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LOST IN THE BUSH

the five months we lay at Williamstown
Wharf, . replacing t~e disabled masts and rigging,
I spen~ ~hat I consider the happiest time of my life.
The nggmg work was placed in the hands of the
well-known firm of Messrs. Johnson Bros., of.
Melbourne, and well they carried out their contract.
I was employed with them all the time, and learnt
to be ~ thorough. p_ractical seaman. especially in the
handlmg a_nd sphcmg ~f wire, which, in after years,
stoo~ me m good service. The working hours for
~he nggers ~ere from eight in the morning to five
m the evenmg, but the four apprentices and I
worked from six in the morning until six in the
evening, as we cleaned and washed the decks both
before and af~er the ~iggers had been working.
The master ngge~ pa1d me five shillings every
Saturday out of h1s own pocket for working with
them; so tl~at I always had a little pocket money
to go on w1th. I went ashore every evening and
had a right good time. It was here that I found
what a good thing it was to belong t o the Order of
Good Templars. I attached myself to a lodge near
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the dock, and at once found myself in a circle of
friends, who vied with each other in making me
welcome in their homes, a11d at the various lodges.
Needless to say that the young sisters in the lodges
played sad havoc with my, at that time, susceptible
heart, and I was more or less madly in love during
my stay there, and scarcely a night passed without
a social gathering at one or other of the lodges in
Melbourne.
But my happy time was drawing to a close, and
the "John Kerr" was again ready for sea, but I ··
had made up my mind she should sail without me,
:the fascination of the gold fields had laid its hold
on me, and I only waited for a favourable oppor:tunity to set out and try my fortune in this direction, having made up my mind to leave her before
:she left the wharf.
·
1
The op~ortunity offered itself the night before we
were to haul out into the bay. A coasting barque,
· hailing from Newcastle, New South Wales, was
lying at the other side of the wharf. It was bound
· for Newcastle. I had arranged with one of her crew,
·_whom I had become acquainted with, to stow away
·. in her the night before she sailed. I also knew that
the officers and the watchman of the " John Kerr "
..were carefully watching the two apprentices and
~ myself to prevent us deserting, but the old saying,
"where there's a will there's a way," was borne out
in my case, although I had to use every caution to
circumvent them. However, I did manage it. The
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barque " Woodville" was to sail from the jetty at
midnight. About an hour before she cast off, I
saw our watchman standing beside the gangway,
so, without more ado, I slipped over the side and
down a rope, and landed on one of the crossbeams
under the jetty. I crawled along the piles until
I got to the other side of the jetty and just abreast
of the bows of the " Woodville." Seizing the bowhead lines, I climbed on board and slipped into the
forecastle. The sailors welcomed me with a laugh,
and shewed me where to hide, but there was no need
for me to do this, as I had barely got on board before
the order was given to loose the topsails, and when
these were set, the lines were cast off, and the vessel
at once got under weigh.
By daylight we had cleared the heads and were
running before a strong breeze for Bass Straits.
I then went on deck and reported myself to Captain
Conely, who did not shew any surprise at my appearance, even if he felt it, but just said :
" All right, just go along to the mate, and no
doubt he will find you some work to do."
I immediately did this, and he at once sent me
amongst the crew, and they at once made me one of
themselves. '· I was delighted with the social spirit
and friendly feeling that existed between the
captain, officers, and the men in this colonial
vessel. What a difference between her and the
other vessels I had sailed in. For instance, the
seamen on the " John Kerr " were paid two pounds
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ten per month, and got the. Board of Trade scale of
provisions, their pound and pint, or, as was once
said to me by an old Welsh skipper, when I and the
rest of the crew were half dead with thirst, and there
was plenty on board, " they get their whack, and
,they'll get no more." But the sailors on the
"Woodville" were paid seven pounds per month.
They did not sign for any scale ofprovisions, but for
full and plenty ; they got soft bread, fresh soup
·. and stores every day, and no restriction as to water.
No wonder they were contented and cheerful.
We had a fair passage to Newcastle, and there I
l;mded with my few belongings and a heart full of
hope at the prospect. before me, and the sense of
freedom from restraint that had always been a
passion with me. I was anxious to see the country,
so, after making a few enquiries, I decided to go
on the'"- Wallaby" (or tramp), and on the following
morning, having got together five pounds of ship's
bread, and a billy, or can, to hold two quarts of
water, I rolled up my few things in.a swag, slung it
over my shoulder, and started for my first tramp
through the bush, intending to make for Lake
·McQuarrie.
It was a lovely morning when I started, the sky
overhead was bright and clear, my heart was light,
and I had no fear for the future, being full of the
confidence of ignorance and already used to hardships.
Having been advised to follow the freshest bullock
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track, I entered the bush at Minmi, a small village
about twelve miles from Newcastle. For several
hours I tramped on, but not a human creature did I
meet, but at present I was too interested to notice
this, stopping frequently to look at the great pine
trees that were growing in the Titree scrub, while
here and there the common fern grew luxuriantly,
reminding me of the parks one sees surrounding
some of the large estates in the old country. So far
the track had been of fine white dust that got into
my eyes and throat, but I was so delighted with the
bush that I pressed on, new beauties unfolding
themselves before my eyes at every step; the
beautiful tall gum trees and the numerous and
wonderful plants and ferns that I met with, the
birds, too, many of them singing gaily in the trees.
My feet began to feel tired and, thinking a rest
would do me no harm, I sat down and made a meal,
and had a good drink of the water I had with me.
Now Lake McQuarrie lay due south from Minmi. I
had noticed that the sun was on my left side when
I started, and having been warned against wandering into the bush away from the track, I had kept
the sun on my left side until midday, when I could
not say which way it was moving, so I lay down
under some tall gum trees., and, looking up through
the branches for about half-an-hour I noted the
sun's altitude was decreasing, this shewing me that
it was now past noon.
After a good rest I started again on my journey,
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keeping the sun now on my right side. As night
drew near my steps lagged a little and I began to
feel a bit nervous, which was a new experience for
me, and I feared that I had lost my way. So
engrossed was I in this thought that I failed to
notice that night had suddenly closed down upon
.me, without any warning, as it does in these tropics,
so I picked out a place where there were a lot of dry
leaves and sat down completely tired out, feeling it
was useless to try and go any further on my journey
until daylight, when I should again have the sun
to guide me. I began to wish I had not started alone
on my trip. However, I soon fell asleep and slept
, ~oundly throughout th~ night-the sleep of the tired.
How long I slept I cannot say, but I was awakened by the sound of coarse loud laughter close
beside me. The night was pitch dark, I could not
see ten feet in front of me. Springing to my feet,
.1 drew my sheath knife from my belt, and gripping
it tightly in my right hand stood on the defensive.
I thought I was surrounded by a lot of native
-blacks, who had come upon me, and were laughing
at the easy capture they would make of me. . Although I could not see anything moving I determined to sell my life dearly. My legs were shaking
under me, if I could have seen anythiug it would
not have felt so bad, but the intense darkness
·. appalled me. Again the coarse laughter resounded
through the bush, just as though there were a
~t of men near. After a few minutes my nerve
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returned, and I gave a loud coo~ee. Immediately
there was a loud laugh just above my head, and it
slowly dawned upon me that the cause of my ·
fright had been some laughing jackasses in the
trees, the relief was great, but it was some time
before I felt like sleeping again.
I was just quietly dosing off when I heard the
most pitiful wailing of a child. Up I sprang again,
and halloed again and again, but got no answer.
I dared not leave the tree for fear of losing my
bearings. Time after time the pitiful crying went
on. Oh, how I prayed for daylight, surely no
child was astray in this awful place, or was it being
tortured or what. I felt quite unstrung, every cry
and moan went to my heart, and to feel so helpless,
to stand there whilst that pitiful cry went out into
the darkness and loneliness, and not to be able to
help; it was with difficulty I restrained myself from
rushing to where I thought the cry came from. At
last it got fainter and fainter, then ceased altogether;
as though it had either given out or wandered farther
away. Then sinking down once more at the foot of
the tree I fell asleep from sheer weariness of mind
and body.
When I awoke, the sun was high in the heavens,
so that for a little while I could not tell which was
the south point. I lay on my back, and again
looking up through the tall trees, noted that the
sun was still increasing his altitude, so I at once
faced south and proceeded on my way, looking on

