This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of
to make the world’s books discoverable online.

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was nevel
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domair
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover.

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey fro
publisher to a library and finally to you.

Usage guidelines

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belon
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have take
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying.

We also ask that you:

+ Make non-commercial use of the fild&e designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these fil
personal, non-commercial purposes.

+ Refrain from automated queryirigo not send automated queries of any sort to Google’s system: If you are conducting research on m:
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encc
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help.

+ Maintain attributionThe Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping ther
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it.

+ Keep it legalWhatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume |
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can’t offer guidance on whether any specific
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book’s appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in al
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe.

About Google Book Search

Google’s mission is to organize the world’s information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on
athttp://books.google.com/ |



http://books.google.com/books?id=ICICAAAAQAAJ&ie=ISO-8859-1&output=pdf













In 3 Vols. 3ls. 6d.
(Second Edition.)
BROKEN FETTERS.

By F. TROLLOPE.

¢ Full of incident. No sooner has the reader recovered from one
thrilling affair than he is plunged into another.”—Athenaum.
¢ We are heartily thankful to Mr. Trollope for affording us un-
mixed amusement and ﬁnﬁﬁmﬁon throughout the whole of his
delightful etory. It may be recommended for its freedom from bad
taste, and has the thrilling interest of Monte Christo®—Ezsaminer.
¢“We can thoroughly recommend ‘Broken Fetters;’ the reader is
k onthe‘?m'mfmmtbebeginningofthe book to the last page.”
-—f 's Magazine. .
¢ We know of no book of the year so well calculated for reading
aloud, which, though containing neither ghost nor goblin, will keep
;he listener breathless and excited, from its first page to its last.”—
¢¢ An exoellent novel.”— Woman’s World.
‘A‘aI:‘umm the boldest adventures with the interest of a love story.”
© %€ A gtory full of exciting situstions.”—Liverpool Albion. _
¢ The book is well written, and the author is to be oonﬁmtnhted
on having produced a very interesting story.”— European Marl.
“The book will be pleasant reading.”—John Bull.
“Mr. Trollope’s residence abroad has enabled him to collect many
aocounts of scenes, both novel and exciting, and his book is written
in 80 pleasing a style that they cannot fail to gratify the reader.”—

¢ “Tt would have done no discredit to the pen of Sir Walter Soott”,
==Brighton Evaminer.
 Reminds us of the works of Mr. G. P. R. James.”—Spectator.



*~

In1Vol. Bs.
THRER HISTORICAL PLAYS..

WILLIAM OF NORMANDY,
HENRY THE SECOND,

AND

OFFA, KING OF MEBROIA.

Tach in Five Acts,

By HENRY J, VERLANDER, M.A,
(Late of 8t. John’s, Cambridge),
Author of ™ The Bride of Rougemont,” &o.
¢¢The author of these dramas displays talents of a very high order,
both in the construction of his plohmd in t‘he gnﬁa his dia-
modification wufice to adapt

.bguu. A them for
the stage, m':”xpenment we should gladly see attempted at this time,

wbenarmvddthepnbhctuelortheugnludnm;uudly
needed.”—Obsorver.

.- Almo, by the same Author,
- InlVo. &

THE BRIDE OF ROUGEMONT,

AND OTHER PGEMS.



THE BRIGHT TO-MORROW.

A NOVEL.
IN THRED VOLUMES,

BY

WALLACE J. HARDING,

BARRISTER-AT-LAW,

Pondon ;
T. CAUTLEY NEWBY, PUBLISHER,
80, WELBECK STREET, CAVENDISH SQUARE,
1869.
[THB RIGHT OF TRANSLATION 18 RESEEVED,]

2850 W 72.



e}

~-



CONTENTS OF VOL. II.

CHAP,

The Squatter’s Home
The Old Maid ...

The Hut by the Creek .

HardUp ... ..

The Bush farson ...

An Unexpected Rencounter
The Bushrangers e. ...
A Revelation

The Distress Warrant ...
New Plans ... .. ..
The Escape from Justice ...
Before the Mast ... ' ...

SRR - IR

Page.

e e 39
e 74
.. 107
.. 187
.. 161






THE BRIGHT TO-MORROW.

CHAPTER I

THE SQUATTER'S HOME.

Tue Station at which Godfrey Beechworth
had obtained employment was near Winchel-
sea, about twenty-three miles from Geelong.
There were a good many head of cattle upon
it, but it was principally stocked with sheep.
It was called Ferntree Station, and was a
very large one, being about twenty miles in
length by eight or nine in breadth. The
homestead was built within thirty or forty
YOL. II B



2 THE BRIGHT TO-MORROW.

yards of the Barwon River, there rather a wide
rapid stream. Beechworth’s journey to Mr.
Forrester’s station was agreeable enough, tak-
ing two days to perform. The weather was
fine, but the ruts in the road, little better a
great part of the distance, than a rude cattle
track, formed an immense impediment to the
progress of heavy vehicles. Every here and
there a stoppage also occurred in conse-
quence of some fallen tree, or huge log lying
across the path, which had to be moved out
of the way before the dray could proceed.
The bullocks, a team of four, toiled slowly
along, while their driver, Mr. Thomas Lumley,
walked by the side of them, shouting, and
using his long whip energetically on their
hides. _‘

Godfrey kept him company on foot, for he
did not care to sit, as he was pressed to do by
the farmer, upon the dray, the jolting of which
over the primitive road was enough almoat to
shake anyone to pieces.

This was the young man’s first journey



THE BRIGHT TO-MORROW. 3

“ yp-country,” a8 it is called, and it seemed
to him full of life and interest.

It was the early part of September, and the
Australian Bush at that time of year is very
beautiful. Indeed, the trees stretching away
in wild avenues all around him, as far as his
gaze could reach, together with the bright
grass-covered land, that had a lawn-like
appearance, made the youth almost imagine
himself at times in the midst of some glorious
old English park. At intervals during the
journey, tall kangaroos bounded across the
track, and by a succession of tremendous
leaps fled out of view.

Beechworth could not help feeling a little
astonished at the farmer’s strength of lungs, for
Mr. Lumley scarcely ever stopped swearing
at the bullocks during the whole way. He
incessantly hurled the most blasphemous,
pitiless oaths at the animals, and, as if cursing
had become a necessary stimulant to them,
whenever he ceased to swear they slackened
their pace. Godfrey observing this, ventured

B 2
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to indulge in a jocular remark upon the cir-
cumstance, whereupon Mr. Lumley said—

* Why, you see, bullocks don’t understand
civil language. They’re like sailors, who
won’t work unless they’re properly sworn at;
and if oxen could talk, I've no manner of
doubt their speech would be chiefly made up
of curses. You can’t manage the brutes
without a good stock of oaths, and it isn’t
every sort of them, either, that they care for,
as you'll soon find out.”

Whereupon, the farmer again lashed away
at the bullocks, and showered a fresh heap of
curses upon them,

“One day, in Little Collins Street, Mel-
bourne,” he narrated, by way of illustrating
his theory about the instinctive appreciation
of swearing by oxen, “a team of bullocks
lying in the road, stubbornly refused to
rise. The dray they were yoked to was
heavily laden, and I suppose the beasts
thought they had strained at it enough ;
whereupon the driver commenced a terrific
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volley of oaths at them, cufsing the brutes
alternately by name. After continuing to
swear at them, like a devil, for nearly ten
minutes, they at last got up, and again pulled
away at the dray. A parson going by at the
time, upbraided the driver for his blasphemy,
exclaiming,

%¢My good man, I'm sure you could get
your bullocks to work without all those oaths.
Give me your whip a moment, and let me try
kind words, to show how you ought to manage
them.’

“ The man at once agreed to let him take
a turn at driving the team ; whereupon the
parson, smacking the whip, began to address
the bullocks in a loud but gentle tone.

“ ¢ Come up, Strawberry,’ cried he to the
forem ost animal, boasting that favorite name.

“Flourishing his whip, he then with soothing
shouts made a similar appeal to all the team
in tarn. The result was, that gradually
slackening their pace, they quickly, one after
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another, lay down in the road, and not all the
peaceful exhortations of the parson could get
them to rise again. Thereupon the driver,
out of patience, snatching the whip from his
Reverence, recommenced cursing in a style
that made the street re-echo with a horrible
cannonading of oaths, and the bullocks were
speedily on their way once more.

“¢Welll' exclaimed the parson, ‘ upon my
word, after all, oxen don’t understand any
other language than that of swearing.’

“ Losing his temper for a moment, he
shouted out to the animals as he went away,
$ You are a damnation set of queer brutes I’

“ Hereupon the bullocks pricked up their
ears, and at once quickened their pace, which
brought home to the parson his temporary
indulgence in unclerical language.”

With a variety of other anecdotes of colonial
life Beechworth was entertained. When they
arrived within about two miles of the home-
stead of Ferntree Station, the farmer, after
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pointing out a foot-track that led to Mr. For-
rester’s house, wished the young man “good
bye.”

The last five miles of their road had been
aeross a large plain, at one end of which ap~-
peared Mount Gellibrand, and up to the foot of
it the Run of Godfrey’s employer extended.
When he parted from Mr. Lumley, the youth
could make out in the distance the house of
Mr. Forrester, surrounded by groups of gum-
trees, that appeared to have been expressly
planted to shelter the homestead as much as
possible from the winds. The farmer admon-
ished him not to get off the path, as otherwise
he might find himself stopped by water-gullies.
Godfrey, after leaving him, walked leisurely
along the searcely discernible track leading
to the homestead of his employer.

It was sanset, and the glowing varied
tints of sky and earth as the orb of day
gradually disappeared beneath the apparently
boundless plain, made up a scene of pecu-
Jear impressiveness. Indulging in sundry re-
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flections, respecting the new career he was
about to enter upon, he passed the outer-fence
surrounding the homestead, traversed a large
yard, along one side of which were stables
with out-houses, and walking through a well-
kept garden, reached the house.

His knock at the door was at once answered
by a maid-servant; and Mr. Forrester, who
had returned from Melbourne a few days be-
fore, came into the hall to welcome him.

The young man was immediately introduced
to the squatter's wife,a stout matron, who
bade him take a seat in the parlour, and make
himself at home.

Nothing could be more cheerful than the in-
terior of the house, which, without being lux-
uriously furnished, wanted nothing in the way
of comfort. It was a large stone building, and
in every respect worthy of being the residence
of a wealthy squatter like Mr, Philip For-
rester.

Godfrey soon sat down to a sumptuous
evening meal in a back-parlor, the windows.
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of which looked out upon the Barwon River.
At the table with him were Mr. Forrester, his
wife, and daughter. The latter, who was ad-
dressed by the others as Beatrice, was about
sixteen. Beechworth’s first impression was
that he had never looked upon such a beauti-
ful being in his life, except in his dreams.
She was tall for her age, had a wealth of
beautiful jet black hair, with almost pure Gre-
cian features, while her complexion was of daz-
zling fairness and purity. Her voice was lusci-
ously sweet, and she chatted laughingly away
in a natural manner, wholly unconscious of her
own beauty. There was a total absence about
her of the cramped manners common to
English girls ;. although she might lack
polished refinement, in the opinion of
some. Her education had evidently not
been neglected, as was clear to any one listen-
ing to her conversation. Nevertheless, she
appeared, what she was, a simple child of
nature, who, having been brought up wholly
in the Bush, was as innocent of the conven-

B 6 r
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tional proprieties of society, as of its affecta-
tions.

Bhe talked away to Godfrey during the
evening as though she had known him for
years; and the young man was delighted
to reply to her questions about England. He
could not tire of listening to her musical
voice, and when he went to bed that night it
still seemed to haunt him.

On the following morning Mr. Forrester
began to initiate Godfrey in the duties
of his new position. The young man
accompanied him on horseback over the
station, and was made acquainted with the
number of sheep and cattle on it, as well as
introduced to the various shepherds and
others in the squatter’s employ.

Godfrey in no long period after his arrival,
became a useful assistant-overseer to Mr,
Forrester, who frequently expressed great
satisfaction with him.

In the mesnwhile, the young man was
very happy, for he was treated with much
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kindness by kis employer and his wife.
There was a head overseer upon the station,
who lived at a cottage some distance from
the homstead, end with him it had been the
intention of Mr. Forrester that Beechworth
should reside. This purposed arrangement,
however, was not carried out, in consequence
of opposttion to it on the part of the
squatter’s wife. After her first day’s acquaint-
ance with the young man, she persuaded her
husband that it would be better for Godfrey
to reside at the homestead.

He found himself, therefore, destined
to live under the same roof as Beatrice
Forrester, a small cosy bedroom being
assigned to him, in which ke spent many
quiet hours, writing and reading, after all the
others in the house had gone to bed. 4

He quickly learnt all the duties of sheep-
station overseer; and also became a skilful
rider, as wellas an excellentshot with the rifle.
Mr. ¥Forrester had given him one for the pur-

pose of shoating the wild dogs, or * dingoes,”
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as they are called, that sometimes attacked
the flocks. After atime he bought a double-
barrelled gun, and occasionally found capital
gport in the bush. Wild turkeys and emus
often frequented outlying portions of Fern-
tree Station, and kangaroos were also plenti-
ful a few miles from the homestead.

One evening, about ten days after Godfrey’s
arrival at Mr. Forrester’s, he was returning
home, having taken a letter for his employer
to a squatter living some two leagues off,
when he saw, half a mile or so from him, a
large blazing tree, in a red-hot glow. He
perceived near it, an encampment of abori-
gines. They had evidently lighted the tree
as the simplest means of making a fire, because
there was no loose timber lying about.

The young man turned his horse towards
them, for Mr. Forrester had given him orders
not to allow the natives. to burn the live
" trees on the station. On getting up to
them, he made signs to them to go else-
where and. encamp on some spot where
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there might be: loose timber. They pre-
tended not to-understand him, and being
armed with long spears, tomahawks, and
boomarangs, they made threatening gestures
at him. Godfrey, however, was not to be
easily frightened, and drawing a revolver,
which the head overseer had lent him, he rode
into the midst of the aborigines, some fifteen
in number, and insisted upon their making
off at once. They thoroughly understood
the nature of the weapon, and prepared to
obey.

One of them, however—while Beechworth
was reconnoitering a fast approaching horse-
man—hurled a spear that would certainly
have pierced the young man’s arm, had he not
avoided it by a quick movement. Godfrey,
by practice on board ship at the sea fowl with

his revolver, which he sold to the steward

on quitting the “Lancy” had become an
adept with that formidable weapon; and in
the present instance, he might easily have
shot the native who thus attacked him. He,

y =
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however, simply fired over the head of the
savage who instantly, thereupon, took to flight
with the other aboriginea.

The horseman whom the young man had
noticed approaching, eame up at the moment.

Beechworth, to his immense astonishment,
discovered that he was no other than Frederick
Hill, his ship-companion spoken of, as
having come on board the ¢ Lancy,” at Swan
River Settlement, with the object of joining
his uncle, a squatter, in Victoria.

When mutual surprise at this unexpected
rencounter had givem way to questions and
explanations, Godfrey found out that Fred-
erick Hill was the nephew of Mr. Forrester.
The young Australian was at present superin-
tending for his uncle a “Run” that the
latter possessed, about thirty miles from
Winchlesea. Not having reeently been to
Ferntree Station, or seen Mr. Forrester since
his retwrn from Melbourne, he had heard
nothing about his uncle’s engagement of
Godfrey..
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Beatrice had often spoken of her cousin
Frederick in Beechworth™ presence; but as
the latter never yet heard him mentioned at
the homestead by bis surname, he had not
suspeeted that the subjeet of conversation
was his Australian ship-companion.

The two young men rode back together
to Mr. Forrester’s house, chatting merrily
on the way. Frederick was welcomed by
the squatter and his wife with many warm
greetings, and Beatrice submitted to several
kisses from her cousin.

He stayed at the homestead the whole of
the fellowing day, and then his uncle, the
head overseer, and Godfrey, accompanied
him back to the Station in the Colac district
that he was superintending, in order that they
might assist at a cattle-muster.

