­pied the berth im­me­di­ately above our own.

			They stood with their backs to the bunks, and their feet braced against the deck, or lurched round, and took friendly pulls from whisky flasks, and chy­acked each oth­er, and laughed, and blowed, and lied like—like Aus­trali­an bush­men; and oc­ca­sion­ally they broke out in­to snatches of song—and as of­ten broke down. Few Eng­lish­men know more than the first verse, or two lines, of even their most pop­u­lar song, and, where el­ev­ated enough to think they can sing, they re­peat the first verse over and over again, with the wrong words, and with a sort of “Ta-ra-ra-rum-ti-toor­al, ta-ra-ra-ra-ra-rum-ti, ta-ra-ra-rum-tum-ti-rum-rum-tum-ti-dee-e-e,” by way of vari­ation.

			Presently—sud­denly, it seemed to our drowsy senses—two of the shear­ers and the bag­man com­menced ar­guing with drunk­en grav­ity and pre­ci­sion about polit­ics, even while a third bush­man was ap­proach­ing the cli­max of an out­back yarn of many ad­ject­ives, of which he him­self was the hero. The scraps of con­ver­sa­tion that we caught were some­what as fol­low. We leave out most of the ad­ject­ives.

			First Voice: “Now, look here. The wo­men will vote for men, not prin­ciples. That’s why I’m against wo­men vot­ing. Now, just mark my—”

			Third Voice (try­ing to fin­ish yarn): “Hold on. Just wait till I tell yer. Well, this bloom­in’ bloke, he says—”

			Second Voice (evid­ently in reply to first): “Prin­ciples you mean, not men. You’re get­ting a bit mixed, old man.” (Smothered chuckle from comedi­an over our head.)

			Third Voice (seem­ing to drift round in search of sym­pathy): “ ’You will!’ sez I. ‘Yes, I will,’ he sez. ‘Oh, you will, will yer?’ I sez; and with that I—”

			Second Voice (ap­par­ently wan­der­ing from both sub­jects) “Blanker has al­ways stuck up for the wor­kin’ man, an’ he’ll get in, you’ll see. Why, he’s a bloom­in’ wor­kin’ man him­self. Me and Blanker—”

			Dis­gus­ted voice from a bunk: “Oh, that’s damn rot! We’ve had enough of lump­ers in par­lia­ment! Horny hands are all right enough, but we don’t want any more blanky horny heads!”

			Third Voice (threat­en­ingly): “Who’s talkin’ about ’orny heads? That pitch is meant for us, ain’t it? Do you mean to say that I’ve got a ’orny head?”

			Here two men com­menced snarling at each oth­er, and there was some talk of punch­ing the causes of the dis­pute re horny heads; but the bag­man in­terfered, a fresh flask was passed round, and some more etern­al friend­ship sworn to.

			We dozed off again, and the next time we were aware of any­thing the com­mer­cial and Moses had dis­ap­peared, the rest were ly­ing or sit­ting in their bunks, and the third shear­er was telling a yarn about an al­leged fight he had at a shed up­coun­try; and per­haps he was telling it for the be­ne­fit of the dis­sat­is­fied in­di­vidu­al who made the in­ju­di­cious re­mark con­cern­ing horny heads.

			“So I said to the boss-over-the-board, ‘you’re a nice sort of a thing,’ I sez. ‘Who are you talkin’ to?’ he says. ‘You, bless yer,’ I says. ‘Now, look here,’ he says, ‘you get your cheque and clear!’ ‘All right,’ I says, ‘you can take that!’ and I hauled off and landed him a beauty un­der the butt of the listen­er. Then the boss came along with two blacklegs, but the boys made a ring, and I laid out the blanks in just five minutes. Then I sez to the boss, ‘That’s the sort of cove I am,’ I sez, ‘an’ now, if you—”

			But just here there came a deep, growl­ing voice—seem­ingly from out of the depths of the fore­hold—any­way, there came a voice, and it said:—

			“For the Lord’s sake give her a rest!”

			

			The stew­ard turned off the elec­tri­city, but there were two lan­terns dimly burn­ing in our part of the steer­age. It was a nar­row com­part­ment run­ning across the width of the boat, and had evid­ently been par­ti­tioned off from the top floor of the hold to meet the emig­ra­tion from Aus­tralia to New Zea­l­and. There were three tiers of bunks, two deep, on the far side, three rows of single bunks on the oth­er, and two at each end of the cab­in, the top ones just un­der the portholes.

			The shear­ers had turned in “all stand­ing;” two of them were ly­ing feet to feet in a couple of out­side lower berths. One lay on his stom­ach with his face turned out­wards, his arm thrown over the side of the bunk, and his knuckles rest­ing on the deck, the oth­er res­ted on the broad of his back with his arm also hanging over the side and his knuckles rest­ing on the floor. And so they slept the sleep of the drunk.

			A fair, girl-faced young Swiss emig­rant oc­cu­pied one of the top berths, with his curly, flax­en head rest­ing close along­side one of the lan­terns that were dimly burn­ing, and an Anglo-for­eign dic­tion­ary in his hand. His mate, or broth­er, who re­sembled him in everything ex­cept that he had dark hair, lay asleep along­side; and in the next berth a long con­sumptive-look­ing new-chum sat in his py­ja­mas, with his legs hanging over the edge, and his hands grasp­ing the side­board, to which, on his right hand, a sort of tin-can ar­range­ment was hooked. He was star­ing in­tently at noth­ing, and seemed to be think­ing very hard.

			We dozed off again, and woke sud­denly to find our eyes wide open, and the young Swiss still study­ing, and the jack­ar­oo still sit­ting in the same po­s­i­tion, but with a kind of wait­ing ex­pres­sion on his face—a sort of ex­pect­ant light in his eyes. Sud­denly he lurched for the can, and after awhile he lay back look­ing like a corpse.

			We slept again, and fi­nally awoke to day­light and the clat­ter of plates. All the bunks were va­cated ex­cept two, which con­tained corpses, ap­par­ently.

			

			Wet decks, and a round, stiff, morn­ing breeze, blow­ing strongly across the deck, abeam, and gust­ily through the open portholes. There was a dull grey sky, and the sea at first sight seemed to be of a dark blue or green, but on closer in­spec­tion it took a dirty slate col­our, with splashes as of in­digo in the hol­lows. There was one of those near, yet faraway ho­ri­zons.

			About two-thirds of the men were on deck, but the wo­men had not shown up yet—nor did they show up un­til to­wards the end of the trip.

			Some of the men were smoking in a sheltered corner, some walk­ing up and down, two or three try­ing to play quoits, one look­ing at the poultry, one stand­ing abaft the purs­er’s cab­in with hands in the pock­ets of his long ragged over­coat, watch­ing the en­gines, and two more—car­penters—were dis­cuss­ing a big ce­dar log, about five feet in dia­met­er, which was lashed on deck along­side the hatch.

			While we were wait­ing for the Oroya some of the ship’s of­ficers came and had a con­sulta­tion over this log and called up part of the crew, who got some more ropes and a chain on to it. It struck us at the time that that log would make a sen­sa­tion if it fetched loose in rough weath­er. But there wasn’t any rough weath­er.

			The fore-cab­in was kept clean; the as­sist­ant stew­ard was good-hu­moured and ob­li­ging; his chief was civil enough to freeze the Nev­er-Nev­er coun­try; but the bill of fare was mono­ton­ous.

			Dur­ing the af­ter­noon a first-sa­loon­er made him­self ob­nox­ious by swell­ing round for’ard. He was a big bull-necked “Brit­ish­er” (that word cov­ers it) with a bloated face, prom­in­ent goose­berry eyes, fore ’n’ aft cap, and long tan shoes. He seemed as if he’d come to see a “zoo,” and was dis­sat­is­fied with it—had a fine con­tempt for it, in fact, be­cause it did not come up to oth­er zo­olo­gic­al gar­dens that he had seen in Lon­don, and on the aw—con­tinong and in the—aw-er—aw—the States, dontch­erknow. The fel­lows reckoned that he ought to be “took down a peg” (dontch­erknow) and the sandy-com­plex­ioned comedi­an said he’d do it. So he stepped softly up to the swell, tapped him lightly on the shoulder, and poin­ted aft—hold­ing his arm out like a pump handle and his fore­finger ri­gid.

			The Brit­ish­er’s face was a study; it was blank at first and then it went all col­ours, and wore, in suc­ces­sion, every pos­sible ex­pres­sion ex­cept a pleas­ant one. He seemed burst­ing with in­dig­na­tion, but he did not speak—could not, per­haps; and, as soon as he could de­tach his feet from the spot to which they had been nailed in the first place by as­ton­ish­ment, he stalked aft. He did not come to see the zoo any more.

			The fel­lows in the fore-cab­in that even­ing were growl­ing about the bad qual­ity of the grub sup­plied.

			The Sydney man said that the roast beef looked and tasted like some­thing scraped off the in­side of a hide; and that the pota­toes had ap­par­ently been plucked be­fore they were ripe, for they were mostly green in­side. He evid­ently meant the last re­mark for a joke.

			Then the shear­er’s vol­cano showed signs of activ­ity. He shif­ted round, spat im­pa­tiently, and said:

			“You chaps don’t know what yer talkin’ about. You want some­thing to grumble about. You should have been out with me last year on the Paroo in Noo South Wales. The meat we got there was so bad that it uster travel!”

			“What?”

			“Yes! travel! take the track! go on the wallaby! The cock­ies over there used to hang the meat up on the branches of the trees, and just shake it whenev­er they wanted to feed the fowls. And the wa­ter was so bad that half a pound of tea in the billy wouldn’t make no im­pres­sion on the col­our—nor the taste. The fur­ther west we went the worse our meat got, till at last we had to carry a dog-chain to chain it up at night. Then it got worse and broke the chain, and then we had to train the blessed dogs to shep­herd it and bring it back. But we fell in with an­oth­er chap with a bad old dog—a down­right know­ing, thiev­ing, old hard-case of a dog; and this dog led our dogs astray—de­mor­al­ized them—cor­rup­ted their mor­als—and so one morn­ing they came home with the bloom­ing meat in­side them, in­stead of out­side—and we had to go hungry for break­fast.”

			“You’d bet­ter turn in, gen­tle­men. I’m go­ing to turn off the light,” said the stew­ard.

			The yarn re­minded the Sydney man of a dog he had, and he star­ted some dog lies.

			“This dog of mine,” he said, “knowed the way in­to the best pub­lic-houses. If I came to a strange town and wanted a good drink, I’d only have to say, ‘Jack, I’m dry,’ and he’d lead me all right. He al­ways knew the side en­trances and private doors after hours, and I—”

			But the yarn did not go very well—it fell flat in fact. Then the com­mer­cial trav­el­ler was taken bad with an an­ec­dote. “That’s noth­ing,” he said, “I had a black bag once that knew the way in­to pub­lic-houses.”

			“A what?”

			“Yes. A black bag. A long black bag like that one I’ve got there in my bunk. I was stay­ing at a board­ing­house in Sydney, and one of us used to go out every night for a couple of bottles of beer, and we car­ried the bottles in the bag; and when we got op­pos­ite the pub the front end of the bag would be­gin to swing round to­wards the door. It was won­der­ful. It was just as if there was a lump of steel in the end of the bag and a mag­net in the bar. We tried it with ever so many people, but it al­ways ac­ted the same. We couldn’t use that bag for any oth­er pur­pose, for if we car­ried it along the street it would make our wrists ache try­ing to go in­to pubs. It twis­ted my wrist one time, and it ain’t got right since—I al­ways feel the pain in dull weath­er. Well, one night we got yarn­ing and didn’t no­tice how the time was go­ing, and for­got to go for the beer till it was nearly too late. We looked for the bag and couldn’t find it—we gen­er­ally kept it un­der a side-table, but it wasn’t there, and be­fore we were done look­ing, el­ev­en o’clock went. We sat down round the fire, feel­ing pretty thirsty, and were just think­ing about turn­ing in when we heard a thump on the table be­hind us. We looked round, and there was that bag with two full bottles of Eng­lish ale in it.

			“Then I re­membered that I’d left a bob in the bot­tom of the bag, and—”

			The stew­ard turned off the elec­tric light.

			There were some hun­dreds of cases of or­anges stacked on deck, and made fast with mat­ting and cord­age to the bul­warks. That night was very dark, and next morn­ing there was a row. The cap­tain said he’d “give any man three months that he caught at those or­anges.”

			“Wot, yer giv­in’ us?” said a shear­er. “We don’t know any­thing about yer bloom­in’ or­anges. … I seen one of the sa­loon pas­sen­gers mooch­in’ round for’ard last night. You’d bet­ter search the sa­loon for your blarsted or­anges, an’ don’t come round tack­lin’ the wrong men.”

			It was not ne­ces­sary to search our quar­ters, for the “off­side” stew­ard was sweep­ing or­ange peel out of the steer­age for three days there­after.

			And that night, just as we were about to fall asleep, a round, good-hu­moured face loomed over the edge of the shelf above and a small, twink­ling, grey eye winked at us. Then a hand came over, gave a jerk, and some­thing fell on our nose. It was an or­ange. We sent a “thank you” up through the boards and com­menced hur­riedly and furt­ively to stow away the or­ange. But the comedi­an had an axe to grind—most people have—wanted to drop his peel along­side our berth; and it made us un­easy be­cause we did not want cir­cum­stan­tial evid­ence ly­ing round us if the cap­tain chanced to come down to in­quire. The next man to us had a barney with the man above him about the same thing. Then the peel was scattered round pretty fairly, or thrown in­to an empty bunk, and no man dared growl lest he should come to be re­garded as a blackleg—a would-be in­form­er.

			The men op­pos­ite the door kept a look out; and two Aus­trali­an jokers sat in the top end berth with their legs hanging over and swinging con­ten­tedly, and the porthole open ready for a swift and easy dis­pos­al of cir­cum­stan­tial evid­ence on the first alarm. They were eat­ing a pine­apple which they had sliced and ex­trac­ted in sec­tions from a crate up on deck. They looked so chummy, and so school-boy­ishly happy and con­ten­ted, that they re­minded us of the days long ago, when we were so high.

			The chaps had talk about those or­anges on deck next day.

			The com­mer­cial trav­el­ler said we had a right to the or­anges, be­cause the com­pany didn’t give us enough to eat. He said that we were already suf­fer­ing from in­suf­fi­cient prop­er nour­ish­ment, and he’d tell the doc­tor so if the doc­tor came on board at Auck­land. Any­way, it was no sin to rob a com­pany.

			“But then,” said our comedi­an, “those or­anges, per­haps, were sent over by a poor, strug­gling or­ange grow­er, with a wife and fam­ily to keep, and he’ll have to bear the loss, and a few bob might make a lot of dif­fer­ence to him. It ain’t right to rob a poor man.”