every side for signs of the baby I had heard cr~_ing.
I was greatly refreshed by my night's rest but very
uneasy in my mind when I looked into the billy, and
found there was very little water in it, and I was
almost choking with thirst.
After tramping on for another two hours, I came
across the dead body of a man lying in the grass.
·The ·undergrowth being so thick, I put my foot on
tl)e body before I noticed it. This gave me a bit of
a shock for a moment, but not being troubled with
nerves I soon got over it. The body was that of
a man about thirty years of age, with fair hair and
moustache, and was nearly nude. The tongue was
. protruding and quite blue, and on the breast and
forearm there were tattoo marks. There he lay
.· stretched upon the ground, with sightless eyes
•· gazing up to the pitiless sky. A blue flannel shirt
was lying rlear the body, this I picked up and tied
' to the tree just over the body, so that it could be
found later on.
Continuing my tramp, what I had just seen not
. being in any way likely to raise my spirits or give
.me much encouragement, I came across a patch of
,Titree scrub that was too thick for me to make my
.way through, so I kept away to the right for a few
J)}iles, until the country was clearer. The sun was
~ost overhead, and I was suffering agony from
;~thirst; eagerly I looked into the billy to see if by
;@ance I had left a mouthful of water, but no, I
(;Jtad drunk the last drop some hours ago: how my
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throat ached with the thirst, then I began to think
of the dead man, who no doubt had lost his way in
the bush and died of thirst, surely that would not
be my fate. I must not think of these things, but
press on, and look for water.
Suddenly I came across a tiny creek, al~ost out of
sight, with a beautiful clear stream ?f runnmg wa~er.
Oh, how my heart leaped with JOY as I hurr1ed
towards it. Flinging myself on my knees I filled
the billy, and fairly poured it down my parched
throat. Then again filling it I plunged my he~d,
face and neck into the sweet cool water, and takmg
off my shoes and socks let the ":ater wander over
my hot and tired and badly bhstered feet. Oh,
the relief to mind and body that that stream
brought, then dropping on my knees I thanked God
for leading me to it. There I sat loth to leave-·
several snakes and lizards were crawling about near
the water, but their presence did not mar its sweetness. Then, feeling rested and refreshed, I had
another good drink and filling up the b~lly I set off
again on my journey, and after trampmg thr?':gh
the dense bush and wondering still about the p1bful
cries I had heard, suddenly, without a moment's
warning, the precious billy of water was snatc~ed
out of my hand. Swinging quickly round, a hornble
sight met my eyes. There standmg before me w~s
a tall naked man. His eyes were all bloodshot, h1s
whole body scratched and bleeding, his hair matted
and covered with furze and grass. He had my
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b~ly of water to hi~ mouth and was pouring it down
h1s throat. At h1s feet lay a small native bear
with its stomach cut open. The man's face was a
terrible sight, all covered with the blood he had
been sucking from the bear. I could see at a
glance that the poor fellow was stark mad and
being a big powerful man, I felt that if he ch~se t~
attack me, I should stand a very poor chance.
AlJ these thoughts passed through my mind quicker
than I can relate them. However, I drew my
~nife, which was still in my belt, but my precau.tlofols were needless for before I could decide on any
action~ he had drunk all my water, and dropped
down m a senseless heap on the ground. I sprang
forward and grasped the billy, and, not knowing
what to do under the circumstances, went back to
t~e creek a~ qu~ckl_Y as possible and refilled the billy
w1th water, drmkmg as much as I could besides.
I then retraced my steps towards the lake district.
1 had lost two good hours over that poor lost creature, and was not sure how soon I might be in the
same condition.
Towards sunset the track seemed to have disappeared. I had !ost sight.of all bullock-dray ruts,
and 1 began to thmk that I, too, was lost, but hope
urged me on. I kept on working south by the sun,
and I knew Lake McQuarrie was due south. If I
could only hold out I was bound to get there sooner
Qrlater.
.
At sunset I ate my last biscuit and lay down at
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the foot of a large blue gum tree. Worn out with
my tramp I was soon in a sound sleep, from which
I did not wake until broad daylight. Still feeling
tired and hungry my first thought was when I
should again get something to eat. Suddenly the
welcome tinkling of bells fell on my ears. I knew
that all cattle, when grazing in the c0lonies, have a
small bell attached to them, so that they can be
heard in the bush, even when they cannot be seen.
My spirits rose like magic, and I sprang to my feet.
Just at that moment, I heard the sound of some
heavy body crushing its way through the bush, and
the next minute two large kangaroos went leaping
past, and in a couple of minutes afterwards a young
man on horseback dashed up. On seeing me he
pulled up his horse at once, his face full of astonishment.
" J ehoshaphat ! " he cried, " where the devil did
you spring from ? "
I told him how I had been sleeping there all night
and had tramped from Newcastle.
" Alone ? "he asked. " Well, all I can say is you
are very lucky to find your way here. You might
have been lost in the bush . As it is, there are several
men m1ssmg. The police have sent in a notice from
Maitland saying that several sailors have disappeared between Newcastle and Wallsend coal
mines, where they were making for."
I told him about the dead sailor I had seen, also
about the one who had stolen my can of water.

" ~y .jo:re ! " ~e exclaimed, " we must save that
chap 1f .It 1s possible," and placing his hands to his
mouth th~ shape ?f a funnel he called, "coo-ee !
coo-ee . With a voice of such penetrating power,
that I am sure he could be heard for miles around.
The note was clear as a bell and as resonant. Then,
for a moment or two, he stood in a listening attitude
and from a long distance away could be heard the'
answering cry -".coo-ee! coo-ee!" twice repeated.
~y new f?und fnend again gave the same call three
times, wh1ch was answered by a single call.
. ."That's all right," he said, "they'll be here in a
mmute or t wo."
In about five minutes we heard the sound of
horses galloping, and in another few minutes two
horsemen dashed up to us.
· " What's up, Frank ? " said they, almost before
t~ey had pulled up their horses. Then catching
.s ight of me, " oh, found one of the lost 'ones-eh
that's good."
'
Matters were explained to them, and they at once
mounted again.
"Jerusalem, Frank, we must try and find that
poor chap, and save him if it is possible."
I gave them the direction I had come, as near as
.I could. The one named Frank then pointed to a
cluster of grey gum trees in the distance, and told
me to make my way there, and just to the right of
. th~m I should find a bullock track ; then to follow
. this track for about two miles and I would come
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ac;ross a solitary house in the bush. I was to call
there and say, Frank sent me, and to tell Harry, who
was at the house, that they had gone to look after a
poor fellow who was lost in the bush. They then
put spurs to their horses and galloped off and were
quickly out of sight.
I made my way with a light heart and tired feet
to the gum trees. Found the bullock track, and
following this for quite three miles I came across
the blockhouse just by the side of the track. At
the door, but with his back towards me, stood a
splendid specimen of manhood. He must have
been quite six feet in height, a mass of bone and
muscle, with not an ounce of spare flesh on him, and
as straight as a reed. As I approached the house,
I trod on some dry twigs, making a noise. The
young man heard it, and, without turning his head
sprang into the house and out again in an instant
with a gun in his hands. Looking round he saw me,
and I found that he was about twenty years of age,
with an open kindly face that could be trusted at
first sight.
" Sold again," he remarked. " H ello, young
man, where do you come from ? ''
" Newcastle," I replied.
" Are you by yourself ? " he asked.
I told him I was, and also about the dead man
and the other that his m at es had gone to try and
rescue.
" Poor chap," he said, " but Frank will find him
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H any man can. There have been a lot of men lost
in the bush this last season, owing to the drought
drying up all the creeks. And when they are without water their tramping soon ends in madness or
death. But come along inside and have something
to eat, for you must be nearly starving. Do you
like kangaroo steak ? ''
"I don't know," I said," I have never tasted it."
" Well, sit down, and I'll soon fix you a nice one
up that will make you smack your lips."
There were two large hind-quarters of kangaroo
hanging up in the outhouse in a large perforated
zinc safe tha't was standing on four legs, and each
leg stood in a dish of water to prevent the swarms of
ants from getting into the safe. While he was
frying the steak I looked round the house. It was a
·square block-house, divided into two apartments,
one being ~sed as a bedroom, in it were two camp
beds, and two hammocks slung from the overhead
· beams. There were two wooden boxes and a few
small stools, no chairs or lounges, no luxury here,
spartan simplicity was the order of the day. The
other room in which I was sitting contained a miscellaneous assortment of articles dear to the heart
.of a sportsman-guns, revolvers, axes, picks, and
two or three spades, some fishing tackle, saddles
and bridles, several pairs of spurs, and a quantity
of kangaroo, opossum, squirrel, and native bear
skins.
·
"There you are mate," said Harry, as he placed
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about a three pound steak and about two pounds
of damper, and a huge billy of tea before me.
"Wire away, and make a good square meal."
I started to thank him, but whether it was from
being without food for twenty-four hours and the
excitement I had passed through on my tramp
through the bush, and my meeting that unfortunate
mad fellow, or some other cause I know not, but
while he was speaking I collapsed in a dead faint.
When I came to I was lying on the ground and he
was bathing my head and face with water. I soon
felt better again, and was able to eat a good breakfast of the steak and damper, washed down with the
tea, and by this time I felt like a new man. After
breakfast I thanked him heartily and was about to
continue my journey, but Harry would not hear of
it :
"Oh, no you don't," he said. "You must stay
where you are for a few days, and rest yourself, and
we will take you on to the lake afterwards, and I
have no doubt we can find you employment."
You may guess how glad I was to hear this, and
I renewed my thanks.
"We don't often get visitors from the Old
Country this way," he said, "so we make the most
of those who do come."
I asked him why when first he heard me approaching he sprang for his gun, before looking to
see who it was ?
"Oh," he laughed," I thought it was a kangaroo,