A great deal of rain had lately fallen, and
during several days it poured in torrents.
Beechwerth never enjoyed anything mere
in his life, than his break-neck ride while
mustering the eattle. The cweeks and

£
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gullies were swollen to torrents, and a great
part of the country besides was flooded.
Those joining in the muster had frequently to
swim their horses across foaming streams,
strewn with floating timber and other obsta-
cles; sometimes to fly at full gallop through
the forest, where there was imminent danger
of the horsemen being dashed against the
trees, crowding thick and close together; or
to descend dangerous ravines at a mad pace.
Beechworth, who had learnt to wuse the
“ stock-whip ” skilfully, played his part that
day to the gratification of his employer, and
won the unbounded admiration of Mr.
Donovan, the head overseer.

Mr. Forrester and Godfrey returned, after
an absence of three days, to Ferntree
Station. Before parting Frederick Hill was
pressed to pay a visit every week, if possible,
to his uncle’s house; and as he was in love
with Beatrice, he was!not likely to neglect the
invitation.

There was no engagement between them,



THE BRIGHT TO-MORROW. 17

but their betrothal was ¢ontemplated by her
parents. Hill’s father was a wealthy man,
and he was an only child, so that Mr.
Forrester looked forward with pleasure to
t heir marriage. He knew that the young
man had formed a warm attachment to his
daughter.  She, however, was not in love
with her cousin, and often told him so frankly.
He and his uncle, nevertheless, fully antici-
pated that she would, if pressed, embrace the
contemplated match.

In the meanwhile, Beatrice Forrester had
fallen deeply in love with Godfrey Beech-
worth.

Her parents had not noticed this attach-
ment, but she could not hide from the jealous
eyes of her Australian lover, her preference
for the y oung Englishman.

In personal attractions, Godfrey, indeed,
far outshone his rival.

Frederick Hill had almost a plain appear-
ance, with mind below the average.

. On the other hand, Beechworth was hand-

V N
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some as well as intellectual, and possessed
many of those attractions which fascinate the
imagination of young girls.
- Beatrice’s cousin was usually good natured
and amiable; but from violent jealousy he
became morose and petulant. He ended by
cherishing an intense hatred of Beechworth,
who, on his part, continued, however, to cul-
tivate kindly feelings towards the Australian.
When the Bquatter was away from home for
a day or two, as occasionally happened, God-
frey accompanied Beatrice on horseback in
her morning rides ; for Mr. Forrester did not
like to trust his daughter to take such exercise
alone, and nevertheless, was very particular
that she should not omit it in fine weather.
The young man could not be blind to her at-
tachment towards him, and before long from
being thrown constantly in her society, he
experienced a kind of fascination that resulted
in a passion for the young girl.

" The image of Ellen Castlemaine would,

jnevmheless, sometimes arise in his mind to
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reprove him, If she indeed had been near
him, no doubt her influence would quickly
have prevailed over the charms of Beatrice
Forrester. Godfrey, however, argued with
himself that his romantic love for Ellen Castle-
maine was not only fruitless, but hopeless.
What little probability there was, he thought,
of his ever seeing her again, and even if they
did meet hereafter, what earthly chance had
he of winning her for his wife? With such
reasonings, Godfrey nursed his passion for
Beatrice, and almost for a time forgot the
solicitor's daughter.

- In fact, he at last so far gave way to the
influence of the charms of the Squatter’s
daughter, that when one day she asked him,
in the most guileless tone in the world, if he
loved her, he passionately replied, by asking
how he could help adoring such an angel. A
most endearing charm about the Squatter’s
daughter was her perfectinnocence. She had
not the art to conceal her feelings, and had

V
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more than once told Godfrey, in the guileless-
ness of her affection, that she loved him.

Had he not also been entranced by a head-
long passion for her he might have acted dif-
ferently; but as it was, he felt too happy in
her acknowledgments of attachment towards
him to escape from entangling himself with
the beautiful girl. She was such a perfect
child of nature, and was altogether so charm-
ing, innocent, and fascinating, that he might
well be forgiven in regard to her for allowing
his feelings to run away with his reason.
Again, she possessed bright abilities, and was
fond of books, having read a great deal for
her age, so that she and Godfrey had often
delightfully intellectual conversations. Pas-
sionately fond of poetry, she occasionally got
him to write verses for her album, since he
could compose very clever ones.

At times she herself would pen poetical
effusions. Not unfrequently they displayed
considerable native genius.

Godfrey had read most of the English
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poets, and was, for his years, very well versed
in the classical literature of his country.
Moreover, he possessed great natural taste and
judgment, together with a fine fancy and
warm imagination. _

Thus, the admiration of the squatter’s
daughter was attracted almost as much by his
intellect and acquirements, as by his handsome
face and figure.

He never missed an opportunity of adding
to his stock of knowledge, and his leisure was
always spent in profiting by such books as
came within his reach. The squatter had a
pretty good number of volumes that he had
purchased for ornament, and amongst them
were several standard works.

In spite of Beechworth’s passion for Bea-
trice Forrester, he devoted himself to his
duties as assistant-overseer with the utmost
indefatigability, winning the esteem and
praise of his employer. '

He was a general favourite indeed, in the
neighbourhood for miles. around, and but for
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the bitter hatred on the part of Frederick Hill
towards him, he might have been very happy.

One day, Mr. Forrester being away in
Geelong, Beechworth accompanied Beatrice
on horseback to the station of a Captain Bolt,
on a vigit. It was Christmas time, and the
weather was intensely hot.

On their way back home, they dismounted
from their horses, in order that the young
girl might enjoy shelter for a time from the
burning sun, in the shade of the luxuriant
trees that grow at the foot of Mount Gelli-
brand. Both also, enjoyed the pleasure of
revelling in the beautiful views which enchant
the eye from that spot. They were not ex-
pected home till eight o'clock, and it was as
yet only half-past three. It was ten miles,
nearly, from where they were to the home-
stead of Mr. Forrester ; but Beatrice would
be able to quickly gallop that distance a
Jittle later in the aftermoon, when the air
should be cooler. They sat near each other,
and chatted together.
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The scene around was well calculated to
fan the passion of lovers in such a situation.
Nature in one of the most charming aspects,
presented herself in the landscape before
them ; while birds of every gorgeous hue
flitted around, and the blue sky was without
a cloud. : )

“ How lovely the Bush appears at this
Christmas time |” exclaimed Godfrey.

“It is more enchanting still in spring, for
the sun parches up the country in summer;
although the recent rain has freshened the
verdure,” rejoined Beatrice.

“ What a contrast, between Christmas here
and in England!” he remarked.

“ I could not endure to live in your cold,
foggy climate,” she exclaimed, * where hail
~ and snow keep people within doors during
the winter. Surely, you cannot prefer your
gloomy skies to our sunny ones. Would you
not be perfectly contented to dwell in this
beautiful country all your life?”

“Ilove England so much,” he answered,
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“that her climate to me seems pleasant
enough. The marked contrast in the seasons
there, appears to me preferable, in spite of
the fogs, snow and ice, to the monotony of
sunny skies all the year round. I should not
like to be obliged to live in Australia all my
life. My hope is, some day to return to Eng-
land.” ’

“ You're always praising the mother-coun-
try, Godfrey,” she said, “and I wish you
would transfer a portion of your love for her
to Australia, so that you might be contented
to remain here.”

“ It may possibly be,” he remarked, *that
if I stay some years, I shall, like so many
others, at last regard the Colony as a dearer
home than ever England.”

“Godfrey,” she went on, throwing, in the
innocence of her heart, one arm round his
neck, and looking him winningly in the face,
¢ you must remain with us till you can your-
self rent a station. Perhaps, my father, when
you've been with him three or four years,
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‘will let you have one of his, for you know
he has several. You say you love me, so

- for my sake, you must resolve to make the

‘Colony your home forlife. My father cannot
object to our marriage, when he knows
how my happiness depends on his con-
sent. You're only seventeen and I'm but
sixteen, so we can afford to wait patiently for
some years. Cease to talk, therefore, about
going back to England and learn to love
Australia.”

Godfrey imprinted some ardent kisses upon
the blushing cheeks of Beatrice; and they
-embraced one another, in all the innocence
and warmth of their two young hearts. The
enchanting scene around seemed to smile
apon their love.

“ Dear Godfrey, would that we might live
together, in some far out-of-the-way spot in
the Bush, where none could interfere with our
happiness I” she exclaimed, as the thought
of Frederick Hill passed feverishly through

h%mmd.
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,

“ We must wait and trust, as you've often
yourself said, sweet Beatrice!” rejoined the
youth.

How happy they were alonein each other's
gociety, amidst solitary Nature in the wild
bush! Little did they know in how shorta
time fate would sever them for ever.

“ You remember, dear Godfrey,” remarked
Beatrice, “ that I told you I had set myself to
write a song the day before yesterday, com-
paring Australia with the mother-country.
Of course, it gives the superiority to my
own loved land, and I haven't, therefore,
yet repeated it to you, knowing how near to
perfection you believe Old England. Besides,
I'm afraid the verses will not bear criticizm.
You’ve composed such beautiful lines your-
gelf for my album, that I almost think,
Godfrey, you were really born o be a poet.”

“My ambition,’ rejoined Beschworth,
““has been to become some ‘day & member
of the English bar, and fight my way to re-
putation, and a name a8 an advocate. Such
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a lot, however, is never likely to be mine;
but I think, under favourable circumstances,
I should succeed much better as a lawyer
than as a poet, dear Beatrice.”

“ What happier after all than a squatter’s
life, which I trust you're destined to lead,
Godfrey !” she exclaimed, as they once more
fondly embraced each other.

“ You must repeat to me, now you've raised
uny ouriosity,” he urged, in a persuasive tone,
+ the verses you've written about Australia.
You know, dear Beatrice, how I liked the song
.about the Aborigines, which you wrote a fow
weeks back, 80 you needn’t fear my critioism.”

Was ever any one, indeed, a hard’ critie of
the poetical effusions of his lover!

“I'1 repeat the song as you press me,
‘Godfrey,” consented the maiden.

“ You may as well use your beautiful voice
to sing it,” said the youth, “for none but
myself and the birds will hear you in this
solitary spot, and yon needn’t, therefore, be
afraid of your auflitory, Beatrice.”

°2 o~
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“I would just as soon do so as merely
repeat the lines to you, Godfrey; but then,
you mustn’t mind, if I break down in the
song,” she observed.

“To hear your sweet voice carol but a
single verse, will be pleasure enough!” he
ardently exclaimed.

Without any more hesitation, the squatter’s
daughter complied. Her lovely voice echoed
around, and the very birds, as they crowded
the neighbouring trees, seemed entranced by
its beautiful music. The charming descrip-
tive air she chose suited the verses as admira-
bly as the scene around was in harmony with
them ; while the words ran thus of

THE SONG OF THE AUSTRALIAN MAIDEN,

T've heard thee praise the Queenly Isle,
That crowns the northern sea,

But list to me a moment, while
I sing my land to thee,

In England far beyond the seas,
The other side of earth,

In winter, leafless are the trees,
And snow surrounds the mirth,
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But here the trees are evergreen,
And though ’tis Christmas now,

The sun ghines down, the leaves between,
To glad the Bushman’s brow.

Though Britain’s hills and dales be sweet,
And glowing mem’ries wake,

The marring trace of man, you meet,
At every step you take.

But nature here, sublime and grand,
As far a8 eye can roam,

All fresh from the Creator’s hand,
Surrounds the squatter’s home ;

The gloomy sky, that half the year,
Q’erspreads your stormy coasts,

May make the hearths and homes more dear,
Of which old England boasts.

But Heav’n to us is doubly kind,
A joyous clime is ours,

That soothes and cheers the weary mind,
Asg lightsome pass the hours.

Renown, no other land has known,
As thine has proudly won,

A thousand years and more have flown,
Since first her fame begun ;

Yet, though Australia can enchain
The heart by no bright past,

No sighing throng here strive in vain,
And die of want at last.

In Albion’s crowded cities, where
To breathe there’s scarcely room,

How many thousand beings share
A kind of living tomb ! '

But here there’s full reward for toil—
Man’s lot since Adam’s fall,
Around extends a virgin soil,
And more than room for all.:
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Altho’ I love the Mother Land,
The day-star of the earth—

And venerste her hallow’d strand,
That gave my Fathers birth,

Yet I’d not quit the boundless plain,
And this bash life so free,

Por England’s shores acroes the main,
Whate’er their charms may be.

Asg Beatrice finished her song, she blushed
deeply, and Godfrey hurried away by the im-
petuosity of his sentiments, threw his arms
round her, and pressed her to his heart. In
that fond embrace he kissed her ardently,
little dreaming that there was a concealed
spectator of and listener to all that passed
between them, but such was the case.

Beatrice’s cousin, then on a visit of a few
days at a neighbouring station, was a witness
of the scene. He had wandered on foot in
gearch of his horse, which not being properly
hobbled, had strayed away a considerable
distance. Concealing himself a little distance
from the lovers, behind some bushes, he heard
all that passed between them.

“The words of your song, Beatrice, are
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charming,’”? said Beechworth, ‘ and you must
give me a copy of them for a keepsake.”

“T1l do so,” she rejoined, *“and I'm dee
lighted, Godfrey, that you think the wverses
pretty.”

After chatting for some time longer, he
observed—

It will soon be sunset, dear Beatrice, and
as it is cooler now I think we had better pro-
ceed on our way home.”

#It is only six,” she remarked, looking at
her watch, *so we shall be in good time, for
my mother will not expect me till eight
o’elock.”

Godfrey assisted Beatrice on her horse, and
mounting his own, they cantered off owards
her father's homestead.

After they had started, Frederick Hill, get-
ting up from behind the bushes where he had
been a spectator of the scene between the
lovers, also went on his way.

Beatrice and Godfrey galloped speedily
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home, and both went to bed that night more
enchanted and infatuated than ever with each:
other.

The next afternoon, as the young man was

- walking through the bush to the hut of &

shepherd, bearing some orders from the head
overseer, he suddenly noticed Frederick Hill
coming towards him on horseback.
- The young Australian had been expected
at Ferntree Station that morning to see his
uncle, just returned home, and Godfrey there-
fore was not surprised at thus meeting him,

Frederick Hill, who had a stock-whip in his
hand, dismounted, upon coming up to him,
and began addressing him with passionate
vituperation.

Beechworth at first did not know what to
make of it; but it was, however, soon clear
to him that the Australian had been a con-
cealed witness of the love scene between him-
self and the squatter’s daughter the previous

evening.

)
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- % What right—the devil take youl!—has a
penniless fellow like yourself to make love to
my cousin ?”’ shouted Hill.

“I should advise you to mind your own
business, and go quietly on your way,” re-
torted Godfrey, losing his temper at the offen-
sive manner of the Australian. '

“You're an infernal beast! " roared Hill.

“It would be better if you were a little
more careful in your language!” exclaimed
Beechworth, scarcely able to restrain his
Ppassion.

“TI'd lay this whip across your shoulders
for two pins!” was the fierce rejoinder.

“You'd better do so!” said the youth, be-
tween his clenched teeth.

Excited beyond himself by this retort, the
Australian made a lash at Beechworth, who
thereupon immediately sprang at him and
hurled him violently to the ground. He
quickly wrenched the whip from Hill, who,
rising to his feet again, made another furioys
onslaught upon him. He, however, in spite

cb
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of ‘being much the elder, and also nearly six
feet in height, was no matoch for the young
Englishman, who knocked him down with his
fist threetimes successively. Godfrey was, in
fact, strong beyond his age, and unusually
muscular.

Leaving Hill sprawling on the ground, he
walked away on his errand to the shepherd.

The Australian, hurling curses at the youth,
quickly mounted his horse, riding off at a mad
gallop toward the homestead.

Arrived there, he rushed straight to his
'uncle, and relating the love scene of which
he had been a spectator, overwhelmed his
tival with abuse.

That very day Godfrey received notice
to quit Ferntree Station at once. He was .
‘there and then paid the small amount of
-salary due to him. Proceeding to the home-
stead, with'a heavy heart, he packed up his
things, and took them to the cottage of :the
‘head-overseer. Putting ‘sufficient elothes for
‘temxporary ‘use 'in ‘a carpet bag, he left -the
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remainder of his baggage with Mr. Donovan,
wwho premised to forward it to him whenever
he wished. Beatrice being confined by Mr.
Forrester to her zoom, the young man had
no ehance of wishing her good-bye ; but pass-
ing her door, as he was going down stairs,
after packing wp his things, he overheard
her passiomately sobbing, and his heart
almost broke.