			This made us feel doubt­ful and mean, and one or two got un­com­fort­able and shif­ted round un­eas­ily. But presently the trav­el­ler came to the res­cue. He said that no doubt the or­anges be­longed to a middle­man, and the middle­man was the curse of the coun­try. We felt bet­ter.

			

			To­wards the end of the trip the wo­men began to turn up. There were five grass wid­ows, and every fe­male of them had a baby. The Aus­trali­an mar­ries young and poor; and, when he can live no longer in his nat­ive land, he sells the fur­niture, buys a steer­age tick­et to New Zea­l­and or West­ern Aus­tralia, and leaves his wife with her re­l­at­ives or friends un­til he earns enough money to send for her. Four of our wo­men were girl-wives, and mostly pretty. One little hand­ful of a thing had a fine baby boy, nearly as big as her­self, and she looked so fra­gile and pale, and pretty and lonely, and had such an ap­peal­ing light in her big shad­owed brown eyes, and such a pathet­ic droop at the corners of her sweet little mouth, that you longed to take her in your manly arms—baby and all—and com­fort her.

			

			The last af­ter­noon on high seas was spent in look­ing through glasses for the Pin­nacles, off North Cape. And, as we neared the land, the com­mer­cial trav­el­ler re­marked that he wouldn’t mind if there was a wreck now—provided we all got saved. “We’d have all our names in the pa­pers,” he said. “Gal­lant con­duct of the pas­sen­gers and crew. Hero­ic res­cue by Mr. So-and-so-climb­ing the cliffs with a girl un­der his arm, and all that sort of thing.”

			The chaps smiled a dole­ful smile, and turned away again to look at the Prom­ised Land. They had had no anxi­ety to speak of for the last two or three days; but now they were again face to face with the cursed ques­tion, “How to make a liv­ing.” They were won­der­ing wheth­er or no they would get work in New Zea­l­and, and feel­ing more doubt­ful about it than when they em­barked.

			Pity we couldn’t go to sea and sail away forever, and nev­er see land any more—or, at least, not till bet­ter and bright­er days—if they ever come.

		
	
		
			The Story of Malachi

			Mala­chi was very tall, very thin, and very round-shouldered, and the sandi­ness of his hair also cried aloud for an ad­ject­ive. All the boys con­sidered Mala­chi the greatest ass on the sta­tion, and there was no doubt that he was a dread­ful fool. He had nev­er been out of his nat­ive bush in all his life, ex­cept­ing once, when he paid a short vis­it to Sydney, and when he re­turned it was evid­ent that his nerves had re­ceived a shak­ing. We failed to draw one word out of Mala­chi re­gard­ing his views on the city—to de­scribe it was not in his power, for it had evid­ently been some­thing far bey­ond his com­pre­hen­sion. Even after his vis­it had be­come a mat­ter of his­tory, if you were to ask him what he thought of Sydney the dazed ex­pres­sion would come back in­to his face, and he would scratch his head and say in a slow and de­lib­er­ate man­ner, “Well, there’s no mis­take, it’s a cau­tion.” And as such the city re­mained, so far as Mala­chi’s opin­ion of it was con­cerned.

			Mala­chi was al­ways shab­bily dressed, in spite of his pound a week and board, and “When Mala­chi gets a new suit of clothes” was the ex­pres­sion in­vari­ably used by the boys to fix a date for some al­to­geth­er im­prob­able event. We were al­ways hav­ing larks with Mala­chi, for we looked upon him as our le­git­im­ate butt. He sel­dom com­plained, and when he did his re­mon­strance hardly ever went bey­ond re­peat­ing the words, “Now, none of your prank­t­ic­al jokes!” If this had not the de­sired ef­fect, and we put up some too out­rageous trick on him, he would con­tent him­self by mut­ter­ing with sor­row­ful con­vic­tion, “Well, there’s no mis­take, it’s a cau­tion.”

			We were not con­tent with com­mon jokes, such as sew­ing up the legs of Mala­chi’s trousers while he slept, fix­ing his bunk, or put­ting ex­plos­ives in his pipe—we as­pired to some of the high­er branches of the prac­tic­al joker’s art. It was well known that Mala­chi had an un­dy­ing hatred for words of four syl­lables and over, and the use of them was al­ways suf­fi­cient to for­feit any good opin­ions he might have pre­vi­ously en­ter­tained con­cern­ing the user. “I hate them high-flown words,” he would say—“I got a book at home that I could get them out of if I wanted them; but I don’t.” The book re­ferred to was a very dilap­id­ated dic­tion­ary. Mala­chi’s hatred for high-flown words was only equalled by his aver­sion to the op­pos­ite sex; and, this be­ing known, we used to write let­ters to him in a fem­in­ine hand, threat­en­ing divers breach of prom­ise ac­tions, and com­posed in the high-flown lan­guage above al­luded to. We used to think this very funny, and by these means we made his life a bur­den to him. Mala­chi put the most im­pli­cit faith in everything we told him; he would take in the most im­prob­able yarn provided we pre­served a grave de­mean­our and used no high-flown ex­pres­sions. He would in­deed some­times re­mark that our yarns were a cau­tion, but that was all.

			We played upon him the most gi­gant­ic joke of all dur­ing the vis­it of a cer­tain brick­lay­er, who came to do some work at the homestead. “Bricky” was a bit of a phren­o­lo­gist, and knew enough of physiognomy and hu­man nature to give a pretty fair de­lin­eation of char­ac­ter. He also went in for spir­it-rap­ping, greatly to the dis­gust of the two an­cient house­keep­ers, who de­clared that they’d have “no dal­ins wid him and his di­vil’s wor­ruk.”

			The brick­lay­er was from the first an ob­ject of awe to Mala­chi, who care­fully avoided him; but one night we got the butt in­to a room where the ar­tis­an was en­ter­tain­ing the boys with a séance. After the table-rap­ping, dur­ing which Mala­chi sat with un­covered head and awe­struck ex­pres­sion, we pro­posed that he should have his bumps read, and be­fore he could make his es­cape Mala­chi was seated in a chair in the middle of the room and the brick­lay­er was run­ning his fin­gers over his head. I really be­lieve that Mala­chi’s hair bristled between the phren­o­lo­gist’s fin­gers. Whenev­er he made a hit his staunch ad­mirer, “Doneg­al,” would ex­claim “Look at that now!” while the girls tittered and said, “Just fancy!” and from time to time Mala­chi would be heard to mut­ter to him­self, in a tone of the most in­tense con­vic­tion, that, “without the least mis­take it was a cau­tion.” Sev­er­al times at his work the next day Mala­chi was ob­served to rest on his spade, while he tilted his hat for­ward with one hand and felt the back of his head as though he had not been pre­vi­ously aware of its ex­ist­ence.

			We “ran” Mala­chi to be­lieve that the brick­lay­er was mad on the sub­ject of phren­o­logy, and was sus­pec­ted of hav­ing killed sev­er­al per­sons in or­der to ob­tain their skulls for ex­per­i­ment­al pur­poses. We fur­ther said that he had been heard to say that Mala­chi’s skull was a most ex­traordin­ary one, and so we ad­vised him to be care­ful.

			Mala­chi oc­cu­pied a hut some dis­tance from the sta­tion, and one night, the last night of the brick­lay­er’s stay, as Mala­chi sat smoking over the fire the door opened quietly and the phren­o­lo­gist entered. He car­ried a bag with a pump­kin in the bot­tom of it, and, sit­ting down on a stool, he let the bag down with a bump on the floor between his feet. Mala­chi was badly scared, but he man­aged to stam­mer out—

			“ ’Ello!”

			“ ’Ello!” said the phren­o­lo­gist.

			There was an em­bar­rass­ing si­lence, which was at last broken by “Bricky” say­ing:—“How are you get­tin’ on, Mala­chi?”

			“Oh, jist right,” replied Mala­chi.

			Noth­ing was said for a while, un­til Mala­chi, after fid­get­ing a good deal on his stool, asked the brick­lay­er when he was leav­ing the sta­tion.

			“Oh, I’m go­ing away in the morn­ing, early,” said he. “I’ve jist been over to Jimmy Now­lett’s camp, and as I was passing I thought I’d call and get your head.”

			“What?”

			“I come for your skull.”

			“Yes,” the phren­o­lo­gist con­tin­ued, while Mala­chi sat hor­ror-stricken; “I’ve got Jimmy Now­lett’s skull here,” and he lif­ted the bag and lov­ingly felt the pump­kin—it must have weighed forty pounds. “I spoilt one of his best bumps with the toma­hawk. I had to hit him twice, but it’s no use cry­ing over spilt milk.” Here he drew a heavy shingling-ham­mer out of the bag and wiped off with his sleeve some­thing that looked like blood. Mala­chi had been edging round for the door, and now he made a rush for it. But the skull-fan­ci­er was there be­fore him.

			“Gor-sake you don’t want to murder me!” gasped Mala­chi.

			“Not if I can get your skull any oth­er way,” said Bricky.

			“Oh!” gasped Mala­chi—and then, with a vague idea that it was best to hu­mour a lun­at­ic, he con­tin­ued, in a tone meant to be off­hand and care­less—“Now, look here, if yer only waits till I die you can have my whole ske­l­ing­ton and wel­come.”

			“Now Mala­chi,” said the phren­o­lo­gist sternly, “d’ye think I’m a fool? I ain’t go­ing to stand any hum­bug. If yer acts sens­ible you’ll be quiet, and it’ll soon be over, but if yer—”

			Mala­chi did not wait to hear the rest. He made a spring for the back of the hut and through it, tak­ing down a large new sheet of stringy-bark in his flight. Then he could be heard loudly ejac­u­lat­ing “It’s a cau­tion!” as he went through the bush like a startled kangaroo, and he didn’t stop till he reached the sta­tion.

			Jimmy Now­lett and I had been peep­ing through a crack in the same sheet of bark that Mala­chi dis­lodged; it fell on us and bruised us some­what, but it wasn’t enough to knock the fun out of the thing.

			When Jimmy Now­lett crawled out from un­der the bark he had to lie down on Mala­chi’s bunk to laugh, and even for some time af­ter­wards it was not un­usu­al for Jimmy to wake up in the’ night and laugh till we wished him dead.

			I should like to fin­ish here, but there re­mains some­thing more to be said about Mala­chi.

			One of the best cows at the homestead had a calf, about which she made a great deal of fuss. She was or­din­ar­ily a quiet, do­cile creature, and, though some­what fussy after calv­ing no one ever dreamed that she would in­jure any­one. It happened one day that the squat­ter’s daugh­ter and her in­ten­ded hus­band, a Sydney ex­quis­ite, were strolling in a pad­dock where the cow was. Wheth­er the cow ob­jec­ted to the mash­er or his lady love’s red para­sol, or wheth­er she sus­pec­ted designs upon her pro­geny, is not cer­tain; any­how, she went for them. The young man saw the cow com­ing first, and he gal­lantly struck a beeline for the fence, leav­ing the girl to man­age for her­self. She wouldn’t have man­aged very well if Mala­chi hadn’t been passing just then. He saw the girl’s danger and ran to in­ter­cept the cow with no weapon but his hands.

			It didn’t last long. There was a roar, a rush, and a cloud of dust, out of which the cow presently emerged, and went scam­per­ing back to the bush in which her calf was hid­den.

			We car­ried Mala­chi home and laid him on a bed. He had a ter­rible wound in the groin, and the blood soaked through the band­ages like wa­ter. We did all that was pos­sible for him, the boys killed the squat­ter’s best horse and spoilt two oth­ers rid­ing for a doc­tor, but it was of no use. In the last half-hour of his life we all gathered round Mala­chi’s bed; he was only twenty-two. Once he said:

			“I won­der how moth­er’ll man­age now?”

			“Why, where’s your moth­er?” someone asked gently; we had nev­er dreamt that Mala­chi might have someone to love him and be proud of him.

			“In Ba­thurst,” he answered wear­ily—“she’ll take on aw­ful, I ’spect, she was aw­ful fond of me—we’ve been pulling to­geth­er this last ten years—moth­er and me—we wanted to make it all right for my little broth­er Jim—poor Jim!”

			“What’s wrong with Jim?” someone asked.

			“Oh, he’s blind,” said Mala­chi—“al­ways was—we wanted to make it all right for him agin time he grows up—I—I man­aged to send home about—about forty pounds a year—we bought a bit of ground, and—and—I think—I’m go­ing now. Tell ’em, Harry—tell ’em how it was—”

			I had to go out­side then. I couldn’t stand it any more. There was a lump in my throat and I’d have giv­en any­thing to wipe out my share in the prac­tic­al jokes, but it was too late now.

			Mala­chi was dead when I went in again, and that night the hat went round with the squat­ter’s cheque in the bot­tom of it and we made it “all right” for Mala­chi’s blind broth­er Jim.

		
	
		
			Two Dogs and a Fence

			“Noth­ing makes a dog mad­der,” said Mitchell, “than to have an­oth­er dog come out­side his fence and sniff and bark at him through the cracks when he can’t get out. The oth­er dog might be an en­tire stranger; he might be an old chum, and he mightn’t bark—only sniff—but it makes no dif­fer­ence to the in­side dog. The in­side dog gen­er­ally starts it, and the out­side dog only loses his tem­per and gets wild be­cause the in­side dog has lost his and got mad and made such a stink­ing fuss about noth­ing at all; and then the out­side dog barks back and makes mat­ters a thou­sand times worse, and the in­side dog foams at the mouth and dashes the foam about, and goes at it like a mil­lion steel traps.

			“I can’t tell why the in­side dog gets so wild about it in the first place, ex­cept, per­haps, be­cause he thinks the out­side dog has taken him at a dis­ad­vant­age and is ‘pok­ing it at him;’ any­way, he gets mad­der the longer it lasts, and at last he gets sav­age enough to snap off his own tail and tear it to bits, be­cause he can’t get out and chew up that oth­er dog; and, if he did get out, he’d kill the oth­er dog, or try to, even if it was his own broth­er.

			“Some­times the out­side dog only smiles and trots off; some­times he barks back good-hu­mouredly; some­times he only just gives a couple of dis­in­ter­ested barks as if he isn’t par­tic­u­lar, but is ex­pec­ted, be­cause of his dig­nity and dog­hood, to say some­thing un­der the cir­cum­stances; and some­times, if the out­side dog is a little dog, he’ll get away from that fence in a hurry on the first sur­prise, or, if he’s a cheeky little dog, he’ll first make sure that the in­side dog can’t get out, and then he’ll have some fun.