and if I had waited to see him, before getting the
gun, he would have been out of range before I got a
shot at him. My mates were after kangaroos this
morning."
The day passed quickly in pleasant chat, and just
·about sundown the three horsemen returned from
their search for the lost man. They had found his
body beside the creek where I had filled my billy
in the morning. The poor fellow had apparently
found the water and in his delirium had thrown himself down beside it, and must then have been bitten
by a snake, fo~ when they found him his body was
much swollen and going bluish. The three friends
had at once dug a hole just below the surface, and
buried the body, and had then cut a large cross on
one of the gum trees to mark the spot, theh, continuing their search for the body of the other poor fellow,
had buried it in the same way.
Poor fellows ! Theirs was a sad end. Only a
few days ago they were on board their ship, no
doubt full of health and strength, but a restless
roving spirit had led them like myself to desert
·their vessel, and now they were sleeping their last
long sleep in the lone Australian bush, and I had
orily narrowly escaped a like fate.
I stayed with my 11ew friends for two weeks, and it
was a happy restful time. They were employed
splitting rails and fence posts, and making trunnels
for shipbuilders, and they had more orders t han
they could execute. They only worked four days a
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week. I was very surprised at this, and said so.
"My friend," said Frank, "in this country we
work to live, as you will soon find, not live to work,
and we find that four days hard work per week will
supply us with all we need. Then we have two
days to improve ourselves in learning, hunting,
fishing, trading, visiting, etc., and on Sunday we
lie back and rest, and if we have a visitor like
you, we talk about other lands, and the Homeland,
which none of us have seen yet, but hope to, as we
are all natives of New South Wales."
During my stay with them, I learnt much that
was useful to me afterwards, such as cutting rails
and felling large trees. At other times I would
help in splicing ropes and making traces for the
bullock teams that took the rails and trunnels to
the Lake McQuarrie for shipment to Sidney and
Newcastle.
At the end of my pleasant stay, Frank took me
over to the house of Mr. Williams, at Belmont, on
the banks of the lake, who was in want of a man to
look after a sailing yacht and several rowing boats,
to t each his children swimming, and to make himself
generally useful. He at once engaged me, and I
felt that the place would suit me very well until I
had become thoroughly acquainted with that part
of the country.

CHAPTER XIX
LIFE

AT BELMONT-SHARKS AND FLYING FOXES

BELMONT was a well known and prettily situated
pleasure resort in those days on one of the beautiful
bays in Lake McQuarrie. The ho~estead of ~r.
Williams stood on the top of a hill overlookmg
the lake and the surrounding country, and was
about sixteen ·miles from Newcastle through the
bush in which I was lost, as stated in the preceding
chapter. On the hillside there were sple;ndid fruit
orchards teeming with all manner of frmts. Here
in rich · abundance grew oranges, apples, pears,
bananas, figs, apricots, grapes, quinces and water
melons galore, besides many others, while ~eyo~d
the orchards there was again the bush With 1ts
magnificent red, blue and grey gum trees, some of
them towering to the height of two hundred ~nd
fifty feet with a girth above the .ground of thut!'
feet-monarchs of the bush, whilst around their
feet crrew the sweet-scented honeysuckle, sarsaparill~, bush oak, stringy bark, tie tr~e and various
others almost too numerous to mention. The bay
formed between the headlands of Belmont and
Southlands, where there is a large steam saw mill,
had a lovely white sandy beach, and the bay
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itself was alive with fish, while the shores were
thronged with wild duck, curlews, quail, black
swans and penguins. On the lake were several
rowing boats and a sailing yacht, the house was
large with extensive grounds and was a constant
rendezvous for large parties of ladies and gentlemen
from Sydney and other places who came for both
pleasure and sport. My work lay chiefly in looking
after the boats, teaching Mr. Williams' children
to swim and also any visitors wishing to learn, and
making myself generally useful.
One day while out in the lake with three young
lady visitors whom I was giving swimming lessons
to, and who had for the first time that morning
ventured some thirty yards from the shore, I saw
the dorsal fin of a large shark not more than fifty
feet outside of us. For the moment I was almost
paralysed with fear for my charges, then to my
relief I realized that as yet they knew nothing
of the danger that threatened them, so I sang
out:
"Now ladies, this way, a race, a race for the
shore; away, away, see who will win it."
The young ladies at once took up the challenge
and struck out for the beach. I followed them,
urging them on with words of encouragement,
although my heart was in my mouth until we all
stood safely on the shore. I looked out across the
waters, but the shark, through God's great mercy
had not followed us, and was nowhere to be seen,
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one of us, to say the least of it, had just escaped
a horrible death.
As the young ladies knew nothing a?out the
narrow escape we had just had, I thought 1t better
not to tell them, as they would have been. terribly
upset, and, as I afterwards learnt, this was the first
time a shark had been seen in this part of the lake,
but I kept a sharper look out when I had occasion
to be in the water either for pleasure or duty.
About a week afterwards a fisherman on the
other side of the lake ·caught a large shark which
had one eye torn out and the other seemed to be
injured. This, no do~bt, was ~he s~ark that I
saw, and owing to Its defective s1ght we all
escaped.
Our providential escape, however, was brought
forcibly back to my mind some three months later
by a dreadful tragedy th~t. hapl?ened in a fisherman's
family named Boyd hvmg m a cotta~e at the
entrance of the lake, their cottage standmg about
thirty feet from the water's edge.
On the day it happened, just about sunset, Mr.
Boyd and his wife were sitting at. their ~ottage
door facing th.e lake and watchmg the1r two
youngest children playing on t?e san?s; presently their eldest daughter Nelhe, a girl a~out
eighteen years of age came out of the cottage m a
loose wrapper and went down to the water for a
· bathe. A large Newfoundland dog followed her,
and swam about with her, The girl had swum
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about seventy or eighty feet from the shore when
her father whistled to the dog, who immediately
started to swim back to his master, and had got
about half way to the shore when the girl gave a
terrible shriek, and in sight of her parents disappeared beneath the water.
Hearing the shriek the dog turned at once and
swam out again towards the place where he had
left his young mistress. The poor father sprang
into the boat and pushed it off into the stream,
while her mother, poor soul, stood wringing her
hands, and moaning piteously on the shore. With
every nerve strained her husband pulled after the
dog, which seemed to be swimming towards the
entrance of the lake barking all the time, The
poor man knew that his child had been seized by a
shark, but still he followed the faithful animal, the
mother's frantic cries ringing in his ear, and urging
him on. When he got to about one hundred yards
from the dog, he could see that between its barks
it was trying to snap at something beneath the
water. Suddenly it gave a terrified howl, and
seemed to be in difficulty. When he reached it,
he found one of the poor dog's hind legs had been
bitten clean off, and the faithful beast was drowning. There was no sign or trace of his daughter,
and after rowing about for some time he was forced
to give up the search and return to his grief-stricken
wife. It was an awful fate for one so young and full
of life to meet her death in sight of the door of her