‘She knew the canse of his dismissal, and
vowed to her father that she would rather
kill herself than marry her cousin.

After taking leave of the head-overseer,
Godfrey paid a visit to the Reverend Hamp-
den Thorn, of Winchlesea, the district clergy-
man, with whom the youth was a great
favourite. Beechworth frankly related to
him the cause of his dismissal. He wasat
onoce <heered by the sympathy of Mr. Thorn,
of whom the young man had made a con-
fidaat .of hiis Jove for Beatrice.

“ Yve not the least doubt,” exclaimed the
clergyman “that Mr. Forrester will before

long repent yowrhasty dismissal, and, in the
' &
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meanwhile, if you send me your address, I'lL
write and let you know how things go on at
Ferntree Station.”

The clergyman, a young man about thirty,
of jovial habits, saw no harm whatever in
Godfrey’s love for the Squatter’s daughter.

Mr. Forrester was rich, argued Mr. Thorn,
to himself, but Beechworth was in every way
a noble youth, quite worthy of Beatrice, and
would make an infinitely better husband for
her than her gawky cousin.

In fact, the clergyman, in his admiration
and fondness for Godfrey, was dreadfully
enraged against Frederick Hill. Inspiring
Beechworth with hope and courage, he
bade him patiently wait, declaring that all
would probably be right in the end. The
youth wrote a note to Beatrice Forrester,
which the clergyman promised to put into
her hands, and to forward any letter she
should write inreturn. Then Godfrey wished
him good-bye, and shouldering his carpet bag,
took the road for Geelong.

. Ere losing sight of the homestead of Fern-
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tree Station, he could not help ever and
+anon looking back upon it with a fascinated
gaze.

He made up his mind to proceed to Geelong,
and thence direct to Melbourne, without call-
ing on Mr. Peterson, whom he feared might
be vexed on account of his losing the situation
he had obtained for him with Mr. Forrester.

‘When he had achieved for himself a good:
position, he would then, and not before, pay
a visit to Radstock House.

At the same time, Godfrey cherished a
lingering hope that the father of Beatrice
in the meanwhile might relent, and receive
him back as overseer.

It was near sunset when the young man
left Ferntree Station behind him; but he
determined, as the nights were then bright
and clear, to push on, in order to reach Gee-
long early the following morning.

Had the youth been of a less sensitively
proud temperament than he was, he might
have humbled himself to Mr. Forrester with
a view of keeping his appointment.

A=
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Buech a course, however, was not in the
nature of Godfrey Beechworth.

As he jogged along the road, now once
again on his own resources, his chief misery
was that he had been the involuntary cause
of ‘placing the beautiful Beatrice in a trying
position.

Trusting, however, that events would right
themselves; certain that Providence would
never permit such an innocent and lovely-
being to remain longunhappy; and confident
in his youth, strength, and perseverance to
over eome the gulf that at present separated
him from her, he gallantly marched on his
way.

The night proved, as it had promised, a
glorious one.

In the clear sky, fretted with stars, the
moon shone brightly, lighting up the bush
with her splendour, as he trudged onwards.
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CHAPTER TI.

THE OLD MAID.

GoprreY BeecaworTH, after quitting Fern-
tree Station, rested for seme hours upon
reaching Geslong at the Kangaroo Hotel,
Moorabool Btreet.

Having taken a hearty breakfast, he
walked for a time about-the town.

About half-past eleven o’clock, returning to
the boarding-house, he got his carpet-bag, and
then 'wended ‘his ‘way to ‘the steamer, fixed
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to start daily at noon, from the Geelong pier,
for Melbourne. .

The weather continued fine, and he felt
invigorated as walking up and down the deck
during the passage, he enjoyed the fresh
breeze blowing.

It was about the middle of the afternoon that
the steamer commenced ascending the River
Yarra-Yarra, on the bank of which, some few
miles from its mouth, the capital is built.
The stream is of itself no great width, and
only navigable as far as the city for craft of
comparatively light burden. The river banks
between which the steamer glided, were,
Beechworth remarked, flat and uninteresting ;
but the gloom, perhaps, of his thoughts in-
tensified their want of attractiveness to him.
Arrived alongside the quay at Melbourne,
Godfrey hastened ashore, and walked slowly
along the wide thoroughfare bordering the
Yarra-Yarra.

On the side of the road were tall, spacious
warehouses and other evidences that he was
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now in a busy, commercial city. Melbourne,
was already at that time of great size, con-
sidering the com paratively brief period of its
existence.

~ Godfrey walked on, until he reached a
broad thoroughfare to hisleft, which he found
to be Elizabeth Street.

He had been advised that morning, by
a breakfast companion at the Kangaroo.
Hotel, Geelong, to take up his quarters
at Pritcbardson’s boarding-house, North
Melbourne. From what he had heard
about it he thought he could not do better
than follow the recommendation. Remem-
bering, from the direction he had received, that
Elizabeth Street led to North Melbourne, he
turned up that thoroughfare, and found him-
self quickly amidst all the whirl and bustle of
a great city.

The pavements were overflowing with pas-
sengers, while the roadway was crowded
with drays, carriages, and cars. The houses.
‘were large and lofty, a wealth of merchandise

e
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was exhibited in the shop windows, so thata
pereon might almost: have fancied himself in
one of the busy, chief thoroughfares of Lon-
~ don. Dog-carts, however, plying for hire i
the streets, long teams of bullocks yoked to
primitive drays, diggers riding at a mad pace
through the city, and other scenes character-
istic of the Victorian capital, quickly brought
home to a stranger the fact of being at the
Antipodes.

Godfrey passed by the Post Office—at the
corner of Elizabeth and Bourke Streets—a
plain, ricketty, wooden building, since. re-
placed by a handsome edifice.

Wonderful indeed are the improvements
which two or three years bring about in go-
ahead cities like Melbourne !

Near the Post Office he had his boots
cleaned by a street shoe-black.

While the lad was brushing away at them,
Beechworth was beset by a crowd of unchins,
shouting out, * Argus!” “ Herald!” “ Age}”
being the names of the three principal Mei-
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bourne newspapers; so he parchased a copy of
the first-mentioned journal.

After enquiring of the shoeblack the way to
Pritchardson’s boarding-house, he walked
quickly on his road.

He passed by the unfinished Public Library,
which promised to be a noble building, and
before long found himself at North Melbourne.

Somewhat tired with earrying his rather
heavy carpet-bag, he hastened his steps, to
reach his destination as soon as possible.

He had no difficulty in finding out Prit~
chardson’s boardimg-house, which could be
seen a considerable distance off, and was an
immense oblong wooden building, something
like a huge Noah’s Ark.

Entering the establishment, he was struck
with the appearance of the interior, which
formed an enormous primitive saloon, having a
gallery running round it, about ten feet from
the floor. Two ranges of little chambers like
ship-cabins,oneabove the other, constituted the
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inside lining, as it were, of the building. It
had been constructed in England, and was
turned to profitable account by the present
proprietor, who enjoyed the reputation of
having made no end of money since carrying
on the boarding-house.

Godfrey at once introduced himself to the
landlord, Mr. Pritchardson, a tall, portly,
grey-headed man, with jovial face, who had
been brought up to the watch-making trade.
- “Can I have board and lodging here ?”
asked Beechworth.

“ Yes ; I've plenty of spare rooms,” replied
the proprietor, and he ushered the young
man, without further to-do, into one of the
cabin-like chambers, saying,

 There are your quarters, if you choose to
take up your lodgings here.”

Having learned the landlord’s terms, the
youth agreed to stay there.

While talking to Mr. Pritchardson, who
ghould come up and accost him with a tap on
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the shoulder, but Douglas Baird, the young
Scotchman with whom he had been so inti-
mate on board the * Lancy.”

“How d’ye do, Godfrey ; I'm delighted to
see you, old fellow !” he exclaimed.

“ Halloa! is it you, Baird ?” cried Beech-
worth, taken by surprise.

“What brought you here ?”’ enquired the
Scotchman.

“I've just arrived from Geelong, and was
‘récommended to this place by a person with
whom I breakfasted this morning there,” the
young man said.

“I'm awfully glad to see your phiz,” re-
joined Baird, “ and so we must have a nob-
bler of wine together, on the strength of our
joyful meeting.”

Baird, as it was soon evident to Beech-
worth, had become a proficient in colonial
slang.

The two friends sat a long time and chatted
together, with all the gaiety that generally
springs from such an unexpected rencontre.
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Three “nobblers” of wine, were drunk in
succession, by each of them, for which God-
frey paid.

“ How, Baird, did you ever come to live at
this boarding-house ?”’ asked Beechworth.

“Well, to tell the truth,” his friend an-
swered, “ I quickly got tired of sticking at a
‘desk, in the Bank of Australasia, in Collins
Street; and became a deuced lazy elerk, so
-one day, the manager dispensed with my ser-
vices, or in other words, ‘ gave me the sack.’
I couldn’t stand the stupid hum-dram life of
a quill-driver.  It’s a pity, perhaps, I've lost
the berth, for I received a good salary, but
I'm not cut out for a clerk. I'm now seeking
-2 situation of a more active deseription, but see
no chance yet of finding one. However, I'm
in daily expectation that something will turn
up; although I'm nearly stumped as regards
cash, for I've only at present about seven or
eight shillings in the world.”

“ With such a little money you won't be
able to stay and pay your way here, for more
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than a day or so longer, I suppose,” remarked
Beechworth.

“0Uld Pritchardson isn’t a bad fellow,
and I daresay he’ll give me credit for a few
weeks,” rejoined the Scotchman.

“ If so, you may in the meanwhile obtain a
.good situation, when you'll be quickly able to
repay him,” his friend observed.

“T've told you, Godfrey, that I'm ¢hard
ap ;' #o I think the best thing to do is to ask
you to let me have the loan of a ¢ skiv,’”’ con-
tinued Baird. '

This last speech was uttered calmly, with
-an air of confident assurance.

Upon understanding that a ‘“ skiv’ meant
a sovereign, Beechworth immediately handed
him one.

There was certainly a striking difference in
the young Englishman’s conduct in this in-
stance, and that of Baird when the latter was
-asked by him for a trifling loan, on board the
“ Lancy,” which was practically refused.

- Beechworth remained for nearly six weeks
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at Pritchardson’s hoarding-house, where there
were about ninety lodgers, without succeeding
in obtaining any situation.

He perused daily the advertisements in the
papers, and tried in every possible manner
for employment, but in vain.

Just at that period things were very bad
in the colony. There were thousands in Mel-
bourne without employment, and half the fel-
low-lodgers of Godfrey were in quest of sitna-
tions, for the most part finding the search
utterly fruitless.

AtPritchardson’s boarding-house there was
truly as heterogencous an assemblage of cha-
racters, as ever, perhaps, met together beneath
one roof,

Godfrey made the intimate acquaintance of
about half-a-dozen individuals from amongst
them. Of these, the majority had experi-
enced a host of adventures in the colony, and
one or two of their number had gone through
striking vicissitudes in the mother-country.

Vincent Paget, nearly forty years of age,
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tall, handsome, and aristocratic-looking, was,
perhaps, as interesting as any of the coterie.
He was brother to an English baronet, and
at one time had been gentleman-at-arms to
the Queen. As a young man, he had run
through a pretty large fortune, but was now
in daily hopes of obtaining the appointment of
beadle, or something of that kind, in connec-
tion with Melbourne vegetable market, at a
salary of thirty shillings a week.

Ralph Cooper, another of Godfrey’s new
acquaintances, was about twenty-four, and the
son of a deceased Indian civil servant, of
good family. '

He was an only child, and his mother
allowed him regularly ﬁfty.pounds a year,
which he received quarterly, and generally
spent the money within a week or so after it
reached him. At present he was very low in
funds, and was applying for a shepherd’s situ-
ation up the Bush, which he thought he had
a good chance of obtaining .

‘A young man, some twenty-six years of

VOL. 11, D
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8ge, who went by the name of Emilio Haberta,
whom most people would have taken for.an
Englishman, became also one of Beechwarth’s
companions. He delighted to don a gorgeous
Spanish costume, dangling with little bells.

In spite of this eccentricity, he was, “a
man of the world,” and had a good stock of
general information.

He spoke Spanish with tolerable ﬂuenc.y,
and, at present, earned a few shillings weekly
by giving two or three lessons in that
language to a lady in one of the Melbourne
suburbs, but, in the meanwhile, he was
eagerly looking out for some more lucrative
occupation.

The most eccentric of Godfrey’s new ae-
quaintances was Jack Candy, almost a dwaxf,
with a thick shock of long, red hair.

He was a school-master by calling, .and
was, at this period, expecting a post as teacher
in a national school up country.

At that time in the cplony, a young man
thrown like Beechworth om his resounces,

[ N
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found kimself frequently in the midst of
wery odd company, and had not any refined
choice -offered him in ithe ‘melection of
‘dequaintances,

It is, possible, however, to'mix in- question-
dble seciéty without being contamindted
by #; and:although Godfrey, in the course of
his career in Austrdlia, was often thrown
in very equivocal doteries, hissuperior strength
of mind and high principle ever preserved
diis c¢haracter unstaimed.

He 1tever for amonent swerved from the
fofty instinets of his noble:nature.

The young men, indeed, was one of those,
-‘who, when forced:to mingle with the vicious,
feel themselves only the more resdlved in
their own virtuous standard of couduct, by
experience ‘of the ways uf the eckless and
umprincipled.

Beechworth, having now but enough money
eft to pay for-about another fortnight’s beard
end lodging, ‘was ‘gitting ‘one morming, ufter
breakfast in - .compuny with ghe icoterie, of

D2
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which a description has been given, when
Vincent Paget began reading aloud, from the
“ Argus ’ newspaper, an advertisement that
immediately caused considerable interest
amongst the group.

“ Let me have a look atit?” cried Huberto,
at the same time seizing hold of the journal.

He then himself read out to the company
the following advertisement :—

“ A number of persons wanted immediately,
for a gentlemanly employment. Remune-
ration high, but only those of good education
and address required.—Apply at eleven
o’clock this morning, at 216, Lygon Street,
North Melbourne.”

“That's just the ticket for me,” cried Cooper.

“I expect it will suit most of our guns,”
exclaimed Paget.

Godfrey felt carried away by the current
of joy, that the advertisement seemed to infuse
into those around him, and began to think that
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there was really at last a chance of his ob-
taining respectable and profitable employment.

It was determined at once that they should
all make application for the gentlemanly
occupation thus advertised.

It was then but nine o’clock, so there was
yet ample time before them, ere they need
present themselves at 216, Lygon Street; and
they continued therefore, in the meanwhile
chatting together in the saloon of the boarding-
house.

“I applied only the other day to the Mayor
of Melbourne,” observed the aristocratic
Paget, interrupting Cooper, who was detailing
his recent hardships in the Colony, *for per-
mission to keep a night coffee-stall at the
corner of Bourke and Elizabeth Streets, oppo-
site the Post Office; but herefused me a license,
although I had already obtained the consent
of the shopkeeper before whose house I pur-
posed carrying on the business.”

“ That fellow who sells small pies outside
the Theatre Royal is making a mint of money,”
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exolaimed Huberto, ¢ and I.think of embark-
ing in the same trade, when I've raised, by
teaching Spanish, a little capital.”

% The man whom you speak of, Emilio,’*
said Cooper, “is a Member of the Royal
College of Physicians of Ireland, aud a deuced
clever chap,”

# A fortnight sinee I got a few days’ work,”
remarked Jack Candy, tho little schoolmaster,
“ breaking stones, at five shillings a yard, on.
the road between Melbourne and Kilmore.
Uy Jovel that's the work to. tickle a gentle-
man up, and no mistake. My hands became
uwollen almost to the dimensions of a fair-
uled pumpkin. I soon gave the genteel ocou-~
patlon up, beoause I could scarcely earn salt
at It} and now I'm thinking, if I don’t speedily
§#94 A berth aa toacher, of hawking cat’s-meat
about the town. There's very little competi»
tlon yetin that line, and I was offered a hand~
harrow very cheap the other day, that would
uult the purpose.”

Here the upeaker passed his hand through
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His' shoek of red hair;, and assumed a medita-
tive aspect.

“I'm afraid, Candy, you won’t have mueh
chance, for' ome of the appointments we're
going after this morning,” remarked Baird;
“PBecuuse, you ‘see, otie of the things required
ini the:applicants is'‘ a good address:’ ”

This observation created a- little diversion
amongst the company.