			“It’s amus­ing to see a big dog, of the New­found­land kind, sniff­ing along out­side a fence with a broad, good-natured grin on his face all the time the in­side dog is whoop­ing away at the rate of thirty whoops a second, and chok­ing him­self, and cov­er­ing him­self with foam, and dash­ing the spray through the cracks, and jolt­ing and jerking every joint in his body up to the last joint in his tail.

			“Some­times the in­side dog is a little dog, and the smal­ler he is the more row he makes—but then he knows he’s safe. And, some­times, as I said be­fore, the out­side dog is a short-tempered dog who hates a row, and nev­er wants to have a dis­agree­ment with any­body—like a good many peace­ful men, who hate rows, and are al­ways nice and civil and pleas­ant, in a nasty, un­pleas­ant, surly, sneer­ing sort of civil way that makes you want to knock their heads off; men who nev­er start a row, but keep it go­ing, and make it a thou­sand times worse when it’s once star­ted, just be­cause they didn’t start it—and keep on say­ing so, and that the oth­er party did. The short-tempered out­side dog gets wild at the oth­er dog for los­ing his tem­per, and says:

			“ ‘What are you mak­ing such a fuss about? What’s the mat­ter with you, any­way? Hey?’

			“And the in­side dog says:

			“ ‘Who do you think you’re talk­ing to? You ———! I’ll ———’ etc., etc., etc.

			“Then the out­side dog says:

			“ ‘Why, you’re worse than a flam­ing old slut!’

			“Then they go at it, and you can hear them miles off, like a Chinese war—like a hun­dred great guns fir­ing eighty blank cart­ridges a minute, till the out­side dog is just as wild to get in­side and eat the in­side dog as the in­side dog is to get out and dis­em­bowel him. Yet if those same two dogs were to meet cas­u­ally out­side they might get chummy at once, and be the best of friends, and swear ever­last­ing mate­ship, and take each oth­er home.”

		
	
		
			Jones’s Alley

			She lived in Jones’s Al­ley. She cleaned of­fices, washed, and nursed from day­light un­til any time after dark, and filled in her spare time clean­ing her own place (which she al­ways found dirty—in a “beastly filthy state,” she called it—on ac­count of the chil­dren be­ing left in pos­ses­sion all day), cook­ing, and nurs­ing her own sick—for her fam­ily, though small, was so in the two senses of the word, and sickly; one or an­oth­er of the chil­dren was al­ways sick, but not through her fault. She did her own, or rather the fam­ily wash­ing, at home too, when she couldn’t do it by kind per­mis­sion, or sur­repti­tiously in con­nec­tion with that of her em­ploy­ers. She was a hag­gard wo­man. Her second hus­band was sup­posed to be dead, and she, lived in dread of his daily re­sur­rec­tion. Her eld­est son was at large, but, not be­ing yet suf­fi­ciently hardened in misery, she dreaded his get­ting in­to trouble even more than his fre­quent and in­ter­ested ap­pear­ances at home. She could buy off the son for a shil­ling or two and a clean shirt and col­lar, but she couldn’t pur­chase the ab­sence of the fath­er at any price—he claimed what he called his “conzugal rights” as well as his board, lodging, wash­ing and beer. She slaved for her chil­dren, and nag-nag-nagged them ever­last­ingly, wheth­er they were in the right or in the wrong, but they were hardened to it and took small no­tice. She had the spir­it of a bul­lock. Her whole nature was soured. She had those “worse troubles” which she couldn’t tell to any­body, but bad to suf­fer in si­lence.

			She also, in what she called her “spare time,” put new cuffs and col­lar-bands on gen­tle­men’s shirts. The gen­tle­men didn’t live in Jones’s Al­ley—they boarded with a pat­ron­ess of the hag­gard wo­man; they didn’t know their shirts were done there—had they known it, and known Jones’s Al­ley, one or two of them, who were med­ic­al stu­dents, might prob­ably have ob­jec­ted. The land­lady charged them just twice as much for re­pair­ing their shirts as she paid the hag­gard wo­man, who, there­fore, be­ing un­able to buy the cuffs and col­lar-bands ready-made for sew­ing on, had no lack of em­ploy­ment with which to fill in her spare time.

			There­fore, she was a “re­spect­able wo­man,” and was known in Jones’s Al­ley as “Misses” Aspin­all, and called so gen­er­ally, and even by Moth­er Brock, who kept “that place” op­pos­ite. There is im­plied a world of dif­fer­ence between the “Moth­er” and the “Misses,” as ap­plied to mat­rons in Jones’s Al­ley; and this dis­tinc­tion was about the only thing—al­ways ex­cept­ing the ever­last­ing “chil­dren”—that the hag­gard wo­man had left to care about, to take a selfish, nar­row-minded sort of pleas­ure in—if, in­deed, she could yet take pleas­ure, grim or oth­er­wise, in any­thing ex­cept, per­haps, a good cup of tea and time to drink it in.

			Times were hard with Mrs. Aspin­all. Two cop­pers and two half­pence in her purse were three­pence to her now, and the ab­sence of one of the half­pence made a dif­fer­ence to her, es­pe­cially in Paddy’s mar­ket—that elo­quent ad­vert­ise­ment of a young city’s sin and poverty and rot­ten wealth—on Sat­urday night. She coun­ted the cop­pers as anxiously and nervously as a thirsty dead­beat does. And her house was “fall­ing down on her” and her troubles, and she couldn’t get the land­lord to do a “han’stern” to it.

			At last, after per­sist­ent agit­a­tion on her part (but not be­fore a por­tion of the plastered ceil­ing had fallen and severely in­jured one of her chil­dren) the land­lord caused two men to be sent to “ef­fect ne­ces­sary re­pairs” to the three square, dingy, plastered holes—called “three rooms and a kit­chen”—for the priv­ilege of liv­ing in which, and call­ing it “my place,” she paid ten shil­lings a week.

			Pre­vi­ously the agent, as soon as he had re­ceived the rent and signed the re­ceipt, would cut short her re­it­er­ated com­plaints—which he privately called her “clack”—by say­ing that he’d see to it, he’d speak to the land­lord; and, later on, that he had spoken to him, or could do noth­ing more in the mat­ter—that it wasn’t his busi­ness. Neither it was, to do the agent justice. It was his busi­ness to col­lect the rent, and thereby earn the means of pay­ing his own. He had to keep a fam­ily on his own ac­count, by as­sist­ing the Fat Man to keep his at the ex­pense of people—es­pe­cially wid­ows with large fam­il­ies, or wo­men, in the case of Jones’s Al­ley—who couldn’t af­ford it without be­ing half-starved, or run­ning great­er and un­speak­able risks which “so­ci­ety” is not sup­posed to know any­thing about.

			So the agent was right, ac­cord­ing to his lights. The land­lord had re­cently turned out a fam­ily who had oc­cu­pied one of his houses for fif­teen years, be­cause they were six weeks in ar­rears. He let them take their fur­niture, and ex­plained: “I wouldn’t have been so le­ni­ent with them only they were such old ten­ants of mine.” So the land­lord was al­ways in the right ac­cord­ing to his lights.

			But the agent nat­ur­ally wished to earn his liv­ing as peace­fully and as com­fort­ably as pos­sible, so, when the ac­ci­dent oc­curred, he put the mat­ter so per­sist­ently and strongly be­fore the land­lord that he said at last: “Well, tell her to go to White, the con­tract­or, and he’ll send a man to do what’s to be done; and don’t both­er me any more.”

			White had a look at the place, and sent a plaster­er, a car­penter, and a plumb­er. The plaster­er knocked a big­ger hole in the ceil­ing and filled it with mud; the car­penter nailed a board over the hole in the floor; the plumb­er stopped the leak in the kit­chen, and made three new ones in worse places; and their boss sent the bill to Mrs. Aspin­all.

			She went to the con­tract­or’s yard, and ex­plained that the land­lord was re­spons­ible for the debt, not she. The con­tract­or ex­plained that he had seen the land­lord, who re­ferred him to her. She called at the land­lord’s private house, and was re­ferred through a ser­vant to the agent. The agent was sym­path­et­ic, but could do noth­ing in the mat­ter—it wasn’t his busi­ness; he also asked her to put her­self in his place, which she couldn’t, not be­ing any more reas­on­able than such wo­men are in such cases. She let things drift, be­ing power­less to pre­vent them from do­ing so; and the con­tract­or sent an­oth­er bill, then a debt col­lect­or and then an­oth­er bill, then the col­lect­or again, and threatened to take pro­ceed­ings, and fi­nally took them. To make mat­ters worse, she was two weeks in ar­rears with the rent, and the wood-and-coal­man’s man (she had dealt with them for ten years) was push­ing her, as also were her gro­cers, with whom she had dealt for fif­teen years and nev­er owed a penny be­fore.

			She way­laid the land­lord, and he told her shortly that he couldn’t build houses and give them away, and keep them in re­pair af­ter­wards.

			She sought for sym­pathy and found it, but mostly in the wrong places. It was com­fort­ing, but un­prof­it­able. Mrs. Next-door sym­path­ized warmly, and offered to go up as a wit­ness—she had an­oth­er land­lord. The agent sym­path­ized wear­ily, but not in the pres­ence of wit­nesses—he wanted her to put her­self in his place. Moth­er Brock, in­deed, offered prac­tic­al as­sist­ance, which of­fer was re­ceived in breath­lessly in­dig­nant si­lence. It was Moth­er Brock who first came to the as­sist­ance of Mrs. Aspin­all’s child when the plaster ac­ci­dent took place (the moth­er be­ing ab­sent at the time), and when Mrs. Aspin­all heard of it, her in­dig­na­tion cured her of her fright, and she de­clared to Mrs. Next-door that she would give “that wo­man”—mean­ing Moth­er Brock—“in char-rge the in­stant she ever dared to put her foot in­side her (Mrs. A.’s) re­spect­able door­step again. She was a re­spect­able, hon­est, hard­work­ing wo­man, and—” etc., etc.

			Where­at Moth­er Brock laughed good-naturedly. She was a broad-minded bad wo­man, and was right ac­cord­ing to her lights. Poor Mrs. A. was a re­spect­able, hag­gard wo­man, and was right ac­cord­ing to her lights, and to Mrs. Next-door’s, per­fectly so—they be­ing friends—and vice versa. None of them knew, or would have taken in­to con­sid­er­a­tion, the fact that the land­lord had lost all his money in a burst fin­an­cial in­sti­tu­tion, and half his houses in the gen­er­al de­pres­sion, and de­pended for food for his fam­ily on the some­what doubt­ful rents of the re­mainder. So they were all right ac­cord­ing to their dif­fer­ent lights.

			Mrs. Aspin­all even sought sym­pathy of “John,” the Chi­n­a­man (with whom she had dealt for four months only), and got it. He also, in all sim­pli­city, took a hint that wasn’t in­ten­ded. He said: “Al li’. Pay bimeby. Nexy time Fly­day. Me tlust.” Then he de­par­ted with his im­mor­tal­ized smile. It would al­most ap­pear that he was wrong—ac­cord­ing to our idea of Chinese lights.

			Mrs. Aspin­all went to the court—it was a small loc­al court. Mrs. Next-door was aw­fully sorry, but she couldn’t pos­sibly get out that morn­ing. The con­tract­or had the land­lord up as a wit­ness. The land­lord and the P.M. nod­ded pleas­antly to each oth­er, and wished each oth­er good morn­ing. … Ver­dict for plaintiff with costs … Next case! … “You mustn’t take up the time of the court, my good wo­man.” … “Now, con­stable!” … “Ar­der in the court!” … “Now, my good wo­man,” said the po­lice­man in an un­der­tone, “you must go out; there’s an­oth­er case on-come now.” And he steered her—but not un­kindly—through the door.

			“My good wo­man” stood in the crowd out­side, and looked wildly round for a sym­path­et­ic face that ad­vert­ised sym­path­et­ic ears. But oth­ers had their own troubles, and avoided her. She wanted someone to re­lieve her burst­ing heart to; she couldn’t wait till she got home.

			Even “John’s” at­tent­ive ear and mildly idi­ot­ic ex­pres­sion would have been wel­come, but he was gone. He had been in court that morn­ing, and had won a small debt case, and had de­par­ted cheer­fully, un­der the im­pres­sion that he lost it.

			“Y’aw Mrs. Aspin­all, ain’t you?”

			She star­ted, and looked round. He was one of those sharp, blue or grey-eyed, sandy or freckled com­plex­ioned boys-of-the-world whom we meet every­where and at all times, who are al­ways go­ing on to­wards twenty, yet nev­er seem to get clear out of their teens, who know more than most of us have for­got­ten, who un­der­stand hu­man nature in­stinct­ively—per­haps un­con­sciously—and are in­stinct­ively sym­path­et­ic and dip­lo­mat­ic; whose satire is quick, keen, and dan­ger­ous, and whose tact is of­ten su­per­i­or to that of many edu­cated men-of-the-world. Trained from child­hood in the great school of poverty, they are full of the pathos and hu­mour of it.

			“Don’t you re­mem­ber me?”

			“No; can’t say I do. I fancy I’ve seen your face be­fore some­where.”

			“I was at your place when little Ar­vie died. I used to work with him at Grinder Broth­ers’, you know.”

			“Oh, of course I re­mem­ber you! What was I think­ing about? I’ve had such a lot of worry lately that I don’t know wheth­er I’m on my head or my heels. Be­sides, you’ve grown since then, and changed a lot. You’re Billy—Billy—”

			“Billy An­der­son’s my name.”

			“Of course! To be sure! I re­mem­ber you quite well.”

			“How’ve you been get­tin’ on, Mrs. Aspin­all?”

			“Ah! Don’t men­tion it—noth­ing but worry and trouble—noth­ing but worry and trouble. This grind­ing poverty! I’ll nev­er have any­thing else but worry and trouble and misery so long as I live.”

			“Do you live in Jones’s Al­ley yet?”

			“Yes.”

			“Not bin there ever since, have you?”

			“No; I shif­ted away once, but I went back again. I was away nearly two years.”

			“I thought so, be­cause I called to see you there once. Well, I’m goin’ that way now. You goin’ home, Mrs. Aspin­all?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, I’ll go along with you, if you don’t mind.”

			“Thanks. I’d be only too glad of com­pany.”

			“Goin’ to walk, Mrs. Aspin­all?” asked Bill, as the tram stopped in their way.

			“Yes. I can’t af­ford trams now—times are too hard.”

			“Sorry I don’t hap­pen to have no tick­ets on me!”

			“Oh, don’t men­tion it. I’m well used to walk­ing. I’d rather walk than ride.”

			They waited till the tram passed.

			“Some people”—said Bill, re­flect­ively, but with a tinge of in­dig­na­tion in his tone, as they crossed the street—“some people can af­ford to ride in trams.

			“What’s your trouble, Mrs. Aspin­all—if it’s a fair thing to ask?” said Bill, as they turned the corner.