home and loved ones, and they powerless to help
or save.
But the lake and those who lived near it had
not seen the last of the shark, as I found to my
cost a few weeks later. As I have already said I
was passionately fond of swimming, and often,
when my day's work was done, I would swim
across the lake to Southland, rest awhile and swim
back. After the tragedy at Boyd's I was very
careful to keep a good look out, but on this particular day it had been fearfully hot, ·the temperature
being I should think 90 degrees in the shade. I
had been out with a riding party looking after the
.horses and by the time we returned and I had
settled the horses for the night, I felt pretty fagged,
the water looked very tempting, so in I went, and
struck out for Southland, landed, had a run along
the beach, and started to swim back to Belmont. ·
I had got about half way over when I noticed
quite a commotion among the people at Mr.
Williams's, who usually at this time of the day were
sitting out on the lawn, and in the grounds after
dinner, but now I noticed that they were running
about and pointing to me, while some were looking
through spy-glasses. I thought they were ad-miring my good swimming for I was a fairly good
swimmer in those days, and a bit proud of it, too,
so, youth-like, I put on a spurt, just to show off a
bit. In doing so I kicked something with my
right foot, which hurt my toes considerably, but
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thinking it was some floating rubbish I swam on,
never giving a thought to it, or troubling to ascertain what it was. The number of people out
on the hill was increasing, until I should think
everybody belonging to the establishment was
watching me, and waving their handkerchiefs. I
began to feel quite flattered by the attention they
were giving to me, and wondered what there was
in my swimming to cause it. Suddenly I saw
several men break away from the rest, and r1,1sh
down to the boatshed on the beach. This rather
surprised me, they surely did not think I was
drowning. To relieve their fears , as I thought,
and give them a change of programme I turned
over and commenced to swim along leisurely on my
back. In doing so I happened to cast a glance
behind me, and "Oh God in heaven help me!" I
cried, for there, not twenty feet from me was the
ugly dorsal fin of a monstrous shark. This was
the cause of the commotion on the hillside, not
admiration of my swimming, but to warn me
of the fate that was closing around me like a
net.
I nearly sank with fright, there seemed to be no
escape, I trembled from head to foot, I knew now
only too well what I had struck with my foot.
Quickly I turned over on my breast and struck out
with every ounce of strength that was in me, In
fancy I could already feel the loathsome brute's
teeth tearing my flesh. " Dear God," I prayed,

"not that, not a terrible death like that." Thoughts
of. home an.d those left behind crowded into my
mmd and like a flash my whole past life passed
before me. Just then to my joy I saw two boats
coming to my rescue. Oh, how slowly they
seemed to be coming towards me. My heart was
thumping like a sledge hammer in my breast.
Then, oh horror, I felt something touch my right
leg, and I kicked, splashed, shouted and almost
fainted with fright, but still I swam on, and the
shark dropped behind for a moment or t:wo. Then,
with another prayer to God for help, my nerve
seemed to come back to me, and I swam on, but
this time it was with the madness of despair. A
few seconds afterwards I saw the dark shadow
of the shark pass just beneath me and dart ahead
and then go rushing past on my right side. I
~new then that my time was come and death was
~overing over me, the boats were drawing nearer,
m despair I shouted " Help, help, for God's sake
help me. Shark, a shark! " and I saw them bend
to. their oars and pull for all they were worth. The
man who was steering the first boat sang out" swim
to. the left, t o the left," and I did so with all my
n;t1ght. The first boat dashed past me on my right
Side, and the second ran up alongside of me, and
in an instant I was grasped by the arms and legs,
and almost jerked into the boat. And not a moment
to~ soon, for someone in the forward boat called
out-" Look out I Look out!" and t he next minute
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the shark darted past our boat, his dorsal fin sending
up quite a spray as he tore through the water,
swishing his tail in anger and madness at the loss
of his prey.
" By Jove, you've had a narrow squeak, youn_g
fellow," said one of the gentlemen as he mopped h1s
perspiring face. " I never thought to see you
reach land again. I am glad I was not the one
in the water I should have sunk in sheer fright. It
was simply' marvellous that the brute did not
attack you; we saw him go up to you more than
once, and I for one gave you up for lost.
It was not until some hours later that I was able
to thank my preservers, for when we reached Belmont I collapsed, and was put to bed by s~n:e of
our men who were kindness itself. Mr. W1lhams
came and gave me a dose of medicine that sent me
off into a deep sleep which lasted some hours.
When I awoke it was morning, and I felt quite
myself, but the nearness to which I had approached
death left its mark upon me. I never attempted
to swim across to Southland again, but was content to bathe near the beach and then kept a sharp
lookout for my enemy the shark.
I stayed at Belmont twelve months, and they
were some of the happiest in my life; it was a happy,
healthy, outdoor life, and suited me in every way.
Every day brought its work and its pleasure, n_ow
it would be yachting, then it would be ~untmg
wild horses, kangaroos and wallabys durmg the
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day, and at night we would hunt the opos~um in
the gum trees. The time seemed to fly.
One day while gathering apricots in the orchatd';
I noticed a black cloud rising across the lake. I
looked and looked at it, but could make nothing
of it. I had seen many squalls in my time, and
had learnt a good bit about them, but this puzzled
me. It kept altering its shape in a strange unCl;CCountable manner, and yet one point seemed
to be iJ:l advance of all the rest. I was watching
it closely and turning it over in my mind as to
what it could mean, when I heard the whistle
that called us back to the house. When I got
there I was told that the black cloud, as I thought
it, was in reality thousands and thousands of
flying foxes, who were migrating south and if they
were not frightened away they would steal every
particle of fruit in the orchard.
Now these destructive creatures are one of the
scourges of the fruit orchards, and are called by
some the fruit bat and by others the flying fox,
. and are, I think, only found in the warmer r egions
of the old world. The bats are the only members
'of the mammalia which possess the power of
true flight, and the way this is accomplished was
pointed out to me afterwards by one of the visitors
staying at the house. The wings of the bat have
been formed by the modification of the fore limbs,
the finger bones having become lengthened to
serve as a support to a thin web of very sensitive
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skin extending outwards from the body, not unlike
tlie covering of an umbrella. The hand of the bat
is quite . a unique organ. When resting they
attach themselves to the boughs of the trees by
these fingers and in the dusk might easily be taken
for fruit.
I was handed a cumbersome wooden rattle, and
told to give it full force all the time they were
passing over head, and a terrible noise it made.
The master and several men were discharging
guns at the same time. So great were the numbers
Cif the flock that they were quite ten minutes in
passing over.
Now ten miles from Belmont there was a large
fruit farm owned by a Mr. Warner. One large
orchard was entirely of quinces for the Sydney
market. He estimated that the crop would yield
quite eleven tons of fruit. Unfortunately for him
he and his family were away at the time, and those
left in charge were either careless of their res-ponsibilities, or had not noticed the cloud coming
their way, but this was a grand opportunity for
the foxes, who live on fruit. Down they swooped
and stripped both that orchard and the garden
around the house of every particle of fruit that
was growing. The whole year's crop vanished in
a few minutes, the cloud swept on, and no cheque
was left to pay for the fruit.
Another very interesting sight to be seen at that
time of the year was the migrating south of

immense ,flocks of black swans. There is no more
beautiful sight than to see them flying overhead
for then the ~ure white of their under pinions is
exposed and gh~tens like snow in the sun, spreading
t~emselv~s ou.t m the shape of a triangle, with one
bird leadmg m front. At no time do the other
birds a~proach t~e leader, but each keeps its own
place like a regiment of soldiers with an officer
~eading them o~ .. They fly very high, and seldom,
.if ever, come Withm shooting range when migrating.
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CHAPTER