“You'reno better off thati I in that matter,
as, good gracious! don’t we both hang out at
the same quarters?’ retortéd the little school-
master.

‘*Come; it's time to be trotting, for it's a
quarter past ten o’clock,” Paget atlast ex-
claimed, pomting to a'largetimepiece over the
door.

Thereupont, the acquamtarnces quitted the:
bourdve-hotse, and wended their way towards'
Liygon Street::

They arrived there in''good time, but found!
thut*a crowd of applicants; nambering at'least,
seveity ot eighty) were atrendy waiting outside’

.



56 THE BRIGHT TO-MORROW,

the house they were in search of ; and Godfrey
was amused with the motley nature of these
aspirants for gentlemanly employment, all
considering themselves of ¢ good education
and address.’

Amongst them, were sea-captains, ship-sur-
geons, merchants’ clerks, shopmen, mechanics,
methodist parsons, Church of England clergy-
men, solicitors, and others of equally diverse
professions, trades, and occupations.

It was agreed by the coterie to which God-
frey belonged, to toss up as to the order in
which they should enter the house, to make
application for the envied gentlemanlike em-
ployment.

~ This was no sooner said than done, and it
fell to Beechworth’s lot to take the lead. He
had been, as it were, compelled to play a part
in the * tossing-up ;”’ but upon obtaining such
trifling piece of luck, he gave up his right of
priority in entering the house to Jack Candy.
A long time was anxiously passed in wait-

’j before the little schoolmaster’s turn came
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to goin ;' as all those who had arrived previous
to this coterie ¢laimed, of course, to enter before
them. Great was the excitement when Candy
came out of the house, and informed his com-
panions that he had been a successful candi-
date for the coveted occupation. Not waiting
for the particulars of this good fortune, Beech-
worth took his turn and entered the house.
He was ushered into a sort of office, where
stood the advertiser, who professed to have at
his disposal so much remunerative employ-
ment. o

He was a stout, flabby, Jewish-looking
individual, with big, dark beard and whiskers,
rather dirty in person, and shabbily dressed.

“You see,”’ said he, after answering some
preliminary enquiries of Godfrey, ‘I want a
number of agents, to sell on commission, a
half-crown map of Melbourne, that I've just
published.” . .

On receiving this information Beechworth’s
bright hopes were somewhat dimmed.

Being shown the map, for the sale of whichso

Db
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many agents were demanded, the. yonag: mant
was . still, more cresi-fallen. It appeared to:
him in his- dissppointment, little better than
a wretched daub..

% Youllhave a commission of sixpence on.
each map.you sell,”” went on. the fellow. to\
Godfrey; “sa you perceive, that if you diss
pose. of, only. forty. a day, leaving. ou
Sundays,. yeu'll earn six pounds a week.”

According to the .young man’s notion he: -
might not sell three in a twelvemonth, even:
at eighteen pence a piece, were he to perw
ambulate the whole country, and push the
sale of them ever so much.

He was, in faot, considerably disgusted with
the result of the interview.

“ You’d better,” continued the man, “ take
with. you some. of'the maps at once, for
which yow'll have to leave a deposit with mey
of twenty-four shillings per dozen.”

Godfrey, was. not going..te risk, his-money
in such a specnlation; and, therefore, politely

- wished.she fellam “-goodrbyes’ '
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A the'youth” 16t 'the ‘house, Vincent Paget'
entered.

Al ldrge ‘crowd ‘still remuined ’ outside, and
Beechworth, oft' rejoining his- acquaintances,
pereeived’ that Jack- Candy had under his
axtit’'a’ packet, made dp-—as the little school-
mtaster explained-<of ‘two ‘dozen maps of Mel-
bourne, in which he had just invested nearly
all the money he had in the wotld.

When Godfffey’s comrpanions, each in tutn,
had enjoyed a similar-interview to the onhe
deseribed, they quittéd Lygon Street, leaving
sotre fifty persons still before the house they
had*just quitted. Thb’ schoolmaster was the
only one of Béechworth’s acquaintances, who
had‘made an investriient in' the half-crown
maps; for which pradence of theirs they after-
wards had reason to' thank their stars,

Jick Candy' never ‘in' fact, succeeded in
selling eveén” one of thbse he had purchased,
Od going'to Lygon Street,: td' réturn them,
and Hemand bhek themoney he had deposited,
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he found that the Jewish-looking personage
from whom he obtained them, had vanished.

Godfrey having spent nearly all his money,
and still failing to obtain employment, re-
solved as a last resource, to call upon Mr.
William Pigott, to whose brother in Geelong
he had received the never forgotten  letter of
introduction.”

He communicated this determination to
Douglas Baird, who strongly urged him to
carry it at once into execution.

Mr. William Pigott lived at Richmond, a
suburb about two miles from Melbourne ; and
8o one morning, the young man strolled there,
with the intention of paying him a visit.

Godfrey did not anticipate any very bril-
liant reception, since he had heard a miserly
character attributed to him.

Beechworth had not the least notion of
asking him for any pecuniary assistance, but
he thought perhaps Mr. Pigott might be of
service in the matter of obtaining employment.
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The residence of Godfrey’s relations at Rich-.
mond, was a newly-built, large, handsome
stone mansion, with about seven acres of en-
closed pleasure grounds in front.

The youth’s knock at the door was answered
at once, and he was ushered into a spacious,
and most sumptuously-furnished sitting-
room.

There he found Mr. William Pigott, and his
gister,—the old maid about whom the young
man had heard Mr. Peterson so often joke.

She was a thin, scraggy personage, with fea-
tures small and plain—almost to ugliness—
while she was dressed in the most expensive
and showy manner.

Mr. Pigott was a gentleman-like-looking
man of fifty, and, formed, altogether, an in-
finite contrast, in personal appearance, to his
brother of the Barabool hills,

“Take a seat,” he said, in a polite tone,
upon the young man entering the room.

“ Your name is Godfrey Beechworth, I
believe ’ remarked Miss Pigott to the youth,

=
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who had been duly announced’ to her by the
donrestic:

“Yes,” he rejoined’; “I arrived in the-
colony last June.”

“ A're you in any situation ?** demanded his
male relative.

‘“I’ve no appointment,” he amswered, “ and”
am anxious to obtain one.”

“ You'reresiding in Melbourne, I suppose‘?”
enquired the old maid.

Upon his replying in the affirmative, Mk,
Pigott said —

“Won’t you come and stay with us a short"
time ?”

The young man, accepting the invitation,
it was agreed that he should fetch his carpet-
bag, and return that evening to Kilmore:
House, as'Mr. William Pigott’s residence was
christened.

“@ood:byethen for the present,” said his
relative; putting the short’ clay pipe he had'
been smoking ‘down on'the ‘mantel-piece, and
shaking hands with-the youth:
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. “Wehepe to see. you again: this-evenmg,”
abserved : the oldimaid;. stiffly, as-she took:
leave of Godfrey.

Her: had::notr been offered- wine; ror: any
Kind. of: refreshment during-his: short visit;
which, . as: the young man remarked to himw
self,. was contrary - to- the usual hospitable
habits amongst: the well-to-do in the- colony-

However, as he walked away from Kilmore
House: he - still' indulged in' hopes that Mr.
William Pigott would assist him to an appoint«
menty as his relativepossessed 'much influence
in Melbourne:..

Bueyed up by suchi expectations he felt in
good spirits, and:' went along his:road with:
alight-hearted step.. He was passing through
Stephen:. Streety. Mélbourne, elated with' the
vigion: of the good - situation he-dreamed of
obtaining through Mr. William Pigott, when
he: was oasually -attracted: by:a: plaeard, in -
the window of a small oyster:shop, an<
nouncing: that  fine Englishi:draught ' ale”
was sold within.
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Thereupon he resolved, as he was some-
what thirsty, to indulge in a glass of that
refreshing beverage.

Entering the shop he perceived a man in a
white apron energetically opening oysters,and
quickly recognised him as no other than
Richard Rudd, the wine merchant’s clerk,
whose acquaintance he had made at the Kan-
garoo Hotel, Geelong.

They immediately shook hands with one
another in the most cordial manner.

“ By Jupiter! you startled me as though
you had been a ghost!” exclaimed Rudd.

“I'm very pleased indeed, to meet you
again,” rejoined Beechworth.

“ We must have a bottle of ale together,
on the spot,” exclaimed his acquaintance, and
at once opened one, which they quickly
emptied.

“You're in rather a queer situation at pre-
sent,” observed Godfrey.

* Rudd thereupon burst out langhing, say-
ng,
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It is, indeed, a deuced rum business for a
fellow like me to take to; but I hope to
get some more dignified employment before
long. In the meanwhile, opening oysters at
a salary of twenty-five shillings a week is, to
my taste, better than doing the ¢ Government
Stroke.’ ”’

“ What's that ?” asked Beechworth.”

“The Melbourne authorities,” replied his
acquaintance, “ give work to a certain number
of the unemployed fellows, knocking about
here in thousands just now, at breaking
stones, and pay them by the day. As you
may imagine, the chaps don’t crack away at
them over hard. Their art of exerting their
muscles as little as possible at the task, is
called doing ‘the government stroke.’ ”’

Chatting away and drinking ale, for Godfrey
insisted upon paying for a second bottle, the.
moments quickly flew.

At last, lifting his eyes to the shop clock,
he became warned that it was time to be off,
80 he wished Rudd good-bye for the present..
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Upon reaching Pritchardson’s’ boarding-
house he settled his-account with the landlord)
packed up his carpet-bag, and’ere long was
on his return' to Kilmere House:

% Trust, myboy, to the ¢ chapter of acci
dents;, and keep up °‘the charter!’” was
Vincent Paget’s parting adieu, as he shook
hands with the youth.

Godfrey reached Mr. William Pigott’s in
time for dinner, and was welcomed with great
politeness by his-host, and also by the old
maid. He passed the eveming in a quiet
manner with his two relatives.

Mr. Pigott was; at present, a candidate for
the Legislative Council, and the young man
had to listen, consequently, to a great deal
about colomial politics:

Iir the course of conversation, he learned
i that his relative had a large sheep station neat
the Devil’s River, about two hundred miles
from the capital, and another one not far
from Melbourne:

Godfrey: went to- sleep that night in' «
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samptuously farnished room; building castles
in the air, with respect to his futare prospects.

On' the following morming, going down-
stairs; he nnhappily mistook the door of Miss
Pigott's sleeping chamber for that of the par«
lour adjoining ity and surprised: the-old maid:
" in a state of undress: before the toilet-table,
her- two little dogs, named “Joe” and
. “Fanny,” reposing snugly on her bed.

“Oh ! good gracious!” she ejaculated)
adding other exclamations of pretended
horror and outraged delicacy.

“ Pardon' me !" it was indeed quite an acci-
dent,” pleaded the youth, disappearing from
her presence as quickly as possible.

She, however, persisted in believing that he
hadi premeditatedly entered her bed-room,
snd!made thisa malicious excuse to herself,
for venting lier spleen upon the handsome
young man, who, had not perhaps, flattered
hersufficiently.

Asarule, there are no persons in the world;
with more vanity than old maids, and by
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pampering it, one may easily make sworn
friends of them, in a conventional sense.

Had Godfrey made love to Miss Pigott, as
Mr. Peterson recommended him to do, he
might have gained an influence over her
crabbed nature; but, as it was, he entirely
failed to win her good graces.

She depreciated him to her brother, and
the consequence was that before his visit
had lasted a fortnight, the disagreeable airs
the old maid put on determined him to cut
his stay short. Therefore, one morning after
breakfast, finding his host alone in the
drawing-room, he said to him,

“I've come to wish you good-bye, Mr.
Pigott.”

Upon this his relation, who was puffing
away at a short black clay pipe, remarked,

“I hope you've enjoyed your visit to us,
Beechworth. If you like, T'll give you a
note to the overseer of my station, about
twenty odd miles from Melbourne, who may
be able to find you some employment, At
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all events I'll tell him that you can live
with -him until you obtain a situation. As
your board and lodging there will cost you
nothing, you’ll be able, at any rate, to rest
on your oars for a time.”

Godfrey accepted the letter of introduc-
tion thus proffered, thinking it would be better
to avail himself of it, than run the risk of
being left penniless in Melbourne.

% Good-bye, Beechworth,” said Miss Pigott,
as the young man finally. shook hands with
her, “and you know that we shall be
happy to see you, whenever you like.”

The squeaking, treacherous tone in which
this speech was uttered, would have deter-
mined the young man, if he had not already
made up his mind to that effect, to keep
out of the way of the old maid in future.

Carrying his carpet-bag in his hand, he
walked away from Kilmore House, reflecting
upon what was to be his next step in the up-
hill game of colonial life.

He had acquired a certain respect for Mr.
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William Piggott, as a result of his fortnight’s
acquaintance with him; ard, in fact, that
gentleman was, in a worldly sense, an honour-
able envugh -individual. His cardinal fanlt
was uiggardliness; and besides sinoe becom-
ing very wealthy, he 4ad fallen into Jethargic
habits. This, combined with his naturally
selfish temperament, rendered hinu indisposed
to make the slightest exertion on behalf ot
anyone, although his own interests could
always spur him into activity.

He was completely, moreover, under the
morose influence of his maiden smister, whom
‘Godfrey ocould scarcely conceive capable of
-having cherished a.disinterested sentiment in
her life.

The young man, after thus quitting his
relative, returned to Pritchardson’s Boarding
House.

He had but.two pounds ten shillmgs left in
the world, out of which sum he lent a .sover-

on the following day, to Jack Candy,
b had lately made such an unfortunnte



THE ARIGET TO-MORROW. T

speculation in the half-a-crown maps at
Lygon Street.

The poor fellow was .absolutely without
a penny when Beechworth offered -him ithe
loan ; but still it' was with great difficulty
that he .could get the little schoolmaster to
accept the assistance.

Two days subsequently, Godfrey, having
but a pound remaining in his pocket, resolved
to tramp to Wattlebark Station, to the over-
geer of whick Mr. William Pigott had given
him a letter of introduction.

It was nearly twenty-five miles from
Melbourne, on the road to.Sydney.

He made a bundle, or “swag,” as it is
called in the .calony, of the few things he
intended to take with him, leaving his
carpet-bag and the rest of his clothes to.the
care of Mr. Pritchardson.

It was.abuut eight o’clock, on.a clear moon-
light evening, that Godfrey started from Mel-
baurne, .on foot, .for Wattlebark Station.

As he left the busy capital behind him, he
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recalled how a fortune-telling gipsy in Eng-
land had once told him, that his early life
would be as one continuous “ cloudy day.”

He remembered, however, also “ The
Bright To-morrow,” she had prophesied for
him subsequently ; and as the first part of her
prediction seemed likely to be realized, per-
haps, he thought, the second might also be.
Godfrey was not naturally superstitious, but
he had a firm faith in his ‘“‘destiny,” that
buoyed him up amidst the most adverse cir-
cumstances.

Besides, there are moments when the mind
is more prone than at other times, to fall back
into that peculiar kind of belief which Napo-
leon Bonaparte cherished in what he called
“ his star.” .

The solitary mood of the youth trudging
along the Sydney road, alone, on that beau-
tiful night, was favourable to such fancies.

When he got some miles from Melbourne,
he began, for the sake of diverting his
thoughts, to sing aloud to himself as he
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‘walked along, the *“Song of the Australian
Maiden,” written by sweet Beatrice Forrester,

He walked sturdily on, till he was about nine
miles from the capital; and then entered a
woad-side inn, where he put up for the night.

WOL. 1L, . E



CHAPTER IIL

THE HUY KT THRE CREEX.

THE accommodation was wretched enough at
the “Magpie Hotel,” as Godfrey Beech-
worth’s first place of lodging, after leaving
Melbourne for Wattlebark Station, was called.
He had to share a bedroom with five other
travellers ; but, nevertheless, he slept so
soundly that he did not awake next morning
till nearly nine o’clock.

The sun shone brightly through the win-
dows, and it promised to be a very warm day.

The fellow bedroom-companions of God-
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frey had got up several hours before, and
long sinee left the house. '

The young man began hastily putting on
his clothes, anxious to get on his road as
«uickly as possible.