			This was all she wanted, and more; and when, about a mile later, she paused for breath, he drew a long one, gave a short whistle, and said:

			“Well, it’s red-hot!”

			Thus en­cour­aged, she told her story again, and some parts of it for the third and fourth and even fifth time—and it grew longer, as our stor­ies have a pain­ful tend­ency to do when we re­write them with a view to con­dens­a­tion.

			But Bill hero­ic­ally re­peated that it was “red-hot.”

			“And I dealt off the gro­cer for fif­teen years, and the wood-and-coal man for ten, and I lived in that house nine years last East­er Monday and nev­er owed a penny be­fore,” she re­peated for the tenth time.

			“Well, that’s a mis­take,” re­flec­ted Bill. “I nev­er dealt off nobody more’n twice in my life. … I heerd you was mar­ried again, Mrs. Aspin­all—if it’s a right thing to ask?”

			“Wherever did you hear that? I did get mar­ried again—to my sor­row.”

			“Then you ain’t Mrs. Aspin­all—if it’s a fair thing to ask?”

			“Oh, yes! I’m known as Mrs. Aspin­all. They all call me Mrs. Aspin­all.”

			“I un­der­stand. He cleared, didn’t he? Run away?”

			“Well, yes—no—he—”

			“I un­der­stand. He’s s’posed to be dead?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, that’s red-hot! So’s my old man, and I hope he don’t re­sur­rect again.”

			“You see, I mar­ried my second for the sake of my chil­dren.”

			“That’s a great mis­take,” re­flec­ted Bill. “My moth­er mar­ried my step­fath­er for the sake of me, and she’s nev­er been done telling me about it.”

			“In­deed! Did your moth­er get mar­ried again?”

			“Yes. And he left me with a batch of step­sisters and step­broth­ers to look after, as well as moth­er; as if things wasn’t bad enough be­fore. We didn’t want no help to be pinched, and poor, and half-starved. I don’t see where my sake comes in at all.”

			“And how’s your moth­er now?”

			“Oh, she’s all right, thank you. She’s got a hard time of it, but she’s pretty well used to it.”

			“And are you still work­ing at Grinder Broth­ers’?”

			“No. I got tired of slav­in’ there for next to noth­ing. I got sick of my step­fath­er waitin’ out­side for me on pay­day, with a dirty, drunk­en, spiel­er pal of his waitin’ round the corner for him. There wasn’t noth­in’ in it. It got to be too rough al­to­geth­er. … Blast Grinders!”

			“And what are you do­ing now?”

			“Sel­lin’ pa­pers. I’m al­ways try­in’ to get a start in somethin’ else, but I ain’t got no luck. I al­ways come back to, sel­lin’ pa­pers.”

			Then, after a thought, he ad­ded re­flect­ively: “Blast pa­pers!”

			His present am­bi­tion was to drive a cart.

			“I drove a cart twice, and once I rode a butcher’s horse. A bloke worked me out of one bil­let, and I worked my­self out of the oth­er. I didn’t know when I was well off. Then the banks went bust, and my last boss went in­solv­ent, and one of his part­ners went in­to Darlinghurst for sui­cide, and the oth­er went in­to Glades­ville for be­ing mad; and one day the bailiff seized the cart and horse with me in it and a load of tim­ber. So I went home and helped moth­er and the kids to live on one meal a day for six months, and keep the bum-bailiff out. An­oth­er cove had my news­stand.”

			Then, after a thought:

			“Blast re­con­stric­tion!”

			“But you surely can’t make a liv­ing selling news­pa­pers?”

			“No, there’s noth­in’ in it. There’s too many at it. The blessed wo­men spoil it. There’s one got a good stand down in George Street, and she’s got a dozen kids sel­lin’—they can’t be all hers—and then she’s got the hide to come up to my stand and sell in front of me. … What are you thinkin’ about doin’, Mrs. Aspin­all?”

			“I don’t know,” she wailed. “I really don’t know what to do.”

			And there still be­ing some dis­tance to go, she plunged in­to her tale of misery once more, not for­get­ting the length of time she had dealt with her cred­it­ors.

			Bill pushed his hat for­ward and walked along on the edge of the kerb.

			“Can’t you shift? Ain’t you got no people or friends that you can go to for a while?”

			“Oh, yes; there’s my sis­ter-in-law; she’s asked me times without num­ber to come and stay with her till things got bet­ter, and she’s got a hard enough struggle her­self, Lord knows. She asked me again only yes­ter­day.”

			“Well, that ain’t too bad,” re­flec­ted Bill. “Why don’t you go?”

			“Well, you see, if I did they wouldn’t let me take my fur­niture, and she’s got next to none.”

			“Won’t the land­lord let you take your fur­niture?”

			“No, not him! He’s one of the hard­est land­lords in Sydney—the worst I ever had.”

			“That’s red-hot! … I’d take it in spite of him. He can’t do noth­in’.”

			“But I dar­en’t; and even if I did I haven’t got a penny to pay for a van.”

			They neared the al­ley. Bill coun­ted the flag­stones, step­ping from one to an­oth­er over the joints. “Eight­een-nine­teen-twenty-twenty-one!” he coun­ted men­tally, and came to the corner kerbing. Then he turned sud­denly and faced her.

			“I’ll tell you what to do,” he said de­cidedly. “Can you get your things ready by to­night? I know a cove that’s got a cart.”

			“But I dar­en’t. I’m afraid of the land­lord.”

			“The more fool you,” said Bill. “Well, I’m not afraid of him. He can’t do noth­in’. I’m not afraid of a land­lady, and that’s worse. I know the law. He can’t do noth­in’. You just do as I tell you.”

			“I’d want to think over it first, and see my sis­ter-in-law.”

			“Where does your sis­ter-’n-law live?”

			“Not far.”

			“Well, see her, and think over it—you’ve got plenty of time to do it in—and get your things ready by dark. Don’t be frightened. I’ve shif­ted moth­er and an aunt and two mar­ried sis­ters out of worse fixes than yours. I’ll be round after dark, and bring a push to lend a hand. They’re de­cent coves.”

			“But I can’t ex­pect your friend to shift me for noth­ing. I told you I haven’t got a—”

			“Mrs. Aspin­all, I ain’t that sort of a bloke, neither is my chum, and neither is the oth­er fel­lows—’relse they wouldn’t be friends of mine. Will you prom­ise, Mrs. Aspin­all?”

			“I’m afraid—I—I’d like to keep my few things now. I’ve kept them so long. It’s hard to lose my few bits of things—I wouldn’t care so much if I could keep the iron­in’ table.”

			“So you could, by law—it’s ne­ces­sary to your liv­ing, but it would cost more’n the table. Now, don’t be soft, Mrs. Aspin­all. You’ll have the bailiff in any day, and be turned out in the end without a rag. The law knows no ‘ne­ces­sary.’ You want your fur­niture more’n the land­lord does. He can’t do noth­in’. You can trust it all to me. … I know’d Ar­vie. … Will you do it?”

			“Yes, I will.”

			At about eight o’clock that even­ing there came a mys­ter­i­ous knock at Mrs. Aspin­all’s door. She opened, and there stood Bill. His at­ti­tude was busi­ness­like, and his man­ner very im­press­ive. Three oth­er boys stood along by the win­dow, with their backs to the wall, deeply in­ter­ested in the empty­ing of burnt ci­gar­ette-ends in­to a piece of news­pa­per laid in the crown of one of their hats, and a fourth stood a little way along the kerb cas­u­ally rolling a ci­gar­ette, and keep­ing a quiet eye out for sus­pi­cious ap­pear­ances. They were of dif­fer­ent makes and sizes, but there seemed an un­defined sim­il­ar­ity between them.

			“This is my push, Mrs. Aspin­all,” said Bill; “at least,” he ad­ded apo­lo­get­ic­ally, “it’s part of ’em. Here, you chaps, this is Mrs. Aspin­all, what I told you about.”

			They el­bowed the wall back, rubbed their heads with their hats, shuffled round, and seemed to take a va­cant sort of in­terest in ab­stract ob­jects, such as the pave­ment, the gas-lamp, and neigh­bour­ing doors and win­dows.

			“Got the things ready?” asked Bill.

			“Oh, yes.”

			“Got ’em down­stairs?”

			“There’s no up­stairs. The rooms above be­long to the next house.”

			“And a nice house it is,” said Bill, “for rooms to be­long to. I won­der,” he re­flec­ted, cock­ing his eye at the win­dows above; “I won­der how the po­lice man­age to keep an eye on the next house without keep­in’ an eye on yours—but they know.”

			He turned to­wards the street end of the al­ley and gave a low whistle. Out un­der the lamp from be­hind the corner came a long, thin, sham­bling, hump­backed youth, with his hat down over his head like an ex­tin­guish­er, drag­ging a small bony horse, which, in its turn, dragged a rick­ety cart of the tray vari­ety, such as is used in the dead mar­ine trade. Be­hind the cart was tied a mangy re­triev­er. This af­fair was drawn up op­pos­ite the door.

			“The cove with a cart” was in­tro­duced as “Chinny.” He had no chin whatever, not even a re­ced­ing chin. It seemed as though his chin had been cut clean off ho­ri­zont­ally. When he took off his hat he showed to the mild sur­prise of strangers a pair of shrewd grey eyes and a broad high fore­head. Chinny was in the empty bottle line.

			“Now, then, hold up that horse of yours for a minute, Chinny,” said Bill briskly, “ ’relse he’ll fall down and break the shaft again.” (It had already been broken in sev­er­al places and spliced with strips of deal, clothesline, and wire.) “Now, you chaps, fling yourselves about and get the fur­niture out.”

			This was a great re­lief to the push. They ran against each oth­er and the door­post in their eager­ness to be at work. The fur­niture—what Mrs. A. called her “few bits of things”—was car­ried out with elab­or­ate care. The iron­ing table was the main item. It was placed top down in the cart, and the rest of the things went between the legs without bul­ging suf­fi­ciently to cause Chinny any anxi­ety.

			Just then the pick­et gave a low, earn­est whistle, and they were aware of a po­lice­man stand­ing statue-like un­der the lamp on the op­pos­ite corner, and ap­par­ently un­aware of their ex­ist­ence. He was look­ing, sphinx-like, past them to­wards the city.

			“It can’t be helped; we must put on front an’ go on with it now,” said Bill.

			“He’s all right, I think,” said Chinny. “He knows me.”

			“He can’t do noth­in’,” said Bill; “don’t mind him, Mrs. Aspin­all. Now, then (to the push), tie up. Don’t be frightened of the dorg-what are you frightened of? Why! he’d only apo­lo­gize if you trod on his tail.”

			The dog went un­der the cart, and kept his tail care­fully be­hind him.

			The po­lice­man—he was an eld­erly man—stood still, look­ing to­wards the city, and over it, per­haps, and over the sea, to long years agone in Ire­land when he and the boys ducked bailiffs, and res­isted evic­tions with “shticks,” and “riz” some­times, and gathered to­geth­er at the rising of the moon, and did many things con­trary to the peace of Gra­cious Majesty, its laws and con­sti­tu­tions, crown and dig­nity; as a re­ward for which he had helped to pre­serve the said peace for the best years of his life, without pro­mo­tion; for he had a great aver­sion to run­ning in “the boys”—which in­cluded nearly all man­kind—and pre­ferred to keep, and was most suc­cess­ful in keep­ing, the peace with no oth­er as­sist­ance than that of his own rich fath­erly brogue.

			Bill took charge of two of the chil­dren; Mrs. Aspin­all car­ried the young­est.

			“Go ahead, Chinny,” said Bill.

			Chinny shambled for­ward, side­ways, drag­ging the horse, with one long, bony, short-sleeved arm stretched out be­hind hold­ing the rope reins; the horse stumbled out of the gut­ter, and the cart seemed to pause a mo­ment, as if un­de­cided wheth­er to fol­low or not, and then, with many rick­ety com­plaints, moved slowly and pain­fully up on to the level out of the gut­ter. The dog rose with a long, weary, mangy sigh, but with a lazy sort of cal­cu­la­tion, be­fore his rope (which was short) grew taut—which was good judg­ment on his part, for his neck was sore; and his feet be­ing tender, he felt his way care­fully and pain­fully over the met­al, as if he feared that at any step he might spring some treach­er­ous, air-trig­ger trap-door which would drop and hang him.

			“Nit, you chaps,” said Bill, “and wait for me.” The push rubbed its head with its hat, said “Good night, Mrs. Ash­pen­nel,” and was ab­sent, spook-like.

			When the fu­ner­al reached the street, the lonely “trap” was, some­how, two blocks away in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion, mov­ing very slowly, and very up­right, and very straight, like an auto­maton.

		
	
		
			“Brummy Usen”

			We caught up with an old swag­man cross­ing the plain, and tramped along with him till we came to good shade to have a smoke in. We had got yarn­ing about men get­ting lost in the bush or go­ing away and be­ing re­por­ted dead.

			“Yes,” said the old whaler, as he dropped his swag in the shade, sat down on it, and felt for his smoking tackle, “there’s scarcely an old bush­man alive—or dead, for the mat­ter of that—who hasn’t been dead a few times in his life—or re­por­ted dead, which amounts to the same thing for a while. In my time there was as many live men in the bush who was sup­posed to be dead as there was dead men who was sup­posed to be alive—though it’s the oth­er way about now—what with so many jack­ar­oos tramp­ing about out back and get­ting lost in the dry coun­try that they don’t know any­thing about, and dy­ing with­in a few yards of wa­ter some­times. But even now, whenev­er I hear that an old bush mate of mine is dead, I don’t fret about it or put a black band round my hat, be­cause I know he’ll be pretty sure to turn up some­times, pretty bad with the booze, and want to bor­row half a crown.

			“I’ve been dead a few times my­self, and found out af­ter­wards that my friends was so sorry about it, and that I was such a good sort of a chap after all, when I was dead that—that I was sorry I didn’t stop dead. You see, I was one of them chaps that’s bet­ter treated by their friends and bet­ter thought of when—when they’re dead.

			“Ah, well! Nev­er mind. … Talk­ing of killing bush­men be­fore their time re­minds me of some cases I knew. They mostly happened among the west­ern spurs of the ranges. There was a bul­lock-driver named Billy Now­lett. He had a small se­lec­tion, where he kept his fam­ily, and used to carry from the rail­way ter­minus to the sta­tions up­coun­try. One time he went up with a load and was not heard of for such a long time that his mis­sus got mighty un­easy; and then she got a let­ter from a pub­lic­an up Coo­namble way to say that Billy was dead. Someone wrote, for the wid­ow, to ask about the wag­on and the bul­locks, but the shanty-keep­er wrote that Billy had drunk them be­fore he died, and that he’d also to say that he’d drunk the money he got for the car­ry­ing; and the pub­lic­an en­closed a five-pound note for the wid­ow—which was con­sidered very kind of him.