XX

SNAKE STORIES- TWO BRAVE GIRLS

IN the previous chapter I have spoken of Mr.
Warner and his fruit orchard. The old saying
that misfortunes, like blessings, never come singly
was verified in their case. One day, not long after
the previous incident, Miss Warner was in the
orchard pruning some young trees. As she moved
away from a tree she had finished with, she felt a
sharp slap on her right thigh and knew at once she
had trodden on a snake, which animals are very
numerous in that part of the country. Her bush
training had taught her that it is safest in such a
case to stand quite still until you know which end
of the snake you are treading on. Perchance it
may be on its head, and if so you can easily dispatch
it ; and if, unfortunately, you are on its tail, well, no
earthly power can save you from being bitten before
you can jump clear. As ill-luck would have it, Miss
Warner had trod upon the snake's tail and it had
retaliated by digging its poisoned fang into her
thigh. It was just about to make another stab,
when she struck at it with her pruning knife, cutting
it in two and killing it instantly. Then she coolly
wiped the point of the knife on her dress, and
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deliberately made a cross cut into her thigh where
the snake had bitten her. Then, while the blood
was spurting from the wound, she called out to her
father who came running to her, knowing by the
sound of her voice that something was the matter.
In a few seconds he had torn his handkerchief into
strips and tightly bound the leg above and below
the wound. Then, saddling his horse and one for
the wounded girl, they set off on their twelve mile
ride to Newcastle.
You can imagine what that ride was like to Miss
Warner, up hill and down dale as fast as the horses
could go, tl:ie great gash in her leg was very agony
of pain. It required endurance, nerve, and pluckqualities our colonial bush-reared maidens are in
no way deficient in. Her father, too, had a very
good reason for letting her ride on horseback.
Snake poison, as is well known, causes sleepiness,
which, if succumbed to, knows no waking. Had
Mr. Warner taken her in a trap, he would not have
been able to prevent her from falling asleep, so
had put her upon her horse, hoping to reach
Newcastle before the poison took effect. They
had ridden about nine miles when Miss Warner
became very faint, and could scarcely keep her seat
on her horse. Just then they met a young man riding out t o the lake district, and as soon as he heard
the state of affairs, he at once turned his horse
round and went back to Newcastle to obtain a doctor.
Fortunately the doctor was in, he immediately
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ordered his carriage, and taking his instrument
case and some antidote to counteract the snake
poison, he set out and met Mr. and Miss Warner
just outside the town. He at once helped her
off her horse, then she was taken more dead than ·
alive to the nearest house, and all that medical skill
could do and suggest was done for her, but it was
fully three months before she was able to return
home, and then looked a perfect wreck in comparison to her former robust self. But the brave spirit
was in no way quenched by the suffering she had
gone through.
The other brave girl was the daughter of an old
boat-builder name Parrell, who lived on the banks
of Lake McQuarrie, with his wife and his one
daughter, Jennie, who was seventeen years of age,
and had been born in the bush of Australia. Like
most of the girls reared in the bush, she was a fearless horse-woman, a strong swimmer, a first-class
shot with a revolver, as cool as a cucumber at all
times, and, to crown all, one of the prettiest girls
in those parts, at least I thought so, and many a
young fellow beside, but Jennie would have none of
us, but would laugh and shake her head at our
attempts to oust each other in our efforts to win her
favour, but it was all to no purpose, Jennie remained heart-whole, and we sighed in vain.
The house they lived in was built of weatherboard, and stood at the mouth of a small · creek,
where it emptied itself into the lake. All the
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rooms were on the ground floor, and were divided
by a thin partition about six feet high, thus making
two bedrooms and a got>d-sized living room, all
furnished very comfortably, the beds used being the
ordinary trestle camp beds. One night I had gone
over to try and get a chat with Jennie-the night
was hot and sultry, there was not a breath of air
moving, the day had been one of the hottest we had
had, the mosquitoes were terribly vicious. When I
got there i found that Mrs. Parrell and Jennie,
unable to bear the heat and mosquitoes any longer
f-or that day, had gone to bed under their mosquito
curtains, so Mr. Parrell and I sat on a log outside
the cottage door. There was some satisfaction in
being near the object of my admiration at any rate,
and her father always gave me a very hearty welcome, which was something in my favour, at least
I thought so. They had been in bed about two
hours-while we had been yarning-when Mrs.
Parrell heard her daughter quietly calling her.
"What do you want, lassie? " she replied.
" Can't you sleep ? "
"No, mother, there is a snake in my bed," the girl
answered. " It is lying on my naked legs. I dare
not move or it will bite me. Tell my father quick."
The terrified mother needed no second bidding,
springing out of bed she rushed to the door and told
her husband.
"Hush, mother," he said quietly, laying his hand
on her arm, " don't make a sound, or you will do
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more harm than good." Then quietly he crept
into his own room and speaking softly, said:
" Where is it now, Jennie ? Don't be afraid,
lassie."
" On my stomach, father, and it is working up to
my breast," she replied in a low tone.
I thought, of course, the father would have rushed
into the room, and at one blow would have killed
the reptile. Not so, the old man had learnt by
experience a better way than that.
The door of the bedroom was just at the foot of
the girl's bed, and any noise, either by opening or
shutting it, would have startled the snake, and,
perhaps, made it plunge its poisoned fang into
Jennie's body, and thus have ended her young
happy life, but the father knew just what to do
under the circumstances. Going to a cupboard
that stood in the corner of his room, he took down
an old violin, then crossing, without a sound, over
to the end of the room farthest away from the bed,
he drew the bow lightly over the strings making a
soft plaintive sound. The moment the snake
heard the noise, it poised its head up on the girl's
breast, and as the soft plaintive notes floated about
the room it began to wriggle along towards the foot
of the bed in the direction of the sound. The
brave girl kept her nerve and presence of mind
marvellously. She knew full well her very life
depended on it, for the slightest movement on her
part, while the snake was on her body, would have
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been fatal. But as soon as she felt the snake slip
off the bed she sprang up and out of the way. The
snake, when it heard her move, made a dart for a
small knot hole in the planking of the floor, through
which it had entered the room, but it had Jennie
to reckon with, and before it could reach it she had ·
thrown a pillow upon it, then her father rushed in
and dispatched it with a stick, he brought it outside,
and we measured it, and found it was three feet
nine inches in length, and was about as thick as a
broom handle. It was a carpet snake, one of the
most deadly enemies to be encountered in bush life.
A few minutes afterwards, Jennie and her mother
having dressed, came outside, and I could not help
telling her how much I admired her nerve and
courage, and asked how she knew it was a snake ?
" Why because it was so cold and clammy," she
replied, making a wry face. " A snake is always
cold, no matter how hot the place may be where it
gets into."
The next day I had occasion to go to Newcastle
on some business for Mr. Williams and looked forward with some pleasure to the twelve mile ride
through the bush on the back of old Blunderbuss,
a horse that had once belonged to that king of bushrangers, Captain Morgan, and after having passed
through several people's hands, had become the
property of Mr. Williams. We had only gone a few
miles on our way, when I began to notice that what
little air there was had an acrid smell about it,
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and every step it seemed to become more close
and stifling. Blunderbuss, too, began to twitch his
ears and sniff. Then a little farther on the cause
of it burst upon me-the bush was on :fire-for a
second or two I pulled up, and looking round, to my
amazement the trees near by began to blaze and
crackle, and there I was with fire in the front of me
and sweeping along the path over which I had come.
There was nothing to be done but try and get
through to where it was already burnt, so putting
spurs to the horse we began our race for life.
Hotter and hotter grew the blast, as I urged the
panting beast forward. Kangaroos leaped out
from among the burning scrub, and fled onward, a
greater enemy than man was upon them. Then a
drove of wild horses went madly past, while the
birds shrieked and fluttered above our heads, powerless to help themselves. Onward, still onward we
went, the flames hissing and crackling over our
heads, and still we seemed to be no nearer to the
outlet, no track was visible, and all around was the
thick hot air. Blunderbuss, too, seemed to be
pulling in quite an opposite direction, then it
flashed across my mind that perhaps the instinct of
the poor beast would lead us into safety, so giving
him his head and hoping for the best I let him go his
own way. In an instant he wheeled almost round,
and sped onward towards what seemed a veritable
inferno of flaming trees, with head outstretched and
feet scarce touching the hot earth he dashed through