What was his astonishment, on discover-
ing that his pockets had been rifled during
the night; and ¢hat he had been robbed of
-all the little momey he possessed, as well as
of his meerschaum pipe and tobacco.

Luckily he had paid the landlord in ad-
wance for his bed.

With a heavy heart, he left the inn, starting
-on his road without breakfast.

He had not spoken of his loss to the land-
Jord, as he thonght it would be useless; and
besides that personage possessed such a vil-
Janous looking countenance, thas the young
men was not encouraged to make any com-
plaints to him on the subject.

Godfrey, onoe outside the inn walked on as
quickly as possible, hoping to reach Wattle-
‘bark Btation befare night.

E 2
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It was scorching weather, and he began
towards the middle of the afternoon to feel
fatigued, from not having eaten anything all
day.

As he was trudging wearily along, he came
up to a dray that had overturned in the road,
and which the driver was slowly reloading
with its freight of sacks of flour.

“ Mate !” cried the man, as Godfrey ap-
proached him, “ will you lend me a helping
hand ?” :

“ With all my heart!” exclaimed the youth,
setting to work immediately with such a good
will, that in a very short time the dray was
on its way again.

Beechworth kept up with it, till they got
near a solitary public-house on the right
hand side of the highway, when learning that
it was necessary, in order to reach Wattlebark
Station, to quit the road there, and strike
across country to the left, he said to the driver,

“I'll say good-bye to you here, wishing

’)you better luck the rest of your journey.”
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“You’re not going to leave a fellow like
that,” exclaimed the man, ‘“for I guess you'll
have something to drink with me, at this
public-house, before we part.”

Godfrey yielded to the invitation, and they
entered the parlor of the inn, and the driver
ordered two quart pots of ale to be brought,
with some bread and cheese.

“You must be hungry,” he then said to
the youth, * after your work, at reloading
my dray.”

Never had bread and cheese seemed a
greater luxury to Beechworth, for his appetite
was sharpened by long abstinence from food.

% Good-bye! Luck to you, mate !” said
the driver, shaking him by the hand, as they
parted, each on his own road.

It was then within an hour or so of sun-
down, and Godfrey’s route lay acrossa plain,
bounded by a range of thickly wooded hills, a
little distance on the other side of which,
Wattlebark Station was situate.

He walked on swiftly, invigorated by the
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evening air, and the hearty meal of bread and
cheese he had just made.

When he reached the hills it was qmck].y'
becoming dark, and he got puzaled as tor
which of the numerous tracks before him: he
ought to take. Espying a leg-hut amidst the
trees to his left, he made towards it, in order
to ask his way. Upon reaching it, he saw a
rough-looking man at work outside, to whom
he said,

Can you direct me to Wattlebark Station 7

“It's only about three miles from here,”
was the reply, “ but the road to it is
round-about, as well as difficult to find, and
I've a notion that if you go on, you'll not get
there to-night.”

“Will you give me a drink of water?*
asked Godfrey, before putting any further
quustions as to his route.

“You can have some milk, mate, if you
like," was the reply.

The youth accepted the kind offer, with
wmany thanks,



THE BRINSHI" TOSMORROW, 9

Aftor quenching bis thirst, with a draught
of delicions fresh milk, he comtinued his
enquiries as 0 the track to Wattlebark
Station. '

% The best thing' yow.caw do,” said the man-
in & hearty manmer, “is ot to attempt to-
reaeli it wow, but stay where you are till to-
morrow. I eam give you a “shake-down’ for
the night; and in the morming, I'll see you
safély on your read.”
 @odfrey embraced. the hospitality thus prof-
fered, and they entered the hus together.

The mean was the humble evltivator of a
few acres of lamdy oty what is termed in'the
ocolony, a “ Cockatoo Frrmer.'”

His family consisted of W wife, two
grown-up dsughters, and a tall, strapping son.

Beechworth: was invited to share a sub-
stantial supper, and was made to feel quite at
Home by his host.

It the course of the evening, a stock-rider
looked. in ftom. a- neighbouring station, and-
the company made merry over some rum.
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The family was Irish, and seemed very-
well-to-do and happy.

The hut consisted of only one apartment, a
portion of which was screened off as the
female sleeping quarters by means of the
gowns of the wife and daughters. Such.
formed, it is true, a very imperfect partition ;.
but it seemed quite to satisfy the family.

Perhaps in their own country they had been
accustomed to dispense with anything of the-
kind altogether; and to glory also in the
society of a pig.

As Beechworth did not take off much of his
clothes that night, his delicacy was not greatly:
offended by the fact that one of the daughters,
from the insufficiency of the screen between
them, was able to see him undressing.

Stretching himself on the floor of the hat,
and rolling around him the large opossum
rug, which his kind host lent him, he slept
soundly enough, in spite of the loud chorus of
snoring that enlivened the domicile through-
out the night.
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In the morning he shared a good break-
fast with the family, and then helped the
farmer and his daughters to milk the cows,
a task in which he had become expert during
his stay with Mr. Peterson.

Giving his aid to this and other work, he
ingratiated himself excessively with his host,
who about two o’clock in the afternoon, set
out towards Wattlebark station, driving some
bullocks before him.

He accompanied Godfrey till they reached
a rather wide creek, within about a mile of
the youth’s destination.

Then he wished Beechworth good-bye.

“ You’ve only to follow the stream, cross-
ing the ford a little way down to the right,
when you'll come to the hut, where Mr. Harry
Rockdale, the overseer of Wattlebark station,
lives,” was the farmer’s direction.

% Give me a look up whenever you've
nothing better to do,” he shouted after Beech-
worth, as he walked away.

Godfrey soon came in sight of the log

' Eb
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hut of the overseer, which was built some
twenty paces from the edge of the. creek.
As he entered the door of it, he was con-

fronted by a handsome-looking young man,
about twenty six years of age, whom he found

to be Mr. Harry Rockdale.

He was evidently half-drunk, but in very
good humour ; and after reading the lettsr
of introduction, that Beechworth had brought
him from Mr. Pigott, was at once hail fellow
well met with the youth.

A pannikin of rum, of which spirita small,
half-empty barrel stood on the rough table
of the hut, was immediately pressed upon
Godfrey.

“ How's Bill Pigott ? Mr. Harry Rock-
dale enquired.

Upon receiving a reply the overseer re-
marked,

“Oh! the old beggar is still alive and
kicking, then. Why the devil doesn’t he
kick the bucket, leaving me in his will Wattle-
bark station. Hang him, and may Satan drag
his old carcass to hell as quickly as possible.”
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With similar- sthong expremsiony he deeom-
panied’ every dllwsion to: hiv. employer, whe
it wunted' wo' great’ dissernment to perceive,
w¥ riot mitielr venertited by dny of the ocow
pants of the hut.

M:. Thomas Rockdale, the overseers
brother, whs dlso drank:

The hut-keeper, named Bob Sharman, stood
stark naked near the deor; drinking awey

at a pannikin of rem,
Altogethier, it wd# a badelanalian scone
thiit took. Godfeey by surpyise:

He had not been in' the hut many minutes
before the oversser and: his Brother, fetching:
water in bucktets from the c¢reek close at hand,
amused: thomselves By dushing it over Boby
Sharmun, who was' dancing ahout naked.

- When tired of this sporty they found diver~
siow int other equally” eccenttic freaks:

An hour or so after sun-down, it came sud-
denly into the head of the oversser to' propose:
@ trip: to' Dick O’Learty's publio-house;. about
five miles off.



84 THE BRIGHT TO-MORROW.,

Four horses were thereupon got from the
adjoining paddock, and quickly saddled.

The hut-keeper, having nothing but a horse~
cloth wrapped round him, was immediately
mounted on one of them.

‘When the overseer, his brother, and Godfrey,
who, so to speak, found himself forced to ac~
company them, were all on horse-back, the
party started off at a canter.

Fora time the youth managed to keep up.
with his companions; but at last they urged
their animals to such a mad gallop, that the.
young man saw them flying before him
through the Bush, like so many devils.

Beechworth pressed on his own horse to its
best speed, in order not to lose sight of them..
His animal, however, was old ; and in spite
of most willing efforts, its pace was compara-
tively slow. The horses, on the contrary,
flying away in front of the youth, were
high-spirited young ones.

Godfrey had not a chance, therefore, in the
wild race.
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During a brief pause he could hear the over-
seer holloing out to him to make haste; and
shouts of ‘“cooey!” a bush call that can be
heard a great way off, reached his ears from
time to time.

It was in vain, however, that the young
man urged on his horse, and he soon entjrely
lost his companions.  He kept, nevertheless,
following on in their wake, as he fancied ; but
after cantering two hours frond the time of
losing sight of them, he came to the conclusion
that he must have strayed off the track.

As this conviction grew upon him, he felt
somewhat uneasy, and in his turn shouted out

% cooey !” in the hope that he might be heard
by some wayfarer, but in vain.

Bush-horses in the colony are not taught to
trot, their ordinary pace being a canter; and
as Godfrey saw no use in needlessly fatiguing:
his animal, he allowed it to walk at its own
pace.

After a time, thick clouds gathered in the
sky the moon became obscured; so that the
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benighted young' man. had oaly the: light of a
star here: and: there: to cheer him. '

Even in the day timein a uniformly, andu-
lating countyy of thickly-timbered Bush, the
traveller who gets off the beaten-truck, runs
the risk of losing himself, perhaps, for
weeks, ere finding it again.

In fhet, the skeletons of bushmen who have
so' strayed, ave sometimes: come upon by
stock-riders: a’ld‘ others:

Godfrey finally gave his horss the:reins, int
the hope that the animal would make straight
to'its own paddock, or to some human habit-
ation.

In this expectation, however, he was .
deceived.

- Horses, in the colony, being generally ac-
customed to-run: loose all the year round i
the open country, exeept:when required for
use by their owners; feel thewselves quite at
home in the wild Bush.

:The younp man, as hour aftes Hour passed
b, the night air being very chill, began
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to feel:the influence of his depressing posi-
tion. He, however, made. an effort to keep
up. his spirits, still walking hishorse at a:slow
pace. amidst the trees.. How great. was his
delight. when the animal stopped suddenly
at what proved to be a wooden-rail fence.

The youth. immediately concluded that he
was. now, at all events, near some human
habitation, and he was not mistaken.

Following the fence; he soon.arrived at a
shepherd’s hut. .

Godfrey holloed out in order to awake any
one who might be inside ;, and before. long a
man in nothing but his shirt, bearing a light
. in his hand, half-opened the door, and asked
the young man what he wanted.. '

“I've lost my way, and.have been wander-
ing about. for hours, trying to find O’Leary’s
public-house;” replied the youth.

“ You're eight or nine miles from it, and
yow must follow the track running to your
left, along this fence, which will take:you
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straight to it, mate,” rejoined the shepherd, in
rather a surly tone.

“ The night is so dark now,” said the young
man, “that it’s impossible to see one’s road.
I shall be much obliged, if you will give me a
‘lie-down’ in your hut, till morning, and I
can tie my horse up to the fence.”

At that time, travellers took up their
quarters, gratuitously, for the night, from
stage to stage, on their journeys through the
bush, at such humble dwellings as they came
to, and were, as a rule, most heartily welcomed.

The request of Godfrey, therefore was a most
natural one; and, by the code of hospitality
predominant in the colony, it ought to have
been instantly granted, or rather anticipated,
by an offer of shelter.

In this instance, however, the fellow rephed
to the young man’s courteous demand by a
half-suppressed curse, at the same time
shutting the door, and then rolling himselfup.
again in his blankets,

)
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Godfrey, disgusted with the shepherd’s.
behaviour, walked his horse slowly along
the fence, away from the hat.

The youth was cold, as well as weary, but
having no matches, he could not light a fire
in the bush, by which he might have cheered
himself, till morning.

Completely tired out, he at last tied his
horse to a tree, and taking off the saddle he
made a pillow of it, and lying down on the
bare ground, courted sleep.

The increasing wind whistled through tbe
bush, and it likewise rained a little at
intervals.

In spite of all, however, he managed to.
sleep for an hour or two, and awaking with
stiffened limbs, he with pleasure hailed the
first signs of dawn.

Remcunting his horse, he then had no great
difficulty in following the track, which the
shepherd had stated would lead him direct to
Dick O’Leary’s public-house. He at last,
arrived there, and found that it was a bush
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ian, of the humblest kind. Some of the
inmates of it were already up, and he acoested
a man busy chopping wood near the door.

% Is Mr. Rockdale still in the pablic-house ?”
the: youth asked.

“ He and his brother, with Bob Sharman,
left here some hours ago; and are, I reckom,
now snug at home,” was the reply.

“Will you kindly, mate, pat me on the
road to Wattlebark Station?”’ then said
Godfrey.

The man at omoe took a great deal of
trouble to explain carefully to the youth his
route, and Beechworth thanking him warmly,
rode on his way.

At about eight o’clock, he arvived at the
hut, from which he had: set out the previous
evening, on such a wild goose chase. The
overseer, his brother, and Bob Sharman had
not, ke found, been to bed at all.

They were not yet sober, and were
singing bacchanalian songs in the hut.

“Hallow! mate;” cried Mr. Harry Rock.



THE BRIGHT TG~-MORROW, 91

dale to Beechworth, * where the devil did
you get to last night, and at. what quarters
did. you hang out?”’

% My horse could’nt keep up with yours,”
said Godfrey, *“ so- I lost. my way, and had to
sleep-in the bush. I asked at a shepherd’s
haut for a ¢ shake-down,’ but the fellow refused!
it me.”

This: information gave rise to various oaths
from: Mr. Harry Rockdale, and he finally
shouted,

“By the lord Harry ! I know the chap
well, who wouldn’t give you shelter, and by
Jove! if I don’t pay the beggar out, may my
earcass be shrivelled into a tom-tit !”

“The cursed fellow ought to be burnt
alive I” exclaimed the overseer’s brother.

“T1l kick the brute, by my Mary Ann! if
I don’t;” added: Bob Sharman.

.%You must be ready for some grub, mate,”
then observed. Mr. Harry Rockdale.

A pannikin of tea, and cold matton with
“ damper,”’ a-sort of unleavened bread baked

'
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in the ashes, were then placed before Beech-
worth, who made a good breakfast.

When the overseer, his brother, and Bob
Sharman were sober, Godfrey found them
agreeable fellows in the main. He passed
the first week or 8o pleasantly enough at the
hut, riding about with Mr. Harry Rockdale,
and visiting neighbouring stations.

Bob Sharman was the son of a large brewer
in the north of England, but having had a
quarrel with his father, left the paternal house
six years ago for Australia.

He was tolerably educated, and numerous
indeed had been his adventures in the colony.
He was a tall, strongly built man, with red
hair.

After a few weeks, one of the two shep-.
herds employed on Wattlebark Station leaving,
Sharman advised Beechworth to ask the
overseer for his sitnation.

Asthe young man did not like the idea of
idling about unprofitably he fell in with the
proposition, and was, a day or two afterwards,
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appointed to the vacant post, at a salary of
forty pounds a year, with rations. He had a
flock of about three thousand sheep assigned
to him to look after, and, with the exception
of losing them on one occasion for a few hours,
he got on pretty well in his new appointment
as shepherd.

Certainly he found the occupation dull
and lonely enough, but by the aid of a few
books, which he had with him, he endeavoured
to render the life as tolerable as possible. He
Jlearned to manufacture opossum-rugs; but
mever, however, made more than one, which
he kept for his own use.

A shepherd’s life in the bush, so often
-described in books on Australia, is not a
very exciting one. Godfrey's temperament
‘was certainly not well adapted to it, but he
persevered in it for a time.

He soon tired, indeed, of catching opos-
sums. It requires 80 many hides to make a
.good sized rug, that what with killing the
-animals, tanning their skins, and sewing them

N
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itogether, its manufacture is altogether a long,
‘tedious task.

His principal diversion was reading, but
-oocasionally he amnsed himself by shooting
parrots and cockatoos, with a gun that the
overseer lent him, These birds, with a little
seasoning, make a tolerably savoury stew.