			“Well, the wid­ow struggled along and man­aged without her hus­band just the same as she had al­ways struggled along and man­aged with him—a little bet­ter, per­haps. An old dig­ger used to drop in of even­ings and sit by the wid­ow’s fire, and yarn, and sym­path­ize, and smoke, and think; and just as he began to yarn a lot less, and smoke and think a lot more, Billy Now­lett him­self turned up with a load of ra­tions for a sheep sta­tion. He’d been down by the oth­er road, and the let­ter he’d wrote to his mis­sus had gone astray. Billy wasn’t sur­prised to hear that he was dead—he’d been killed be­fore—but he was sur­prised about the five quid.

			“You see, it must have been an­oth­er bul­lock-driver that died. There was an old shanty-keep­er up Coo­namble way, so Billy said, that used to al­ways mis­take him for an­oth­er bul­locky and mis­take the oth­er bul­locky for him—couldn’t tell the one from the oth­er no way—and he used to have bills against Billy that the oth­er bul­lock-driver’d run up, and bills against the oth­er that Billy’d run up, and gen­er­ally got things mixed up in vari­ous ways, till Billy wished that one of ’em was dead. And the fun­ni­est part of the busi­ness was that Billy wasn’t no more like the oth­er man than chalk is like cheese. You’ll of­ten drop across some col­our-blind old codger that can’t tell the dif­fer­ence between two people that ain’t got a bit of like­ness between ’em.

			“Then there was young Joe Swal­low. He was found dead un­der a burned-down tree in Dead Man’s Gully—‘dead past all re­cog­ni­tion,’ they said—and he was bur­ied there, and by and by his ghost began to haunt the gully: at least, all the schoolkids seen it, and there was scarcely a grownup per­son who didn’t know an­oth­er per­son who’d seen the ghost—and the oth­er per­son was al­ways a sober chap that wouldn’t both­er about telling a lie. But just as the ghost was be­gin­ning to settle down to work in the gully, Joe him­self turned up, and then the folks began to reck­on that it was an­oth­er man was killed there, and that the ghost be­longed to the oth­er man; and some of them began to re­col­lect that they’d thought all along that the ghost wasn’t Joe’s ghost—even when they thought that it was really Joe that was killed there.

			“Then, again, there was the case of Brummy Usen—Hughis­on I think they spelled it—the bushranger; he was shot by old Mr. S——, of E——, while try­ing to stick the old gen­tle­man up. There’s some­thing about it in a book called Rob­bery Un­der Arms, though the names is all altered—and some oth­er time I’ll tell you all about the dig­ging of the body up for the in­quest and bury­ing it again. This Brummy used to work for a pub­lic­an in a saw­mill that the pub­lic­an had; and this pub­lic­an and his daugh­ter iden­ti­fied the body by a wo­man hold­ing up a branch tat­tooed on the right arm. I’ll tell you all about that an­oth­er time. This girl re­membered how she used to watch this tat­tooed wo­man go­ing up and down on Brummy’s arm when he was work­ing in the saw-pit—go­ing up and down and up and down, like this, while Brummy was work­ing his end of the saw. So the bushranger was in­ques­ted and jus­ti­fi­able-hom­icided as Brummy Usen, and bur­ied again in his dust and blood stains and mon­key-jack­et.

			“All the same it wasn’t him; for the real Brummy turned up later on; but he couldn’t make the people be­lieve he wasn’t dead. They was mostly Eng­lish coun­try people from Kent and York­shire and those places; and the most self-opin­ion­ated and ob­stin­ate people that ever lived when they got a thing in­to their heads; and they got it in­to their heads that Brummy Usen was shot while try­ing to bail up old Mr. S—— and was dead and bur­ied.

			“But the wife of the pub­lic­an that had the saw-pit knew him; he went to her, and she re­cog­nized him at once; she’d got it in­to her head from the first that it wasn’t Brummy that was shot, and she stuck to it—she was just as self-opin­ion­ated as the neigh­bours, and many a barney she had with them about it. She would ar­gue about it till the day she died, and then she said with her dy­ing breath: ‘It wasn’t Brummy Usen.’ No more it was—he was a dif­fer­ent kind of man; he hadn’t spunk enough to be a bushranger, and it was a bet­ter man that was bur­ied for him; it was a dif­fer­ent kind of wo­man, hold­ing up a dif­fer­ent kind of branch, that was tat­tooed on Brummy’s arm. But, you see, Brummy’d al­ways kept him­self pretty much to him­self, and no one knew him very well; and, be­sides, most of them were pretty drunk at the in­quest—ex­cept the girl, and she was too scared to know what she was say­ing—they had to be so be­cause the corpse was in such a bad state.

			“Well, Brummy hung around for a time, and tried to prove that he wasn’t an im­post­or, but no one wouldn’t be­lieve him. He wanted to get some wages that was ow­ing to him.

			“He tried the po­lice, but they were just as ob­stin­ate as the rest; and, be­side, they had their dig­nity to hold up. ‘If I ain’t Brummy,’ he’d say, ‘who are I?’ But they answered that he knew best. So he did.

			“At last he said that it didn’t mat­ter much, any road; and so he went away—Lord knows where—to be­gin life again, I s’pose.”

			The trav­el­ler smoked awhile re­flect­ively; then he quietly rolled up his right sleeve and scratched his arm.

			And on that arm we saw the tat­tooed fig­ure of a wo­man, hold­ing up a branch.

			We tramped on by his side again to­wards the sta­tion-think­ing very hard and not feel­ing very com­fort­able.

			He must have been an aw­ful old li­ar, now we come to think of it.

		
	
		
			Bogg of Geebung

			At the loc­al po­lice court, where the sub­ject of this sketch turned up peri­od­ic­ally amongst the drunks, he had “James” pre­fixed to his name for the sake of con­veni­ence and as a mat­ter of form pre­vi­ous to his be­ing fined forty shil­lings (which he nev­er paid) and sen­tenced to “a month hard” (which he con­trived to make as soft as pos­sible). The loc­al lar­rikins called him “Grog,” a very ap­pro­pri­ate name, all things con­sidered; but to the Gee­bung Times he was known un­til the day of his death as “a well-known char­ac­ter named Bogg.” The an­ti­pathy of the loc­al pa­per might have been ac­coun­ted for by the fact that Bogg strayed in­to the of­fice one day in a muddled con­di­tion dur­ing the ab­sence of the staff at lunch and cor­rec­ted a re­vise proof of the next week’s lead­er, pla­cing brack­eted “query” and “see proof” marks op­pos­ite the ed­it­or’s most flowery peri­ods and quo­ta­tions, and leav­ing on the mar­gin some gen­er­al ad­vice to the print­ers to “space bet­ter,” etc. He also cor­rec­ted a Lat­in quo­ta­tion or two, and ad­ded a few ideas of his own in good French.

			But no one, with the ex­cep­tion of the ed­it­or of the Times, ever dreamed that there was any­thing out of the com­mon in the shaggy, un­kempt head upon which poor Bogg used to “do his little time,” un­til a young Eng­lish doc­tor came to prac­tise at Gee­bung. One night the doc­tor and the man­ager of the loc­al bank and one or two oth­ers wandered in­to the bar of the Dig­gers’ Arms, where Bogg sat in a dark corner mum­bling to him­self as usu­al and spill­ing half his beer on the table and floor. Presently some drunk­en ut­ter­ances reached the doc­tor’s ear, and he turned round in a sur­prised man­ner and looked at Bogg. The drunk­ard con­tin­ued to mut­ter for some time, and then broke out in­to some­thing like the fag-end of a song. The doc­tor walked over to the table at which Bogg was sit­ting, and, seat­ing him­self on the far corner, re­garded the drunk­ard at­tent­ively for some minutes; but the lat­ter’s voice ceased, his head fell slowly on his fol­ded arms, and all be­came si­lent ex­cept the drip, drip of the over­turned beer fall­ing from the table to the form and from the form to the floor.

			The doc­tor rose and walked back to his friends with a graver face.

			“You seem in­ter­ested in Bogg,” said the bank man­ager.

			“Yes,” said the doc­tor.

			“What was he mum­bling about?”

			“Oh, that was a pas­sage from Homer.”

			“What?”

			The doc­tor re­peated his an­swer.

			“Then do you mean to say he un­der­stands Greek?”

			“Yes,” said the doc­tor, sadly; “he is, or must have been, a clas­sic­al schol­ar.”

			The man­ager took time to di­gest this, and then asked:

			“What was the song?”

			“Oh, that was an old song we used to sing at the Dub­lin Uni­ver­sity,” said the doc­tor.

			

			Dur­ing his sober days Bogg used to fos­sick about among the old mul­lock heaps, or split pal­ings in the bush, and just man­aged to keep out of debt. Strange to say, in spite of his drunk­en habits, his cred­it was as good as that of any man in the town. He was very un­so­ci­able, sel­dom speak­ing, wheth­er drunk or sober; but a weary, hard-up sun­down­er was al­ways pretty cer­tain to get a meal and a shake­down at Bogg’s lonely but among the mul­lock heaps. It happened one dark night that a little push of loc­al lar­rikins, hav­ing noth­ing bet­ter to amuse them, wen­ded their way through the old mul­lock heaps in the dir­ec­tion of the lonely little bark hut, with the ob­ject of play­ing off an elab­or­ately planned ghost joke on Bogg. Pri­or to com­men­cing op­er­a­tions, the lead­er of the jokers put his eye to a crack in the bark to re­con­noitre. He didn’t see much, but what he did see seemed to in­terest him, for he kept his eye there till his mates grew im­pa­tient. Bogg sat in front of his rough little table with his el­bows on the same, and his hands sup­port­ing his fore­head. Be­fore him on the table lay a few art­icles such as lady nov­el­ists and po­ets use in their work, and such as bit­ter cyn­ics of­ten wear secretly next their bit­ter, cyn­ic­al hearts.

			There was the usu­al faded let­ter, a por­trait of a girl, some­thing that looked like a pressed flower, and, of course, a lock of hair. Presently Bogg fol­ded his arms over these things, and his face sank lower and lower, till noth­ing was vis­ible to the un­sus­pec­ted watch­er ex­cept the drunk­ard’s rough, shaggy hair; rough­er and wilder look­ing in the un­cer­tain light of the slush-lamp.

			The lar­rikin turned away, and beckoned his com­rades to fol­low him.

			“Wot is it?” asked one, when they had gone some dis­tance. The lead­er said, “We’re a-goin’ ter let ’im alone; that’s wot it is.”

			There was some de­mur at this, and an ex­plan­a­tion was de­man­ded; but the boss bully un­buttoned his coat, and spat on his hands, and said:

			“We’re a-goin’ ter let Bogg alone; that’s wot it is.”

			So they went away and let Bogg alone that night.

			

			A few days later the fol­low­ing para­graph ap­peared in the Gee­bung Times:—“A well-known char­ac­ter named Bogg was found drowned in the river on Sunday last, his hat and coat be­ing found on the bank. At a late hour on Sat­urday night a mem­ber of our staff saw a man walk­ing slowly along the river bank, but it was too dark to identi­fy the per­son.”

			We sup­pose it was Bogg whom the Times re­por­ted, but of course we can­not be sure. The chances are that it was Bogg. It was pretty evid­ent that he had com­mit­ted sui­cide, and be­ing “a well-known char­ac­ter,” no doubt he had reas­ons for his rash act. Per­haps he was walk­ing by him­self in the dark along the river bank, and think­ing of those reas­ons when the Times man saw him. Strange to say, the world knows least about the lives and sor­rows of “well-known char­ac­ters” of this kind, no mat­ter what their names might be, and—well, there is no reas­on why we should bore a read­er, or waste any more space over a well-known char­ac­ter named Bogg.

		
	
		
			She Wouldn’t Speak

			Well, we reached the pub about din­ner­time, dropped our swags out­side, had a drink, and then went in­to the din­in’-room. There was a lot of jack­ar­oo swells, that had been on a vis­it to the squat­ter, or some­thing, and they were sit­tin’ down at din­ner; and they seemed to think by their looks that we ought to have stayed out­side and waited till they were done—we was only two rough shear­ers, you know. There was a very good-look­ing ser­vant girl waitin’ on ’em, and she was all smiles—laugh­in’, and jokin’, and chy­ackin’, and bar­ri­ckin’ with ’em like any­thing.

			I thought a damp ex­pres­sion seemed to pass across her face when me and my mate sat down, but she served us and said noth­ing—we was only two dusty swag­gies, you see. Dave said “Good day” to her when we came in, but she didn’t an­swer; and I could see from the first that she’d made up her mind not to speak to us.

			The swells fin­ished, and got up and went out, leav­ing me and Dave and the ser­vant girl alone in the room; but she didn’t open her mouth—not once. Dave winked at her once or twice as she handed his cup, but it wasn’t no go. Dave was a good-look­in’ chap, too; but we couldn’t get her to say a word—not one.

			We fin­ished the first blanky course, and, while she was get­tin’ our pud­din’ from the side table, Dave says to me in a loud whis­per, so’s she could hear: “Ain’t she a stun­ner, Joe! I nev­er thought there was sich fine girls on the Darlin’!”

			But no; she wouldn’t speak.

			Then Dave says: “They pitch a blanky lot about them New Englan’ gals; but I’ll back the Darlin’ girls to lick ’em holler as far’s looks is con­cerned,” says Dave.

			But no; she wouldn’t speak. She wouldn’t even smile. Dave didn’t say noth­ing for awhile, and then he said: “Did you hear about that red­headed bar­maid at Stiffn­er’s goin’ to be mar­ried to the bank man­ager at Bourke next month, Joe?” says Dave.

			But no, not a single word out of her; she didn’t even look up, or look as if she wanted to speak.

			Dave scratched his ear and went on with his pud­din’ for awhile. Then he said: “Joe, did you hear that yarn about young Scotty and old whatchis­name’s mis­sus?”

			“Yes,” I says; “but I think it was the daugh­ter, not the wife, and young Scotty,” I says.

			But it wasn’t no go; that girl wouldn’t speak.

			Dave shut up for a good while, but presently I says to Dave “I see that them hoops is com­in’ in again, Dave. The pa­per says that this here Lady Duff had one on when she landed.”

			“Yes, I heard about it,” says Dave. “I’d like to see my wife in one, but I s’pose a wo­man must wear what all the rest does.”

			And do you think that girl would speak? Not a blanky word.

			We fin­ished our second pud­din’ and fourth cup of tea, and I was just get­tin’ up when Dave catches holt on my arm, like that, and pulls me down in­to my chair again.

			“ ’Old on,” whis­pers Dave; “I’m goin’ to make that blanky gal speak.”

			“You won’t,” I says.