the blazing mass, and presently to my joy I saw
that he was making for an old bridle path that led
around the cliffs to Newcastle, and thankful I was,
for had it not been for the instinct of Blunderbuss
we might both have perished miserably. As we
slackened our speed now that the danger was past,
I turned to look at the sight we were leaving behind.
Overhead was a dusky canopy of thick black smoke,
there stood the black bare trees between us and
the still raging fire, farther away the sparks were
dropping from the thick smoke like a hailstorm,
then again it looked like a moving curtain of crimson
smoke, with the falling and blazing twigs and small
branches, like coloured fireworks-all blue, red and
·yellow, while tongues of flame licked up the dry
scrub and grass.
It was a grand sight to look at when you were
safely out of it, but we were both in a sorry state, for
our hair was singed and our skin blistered where the
flames had touched us. The next day Blunderbuss
and I returned to Belmont, needless to say we
gave the still burning bush a wide berth, and reached
home before nightfall. The fire was burning for the
best part.of a week, and when some weeks after• wards I passed that way again, I marvelled how we
had ever passed through that furnace of flame.
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CHAPTER

XXI

Wmow SMITH's PIG oR " BARKIS IS WILLIN' "

AT Belmont, our next door neighbour, Mrs. Rebecca
Smith, lived a quarter of a mile away, but this wts
thought little of in the Australian bush, where,
frequently, your nearest neighbour lives five miles
off. Mrs. Smith was a buxom, good-looking widow,
and she knew it. She had a good weatherboard
house and a large patch of freehold land, with a
nice well-kept vegetable patch, and she kept a
good number of pigs, which were noted for their
size and quality.
Now there was one pig in particular that she took
a great pride in, though, at the same time, it was the
plague of her life. It was very fond of roaming, and
would not confine itself to the large paddock where
the stye was placed, but preferred other people's
patches, especially if they happened to be vegetable
patches. It would travel miles away from home at
times ; a gate was no obstacle to it-it would burrow under it in no time-and it was really surprising
what a small hole it would squeeze itself through.
Mrs. Smith's garden was alongside the main road
leading from Newcastle, New South Wales, to the
Wallsend coal mines. The fence of the garden was
2.22
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a low one, and everyone passing could see how clean
and tidy she kept it. A good number of people
passed by on horseback and in vehicles, and whenever Mrs. Smith heard anybody coming along, she
would stand at ~he door facing the road and
smilingly bid them good-day. The widow was
about forty, strong, healthy, and fair to look on-her
fine, fat, round arms were a sight to see-and many
a man passed the cottage just to catch a glimpse of
the bonny widow standing at the door.
Now, one Saturday evening this torment of a pig
got out of the stockyard, burrowed under the
fence, and got into the widow's garden patch,
where it made terrible havoc of the beds. It turned
up a lot of vegetables, took a bite of a dozen water
melons, tore the bark off several fig-trees, and bit
the stem of a lovely passion-fruit vine right through,
killing the plant.
. The following morning-Sunday-when Mrs.
Smith saw the damage that had been done, she
vowed there and then that the pig should die.
But it could not be found anywhere, until about
ten o'clock she heard it in the bush at the back of
the house. She immediately sent her two young
sons and a workman to drive it into the stockyard,
and when they had done so, Mrs. Smith told her son
to get his rifle and shoot the pig at once. The boy
·slipped into the house, and returned with the gun in
his hands, and m.a de over towards the pig, who
was cr11nching som~ turnip.
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"Shoot him in the head, Willie," cried the widow,
as she stood in the gateway to prevent the pig from
escaping.
As the boy approached, the pig looked up, and,
seeing the shining barrel pointing at his head,
scented danger, and turned right-about ready to
bolt. Just then the boy fired, and the shot entered
the pig at the wrong end. With a piercing .squeal
and a grunt, it made a dart for the gate, turmng ~he
bby head over heels in its mad rush. Mrs. Smith,
seeing the pig coming straight for the gate, and
having no time to close it, spread out her legs . to
block the passage with her skirts. (Mrs. Smith
made her own clothes and put good material .int,o
them). The pig, nothing daunted by Mrs ..Smiths
presence, made a dash ?etw~en her legs, his snout
ripped a hole in the skirt, his head went throu~h,
and Mrs. Smith was jerked off her feet, ~he skirt
being bridled over the pig's head. !he Widow fell
flat on her face on the pig's back, With her head to
its tail. Finding herself being dragged alon~, she
threw her arms around the pig's body and chpped
its neck with her legs, and held on like grim death,
a second Mazeppa.
On dashed the pig squealing, Mrs. Smith screeching, the boys and th~ wor~m~n yelling as the~ raced
after them. The pig, thmkmg to escape h1s pursuers, left the road and struck into the ?u:h, and
soon the covering was torn ofi Mrs. Smith s back
by the bu!lhes, But still the pig rushed on, and
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still Mrs. Smith held on to the pig, and by this
time quite a number of people had started to
follow. ·
·
Now; there was no church or chapel at Belmont
but a sprinkling of people used to gather togethe;
and hold a Methodist meeting in a little school-room
where a one-legged schoolmaster taught the children
. of the district reading, writing and arithmetic.
On Sunday one of the men read Spurgeon's sermons
out of a book, and each in turn, as the spirit moved
· them, prayed loud and long for forgiveness of their
-sins which were few, and of their neighbour's
which were many.
'
On this particular Sunday morning a local preacher had come from Minmi to hold service in the
.little schoolroom. He had opened the Good Book
wiped his face, coughed, and given out his text ;
· " Rep~nt ye, for the kingdom of heaven is at
hand." He paused for a moment to let the words
take effect. Then, in a sterner and more determined t~ne, he repeated the text: " Repent ye,
for the kmgdom of heaven is at hand." There was
silence for a moment.
Then an unearthly noise was heard outside.
Pig squeal~ng, women. screeching, men shouting.
Everyone m the meetmg was on his feet in an
instant. If this was the kingdom of heaven-well
.they all seemed mighty scared to meet it. Th~
preacher especially-for he dropped the Book and
made for the door first.
p
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As they all got outside, the p~g dashed past
with Mrs. Smith on its back, holdmg on f?r dear
r fe and I do not know which was makmg the
~o~t noise-Mrs. Smith, or the pig. Few of the
neighbours could recognise the rider as she dashed
they were not acquainted with the features
t for
pu,
h h
presented to view, but they all took up t e c ase,
the preacher taking the lead. .
The pig was making a bee-~me for the tea-tree
scrub about a quarter of a mile from the schoolho se · but to get to the scrub it had to cross a
sm:ll 'creek about ten yards wide and t.hree f~et
deep. As soon as it took the water the weight of Its
rider turned it completely over, a~d so released the
skirt from its head. But before It could ~et away
Mrs. Smith had seized its leg and held 1ts hea?
under water until help arrived, when one of t~e
men despatched it, and a trap was sent for to take It
home.
·
'd
And so ended Mrs. Smith's Sunday mornmg n e
on the pig. But there was a sequel to it. !he local
preacher, who witnessed the .fam~us nde, _was
apparently struck with the widow : proporh~D:s
where visible, and became very attentive an~ sohcltous for her welfare. H e walked home w1th. ~er
and left his sermon for a future d.ay, symp.athlsmg
with her in her trouble, and pounng soothmg ':n~
tion on h er outraged feelings in a true Met~odist~c
manner. The widow was so .ple.ased .With his
sympathy and attention that she mV1ted h1m to stay
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to dinner, which invitation the preacher was very
·
pleased to accept.
During ·dinner the preacher made himself so
very agreeable that the widow Smith opened her
heart to him and told him how very lonely it was
for het at times, since her poor husband died.
" But the dear man left me a good home and
fifty acres of ~;eehold land,_ so I must not complain,"
she added ; only sometlmes I do feel it lonesome.''
And the preacher took it all in with an eye to
future events. He had a nice little store at Minmi
but no land, and he thought how nice it would b~
· if the two were joined together as one concern.
· He di? not st.ay late that day, as he had twentyseven miles to nde through the bush to his home at
Minmi, but he asked permission to come again
and this was freely granted.
'
· Very frequently afterwards the preacher was seen
riding down to Widow Smith's homestead. It was
a case of " Barkis is willing " on both sides.
: ·Although his first view of the widow had been a
..hasty view, still it had impressed the preacher
so much that he. soon persuaded her to change her
~arne, and the httle store at Minmi knew him no
·more.
I had now been with Mr. Williams at Belmont
<~.bout twelve months ~hen the old restless spirit
began to take possesswn of me again. The sea .
was calling me, with its wild days of stress and
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storm, or hardships and peril, and would not be
denied.
When I told Mr. Williams he did his best to
dissuade me but the call had come, so packing up
my belongi~gs, which included. a go?d testimon~al
from Mr. Williams and a beautiful Bible from Miss
Williams, I said good-bye, and set out for Newcastle, hoping to get a ship from that port.