His fellow shepherd, Charley (ireen, a
tittle, thin, old Welshman, with long white
hair, was a ticket-of-leave man. He loved
to detail the various and numerous crimes,
which had in his estimation glorified his eareer.,

“] was an awfully lucky card as a
youngster,” he expatiated one-day to Beeeh-
worth, as they werve walking ‘together in the
bush, “and never got caught by the
¢ bobbies ’ till I was twenty-two years of age.
Many is the good haul I've made in gentle-
men’s houses in Wales. The way I got
‘lagged’ was by an infernal piece of ill-luck.
A mate of mine, Mike Barrett, and I were
nabbed while earrying off a lot of jewellery
from a goldsmith’s shop, which we had
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broken into after midnight. We were tried
at the assizes. My ‘pal’ and I agreed that
the one whose trial came on first, -should say
everything to get the other off. By Heaven!
the traitor, Mike, turned ‘king’s evidence,’ and
did for me. May he be cursed to everlasting |”’

With such anecdotes, was Beechworth
constantly disgusted, and was astonished at
the cold, hardened depravity of the old
shepherd, just tottering on the grave.

At that time in Australia, the traveller
‘would sometimes put up for the night at a
hut erowded with those who had been trans-
ported, or *lagged,” as itistermed in the
colony, and be obliged to listen to boasting
reeitals of the most villanous crimes.

‘The old conviets, employed as shepherds,
hut-keepers, and in other occupations through-
out the country, delighted in the narration
of their criminal exploits; and he was the
greatest hero, in their opinjom, on those
occasions, whose career bad been the most
fraitful in such infamous adventures.

A=
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To attempt to moralise with an old “lag”
was, in general, to call down upon one's
head the most awful imprecations and blas-
phemous curses. Godfrey, for this reason,
always refrained from comment when com-
pelled to hear the tales of old convicts; butin-
voluntarily, nevertheless, showed by his coun-
tenance, the horror and disgust with which
they inspired him.

Unfortanately the repelling effect that such
relations produced upon the young man, and
others like him, did not cause the narrators
to indulge in them with any the less zest.

Two or three of the occasional compan-
jons of Beechworth, while at Wattlebark
Station, were curious characters. There was,
for instance, a neighbouring shepherd, Jem
Pinson, an old soldier, whose wife had
deserted him, and who now himself dressed,
washed, and tended, as carefully as a mother,
his infant daughter, a little thing, only a year
and a half of age. He understood boot-
making, by which, together with the manu-

M\
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facture of opossum rugs, he earned a little
extra money. Occasionally, he borrowed a
horse and dray of Mr. Harry Rockdale, to
take potatoes, which he cultivated, to Mel-
bourne.

He always took bis child with him; and he
‘would bring back the overseer a small keg of
rum, in return for his loan. The advent of
this present, was ever the beginning of a
fresh scene of drunkenness at the hut.

Again, another shepherd, a neighbour of
Godfrey, was a Scotchman, Arthur Shand,
twenty-eight years of age, who had been a
clerk at the Post-office in Edinburgh. So
attached had he grown to the lonely life he
now led in the bush, that there seemed every
likelihood of his following it till death. He
was a thin young man, with angular features
rather below the middle height.

“ You've been in your present situation as
shepherd, you've told me, more than five
years,” remarked Beechworth, one day to
him, “ and how you’ve endured the life all

VOL. 1L F
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-that time, I ean’t conceive. Twelve months
-of such an existence would(be almost eneugh
4o kill me.”

“ Well, you see,” observed the Scotchman,
smoking away at his short, black clay pipe.’
and preparing to light a fire in the bush,
“one gets quickly accustomed to anything
after a period, and especially to lazingss.
Besides, [ earn more as a shepherd here, than
I did as a clerk in Edinburgh; and I'm now
putting by a little money. Mine is rather a
lonely life, to be sure; but I'm msed to. it;
and it's more agreeable, according to my °
notion, than sticking at a desk nine or ten
houra a day.”

While commenting on his lot in this manner,
ho warmod some oold tea by the fire he had
lighted, and commenced making a conteated
meal off damper and mutton.

“Have you heard,” he said, “ that Jem
Pinson found a laxge snake in his boot, the

other momning, a3 ha was going to -put.it

nﬂ?‘
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% No,” replied Beechworth, & but if so he
wan a very fearful risk, -since nearly all such
‘reptiles, in this -country, are poisonous.”

“It’s said that the aborigines know -of
-certain herbs which are an antidote to their
wenom; but I hardly believe it, however,”
remarked Shand, who was well-educated,
and had, for a wonder, refrained from ac-
quiring the colonial habit of swearing.

“Jem Pinson,” observed -the Bcotchman,
“is a hard-working fellow, for a ghepherd.
Welve got the reputation, -as a class, of being
:the laziest -dogs under the sun. "Have you
-heard, Beechworth, the well-known anecdote,
illustrative of the philosophical idleness of
-colonial shepherds?”’

“No,”:was the reply.

“ Well,” said Shand, ‘“.T’ll tell it you, then.
A gold-digger, tramping -throagh -the Bush,
losing - his road,.came - upon-a shepherd lying
on the ground. '‘Halloa! mate,’ .cried the
-traveller, ¢ can you shaw me the way to Wan-
-garatta?’ “The shepherd, 'lifting up-his foot,

F 2 P
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pointed out lazily with it the route, without
troubling to speak a word. ¢ Here’s a bob, for
a glass of grog, therempon said the gold-
digger, holding out a shilling. ‘Put it in
here,’ was the drawling rejoinder of the
shepherd, still lying down, and pointing with
his hand to his pocket.”

“ Was he an Englishman, or a Scotchman ?’
enquired Godfrey, laughing.

Without answering this query, Arthur
Shand was going on to narrate other anec-
dotes of Colonial shepherd life; butas it was
time for Godfrey to lead home his flock, then
nearly half a mile off him, he wished the
Scotchman good-bye for the present.

Amongst the few pleasures, varying the
monotony of Beechworth’s existence at
Wattlebark Statioh, was that of perusing the
Melbourne ¢ Argus.” The overseer had that
journal forwarded to him regularly, and after
reading it himself, lent it to the youth.

One day, as Godfrey was conning the news-
paper, while watching his flock, he was almost
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stupefied and driven out of his senses, by the
perusal of the following paragraph :

“On the 12th inst., at Ferntree Station,
the property of Mr. Philip Forrester, a very
melancholy incident occurred. The daughter
of that gentleman, a young lady in her
seventeenth year, to the consternation of her
family, was found drowned in the Barwon
River. Amongst other conjectures, it is
supposed that she had attempted to cross the
stream, about half a mile from the home-
stead, by a very narrow plank bridge unpro-
tected by railing, and rudely constructed for
the use of the shepherds and other men em-
ployed on the Station, and that she missed
her footing, and so fell into the water.

% The Barwon River has been lately swollen
by rain, and the unfortunate young lady was
probably carried away by the current; and
there was, unhappily, not anyone near at the
time to overhear her cries for help.

“ Miss Forrester was accustomed to stroll
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alone about the Home Stution, and her
deplorable fate was not known till her parexits).
rendered anxious by her long absence, insti-
tuted a search, which ended in'thie discovery of
her body, jammed between some floating logs.
This gtievous calamity has cansed a most pain-
ful setisation throughout the whole district.”

For a time after reading this dreadful news
Beechworth was overcome by a faintness and
gickness of heart that produced a sense of
* utter prostration.

When at last he so far recovered from the
first shock as to be able to fully realise the
awful misfortune, he did not attempt to repress
the hot tears that ran down his manly cheeks,
while he gave unchecked way to his feelings.

He had the reverse of a womanly dispos-
ition; but there are times, when even men
may indulge in weeping without shame.

As he now sat on a fallen tree, in the solitary
bush, with the newspaper lying at his feet,
intensely agitated and wretched, his flock
strayed away from him.
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He:was-called partially to his senses by
missing  the sheep, and started off: with a
heavy heart in: search of them.

By follewing thetrack of their dung he was
not long before finding them.

Beveral weeks passed away after this ere
the youth recovered any portion of his natural
cheerfulness.

It may be confessed, however, that his pas
sion for Beatrice Forrester had not been able
to prevent: at times; since his departure from
Ferntree Station, the.image of Ellen Castle-
maine from-obtruding itself-upon his heart.

The remembrance of this early love often
oppressed him, andi he frequently tried
earnestly to banish the solicitor’s daughter
from his memeory, butin vain.

As time went on he involuntarily became
~ conscious that his passion for Beatrice was
not of so immutable a character as the ardent
sentiments with whicki Ellen Castlemaine
had inspired him,

In fact, though for a very-long time he still
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continued to'indulge in poignant grief for Miss
Forrester’s melancholy fate, the solicitor’s
daughter ultimately became again as much as
ever the absorbing idol of the young man’s
heart.

About a month after Godfrey had learned
the painful news of Beatrice’s death he
determined upon quitting Wattlebark Station.

The solitary life of a shepherd had becon:e
insupportable to him any longer; and he
resolved, now that a few pounds of wages
were due to him, to return to Melbourne, and
seek for more active and suitable employment.

The overseer one day had gone to the town
of Kilmore, ten miles off, to attend the funeral
of a man named John Barrett, who had been
killed by an accident in the bush. The poor
fellow had been travelling about the district
with a thrashing machine, by which he earnt
a good deal of money. He, with Mr. Harry
Rockdale, and his brother were together on
horseback one aﬁérnoon, riding towards
Wattlebark Station, after a visit to Dick

)
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O’Leary’s publie-house. wher. th=v coxmeneed
to race.

The timber waz very thiek in the part of
the bush where thev were.

Barrett’s horse In tearrz a: ~=Il gallop
between two gum trees. suddenly swerved,
and dashed its rider’s Lead agzai-s: a project-
ing branch. His death. which deprived a
wife and five children of their only support,
was almost instantaneous.

Tpon the evening of the return of Mr.
Harry Rockdale from attending the poor
fellow’s funeral, Godfrey communicated to
him his determination to quit his present em-
ployment, and once more try his fortune in
Melbourne.

Five or six days afterwards, a new shep-
herd having been hired, Beechworth received
from the overseer the few pounds of salary
due to him, and bade farewell to Wattlebark
Station.

Often in England in future years, when

rb
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rich and famous, his mind would temporarily
dwell upon the strange reminiscences of the
days he had spent in “The hut by the
Creek.”
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CHAPTER IV.

HARD UP.

Goprzey BeecewontH, when he reached
Melbourne on foot, after leaving Wattlebark
Station, had certainly no great reason to feel
very purse-proud.

He took up his lodging at a quiet place,
which went by the name of the Brecknock
_Hotel. It was near the market at the top of
Bourke Street, and the accommodation was
tolerably comfortable. '

He set himself at onee, to obtain a gituation,
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answering with that end all the advertisements
in the Melbourne newspapers, which seemed to
offer any prospect of respectable employment.

In the meanwhile, he wrote for his box,
which he had left in charge of the head over-
seer at Ferntree Station, and on receiving it,
found the good clothes in it very useful.

One evening, about eight o’clock, he was
strolling down Bourke Street, when he saw a
tall, gentlemanly person hitting out in true
boxing style, at a big hulk of a sailor, who
reeled into the middle of the road, at almost
each blow that he received.

“You're a man!” cried the fellow, plainly
feeling himselfat the mercy of his aristocratic
antagonist.

This exclamation was an appeal for quarter,
which was immediately granted.

“ What's the matter ¥’ asked someone near
Beechworth, of the bystanders. | ‘

This question elicited an explanation of
the row.

It appeared that the sailor had, without
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the slightest provocation, hustled and given a
brutal kick to a casual passer-by, a lame,
paralytic tailor, whose accidental champion
Godfrey speedily recognised as Vincent
Paget, his former acquaintance at Pritchard-
son’s Boarding House.

“How do you do?”’ cried the youth to
him, as he grasped his hand in enthusiastic
admiration of such disinterested courage.

Paget returned warmly the salute of the
young man, and the two walked away from
the cheering crowd in company.

“I’'m awfully glad to meet you, my boy !”
said Vincent to Godfrey, as they proceeded
slowly up Bourke Street, towards the youth’s
lodgings, where the two indulged in afriendly
glass together.

“ What the deuce have you been doing
since I saw you last?” asked Paget, when
they were cozily seated in the young man’s
room.

Beechworth, thereupon, related his recent
adventures, and Paget in return detailed his

st
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own. Although there was 80 great a differ-
ence'in the age of the two, Godftey being
more than twenty years the junior of lis
acquaintance, they assimilated as: companions
very well together.

Vincent Paget found the youth so very muck
beyond his years iv intelect and knowledge,
that he felt an admiring deference for him.
Beechworth, indeed, was such a handsome,
manly, and generous yowng fellow, that any-
one could be exoused a little ardent enthusiasm

in his behalf.
~ “How are you getting on, dear Paget?”
enquired Godfrey, who on his part, was
attracted by the dashing eharacter of Vin-
cent. '

“ Well, to tell the truth, Beechworth, T
haven’t been prodigiously successful lately..
I've got a few pounds by me, however, and
think of starting for Port Curtis, to. which
place there’s a tremendous rush at present,
on account of the aecidental discovery of a.
-gold field theve.”
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“Tve half a mind to accompany you, if
you'll aecept me ag your companion,” cried
Godfrey, whose young blood was fired at the
prospect of adventure.

“T shall be delighted to have you for a
mate, my boy,” rejoined Paget.

The two then arranged that they should
engage berths in one of the numerous vessels
advertised to sail, without delay, from Mel-
bourne for the new gold district.

Never had a more exciting rush been
known in the colony.

A crowd hourly besieged the office, in
Collins Street, of the % Argus,” the principal
Melbourne newspaper; and the unemployed,
who then crowded the streets, might be seen
eagerly perusing, with hungry eyes, the large
printed placards posted throughout the town,
notifying the departure of vessels for Port
Curtis.

The new rush had become a perfect mania,
and hundreds were daily throwing up good
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situations to join it ; for the lust of speedy
wealth is common nearly to all mankind.

Port Curtis, situate to the North of Sydney,
in nearly a tropical region, did not offer very
enticing conditions for manual labour to the
natives of cold European climates; but the
love of gold is a wonderful talisman for over-
coming the fear of hardships.

Dozens of ships were weekly starting for
the new mining district, and many of those
on board had spent nearly all their worldly
means in paying for their passage.

Thus, on arrival at their destination, num-
bers found themselves exposed to the most
dreadful privations.

The effect of a gold rush in Australia at
that time seemed to be simply to take away
the senses of half the population.

Beechworth and his friend, two days subse-
quent to their meeting just described, went
together to a shipping office temporarily opened
in Elizabeth Street, and each paid his money
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for a passage to Port Curtis, obtaining a re-
ceipt from the agent.

A few mornings afterwérds, Vincent Paget
called upon Godfrey before breakfast, and
with a dejected face, read from a newspaper
the particulars of a police case, which startled
the youth. The fellow to whom they had
paid their fares to the new gold district,
figured therein as a prisoner, charged with
swindling persons out of passage money to
Port Caurtis.

The two friecnds proceeded at once to the.
delinquent’s office in Elizabeth Street, and
found it closed. @A number of desponding-
looking individuals were standing in front
of it, who had been cheated by the swindler.

“ We’ve been nicely done out of our money,
and I’ve now only about a couple of pounds
left in the world,” said Godfrey, to his com-
panion.

“I'm worse off than you, Beechworth, for
I've less than thirty shillings remaining in
my exchequer,” rejoined Vincent.

A
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“ What's: to be done?” exclaimed the
youth.

“The only thing ‘we can do; my boy, is ‘ to
keep up the charter,’ and:' “trusti to the
chapter-of accidents,’ > was the response.

These were Paget’s favourite: expressions,
which he invariably indulged in when the
clouds of life‘seem'ed to him more thick and
gloemy than usual

They never; as may be supposed, got back a
penny of the money which they had paid for
e passage to Port Curtis.

However, as they walked' away from the
swindler’s' office; they chatted, in spite of

everything, merrily together; for Paget had
a happy knack of looking' misfortunes in
the face, and the infection of his philosophic-.
ally good spirits was irresistible.

He lodged for the present at Pritchardson’s
Boarding House, North Melbourne, and
Béechworth left him- there, promising to meet
him on the morrow.

The following morning, Godftey strolled
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to the General Post-office, at the cormer of
Elimabeth Street, and to his excessive gratifi-
cation found a letter lying there for him. It
was from England; and before opening it, he
tried to guess from whom it could be, but in
vain. How his heart beat as he broke the seal !

The feeling experienced upon receiving a
letter from home under such circumstances, is
one not easy to be described. In a distant
country, a few kind lines from a friend or
relative in the mother-land, are truly welcome.