			“Bet you a five-pound note,” says Dave.

			“All right,” I says.

			So I sits down again, and Dave whistles to the girl, and he passes along his cup and mine. She filled ’em at once, without a word, and we got out­side our fifth cup of tea each. Then Dave jingled his spoon, and passed both cups along again. She put some hot wa­ter in the pot this time, and, after we’d drunk an­oth­er couple of cups, Dave muttered somethin’ about drown­in’ the miller.

			“We want tea, not warm wa­ter,” he growled, look­in’ sulky and passin’ along both cups again.

			But she nev­er opened her mouth; she wouldn’t speak. She didn’t even, look cross. She made a fresh pot of tea, and filled our cups again. She didn’t even slam the cups down, or swamp the tea over in­to the sau­cers—which would have been quite nat­ur­al, con­sid­er­in’.

			“I’m about done,” I said to Dave in a low whis­per. “We’ll have to give it up, I’m afraid, Dave,” I says.

			“I’ll make her speak, or bust my­self,” says Dave.

			And I’m blest if he didn’t go on till I was so blanky full of tea that it brimmed over and run out the corners of my mouth; and Dave was near as bad. At last I couldn’t drink an­oth­er tea­spoon­ful without hold­ing back my head, and then I couldn’t keep it down, but had to let it run back in­to the blanky cup again. The girl began to clear away at the oth­er end of the table, and now and then she’d lay her hand on the teapot and squint round to see if we wanted any more tea. But she nev­er spoke. She might have thought a lot—but she nev­er opened her lips.

			I tell you, without a word of a lie, that we must have drunk about a dozen cups each. We made her fill the teapot twice, and kept her waitin’ nearly an hour, but we couldn’t make her say a word. She nev­er said a single word to us from the time we came in till the time we went out, nor be­fore nor after. She’d made up her mind from the first not to speak to us.

			We had to get up and leave our cups half full at last. We went out and sat down on our swags in the shade against the wall, and smoked and gave that tea time to settle, and then we got on to the track again.

		
	
		
			
				The Geological Spieler

				
					There’s noth­ing so in­ter­est­ing as Geo­logy, even to com­mon and ig­nor­ant people, es­pe­cially when you have a bank or the side of a cut­ting, stud­ded with fossil fish and things and oysters that were stale when Adam was fresh to il­lus­trate by.

					Re­mark made by Steel­man, pro­fes­sion­al wan­der­er, to his pal and pu­pil, Smith
				

			
			The first man that Steel­man and Smith came up to on the last em­bank­ment, where they struck the new rail­way line, was a heavy, gloomy, la­bour­ing man with bow­yangs on and straps round his wrists. Steel­man bade him the time of day and had a few words with him over the weath­er. The man of mul­lock gave it as his opin­ion that the fine weath­er wouldn’t last, and seemed to take a gloomy kind of pleas­ure in that re­flec­tion; he said there was more rain down yon­der, point­ing to the south­east, than the moon could swal­low up—the moon was in its first quarter, dur­ing which time it is pop­ularly be­lieved in some parts of Maor­i­land that the south­east­er is most likely to be out on the wallaby and the weath­er bad. Steel­man re­garded that quarter of the sky with an ex­pres­sion of gentle re­mon­strance mingled as it were with a sort of fath­erly in­dul­gence, agreed mildly with the la­bour­ing man, and seemed lost for a mo­ment in a rev­er­ie from which he roused him­self to in­quire cau­tiously after the boss. There was no boss, it was a co­oper­at­ive party. That chap stand­ing over there by the dray in the end of the cut­ting was their spokes­man—their rep­res­ent­at­ive: they called him boss, but that was only his nick­name in camp. Steel­man ex­pressed his thanks and moved on to­wards the cut­ting, fol­lowed re­spect­fully by Smith.

			Steel­man wore a snuff-col­oured sac suit, a wide-awake hat, a pair of pro­fes­sion­al-look­ing spec­tacles, and a sci­entif­ic ex­pres­sion; there was a cler­ic­al at­mo­sphere about him, strengthened, how­ever, by an air as of un­con­scious dig­nity and su­peri­or­ity, born of in­tel­lect and know­ledge. He car­ried a black bag, which was an in­dis­pens­able art­icle in his pro­fes­sion in more senses than one. Smith was de­cently dressed in sober tweed and looked like a man of no ac­count, who was mech­an­ic­ally de­voted to his em­ploy­er’s in­terests, pleas­ures, or whims.

			The boss was a de­cent-look­ing young fel­low, with a good face—rather sol­emn—and a quiet man­ner.

			“Good day, sir,” said Steel­man.

			“Good day, sir,” said the boss.

			“Nice weath­er this.”

			“Yes, it is, but I’m afraid it won’t last.”

			“I am afraid it will not by the look of the sky down there,” ven­tured Steel­man.

			“No, I go mostly by the look of our weath­er proph­et,” said the boss with a quiet smile, in­dic­at­ing the gloomy man.

			“I sup­pose bad weath­er would put you back in your work?”

			“Yes, it will; we didn’t want any bad weath­er just now.”

			Steel­man got the weath­er ques­tion sat­is­fact­or­ily settled; then he said:

			“You seem to be get­ting on with the rail­way.”

			“Oh yes, we are about over the worst of it.”

			“The worst of it?” echoed Steel­man, with mild sur­prise: “I should have thought you were just com­ing in­to it,” and he poin­ted to the ridge ahead.

			“Oh, our sec­tion doesn’t go any fur­ther than that pole you see stick­ing up yon­der. We had the worst of it back there across the swamps—work­ing up to our waists in wa­ter most of the time, in mid­winter too—and at eight­een­pence a yard.”

			“That was bad.”

			“Yes, rather rough. Did you come from the ter­minus?”

			“Yes, I sent my bag­gage on in the brake.”

			“Com­mer­cial trav­el­ler, I sup­pose?” asked the boss, glan­cing at Smith, who stood a little to the rear of Steel­man, seem­ing in­ter­ested in the work.

			“Oh no,” said Steel­man, smil­ing—“I am—well—I’m a geo­lo­gist; this is my man here,” in­dic­at­ing Smith. “(You may put down the bag, James, and have a smoke.) My name is Stone­leigh—you might have heard of it.”

			The boss said, “Oh,” and then presently he ad­ded “in­deed,” in an un­de­cided tone.

			There was a pause—em­bar­rassed on the part of the boss—he was si­lent not know­ing what to say. Mean­while Steel­man stud­ied his man and con­cluded that he would do.

			“Hav­ing a look at the coun­try, I sup­pose?” asked the boss presently.

			“Yes,” said Steel­man; then after a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion: “I am trav­el­ling for my own amuse­ment and im­prove­ment, and also in the in­terest of sci­ence, which amounts to the same thing. I am a mem­ber of the Roy­al Geo­lo­gic­al So­ci­ety—vice-pres­id­ent in fact of a lead­ing Aus­trali­an branch;” and then, as if con­scious that he had ap­peared guilty of egot­ism, he shif­ted the sub­ject a bit. “Yes. Very in­ter­est­ing coun­try this—very in­ter­est­ing in­deed. I should like to make a stay here for a day or so. Your work opens right in­to my hands. I can­not re­mem­ber see­ing a geo­lo­gic­al form­a­tion which in­ter­ested me so much. Look at the face of that cut­ting, for in­stance. Why! you can al­most read the his­tory of the geo­lo­gic­al world from yes­ter­day—this morn­ing as it were—be­gin­ning with the su­per-sur­face on top and go­ing right down through the dif­fer­ent lay­ers and stratas—through the van­ished ages—right down and back to the pre­his­tor­ic­al—to the very primev­al or fun­da­ment­al geo­lo­gic­al form­a­tions!” And Steel­man stud­ied the face of the cut­ting as if he could read it like a book, with every lay­er or strat­um a chapter, and every streak a note of ex­plan­a­tion. The boss seemed to be get­ting in­ter­ested, and Steel­man gained con­fid­ence and pro­ceeded to identi­fy and clas­si­fy the dif­fer­ent “stratas and lay­ers,” and fix their ages, and de­scribe the con­di­tions and polit­ics of man in their dif­fer­ent times, for the boss’s be­ne­fit.

			“Now,” con­tin­ued Steel­man, turn­ing slowly from the cut­ting, re­mov­ing his glasses, and let­ting his thought­ful eyes wander cas­u­ally over the gen­er­al scenery—“now the first im­pres­sion that this coun­try would leave on an or­din­ary in­tel­li­gent mind—though maybe un­con­sciously, would be as of a new coun­try—new in a geo­lo­gic­al sense; with patches of an older geo­lo­gic­al and ve­get­able form­a­tion crop­ping out here and there; as for in­stance that clump of dead trees on that clear al­lu­vi­al slope there, that out­crop of lime­stone, or that tim­ber yon­der,” and he in­dic­ated a dead forest which seemed alive and green be­cause of the para­sites. “But the coun­try is old—old; per­haps the old­est geo­lo­gic­al form­a­tion in the world is to be seen here, the old­est ve­get­able form­a­tion in Aus­tralasia. I am not us­ing the words old and new in an or­din­ary sense, you un­der­stand, but in a geo­lo­gic­al sense.”

			The boss said, “I un­der­stand,” and that geo­logy must be a very in­ter­est­ing study.

			Steel­man ran his eye med­it­at­ively over the cut­ting again, and turn­ing to Smith said:

			“Go up there, James, and fetch me a spe­ci­men of that slaty out­crop you see there—just above the co­ev­al strata.”

			It was a stiff climb and slip­pery, but Smith had to do it, and he did it.

			“This,” said Steel­man, break­ing the rot­ten piece between his fin­gers, “be­longs prob­ably to an older geo­lo­gic­al peri­od than its po­s­i­tion would in­dic­ate—a prim­it­ive sand­stone level per­haps. Its po­s­i­tion on that lay­er is no doubt due to vol­can­ic up­heavals—such dis­turb­ances, or rather the res­ults of such dis­turb­ances, have been and are the cause of the greatest trouble to geo­lo­gists—end­less er­rors and con­tro­versy. You see we must study the coun­try, not as it ap­pears now, but as it would ap­pear had the nat­ur­al geo­lo­gic­al growth been left to ma­ture un­dis­turbed; we must re­store and re­con­struct such dis­or­gan­ized por­tions of the min­er­al king­dom, if you un­der­stand me.”

			The boss said he un­der­stood.

			Steel­man found an op­por­tun­ity to wink sharply and severely at Smith, who had been care­less enough to al­low his fea­tures to re­lapse in­to a va­cant grin.

			“It is gen­er­ally known even amongst the ig­nor­ant that rock grows—grows from the out­side—but the rock here, a spe­ci­men of which I hold in my hand, is now in the pro­cess of de­com­pos­i­tion; to be plain it is rot­ting—in an ad­vanced stage of de­com­pos­i­tion—so much so that you are not able to identi­fy it with any geo­lo­gic­al peri­od or form­a­tion, even as you may not be able to identi­fy any oth­er ex­tremely de­com­posed body.”

			The boss blinked and knit­ted his brow, but had the pres­ence of mind to say: “Just so.”

			“Had the rock on that cut­ting been healthy—been alive, as it were—you would have had your work cut out; but it is dead and has been dead for ages per­haps. You find less trouble in work­ing it than you would or­din­ary clay or sand, or even gravel, which form­a­tions to­geth­er are really rock in em­bryo—be­fore birth as it were.”

			The boss’s brow cleared.

			“The coun­try round here is simply rot­ting down—simply rot­ting down.”

			He re­moved his spec­tacles, wiped them, and wiped his face; then his at­ten­tion seemed to be at­trac­ted by some stones at his feet. He picked one up and ex­amined it.

			“I shouldn’t won­der,” he mused, ab­sently, “I shouldn’t won­der if there is al­lu­vi­al gold in some of these creeks and gul­lies, per­haps tin or even sil­ver, quite prob­ably an­ti­mony.”

			The boss seemed in­ter­ested.

			“Can you tell me if there is any place in this neigh­bour­hood where I could get ac­com­mod­a­tion for my­self and my ser­vant for a day or two?” asked Steel­man presently. “I should very much like to break my jour­ney here.”

			“Well, no,” said the boss. “I can’t say I do—I don’t know of any place near­er than Pahi­atua, and that’s sev­en miles from here.”

			“I know that,” said Steel­man re­flect­ively, “but I fully ex­pec­ted to have found a house of ac­com­mod­a­tion of some sort on the way, else I would have gone on in the van.’

			“Well,” said the boss. “If you like to camp with us for to night, at least, and don’t mind rough­ing it, you’ll be wel­come, I’m sure.”

			“If I was sure that I would not be put­ting you to any trouble, or in­ter­fer­ing in any way with your do­mest­ic eco­nomy—”

			“No trouble at all,” in­ter­rup­ted the boss. “The boys will be only too glad, and there’s an empty whare where you can sleep. Bet­ter stay. It’s go­ing to be a rough night.”

			After tea Steel­man en­ter­tained the boss and a few of the more thought­ful mem­bers of the party with short chatty lec­tures on geo­logy and oth­er sub­jects.

			In the mean­time Smith, in an­oth­er part of the camp, gave se­lec­tions on a tin whistle, sang a song or two, con­trib­uted, in his turn, to the sail­or yarns, and en­sured his pop­ular­ity for sev­er­al nights at least. After sev­er­al draughts of some­thing that was poured out of a demi­john in­to a pint-pot, his tongue be­came loosened, and he ex­pressed an opin­ion that geo­logy was all bosh, and said if he had half his em­ploy­er’s money he’d be dashed if he would go root­ing round in the mud like a blessed old anteat­er; he also ir­rev­er­ently re­ferred to his learned boss as “Old Rocks” over there. He had a pretty easy bil­let of it though, he said, tak­ing it all round, when the weath­er was fine; he got a couple of notes a week and all ex­penses paid, and the money was sure; he was only re­quired to look after the lug­gage and ar­range for ac­com­mod­a­tion, grub out a chunk of rock now and then, and (what per­haps was the most irk­some of his du­ties) he had to ap­pear in­ter­ested in old rocks and clay.

			To­wards mid­night Steel­man and Smith re­tired to the un­oc­cu­pied whare which had been shown them, Smith car­ry­ing a bundle of bags, blankets, and rugs, which had been placed at their dis­pos­al by their good-natured hosts. Smith lit a candle and pro­ceeded to make the beds. Steel­man sat down, re­moved his specs and sci­entif­ic ex­pres­sion, placed the glasses care­fully on a ledge close at hand, took a book from his bag, and com­menced to read. The volume was a cheap copy of Ju­les Verne’s Jour­ney to the Centre of the Earth. A little later there was a knock at the door. Steel­man hast­ily re­sumed the spec­tacles, to­geth­er with the sci­entif­ic ex­pres­sion, took a note­book from his pock­et, opened it on the table, and said, “Come in.” One of the chaps ap­peared with a billy of hot cof­fee, two pint-pots, and some cake. He said he thought you chaps might like a drop of cof­fee be­fore you turned in, and the boys had for­got to ask you to wait for it down in the camp. He also wanted to know wheth­er Mr. Stone­leigh and his man would be all right and quite com­fort­able for the night, and wheth­er they had blankets enough. There was some wood at the back of the whare and they could light a fire if they liked.