CHAPTER XXII
A DANGEROUS ENTERPRISE
1 ARRIVED at Newcastle and was fortunate enough
on the first day to ship as able seaman on the
barque " P.C.E."-Captain Law-bound for
Noumea, New Caledonia, with a cargo of coal.
My wages were to be seven pounds a month: I felt
that I had " struck oil " at once for I had never
heard of seamen getting such fabulous wages. I
found out, however, that colonial owners paid
good . wages, and required good workers for their
nioney, no limejuice methods would suit the coast
.·trade.
But I was young, strong and healthy, and
I ·got along famously with both officers and men.
Gaptain Law was as rough and unpolished a
spec~men of the British seaman as it was possible to
meet, but a sailor from the crown of his head to the
$6le of his feet. The mate was a most illiterate
'l'llan,
. in speech and manner, and proud of
.. . coarse
'
Jiis manners, or lack of them, but a good seaman,
/and utterly fearless. It was generally believed
o:tlboard th.a t he would have gone to sea on a plank
if the pay had been good enough.
· :: We had a fine passage of eight days to Noumea,
;New Caledonia, which is a penal settlement under
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the French flag. At Noumea there are a large
number of prisoners both political and criminal
out on parole-many of them are in business and
doing well for themselves; but they cannot, of
course, leave the island, and naturally there are
always a number of daring and eager spirits ready
and willing to run any risk to obtain their freedom ,
if they can get anyone to assist them. The political
prisoners, many of whom are well off, or have
friends who are well supplied with money for such
a purpose, are always on the qui vive for such a
chance.
Whilst unloading our cargo, the captain spent
most of his time on shore at one of the saloons.
Captain Law was very fond of a glass of grog when
on shore, but, to his credit be it sp.id, he never
touched liquor at sea. One day while at the saloon
Captain Law was approached by a Frenchman
named Balliere as to his willingness to assist some
prisoners to escape, and a good round sum was
offered on account of Henri Rochefort, French
Communist, who was then on Ducos Peninsular.
Captain Law had heard of the famous journalist
and was rather in sympathy with him, but the
sum of ten thousand francs won his sympathy
entirely. This was the sum Henri Rochefort had
offered through Balliere. Captain Law accepted
the offer, stipulating that no other member of the
crew should be told for fear of them informing
the officials, by whom a large reward would be

paid for such information. Altogether it was a
dangerous undertaking, for had he failed, or been
caught .in the act, the vessel would have been
confiscated and all the crew imprisoned, perhaps
shot. It was, therefore, arranged that the exiles
should board the vessel themselves at their own
risk, so that in the event of failure the authorities
would not confiscate the vessel. But there was
another side to the question which Captain Law,
apparently, had everlooked-that he was risking
the lives and liberty of his officers and crew without
their consent or knowledge, which, in law is a
criminal offence.
There was no difficulty for t he three exiles at
Noumea- Jourde, Balliere and Granthille-to get
on board the " P.C.E." They were out on parole
and were in business in Noumea, but for Henri
Rochefort, Oliver Pain and Pascal Grousett, on
the Ducos Peninsular, it was a difficult and dangerous undertaking. But these men were quite
accustomed to dangerous undertakings, their very
lives had been spent among risks and perils, and
they were prepared to do or die. Better far better
. to die in a struggle for freedom than to live a
· hopeless, lingering life, desolate and alone in their
!;!Un-scorched island prison. All of them had wives
and families in their beloved France, and t o see
their · faces again they were prepared to risk all,
feeling that they were bound to be the gainers,
whichever way things went. If they were caught,
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they would be shot-well, their misery would be
over-if they succeeded they would be free. Free
men again-Oh ! how their hearts throbbed at the
very thought of it! The joy of liberty is seldom
appreciated until it is lost.
But to return to the exiles on Ducos. It was
not possible to approach the bay in a boat without
being seen by the sentry on duty. Now, just off
the peninsula there was a small volcanic rock
about one mile from the beach and in a line between Noumea and the Bay of Ducos. On the
side facing Ducos was a mass of coral reefs, the
other side had a bit of sandy beach, on which the
surf breaks heavily at times. The waters around
the island were infested with sharks, this, to those
in authority, greatly lessening the possibility of
prisoners escaping.
Now on the day the barque "P.C.E." finished
unloading at Noumea, Balliere had sent word to
Henri Rochefort that a boat would be off the rock
at 8 p.m., and he and his two friends Oliver Pain
and Pascal Grousett were to make their way to the
rock, All that day they had been talking about it,
and as they talked the great ugly sharks were
lazily swimming about in front of them, a sight
that was enough to make the stoutest heart quail
and quake. Yet, in spite of this, they resolved
to swim out to the rock when the time came.
As night drew near the exiles grew anxious lest
anything should happen that would defeat their

plans, and towards 7 o'clock their hearts sank, for
the sky grew dark .and threatening, and a fierce
tropical storm broke over their heads, the thunder,
lightning and rain being truly terrific, while it
lasted. But strange though it may seem, although the ·exiles at the time did not realize
it, the storm was a Godsend to them. First it
drove the lookout sentries in, and secondly no fish
will remain near the surface during thunder and
lightning, they always sink to the still calm water
below. Thus were the exiles spared a battle with
these monsters of the deep. Just before 8 o'clock
they stripped and walked down to the beach . . But
here a fresh difficulty presented itself. The night
was so dark they could not see the rock, but there
was no time to hesitate, somewhere out there lay
the means that was to help them to regain their
freedom, so into the water they went. Rochefort,
ever a leader, first, and they struck out in the
direction they knew the rock to be. Afte~ swim.ming for some time, expecting every moment to
find themselves in the jaws of a shark, and seeing
no signs of the rock, their hearts began to sink for
fear they had missed it, then suddenly they found
themselves among the kelp on the reef, so with
thankful hearts they landed and crawled around
to the other side.
They had only just got there, when the sound of
muffled rowing fell upon their ears. Holding their
breath they waited, for perhaps they had already
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been missed, and the sound they heard might be
the guard boat. They did not know if it were
friend or foe. Presently a voice called out cautiously.
" Are you there ? "
They were afraid to answer for fear they had
been followed, and the voice seemed strange to them.
Again out of the darkness came a voice:
" Are you there ? It is I, Granthille ! "
Thus assured that it was the voice of a friend
the three fugitives replied, and were told to swim
out to the boat as there was too much swell on the
reef to risk taking the boat inside. This they did, and
were soon assisted into the boat, and supplied with
dry clothes. Few words were spoken, their hearts
were too full for words, and there was still dangerous work before them, this' was but the first
step towards freedom. But a silent clasp of the
hand was given, and understood by all.
The boat was at once headed for Noumea. The
darkness was intense, but a faint glimmer of the
harbour lights could be seen. Do what they would,
they could not prevent a long phosphorescent light
streaming behind the boat, and as the night was so
black, this brilliant light was very col}spicuous and
might possibly betray them to any observant
watcher. Their whole souls were full of doubt
and fear and racked with anxiety as to the issue
of the attempt, for more than one of them had
resolved never to return alive to their late prison.
As the boat drew near to the vessels they had a