The letter Godfrey received was from a
favourite female cousin, ten years older than
himself, for whom he had a warm attachment.
He read it over and over again, and making
his way to Richmond Park, on the outskirts
of Melbourne, sat down on a seat there, and
repeatedly conned every word of it with affac.
tionate interest.

The kind letter brought tears to his eyes,
and he remained sitting where he was for
wore than an hour and s half, dreaming of
England and friends at home.
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He returned to the Brecknock Hotel at two
o’clock in the afternoon, and found Vincent
Paget waiting there for him. After dining,
the two friends retired to Godfrey’s room, and
talked over their prospects.

“ When I once get my feet under ¢ Govern-
ment mahogany,”” remarked Paget, “T’ll
take good care to keep them there.” |

“T trust sincerely, something or other will
turn up for us both, before long,” said God-
frey, who did not feel in very good spirits.

Vincent declared himself in hopes of soon
obtaining an appointment a8 clerk in one of
the public offices, which he called ¢ getting
his feet under Government mahogany ;’ but
it did not seem very clear at present, how his
expectations were to be realized. .

About five o'clock, they walked together to
Pritchardson’s Boarding House.

In the course of the evening, who should
enter to engage lodgings there, but two of their
old acquaintances, Ralph Cooper and Emilio
Huberto.

V‘\
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Instead of being dressed like gentlemen, as
they were when Godfrey last saw them, they
now wore thick hob-nailed boots, corduroy
trousers, and roughblouses, with dirty cab-
bage-tree hats. They were covered with
dust, and both walked as though lame.

Beechworth and Paget shook hands with
them heartily, and afterwards retiring to
Vincent’s room, a recital of each one’s ad-
ventures passed the time for a couple of
hours.

“ Cooper and I,” related Huberto, * have
just walked here from Ballarat, and” our feet
are covered with blisters. Sleeping on the
bare ground, in the open air, every night
has also given us rheumatism. On the road
we got work for a day or two at a lime-kiln;
but we have actually had to beg our way
the latter part of the journey.

Cooper, however, will receive his quarter’s
-allowance from his mother to-morrow, and
.he’s going to lend me enough out of it to
Jpay for a fortnight’s board and lodging. In
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the interim, we .may, perhaps, get something
#0 do in Melbourne.”

“ There are .numbers of fellows knocking
about the street here ¢ hard-up,’ just now,” said
Paget, “and when any of us will get employ-
ment, God only knows. However, my boys,
'we must ¢ keep up the charter,’ and trust to
othe chapter. of accidents.’”

Godfrey took leave of his.friends abont
‘nine o’clock, and returned to his lodgings.

Day after day passed, and still he fouad

<himself apparently.as far off as ever. from

' getting a situation. Lauckily, he had paid for

=3 month’s board and lodging in advance ; but

+ he felt that if he did not soon abtain employ-

ment, he would be in:a disagreeable predica-

;ment. He kept up his spirits, however, as

" ‘well as possible, and indulged in sanguine

hopes that things would speedily take a turn
-in his favour. |

In the meanwhile, neither Paget, Cooper,
-nor Huberto succeeded in obtaining any em-
‘ployment ; and having ere long, spent all

—
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-their money, they -were forced to ‘leave

Pritchardson’s boarding-house. "They became
80 “hard up,” that -now for the most part they
slept in Richmond Paddock, just.outside the
‘town,'éither under a .tree, or in the hollow
trunk of one.

Godfrey had for a time contrived to let
-Vincent share his bed, by giving him entrance
through the window, after the others in the
~house had retired to rest. This, however,
.being found out by the youth’s landlord, could
“no longer be managed.

In Btephen Street, one evening about half-
past eight o’clock, Beechworth met Paget
sauntering along with a short.elay pipe in his
-mouth, apparently enjoying a pleasant' prom-
~grade. '

" Where- are -you'going Vineent ?*enquired
Godfrey, after shaking hands.

" “I'm off to Richmond Paddock, to take up
-my quarters there for the 'night ; for I've -
-been ‘walking about all-day, and am com-
Ppletely-tired out,” was the reply.
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“Where do you lodge now ?”’ asked the
-youth. for Vincent had concealed, hitherto,
from him his desperately pauper condition.

You can come and see where I hang out
-at present, if you’'ve the time, Beechworth,”
was the rejoinder.,

“I've nothing particular to do, so I don’t
mind going to your lodgings, to pass an
hour,” the youth replied. _

They walked on together, through the
town, and proceeded to Richmond Paddock, a
kind of park frequented during the day by
nursemaids and children. Itwas by this time
past sundown, and the shades of night were
quickly thickening.

Godfrey was chatting on discursive topics,
when the aristocratic ex-gentleman-at-Arms
to the Queen stopped beuneath a big gum-tree,
whose large, hollow truuk attested its vener-
able age. Long before the white man had
trodden the shores of Australia, it had doubt-
less witnessed many a wild corrobores of
aborigines under its ancient branches.

—
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“That is my present lodging !” exclaimed
Paget to Godfrey, pointing to a large
hollow, scooped out by Time, in the gnarled
wrunk of the magnificent tree.

The youth began to laugh, thinking that
his friend was joking. Beechworth was,
however, quickly undeceived ; for Vincent
declared in an unmistakably sincere manner,
that he had for the last ten days slept every
night inside the hollow trunk of the tree
before them. Godfrey was astonished at the
cool philosophy of his acquaintance, who,
filling his pipe anew with tobacco, buttoned
up his somewhat thin thread-bare coat, and
crawled apparently as contented as a kiug,
into these curious quarters.

“ Come inside, my boy, and let’s have a chat
together, before you go home,” he then said
to the youth, who thereupon made his way,
also, into the hollow trunk.

The moon had risen by this time, but the
sky was rather cloudy, and the wind blew a
little keenly. Consequently, Godfrey but-

YOL. 1L @
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toned up his coat, while he kept, company for
a short time, with Paget.

“You've found strange hed-quarters,’ re-
marked Beechworth.

“JIt doesn’t much matter what sort of a
bedroom one sleeps in, 80 long as the inner man.
ia filled in the day time!” rejoined Vincent.

“] suppose your excheqper is not very
flourishing,” observed the youth..

“Threepence half-penny is all I have in
the world, at this moment; hut I generally,
somehow or other, manage to get a meal or
two, every day,” was the response.

Beechworth had then almost an empty
purse, and was not able, therefare, to offer, his
acquaintance much, pecuniary assistance; for
he had several days since, shared nearly all
that remained in his exchequer, between
Cooper and Huberto.

“This is a wretched, kind. of life to lead,”
remarked Godfrey, in a somewhat mournful
voice,

“T'm used to being ‘hayd up,’ and den™
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altogether dislike it, my boy,” said Vincent,
in a happy philosophic tone.

Godfrey could not help thinking, as he
gazed upon the aristocratic form and features
of Paget, that his- present rude sleeping-
quarters could scarcely be so aceeptable:te
hm as his style of speaking about them
would lead one to suppose. The night
indeed, promised to'be s0'cold, that the youth
felt wretched' at the thought of leaving his
ftiend to pass it in such a plaee:

“ You'd better come home with' me, and
ghare my bed,” urged Godfrey.

“Your landlord may eject you from your
lodgings, if I do that, my good fellow,” re.
Jjoined Vincent, “ and there's no use in getting
yourself turned out of house and home, on my
-account.” ‘
~ Beechworth offered to keep his friend' eom-
pany all-night, where:they were; but Paget
would ‘not listen to-stch: a proposal;

“The Lord knows howsoon you may have
to sleep in a similar place to this, yourself;”

@ 2 A
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he remarked, ‘and so you'd better make the
most of your present comfortable lodgings, in
the meanwhile.”

“I hope you may soon get your feet under
‘government mahogany,’ as you call it,
Vincent,” said Godfrey, “for I can’t bear
seeing you lead the wretched life you're doing,
at present.”

“Don’t bother yourself, my dear fellow,
about me,” rejoined Paget, “for to tell the
truth, if I obtained a good a.pp;)intment, I
expect [ couldn’t keep it long. I'm not cut out
to endure a monotonous clerk’s life, and I al-
most prefer the precarious existence 'm now
leading to any stupid settled employment.”

Here Vincent smoked away furiously at his
pipe, and assumed a contented air.

As it was getting late he insisted upon
Godfrey going back to his own lodgings; and
the youth, finally, feeling he could do no good
by remaining all night with his acquaintance,
proceeded, in a somewhat melancholy mood,
on his way home.
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As he got near Collins Street, the principal
Melbourne thoroughfare, an elegantly dressed
and handsome female passed him; and the
glance at her face which he obtained, by the
light of a lamp, startled him.

In her features, in truth, he recognized those
of the young woman on whose behalf he had
appeared, for the first time in his life, in a
Police-Court, just before leaving England, and
who had left in his hand the topaz ring, with
the initials *“H. 8.”

She turned the corner of the street before
the youth could get a sufficient look at her,
to be thoroughly convinced he was not
deceived. He lost several moments in hesit-
ation, and then walked quickly after her,
determined to address her; for he felt an in-
tense interest in her that was perfectly natural.

However, he had evidently mistaken the
direction she had gone, for he endeavoured to
overtake her in vain.

As he turned back to proceed to his lodg-
ing, he vividly recalled the scene in the Police
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Court, in whieh he had played o memorable
& part.

He was almost sure he had just seen the
young woman, whose champion he had been
on that occasion; and he indulged in hopes.
that in the course of his strolls about Mel-
bourue, he might meet her again.

There was now enly about a week remain-
ing, ere the period for which he had paid his
board and lodging in advance, would expire.

With almost an empty purse, and the
prospect of shortly becoming houseless, he felt

keenly what a bitter struggle with the world

was before him.

Still, youth and strength constitute no mean’
capital in themselves ; and his fits of dispirited-
ness were few and far between. At his age
there is a faith in Providence, that buoys one
up, which is frequently lost in after years.

Days passed on, and, in spite of the most
persevering exertions, he failed to obtain any
employment.

Godfrey asked his landlord to give him
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eredit for board and lodging, for a week or
two, explaining his ill-lack, and promising
40 pay him &8 soon as circumstances should
put it in his power. This refuest not being
acteded to, Beethworth found himself, one
night about nine v'¢lock, wandering with only
nihepence half-penny in his pocket, liouseless,
‘about the streets of Melbourne.

Strolling gloomily threugh the thorough-
fures of the dark city, he encountered Ralph
Cooper, who tarned out to be im the very
‘Saie predicament us the youth.

The two found some frail sonsolation in each
other’s company; but the night proved s
cold and wretohed, that both felt sufficiently
miserable.

They walked objectless about, till near half-
Ppast ten o’clock, when Cooper said to Godfrey,

“ Let’s go to Richmond Paddock, and try
Yo get to sloep on one of the seats there; for
T'm almost wora out, having been wandering
about the streets for nine or ten consecutive
Troors.”
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“ Very well,” rejoined Beechworth, in as
cheerful a tone as he could master.

“Have you got any tobacco about you,
Godfrey ?” asked Ralph.

“Yes, luckily,” was the welcome answer.

They then filled their pipes, and made their
way to Richmond Paddock, where, buttoning
up their coats, they stretched themselves on a
bench, essaying to sle ep.

The wind blew so keen, however, that neither
of them was able to obtain any slumber.

‘“We had better walk about, than be frozen
to death lying here,” exclaimed Cooper in a
shivering voice.

“[ think so too, Ralph,” acquiesced God-
frey.

They then strolled up and down the
park for. a time, when Beechworth re-
marked,

“Let’s go into Melbourne again, and walk
about thestreets, where we shall, at least, have
the light of the lamps to cheer us a little.
I can’t bear the gloomy, cold solitude here,”



THE BRIGHT TO-MORROW. 129

Thereupon, the friends wended their way
back to town. When they arrived there,
Godfrey observed,
~ “T feel, at all events, amongst human beings
here; and that in itself isa kind of plea-
sure.” |

How strange is the transition, sometimes,
from depressing mental gloom, to high spirits!

As Ralph Cooper and Beechworth now
wandered through street after street, they lost
for a period all sensation of wretchedness;
and chatted away cheerily and merrily, as
though they had been the possessors of every
kind of good fortune, instead of being home-
less and nearly penniless, as they were.

About two hours orso after midnight, they
found themselves in Collins Street, and sat
down on the door-step of the Shakespeare
Hotel, to rest for a time.

While sitting there, a policeman approached ;
and they thought between themselves, that
he might be regarding them as suspicious
characters, and treat them as vagrants,

@b
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“Good night!” said the consatable, as: he
came up to them, ;

This kindly salute led to- a chat in which
the policeman, who appeared a man of
education and of superior bearing, relieved
them from all uneasiness on his account, by
his jovial, good-humoured canversation.

It was ofien the case at this time, that
Melbourne policemen were gentlamen by
birth, who had formerly held & geod position:
in the mother country.

“Will you take a cup of coffee, mates ?”
askad the constable,

Caoper accepted, on behalf of himself and
Godfrey, the kind proposal.

There: was a night coffee-stall in Bourke
Street, and thither the three repaired to.
indulge in the welcome heverage.  After
this, the constable left them, proceeding on his

‘beat; while Cooper and Godfrey again seated

themselves, on the step. of a daor-way, and

awaited the daylight,

Ralph bad not even a penny lefk; sp
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Beechworth spent the remaining trifle of
money he had in his pocket, in paying for a
bumble bremkfast for himself and bis friend.
©ooper remeined in the Coffee Houde; where
they ook this modest mesl, in order to while
away for afew hours the wretthedness of his
ponition, in' reading the newspapers.

@Godfrey, as it tuined out a cheerful, sunny
morming, the weather being more variable
than a woman in Amstralia, set out for a
desultory stroll, promising to meet his friend
again, wt s rendezvous fixed upon.

The youth sauntered slowly along, and &t
about eleven o'clook found himself at a
benutiful spot, & favorite resort of the poptilace
-of Melbourne, on the left bank of the Yarré-
Ymra, about two miles from the town.

It was Sunday morning, and crowds of
people were strolling about.

He was soon attracted by a crowd of
‘parsons, who were listening to athan dressed in
shabby«gentes]: cletical costume, grasping a
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Bible in his hand, and euergetically preach-
ing to those around him.
The youth immediately recognised him as
a draper’s assistant, whom he had often spoken
to in a shop in Moorabool Street, Geelong.
The apparently fervent preacher -quickly
gave a nod of old acquaintanceship to him,
and, after sending round his hat for pecnmary
contributions from his open-air congregation,
went up and shook him by the hand.
Beechworth was introduced by him to a
good looking young man, with whom he
became very familiar, after walking and
chatting an hour or two in his company.
The name of this new acquaintance was
Felix Grant. He was the son of a clergy-
man in the South of England ; but at present
held the situation of groom to a gentleman
in a suburb of Melbourne. ‘
He insisted upon treating Godfrey to a
dinner, and finding that he was “hard-up*®
and without lodgings, offered him a share of
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the hay-loft he occupied as sleeping quarters,
over the stables of his employer, Beechworth,
urged by the necessity of his position, finally
embraced the proffered hospitality.

Upon returning to where he had left Cooper
he found that the latter had, in his absence,
got aletter at the post-office, enclosing a small
remittance from his mother. He insisted
upon lending Godfrey two sovereigns, who,
after considerable reluctance, accepted theloan.

For three weeks he shared every night the
bay-loft with Felix Grant, eking out the
money lent him by Cooper, to procure meals
in the day time.

At the end of that period he obtained, by
good fortune, a situation as assistant to a
contractor and slater, in Little Bourke Street,
at a salary of two pounds a week.

He remained in it more than two months,
when his employer, having a lack of business,
dispensed with his services. Godfrey, while
in this situation, managed to live very econ-
omically, and was able to return to Cooper

——
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the two sovereigns he had lent him. When
Beechworth thus once more foumd himsel
without any employment his worldly wealth

amounted to a kittle more than five pouds.

Emiko Huberto and Vineent Paget had
Iatterly met with a little luek. The former
was now clerk to an auetioneer in Collin’s
Street, with three pounds a week; and the
latter had obtained a temporary situation as
overseer of some workmen engaged in pull-
ing down a house at Emerald Hill, to make
room for a vew building.