			Mr. Stone­leigh ex­pressed his thanks and his ap­pre­ci­ation of the kind­ness shown him and his ser­vant. He was ex­tremely sorry to give them any trouble.

			The navvy, a ser­i­ous man, who re­spec­ted geni­us or in­tel­lect in any shape or form, said that it was no trouble at all, the camp was very dull and the boys were al­ways glad to have someone come round. Then, after a brief com­par­is­on of opin­ions con­cern­ing the prob­able dur­a­tion of the weath­er which had ar­rived, they bade each oth­er good night, and the dark­ness swal­lowed the ser­i­ous man.

			Steel­man turned in­to the top bunk on one side and Smith took the lower on the oth­er. Steel­man had the candle by his bunk, as usu­al; he lit his pipe for a fi­nal puff be­fore go­ing to sleep, and held the light up for a mo­ment so as to give Smith the full be­ne­fit of a sol­emn, un­com­prom­ising wink. The wink was si­lently ap­plauded and du­ti­fully re­turned by Smith. Then Steel­man blew out the light, lay back, and puffed at his pipe for a while. Presently he chuckled, and the chuckle was echoed by Smith; by and by Steel­man chuckled once more, and then Smith chuckled again. There was si­lence in the dark­ness, and after a bit Smith chuckled twice. Then Steel­man said:

			“For God’s sake give her a rest, Smith, and give a man a show to get some sleep.”

			Then the si­lence in the dark­ness re­mained un­broken.

			The in­vit­a­tion was ex­ten­ded next day, and Steel­man sent Smith on to see that his bag­gage was safe. Smith stayed out of sight for two or three hours, and then re­turned and re­por­ted all well.

			They stayed on for sev­er­al days. After break­fast and when the men were go­ing to work Steel­man and Smith would go out along the line with the black bag and poke round amongst the “lay­ers and stratas” in sight of the works for a while, as an evid­ence of good faith; then they’d drift off cas­u­ally in­to the bush, camp in a re­tired and sheltered spot, and light a fire when the weath­er was cold, and Steel­man would lie on the grass and read and smoke and lay plans for the fu­ture and im­prove Smith’s mind un­til they reckoned it was about din­ner­time. And in the even­ing they would come home with the black bag full of stones and bits of rock, and Steel­man would lec­ture on those min­er­als after tea.

			On about the fourth morn­ing Steel­man had a yarn with one of the men go­ing to work. He was a lanky young fel­low with a sandy com­plex­ion, and seem­ingly harm­less grin. In Aus­tralia he might have been re­garded as a “cove” rather than a “chap,” but there was noth­ing of the “bloke” about him. Presently the cove said:

			“What do you think of the boss, Mr. Stone­leigh? He seems to have taken a great fancy for you, and he’s fair gone on geo­logy.”

			“I think he is a very de­cent fel­low in­deed, a very in­tel­li­gent young man. He seems very well read and well in­formed.”

			“You wouldn’t think he was a Uni­ver­sity man,” said the cove.

			“No, in­deed! Is he?”

			“Yes. I thought you knew!”

			Steel­man knit­ted his brows. He seemed slightly dis­turbed for the mo­ment. He walked on a few paces in si­lence and thought hard.

			“What might have been his spe­cial line?” he asked the cove.

			“Why, some­thing the same as yours. I thought you knew. He was reckoned the best—what do you call it?—the best min­ro­lo­gist in the coun­try. He had a first-class bil­let in the Mines De­part­ment, but he lost it—you know—the booze.”

			“I think we will be mak­ing a move, Smith,” said Steel­man, later on, when they were private. “There’s a little too much in­tel­lect in this camp to suit me. But we haven’t done so bad, any­way. We’ve had three days’ good board and lodging with en­ter­tain­ments and re­fresh­ments thrown in.” Then he said to him­self: “We’ll stay for an­oth­er day any­way. If those beg­gars are hav­ing a lark with us, we’re get­ting the worth of it any­way, and I’m not thin-skinned. They’re the mugs and not us, any­how it goes, and I can take them down be­fore I leave.”

			But on the way home he had a talk with an­oth­er man whom we might set down as a “chap.”

			“I wouldn’t have thought the boss was a col­lege man,” said Steel­man to the chap.

			“A what?”

			“A Uni­ver­sity man—Uni­ver­sity edu­ca­tion.”

			“Why! Who’s been telling you that?”

			“One of your mates.”

			“Oh, he’s been get­ting at you. Why, it’s all the boss can do to write his own name. Now that lanky sandy cove with the birth­mark grin—it’s him that’s had the col­lege edu­ca­tion.”

			“I think we’ll make a start to­mor­row,” said Steel­man to Smith in the pri­vacy of their where. “There’s too much hu­mour and lev­ity in this camp to suit a ser­i­ous sci­entif­ic gen­tle­man like my­self.”

		
	
		
			Macquarie’s Mate

			The chaps in the bar of Stiffn­er’s shanty were talk­ing about Macquar­ie, an ab­sent shear­er—who seemed, from their con­ver­sa­tion, to be bet­ter known than liked by them.

			“I ain’t seen Macquar­ie for ever so long,” re­marked Box-o’-Tricks, after a pause. “Won­der where he could ’a’ got to?”

			“Gaol, p’r’aps—or hell,” growled Bar­coo. “He ain’t much loss, any road.”

			“My oath, yer right, Bar­coo!” in­ter­posed “Sally” Thompson. “But, now I come to think of it, Old Aw­ful Ex­ample there was a mate of his one time. Bless’d if the old soak­er ain’t com­in’ to life again!”

			A shaky, rag-and-dirt-covered frame­work of a big man rose un­cer­tainly from a corner of the room, and, stag­ger­ing for­ward, brushed the star­ing thatch back from his fore­head with one hand, reached blindly for the edge of the bar with the oth­er, and drooped heav­ily.

			“Well, Aw­ful Ex­ample,” de­man­ded the shanty-keep­er. “What’s up with you now?”

			The drunk­ard lif­ted his head and glared wildly round with blood­shot eyes.

			“Don’t you—don’t you talk about him! Drop it, I say! Drop it!”

			“What the dev­il’s the mat­ter with you now, any­way?” growled the bar­man. “Got ’em again? Hey?”

			“Don’t you—don’t you talk about Macquar­ie! He’s a mate of mine! Here! Gimme a drink!”

			“Well, what if he is a mate of yours?” sneered Bar­coo. “It don’t re­flec’ much cred­it on you—nor him neither.”

			The lo­gic con­tained in the last three words was un­answer­able, and Aw­ful Ex­ample was still fairly reas­on­able, even when rum oozed out of him at every pore. He gripped the edge of the bar with both hands, let his ruined head fall for­ward un­til it was on a level with his tem­por­ar­ily ri­gid arms, and stared blindly at the dirty floor; then he straightened him­self up, still keep­ing his hold on the bar.

			“Some of you chaps,” he said husk­ily; “one of you chaps, in this bar today, called Macquar­ie a scoun­drel, and a loafer, and a black­guard, and—and a sneak and a li­ar.”

			“Well, what if we did?” said Bar­coo, de­fi­antly. “He’s all that, and a cheat in­to the bar­gain. And now, what are you go­ing to do about it?”

			The old man swung side­ways to the bar, res­ted his el­bow on it, and his head on his hand.

			“Macquar­ie wasn’t a sneak and he wasn’t a li­ar,” he said, in a quiet, tired tone; “and Macquar­ie wasn’t a cheat!”

			“Well, old man, you needn’t get your rag out about it,” said Sally Thompson, sooth­ingly. “P’r’aps we was a bit too hard on him; and it isn’t al­to­geth­er right, chaps, con­sid­er­in’ he’s not here. But, then, you know, Aw­ful, he might have ac­ted straight to you that was his mate. The mean­est blank—if he is a man at all—will do that.”

			“Oh, to blazes with the old sot!” shouted Bar­coo. “I gave my opin­ion about Macquar­ie, and, what’s more, I’ll stand to it.”

			“I’ve got—I’ve got a point for the de­fence,” the old man went on, without heed­ing the in­ter­rup­tions. “I’ve got a point or two for the de­fence.”

			“Well, let’s have it,” said Stiffn­er.

			“In the first place—in the first place, Macquar­ie nev­er talked about no man be­hind his back.”

			There was an un­easy move­ment, and a pain­ful si­lence. Bar­coo reached for his drink and drank slowly; he needed time to think—Box-o’-Tricks stud­ied his boots—Sally Thompson looked out at the weath­er—the shanty-keep­er wiped the top of the bar very hard—and the rest shif­ted round and “s’posed they’d try a game er cards.”

			Bar­coo set his glass down very softly, pock­eted his hands deeply and de­fi­antly, and said:

			“Well, what of that? Macquar­ie was as strong as a bull, and the greatest bully on the river in­to the bar­gain. He could call a man a li­ar to his face—and smash his face af­ter­wards. And he did it of­ten, too, and with smal­ler men than him­self.”

			There was a breath of re­lief in the bar.

			“Do you want to make out that I’m talk­ing about a man be­hind his back?” con­tin­ued Bar­coo, threat­en­ingly, to Aw­ful Ex­ample. “You’d best take care, old man.”

			“Macquar­ie wasn’t a cow­ard,” re­mon­strated the drunk­ard, softly, but in an in­jured tone.

			“What’s up with you, any­way?” yelled the pub­lic­an. “What yer growl­ing at? D’ye want a row? Get out if yer can’t be agree­able!”

			The booz­er swung his back to the bar, hooked him­self on by his el­bows, and looked va­cantly out of the door.

			“I’ve got—an­oth­er point for the de­fence,” he muttered. “It’s al­ways best—it’s al­ways best to keep the last point to—the last.”

			“Oh, Lord! Well, out with it! Out with it!”

			“Macquar­ie’s dead! That—that’s what it is!”

			Every­one moved un­eas­ily: Sally Thompson turned the oth­er side to the bar, crossed one leg be­hind the oth­er, and looked down over his hip at the sole and heel of his elast­ic-side—the bar­man rinsed the glasses vig­or­ously—Long­bones shuffled and dealt on the top of a cask, and some of the oth­ers gathered round him and got in­ter­ested—Bar­coo thought he heard his horse break­ing away, and went out to see to it, fol­lowed by Box-o’-Tricks and a couple more, who thought that it might be one of their horses.

			Someone—a tall, gaunt, de­term­ined-look­ing bush­man, with square fea­tures and hag­gard grey eyes—had rid­den in un­noticed through the scrub to the back of the shanty and dis­moun­ted by the win­dow.

			When Bar­coo and the oth­ers re-entered the bar it soon be­came evid­ent that Sally Thompson had been think­ing, for presently he came to the gen­er­al res­cue as fol­lows:—

			“There’s a blessed lot of tommyrot about dead people in this world—a lot of damned old-wo­man non­sense. There’s more sym­pathy wasted over dead and rot­ten skunks than there is justice done to straight, hon­est-liv­in’ chaps. I don’t b’lieve in this gory sen­ti­ment about the dead at the ex­pense of the liv­ing. I b’lieve in justice for the liv­in’—and the dead too, for that mat­ter—but justice for the liv­in’. Macquar­ie was a bad egg, and it don’t al­ter the case if he was dead a thou­sand times.”

			There was an­oth­er breath of re­lief in the bar, and presently some­body said: “Yer tight, Sally!”

			“Good for you, Sally, old man!” cried Box-o’-Tricks, tak­ing it up. “An’, be­sides, I don’t b’lieve Macquar­ie is dead at all. He’s al­ways dy­in’, or be­ing re­por­ted dead, and then turn­in’ up again. Where did you hear about it, Aw­ful?”

			The Ex­ample rue­fully rubbed a corner of his roof with the palm of his hand.

			“There’s—there’s a lot in what you say, Sally Thompson,” he ad­mit­ted slowly, totally ig­nor­ing Box-o’-Tricks. “But—but—‘

			“Oh, we’ve had enough of the old fool,” yelled Bar­coo. “Macquar­ie was a spiel­er, and any man that ud be his mate ain’t much bet­ter.”

			“Here, take a drink and dry up, yer ole hass!” said the man be­hind the bar, push­ing a bottle and glass to­wards the drunk­ard. “D’ye want a row?”

			The old man took the bottle and glass in his shak­ing bands and pain­fully poured out a drink.

			“There’s a lot in what Sally Thompson says,” he went on, ob­stin­ately, “but—but,” he ad­ded in a strained tone, “there’s an­oth­er point that I near for­got, and none of you seemed to think of it—not even Sally Thompson nor—nor Box-o’-Tricks there.”

			Stiffn­er turned his back, and Bar­coo spat vi­ciously and im­pa­tiently.

			“Yes,” driv­elled the drunk­ard, “I’ve got an­oth­er point for—for the de­fence—of my mate, Macquar­ie—”

			“Oh, out with it! Spit it out, for God’s sake, or you’ll bust!” roared Stiffn­er. “What the blazes is it?”

			“His mate’s alive!” yelled the old man. “Macquar­ie’s mate’s alive! That’s what it is!”

			He reeled back from the bar, dashed his glass and hat to the boards, gave his pants, a hitch by the waist­band that al­most lif­ted him off his feet, and tore at his shirtsleeves.

			“Make a ring, boys,” he shouted. “His mate’s alive! Put up your hands, Bar­coo! By God, his mate’s alive!”

			Someone had turned his horse loose at the rear and had been stand­ing by the back door for the last five minutes. Now he slipped quietly in.

			“Keep the old fool off, or he’ll get hurt,” snarled Bar­coo.

			Stiffn­er jumped the counter. There were loud, hur­ried words of re­mon­strance, then some stump-split­ting oaths and a scuffle, con­sequent upon an at­tempt to chuck the old man out. Then a crash. Stiffn­er and Box-o’-Tricks were down, two oth­ers were hold­ing Bar­coo back, and someone had pinned Aw­ful Ex­ample by the shoulders from be­hind.

			“Let me go!” he yelled, too blind with pas­sion to no­tice the move­ments of sur­prise among the men be­fore him. “Let me go! I’ll smash—any man—that—that says a word again’ a mate of mine be­hind his back. Bar­coo, I’ll have your blood! Let me go! I’ll, I’ll, I’ll—Who’s hold­in’ me? You—you—”

			“It’s Macquar­ie, old mate!” said a quiet voice.