truly marvellous escape from detection, but thanks
to a heavy downpour of rain, which drove all
watchers into shelter. Before leaving Noumea
with the boat, Balliere had strolled down to the
harbour and taken note of the position of the
vessels, and the "P.C.E ." in particular to enable
them to find her in the dark, but during the short
storm the wind had changed, and had altered the
position of the vessels at anchor, bringing a small
French despatch-boat into the position previously
occupied by the " P.C.E." The Frenchmen, not
being seamen, did not notice the change, and pulled
over alongside the French boat. One of the exiles
actually had his foot on the ladder to climb on
board, when they heard voices above them speaking
in French. At once they realized the extreme
danger that threatened them : with faces sternly
set, but with their hearts in their mouths as it were,
for they scarcely dared to breathe, they let the
boat drop quietly astern, not knowing whether
they had been seen or heard. Lightli they dipped
their muffled oars and rowed over to the next
vessel, which proved to be the one they were
seeking. · The side ladder was hanging over the
side, qliickly and qqietly the exiles climbed on
board. The steward ' was on deck aft and stared
with astonishment at the six big fellows as they
came over the rail. Before any explanation could
be asked or given, Captain Law made his appearance, the steward was ordered to his room, and the
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captain pointed to the after hold, where the
.fugitives all descended and stowed themselves away
among a lot of old ropes, tarpaulins and cargo gear.
The hatch was closed, but afterwards re-opened to
disarm suspicion, should an official by chance come
off. The only persons who knew the escaped
prisoners were on board were Captain Law, the
steward and myself, as I was keeping anchor
watch. The plug of the boat was taken out, and a
quantity of stone ballast that had been hoisted
on deck during the afternoon, was put into her
and she was sunk alongside the ship. It was not
safe to let the' boat go adrift, suspicion would have
been aroused, and a muster of prisoners ordered,
and then all hope of getting away would vanish.
At daylight the pilot came off to take the vessel
out, but unfortunately the wind had died away
and he refused to get the ship under weigh. The
delay in sailing was very serious. Both Captain
Law and the fugitives were in a terrible state of
anxiety and suspense, expecting every moment a
search party would come off to overhaul the vessel.
Up to the present the alarm gun on the hill had
not been fired, so far we knew that the escape of
the prisoners had not been discovered, but at the
same time we also knew that the moment the
escape was discovered the signal gun would be fired
and that no vessel would be able to leave port
without being searched.
At noon a breeze sprang up, but it was in the
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wrong quarter to enable us to get th~ough th~ ~sual
passage in the reef, however, Captam Law mststeq_,
on the pilot taking the vessel out of the harbour,
so the anchor was lifted and we stood out towards
the entrance. Once outside, the pilot was dismissed and we made all sail, and with a fair wind
steered for the Balearic Channel, coasting along
the Ducos Peninsular, where the poor exiles had
spent so many weary months. of ~mprisonment.
As the evening drew on the wmd mcreased, and
before dark we had cleared the coast and waters
of New Caledonia.
The captain then called the Frenchmen on. deck
and told them that thus far they were free. Henri
Rochefort was the first to come on deck, and a
more pitiable looking object it would have been
hard to find. He stood quite six feet in height
and was as thin as a lath, with a long head and a
very prominent forehead. The only clothes he
wore were an old pair of pants, a shirt, ?-nd a seaman's sou'wester on his conspicuous head, and he
was covered from head to foot with coal dust from
the vessel's hold, where they had been lying concealed. I doubt if his best friends would have
r~cognised, in the miserable-looking object before
. them, the most famous French journalist of the
. day, whose writings and doings had stirred Fra~ce
to the core. They were all more or less suffenng
from sea-sickness, and were taken into the cabin
to have a clean up and make themselves presentable.
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There was only one who could speak a few words
of English, but the warm clasp of the hand and the
happy look in their eyes spoke volumes of gratitude
for their deliverance.
All through the following day the strong northeast wind kept up, and running before the breeze
with every stitch of canvas set, we soon put a good
distance between us and the Island. The crew did
nothing but work the ship and keep a lookout for
overtaking vessels. The only one we were afraid
of was the despatch-boat that we left at anchor at
Noumea when we sailed.
The second and third day remained hazy with a
strong wind. The exiles rarely left the deck, but
would pace to and fro for hours, so anxious and
fearful were they of recapture. All day long they
would scan the horizon, their lips muttering the
thoughts that would not be kept back, thoughts of
home and loved ones. Surely fate would not be
so hard as to let them be captured again, and he
taken back to that living death. No, they would
never be captured alive, no never again. Then the
thought of all their aims and ambitions with the
Commune, the strife and bloodshed in their beloved
Paris made their hearts cry "enough "; if the great
God above them would grant them a safe return
to their homes and loved ones, they would live in
peace with all men.
On the fourth day the wind veered into' the
· south east, and cleared up fine. Observations

A DANGEROUS ENTERPRISE

239

gave our position three hundred miles from Newcastle·. On the fifth day the wind shifted into the
south; reducing our speed t o five knots an hour,
After consulting with the mate, the captain decided
not to continue on a direct course, but to stand in
towa~ds the land and take advantage of the current setting towards the southward. The fugitives
grew very restless when they found out the alteration of the course, and Captain Law had great
difficulty in making them see that it was for their
safety that we should get inside the three mile
limit in case of eventualities, but nothing oc. curred to alarm us, and we had a fine run
right up to Newcastle, a seven days run from
· Noumea.
The authorities and citizens of Newcastle gave
the fugitives a very hearty welcome, and showered
· congratulations upon them at their daring escape
irom exile and prison. They put up at the Great
Northern Hotel and soon supplied themselves with
clothing, etc., suitable to their position. Then
they telegraphed home the news of their freedom
~nd n~ed of funds. They stayed a few days at
Newcastie and then went on to Sydney there to
await the remittance that was wired back to them
· at once.
On its arrivai Henri Rochefort at once paid Cap. tain Law the amount that had been agreed upon
for their deliverance, what the actual amount was
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I do not know, but each of the crew received £4 ros.
as their share, and with this, I, for one, was very
satisfied.
CHAPTER
A

XXIII

LEAKY OLD TUB AND RETRIBUTION OR VILLAINY
REWARDED

. AFTER staying on shore in Newcastle for three
weeks, during which time I had a good holiday and
spent most of the money I possessed, I joined the
barque "Edinburgh" bound for Wellington, New
. Zealand, with a cargo of coals. Well, of all the old
.tubs that ever sailed on salt water, this old craft
:was the worst. Every two hours we had a twenty
minutes' spell on the pumps, night and day the
game went on, in fact we could truly say we carried
· the leaky old basket on our arms.
There was no time lost in painting these colonial
ships. There was plenty of other work to do without
that, nearly all the passage was spent in fitting and
roping new cargo baskets ready to discharge the
. coal on our arrival at Wellington. The weather
was .just splendid all the way across, which was
fortunate for us, just a gentle seven knot li>reeze,
with a smoot!l sea and a perfectly cloudless sky .
.The sea, when we had time to notice it, was a beautiful ultra-marine, and at night the stars were
reflected like diamonds in a sea of glass. The waters
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