			Bar­coo thought he heard his horse again, and went out in a hurry. Per­haps he thought that the horse would get im­pa­tient and break loose if he left it any longer, for he jumped in­to the saddle and rode off.

		
	
		
			Baldy Thompson

			Rough, squar­ish face, curly au­burn wig, bushy grey eye­brows and mous­tache, and grizzly stubble—eyes that re­minded one of Dampi­er the act­or. He was a squat­ter of the old or­der—new chum, swag­man, drover, shear­er, su­per, pi­on­eer, cocky, squat­ter, and fi­nally bank vic­tim. He had been through it all, and knew all about it.

			He had been in par­lia­ment, and wanted too again; but the men mis­trus­ted him as Thompson, M.P., though they swore by him as old Baldy Thompson the squat­ter. His hobby was polit­ics, and his polit­ics were badly boxed. When he wasn’t curs­ing the banks and gov­ern­ment he cursed the coun­try. He cursed the La­bour lead­ers at in­ter­vals, and seemed to think that he could run the uni­ons bet­ter than they could. Also, he seemed to think that he could run par­lia­ment bet­ter than any premi­er. He was gen­er­ally voted a hard case, which term is mostly used in a kindly sense out back.

			He was al­ways grumbling about the coun­try. If a shear­er or rouse­about was good at ar­gu­ment, and a bit of a politi­cian, he hadn’t to slave much at Thompson’s shed, for Baldy would ar­gue with him all day and pay for it.

			“I can’t put on any more men,” he’d say to trav­el­lers. “I can’t put on a lot of men to make big cheques when there’s no money in the bank to pay ’em—and I’ve got all I can do to get tuck­er for the fam­ily. I shore noth­ing but burrs and grass-seed last sea­son, and it didn’t pay car­riage. I’m just send­ing away a flock of sheep now, and I won’t make three­pence a head on ’em. I had twenty thou­sand in the bank sea­son be­fore last, and now I can’t count on one. I’ll have to roll up my swag and go on the track my­self next.”

			“All right, Baldy,” they’d say, “git out your bloom­ing swag and come along with us, old man; we’ll stick to you and see you through.”

			“I swear I’d show you round first,” he’d reply. “Go up to the store and get what ra­tions you want. You can camp in the huts to­night, and I’ll see you in the morn­ing.”

			But most likely he’d find his way over after tea, and sit on his heels in the cool out­side the hut, and ar­gue with the swag­men about uni­on­ism and polit­ics. And he’d ar­gue all night if he met his match.

			The track by Baldy Thompson’s was reckoned as a good tuck­er track, es­pe­cially when a dis­sol­u­tion of par­lia­ment was threatened. Then the guile­less trav­el­ler would cas­u­ally let Baldy know that he’d got his name on the elect­or­al list, and show some in­terest in Baldy’s polit­ic­al opin­ions, and op­pose them at first, and fi­nally agree with them and see a lot in them—be led round to Baldy’s way of think­ing, in fact; and ul­ti­mately de­part, re­joicing, with a full nose­bag, and a quiet grin for his mate.

			There are many camp­fire yarns about old Baldy Thompson.

			One New Year the shear­ers—shear­ing strag­glers—roused him in the dead of night and told him that the shed was on fire. He came out in his shirt and without his wig. He sacked them all there and then, but of course they went to work as usu­al next morn­ing. There is some­thing sad and pathet­ic about that old prac­tic­al joke—as in­deed there is with all bush jokes. There seems a quiet sort of sad­ness al­ways run­ning through out­back hu­mour—wheth­er al­leged or oth­er­wise.

			There’s the usu­al yarn about a jack­ar­oo mis­tak­ing Thompson for a broth­er rouser, and ask­ing him wheth­er old Baldy was about any­where, and Baldy said:

			“Why, are you look­ing for a job?”

			“Yes, do you think I stand any show? What sort of a boss is Baldy?”

			“You’d tramp from here to Ad­elaide,” said Baldy, “and north to the Gulf coun­try, and wouldn’t find a worse. He’s the mean­est squat­ter in Aus­tralia. The damned old crawl­er! I graf­ted like a nig­ger for him for over fifty years”—Baldy was over sixty—“and now the old skunk won’t even pay me the last two cheques he owes me—says the bank has got everything he had—that’s an old cry of his, the damned old sneak; seems to ex­pect me to go short to keep his wife and fam­ily and re­la­tions in com­fort, and by God I’ve done it for the last thirty or forty years, and I might go on the track to­mor­row worse off than the mean­est old whaler that ever humped bluey. Don’t you have any­thing to do with Scabby Thompson, or you’ll be sorry for it. Bet­ter tramp to hell than take a job from him.”

			“Well, I think I’ll move on. Would I stand any show for some tuck­er?”

			“Him! He wouldn’t give a dog a crust, and like as not he’d get you run in for tres­pass if he caught you camp­ing on the run. But come along to the store and I’ll give you enough tuck­er to carry you on.”

			He pat­ron­ized lit­er­at­ure and arts, too, though in an awk­ward, furt­ive way. We re­mem­ber how we once turned up at the sta­tion hard up and short of tuck­er, and how we en­ter­tained Baldy with some of his own ideas as ours—hav­ing been pos­ted be­fore­hand by our mate—and how he told us to get some ra­tions and camp in the hut and see him in the morn­ing.

			And we saw him in the morn­ing, had an­oth­er yarn with him, agreed and sym­path­ized with him some more, were con­vinced on one or two ques­tions which we had failed to see at first, cursed things in chor­us with him, and cas­u­ally men­tioned that we ex­pec­ted soon to get some work on a polit­ic­al pa­per.

			And at last he went in­side and brought out a sov­er­eign. “Wrap this in a piece of pa­per and put it in your pock­et, and don’t lose it,” he said.

			But we learnt af­ter­wards that the best way to get along with Baldy, and se­cure his good will, was to dis­agree with him on every pos­sible point.

		
	
		
			For Auld Lang Syne

			There were ten of us there on the wharf when our first mate left for Maor­i­land, he hav­ing been forced to leave Sydney be­cause he could not get any­thing like reg­u­lar graft, nor any­thing like wages for the graft he could get. He was a car­penter and join­er, a good trades­man and a rough dia­mond. He had got mar­ried and had made a hard fight for it dur­ing the last two years or so, but the res­ult only pet­ri­fied his con­vic­tion that “a lovely man could get no blessed show in this con­demned coun­try,” as he ex­pressed it; so he gave it best at last—“chucked it up,” as he said—left his wife with her people and four pounds ten, un­til such time as he could send for her—and left him­self with his box of tools, a pair of hands that could use them, a steer­age tick­et, and thirty shil­lings.

			We turned up to see him off. There were ten of us all told and about twice as many shil­lings all coun­ted. He was the first of the old push to go—we use the word push in its gen­er­al sense, and we called ourselves the moun­tain push be­cause we had worked in the tour­ist towns a good deal—he was the first of the moun­tain push to go; and we felt some­how, and with a vague kind of sad­ness or un­eas­i­ness, that this was the be­gin­ning of the end of old times and old things. We were plaster­ers, brick­lay­ers, paint­ers, a car­penter, a la­bour­er, and a plumb­er, and were all suf­fer­ing more or less—mostly more—and pretty equally, be­cause of the dearth of reg­u­lar graft, and the con­sequent fre­quency of the oc­ca­sions on which we didn’t hold it—the “it” be­ing the price of one or more long beers. We had worked to­geth­er on jobs in the city and up­coun­try, es­pe­cially in the coun­try, and had had good times to­geth­er when things were “lo­co­mot­ive,” as Jack put it; and we al­ways man­aged to worry along cheer­fully when things were “sta­tion­ary.” On more than one big job up the coun­try our fort­nightly spree was a loc­al in­sti­tu­tion while it las­ted, a thing that was looked for­ward to by all parties, wheth­er im­me­di­ately con­cerned or oth­er­wise (and all were con­cerned more or less), a thing to be looked back to and talked over un­til next pay­day came. It was a mat­ter for anxi­ety and re­gret to the loc­al busi­ness people and pub­lic­ans, and loafers and spiel­ers, when our jobs were fin­ished and we left.

			There were between us the bonds of graft, of old times, of poverty, of vag­a­bond­age and sin, and in spite of all the right-think­ing per­son may think, say or write, there was between us that sym­pathy which in our times and con­di­tions is the strongest and per­haps the truest of all hu­man qual­it­ies, the sym­pathy of drink. We were drink­ing mates to­geth­er. We were wrong-think­ing per­sons too, and that was an­oth­er bond of sym­pathy between us.

			There were cakes of to­bacco, and books, and pa­pers, and sev­er­al flasks of “rye-buck”—our push be­ing dis­tantly re­lated to a pub­lic­an who wasn’t half a bad sort—to cheer and com­fort our de­part­ing mate on his un­cer­tain way; and these tokens of mate­ship and the sake of auld lang syne were placed cas­u­ally in his bunk or slipped un­os­ten­ta­tiously in­to his hand or pock­ets, and re­ceived by him in short elo­quent si­lence (sort of an “aside” si­lence), and partly as a mat­ter of course. Every now and then there would be a sur­repti­tious con­sulta­tion between two of us and a hur­ried re­view of fin­ances, and then one would slip quietly ashore and presently re­turn su­premely un­con­scious of a book, magazine, or par­cel of fruit bul­ging out of his pock­et.

			You may battle round with mates for many years, and share and share alike, good times or hard, and find the said mates true and straight through it all; but it is their little thought­ful at­ten­tions when you are go­ing away, that go right down to the bot­tom of your heart, and lift it up and make you feel in­clined—as you stand alone by the rail when the sun goes down on the sea—to write or re­cite po­etry and oth­er­wise make a fool of your­self.

			We helped our mate on board with his box, and in­spec­ted his bunk, and held a con­sulta­tion over the mer­its or oth­er­wise of its po­s­i­tion, and got in his way and that of the un­der-stew­ard and the rest of the crew right down to the cap­tain, and su­per­in­ten­ded our old chum’s gen­er­al ar­range­ments, and up­set most of them, and in­ter­viewed vari­ous mem­bers of the crew as to when the boat would start for sure, and re­garded their state­ments with sus­pi­cion, and cal­cu­lated on our own ac­count how long it would take to get the rest of the cargo aboard, and dragged our mate ashore for a fi­nal drink, and found that we had “plenty of time to slip ashore for a part­ing wet” so of­ten that his im­me­di­ate re­la­tions grew anxious and of­fi­cious, and the uni­verse began to look good, and kind, and happy, and bully, and jolly, and grand, and glor­i­ous to us, and we for­gave the world everything wherein it had not ac­ted straight to­wards us, and were filled full of love for our kind of both genders—for the hu­man race at large—and with an al­most ir­res­ist­ible long­ing to go aboard, and stay at all haz­ards, and sail along with our mate. We had just time “to slip ashore and have an­oth­er” when the gang­way was with­drawn and the steam­er began to cast off. Then a rush down the wharf, a hur­ried and con­fused shak­ing of hands, and our mate was snatched aboard. The boat had been delayed, and we had waited for three hours, and had seen our chum nearly every day for years, and now we found we hadn’t be­gun to say half what we wanted to say to him. We gripped his hand in turn over the rail, as the green tide came between, till there was a danger of one mate be­ing pulled aboard—which he wouldn’t have minded much—or the oth­er mate pulled ashore, or one or both yanked over­board. We cheered the cap­tain and cheered the crew and the pas­sen­gers—there was a big crowd of them go­ing and a big­ger crowd of en­thu­si­ast­ic friends on the wharf—and our mate on the for­ward hatch; we cheered the land they were go­ing to and the land they had left be­hind, and sang “Auld Lang Syne” and “He’s a Jolly Good Fel­low” (and so yelled all of us) and “Home Rule for Ire­land Ever­more”—which was, I don’t know why, an old song of ours. And we shouted part­ing in­junc­tions and ex­changed old war cries, the mean­ings of which were only known to us, and we were guilty of such ri­ot­ous con­duct that, it be­ing now Sunday morn­ing, one or two of the quieter mem­bers sug­ges­ted we had bet­ter drop down to about half-a-gale, as there was a severe-look­ing old ser­geant of po­lice with an eye on us; but once, in the middle of a heart-stir­ring chor­us of “Auld Lang Syne,” Jack, my es­pe­cial chum, paused for breath and said to me:

			“It’s all right, Joe, the trap’s join­ing in.”

			And so he was—and lead­ing.

			But I well re­mem­ber the hush that fell on that, and sev­er­al oth­er oc­ca­sions, when the steam­er had passed the point.

			And so our first mate sailed away out un­der the rising moon and un­der the morn­ing stars. He is settled down in Maor­i­land now, in a house of his own, and has a fam­ily and a farm; but some­how, in the bot­tom of our hearts, we don’t like to think of things like this, for they don’t fit in at all with Auld Lang Syne.

			There were six or sev­en of us on the wharf to see our next mate go. His ul­ti­mate des­tin­a­tion was known to him­self and us only. We had pick­ets at the shore end of the wharf, and we kept him quiet and out of sight; the send-off was not noisy, but the hand­grips were very tight and the sym­pathy deep. He was run­ning away from debt, and wrong, and dis­hon­our, a drunk­en wife, and oth­er sor­rows, and we knew it all.

			Two went next—to try their luck in West­ern Aus­tralia; they were plaster­ers. Ten of us turned up again, the push hav­ing been re­in­forced by one or two new mem­bers and an old one who had been ab­sent on the first oc­ca­sion. It was a glor­i­ous send-off, and only two found beds that night—the gov­ern­ment sup­plied the beds.

			And one by one and two by two they have gone from the wharf since then. Jack went today; he was per­haps the most ir­re­claim­able of us all—a hard case where all cases were hard; and I loved him best—any­way I know that, wherever Jack goes, there will be someone who will bar­rack for me to the best of his abil­ity (which is by no means to be des­pised as far as bar­rack­ing is con­cerned), and re­sent, with en­thu­si­asm and force if he deems it ne­ces­sary, the barest in­sinu­ation which might be made to the ef­fect that I could write a bad line if I tried, or be guilty of an ac­tion which would not be straight ac­cord­ing to the rules of mate­ship.

			Ah well! I am be­gin­ning to think it is time I emig­rated too; I’ll pull my­self to­geth­er and battle round and raise the price of a steer­age tick­et, and maybe a pound or two over. There may not be any­body to see me off, but some of the boys are sure to be on the wharf or plat­form “over there,” when I ar­rive. Lord! I al­most hear them hail­ing now! and won’t I yell back! and per­haps there won’t be a wake over old times in some cosy bar par­lour, or camp, in West­ern Aus­tralia or Maor­i­land some night in a year to come.
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