Cooper, also, suceeeded in getting an
appointment as assistant to a travelling
photographic company.

Ere long Beechworth obtained, in answer to
an advertisement in the Argus, a situation as
tutor to the three children of a clergyman in
Gipps Land, two handred and odd miles
north-east of Melbourne.

His employer was the Reverend Robert

“Jenkins, educated for the cherch at St. Bees
" College, and who had Been ‘ordsined at the
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mature age of forty. He purposed himself
refurning home in the steamer, by way of
Port Albest, and lemt his homss, which he
had ridden to Melbourne, to Godfrey, to find
his road overland to Gipps Land.

The young man received from him an
sdvance of five pounds of salary, and one
‘beantiful evening about six o’clock started
on his loug journsy.

His temperament was mnot very well
adapted for teaching, and he was not
particularly delighted at the ‘prospect of a
tutor’s life ; but board and lodging, with a
hundred pounds a year,—the salary of his new
appointment—were no inconsiderable tempta-
tion to him under the circumstances.

He was tolerably well provided with good
clothes, and he sent his luggage on beforehand
to Gipps Land, by the steamer.

As he passed out of Melbourne on his long
overland journey, he folt very little regret at
leaving for a time the city where he had
experienced such frowns from fortune.
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He put his horse into a sharp canter, with
the intention, if possible, of reaching Dand-
enong, about twenty miles from the capital, that
night. His youthful spirits brightening up as
he rode on through the beautiful bush, soon
banished from his mind every gloomy thought.

The brave horse bore him merrily along on
the road to his new home, where his career
will be traced in the next chapter.
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CHAPTER V.

THE BUSH PARSON.

GooFrey BEeEcEWORTH, on his overland
journey to Gipps Land, put up for the first
night, after leaving Melbourne, at an inn at
Dandenong, some twenty miles from the
capital.

He rose early next morning, and again
started on his road, cantering cheerily along
the track through the bush.

Following the directions he had received,
he essayed a short cut to the “ Lady of the
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Lake " public house, situate seven miles from
Dandenong.

The weather was glorious, and every now
and then kangaroos darted across his path.
Myriads of parrots, cockatoos, and other mag-

_ nificent birds enlivened the otherwise grand

M

solitude of the scene.

The young man, when about three miles
from Dandenong Inn, began to fear he had
mistaken his way ; and, overtaking a rough-
looking fellow ¢rudging along on foot, ques-
tioned him as to his route.

“ Am T on the right track for the ‘Lady
of the Lake’ public house?”’ asked Godfrey.

* Yes,” replied the man, proceeding to give
Beechworth directions as to the road.

The youth offered him a nobbler of brandy
from a flask he carried in his pocket, when
the fellow said—

“If you'll give me, instead, something to
buy a little ‘ grub,’ I shall be much obliged
to you, mate.”

Thinking the man was really “hard up,”
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Beachworth threw bim a half-crown from his
purse, and cantersd on.

After a ride of some distance, what was
his chagrin, as well as astonishment, to fiad
himgelf back at the inn from which he had
started that morning. His surprise increased
soon.after his arrival, when he saw the fellow
who had given him the directions which had
thus misled him, also approaching the pablic
house.

Godfrey remained there an hour ere again
starting.

The man to whom he owed his vexatious
loss of time had made off through the bush as
soon as he caught sight of him again. Beech-
worth new got careful directions as to his
poute from the landlord, to whom he related
how he had been deceived.

“If you meet the fellow again,” said the
.innkeeper, “put your horse to a gallop, and
leave him behind you as fast as possible.
He lodged here last night, and I've sinee
found out that he’s an old convict lately dis-
sharged from Peatridge.”
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The young man did not feel very agree-
ably enlightened by this information.

Pentridge prison, near Melbourne, was
filled with the worst- felons, amongst whom
were some whose crimes had been diabolical,
beyond conception.

Godfrey once more started on his road about
an hour before noon. The warm sunshine,
lending a radiance to the glories of the bush,
gave it an enchanting aspect.

About two miles from Dandenong he again
fell in with the man who had misled him as
to his ‘route, and he urged his horse to a
gallop in order to pass the fellow with all
possible speed.

% Mate!” holloaed out the ex-convict, as the
youth flew by ; but Beechworth galloped on,
without heeding the shouts behind him. The
young man kept his horse at full speed, till
he reached the “ Lady of the Lake” public-
house. 'Without delaying to take any refresh-
ment there, he pursued his road, but at a more

tranquil pace.
) There was a long journey before him, ere
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bhe would reach the next inn, and it was
necessary to husband the strength of his
horse. The path was simply a cattle track,
which at times was difficult to distinguish.

_ As afternoon advanced, he became uncer-
tain whether he was on his right road; and
finally determined to give the reins to his
horse, thinking that since it had been the
same route before, the animal would, perhaps,
find the way more easily than himaself.

At the same time, Godfrey could tell by
the sun, that he was travelling in the right
direction.

He reached the public-house he was mak-
ing for, about seven o’clock in the evening. It
was little better than a humble log-hut; but
never did the youth more enjoy a rest than in
that rude Bush inn.

He went to bed, after a modest supper, and
slumbered on till eight o’clock in the morn-
ing.

The prices at such places were exorbitant
at this period ; and he had to pay thirty shil-
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Iings for his horse for the night, and nearly as
much more for himself.

After 3 smmple breakfast, he again pro-
ceeded on his journey.

To reach the next inn he had more than
fifty miles befere him.

Nothing can be more magnificent and bexa-
tiful than what are called The Fern-Tree
Gullies, through which a part of his road lay-.
Their semi-tropical vegetation is strikingly
romantic. Ferns of a gigantic size, unknown
elsewhere, border the track; and lofty,
splendid trees, form a lovely leafy arch over
the road, with their umbrageows branches.
The dense underwood makes it dangerons, for
fear of losing oneself, to get, even fora moment,
off the track, since the sun with difficulty
penetrates the thick foliage, and the traveller
who strays, may give up almost all hope of
ever finding his way again.

Occasionally, a large snake glides across
the path; and the bright-hued birds of the
Bush dazzle the eye. '
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As Godfrey urged. his horse anwexd, and
gazed dreamingly avound, be almost fancied
himself in fairy land. Onee or twice during
the day he came across. small groups of naked
aborigines, but he galloped hastily past.them;
for he had no arms with him, and didinot
care to count.their toa near acquaintance. -

The following afternoon,. as he was pua-
suing his jourmey, he: got puzzled as to. his
route, from suddenly coming upon a wooden
fence which impeded the way.

He was pondeving as to whether. or not he
had lost.his track, when he. saw a.horseman
approaching him.. The stranger proved. to
be a Bush doctor, who was staying at a
neighbouring station, and the. yonth: made.in-
quiries.of him: as ta his road..

Falling in with any one: during a long,
selitary owerland jowmey, is always & plea-
sure.

‘“Yould better came along with me, and
bave .samething  to- eat. and drink,” spid. the
destor, aften answering the yeuth’s, enquiries.
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He accepted the invitation with hearty
thanks ; and in about half-an-hour they were:
seated in the large, well-furnished dining-
room of a handso.ne house, the residence of a
rich squatter.

Godfrey made a splendid meal off cold
fowl, ham, and other luxuries, washing them
down with capital sherry; and was after-
wards accompanied some distance on his road
by the Doctor.

In four days, from the time of leaving
Melbourne, Beechworth reached the house of
the Reverend Robert Jenkins, which was
situate about fifty miles inland from Port
Albert.

The dwelling, surrounded by an extensive
paddock, was of good size, as well as com-
fortable. From its windows, there was a
magnificent view of the Snowy Mountains.
The prospect indeed everywhere around was
most glorious. Never had Australian scenery
struck Godfrey as more grand and beautiful,
than now as, approaching the residence of Mr.
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-Jenkins, he gazed upon the almost bound-
less panorama of plain, forest, and mountain,
stretching before him. '

He was welcomed politely by the clergy-
man’s wife; her husband not having yet re-
turned home from Melbourne.

The young man's pupils, consisted of two
boys, Samuel and Josiah, with their sister,
Martha, and were wofully backward in their
-education.

Godfrey was soon on very good terms with
them.

When Mr. Jenkins returned home, the
young man discovered upon a short expe-
rience that the parson himself was sufficiently
ignorant and conceited. He was almost en-
tirely a self-educated man; but his mind was
not naturally capable of much cultivation,
and his views were as narrow as they were
prejudiced. '

Beechworth made very little progress in
instructing his children; for Mr. Jenkins was
constantly permitting his two sons—four-

VOL. 1I H



146 THE BRIGHT FO-MORROW,

teen and sixteen years of age respectively
—to assist a neighbouring squatter in stock-
riding, or some other bush-occupation.

One day, as Godfrey was riding over to Sale
—a small town some few miles off—he over-
took a little man, walking janntily along, who
attracted notice by his thick shock of red hair.

The pedestrian turned out to be no other
than Jack Candy, the schoolmaster, one of
Beechworth’s acquaintances, at Pritchardson’s
Boarding-house, North Melbourne.

This unexpected rencounter led to mutual
warm salutations.

I never thought to see yon again, in this
world, at any rate,” exclaimed Candy.

“ What brought you to Gipp’s Land ?” en-
quired Godfrey,

“I'm the National Schoolmaster at Sale,
which appointment I at last obtained after
nearly dying of starvation in Melbourne,”
was the reply,

“How do you like the situation?’ asked
Beechworth.
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 Well, not very mnech, to tell the truth,”
#aid Candy.

‘ What has ocourred to make you discon-
tented with the post ?’ enquired Godfrey.

“ A little while ago,” replied the School-
master, * when the foundation-stone was laid
of the new church, adjoining the school of
which I’'m the teacher, the Reverend Robert
Jenkins, who preached the sermon on the-
occasion, got up & ‘treat’ for my scholars.
Each of them was given a glass of wine and
some Dbiscuits. Mr. Joseph Sharman, a
squatter near here, and a great friend of the
parson, publialy presented me on the event-
ful occasion, with a large cake, made by his
wife, and delivered himself of a grand speech
upon handing it to me. I, however, told him
he could keep it himself, as I wasn’t in need of
it, and I thus made an eternal enemy of him.
. For my part, I don’t" see the fun of being pa-
tronised in such a manner,”

Godfrey aceompanied the little school-

H2
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master to his modest dwelling, and spent an
hour or two in chatting with him.

Candy introduced to him, by the name of
Gerard Martin, a bushy-bearded man, of rough,
but intelligent appearance. He was one of
the candidates at the forthcoming election
of members for the Colonial Legislative
Assembly.

Beechworth was rather struck with this
aspirant for political honours. He was an
Englishman, of French extraction, about
thirty-eight years of age.

The youth was forthwith invited to a tent,
where Martin lived, not far from the house
of the little schoolmaster. There the young
man was entertained with guitar musie, in
which his host had some skill.

The aspiring candidate for legislative
honours cooking some beefsteak, by a fire
outside his tent, and boiling a few potatoes,
shared with the youth a hospitable meal.

Before leaving, Godfrey was warmly in-
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vited to hear a speech purposed to be
delivered by Gerard Martin, at noon on
Thursday in the following week, to a body of
electors at the town of Sale.

Beechworth, promising to be present on the
important occasion, took leave of his host; and
Jack Candy accompanied him a part of his
way on the road home.

Godfrey was glad, whenever possible, to
escape from the society of the Reverend Robert
Jenkins and his family; for the parson and
his wife were eternally quarrelling, and led
a cat and dog sort of life.

The husband was a vulgar fellow, who had
no consideration for any one; and Godfrey’s
life was sufficiently miserable in consequence.
Mr. Jenkins thought nothing of swearing at
his better half, and abusing her like a pick-
pocket; and she returned his vituperation
with interest.

As Godfrey approached the parson’s house,
after his visit to the tent of Gerard Martin,
he was almost blinded by the glare of a bush
fire, which was burning away furiously
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amidst the thick timber in the rear. The
huge trunks of thousands of Iofty gum trees.
were in a red-hot glow, and their branches.
erackled in the flames.

Sky and bush were lit up with the lurid
glare, and it seemed to Beeehworth that
the house of Mr. Jenkins was in imminent
risk of being destroyed.

- On getting nearer, he found, however, that
the conflagration was not so close to the
residence as he had imagined; and moreover
a wide creek served to protect the grounds
and dwelling from its ravages.

Sometimes in the far bush, such fires travel
with fearful awiftness over a hundred miles
or more of country, sweeping everything
before them. Their terrific grandeur, then, is.
indescribable. The wild animals and birds
perish in their fury, while whole herds of cattle.
and flocks of sheep are destroyed.

Godfrey, as he had promised, rode over
to Sale upon the day when Gerard Martin
was to deliver his speech there to the electors.
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The existence of universal suffrage in the
colony, and the: absence of any property
qualification for members of the legislative
assembly, were the means of sending into the
Colonial Parliament some very odd specimens
of politicians,

Gerard Martin was a house-decorator by
trade, but had acquired, as far as was possible
for an uneducated man, without any regular
art instruction, some skill in landscape and
portrait painting He was ready to turn his:
hand to almost any employment ; and lived in
his tent, just outside the little town of Sale, a
life of alternate hard work and dissipation.
He was a somewhat sensual-looking man, but
with good-looking, though coarse, features,
while his straight, dark hair, reaching nearly
to his shoulders, and his long, black beard
gave him a striking appearance.

In his tent with him lived four or five large
doge, and a tall, tame emu was always to be
seen strutting up and down before its entrance.

* His wife eame up from Melbourne to Gipps



152 THE BRIGHT TO~MORROW,

Land expressly to help him in canvassing for-
election votes. She was a masculine, gaunt,
tall personage, who professed to be a literary
genius; and carried about with her a packet
of copies of a little book she had written, to
push the sale wherever she went.

Beechworth upon arriving at Sale, early
in the afternoon, when Gerard Martin was to.
address the electors, found him already
mounted on a waggon, and about to com-
mence a speech to the medley crowd of
bullock drivers, stock-riders, and farmers.

The portion of the oration that Godfrey
could catch—the speech eliciting almost every
moment loud applause—ran as follows :—

“ Frienps AND ELECTORS,—

“ [ meet you here to ask for your
support in the coming election of a member of
the Legislative Assembly for this district.
Those around me are of the class that form
the blood and sinew of the country, namely,.
working men! I ask you, then, for your votes.
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for the best possible reason. = What is it?
Because I am a working man.

“The opposing candiddte, Mr. Joseph
Sharman, simply demands your votes, gentle-
men, because he is a rich, bloated squatter;
and not like myself, on the ground of being a
Friend of the People, which, if he says he is,
he tells alie. Your choice lies between him
and myself; but I, as you kuow, am one of
your own class. Why am I, therefore, a better
candidate than he, to represent your interests
in the Legislative Assembly? Because,gentle-
men, I am a working man.

% You shall now hear my views upon the
principal public questions of the day. Why
are my liberal ideas opposed to the selfish
politics of Mr. Sharman, the bloated squatter?
Because I am a working man !

% With regard to the question of education,
T’'m for every child being properly taught at the
public expense. Why do I support this honest
principle? Because I am a working man!

¢ In reéspect to the land question, I'll give

HS
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you my long-considered opinion. Of course:
it’s opposed to that held by Mr. Sharman ;
because he’s not a friend of the poor man,
as Iam. T contend that land ought to be
sold to the people in fair-sized allotments, at
ten shillings an acre; and that the buyers
shouldn’t be obliged to pay for it till they
find it convenient. Why do I hold this view ?
Because I am a working man!

“I'm for the abolition of the government
license for gold-digging, which my bloated
opponent wishes to maintain. Why do I
differ in this subject from him? Because I
am a working man !

“Tm for paying members of the legisla-
tive Assembly, because those who go there
without receiving any remuneration for their
political toil, indemnify themselves by looking
aftertheirown interests, and neglecting those of
the people. Why is Mr. Sharman opposed to.
me on this point? Beeausehe fears—Ilike the-
other bloated squatters—that if members were.
paid, you would be #ble to: send a battalion
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of workinig men into parliament, who would
look after the interests of the people.

“Friends and electors! I'm the chap to
send into the Legislative Assembly, to see that
the poor man is treated properly. Why do
I say this? Because I am & working man !

% Why is my opponent not fit to represent
your interests there? Because he is a cot-
founded, bloated squatter, who, like all his
class, welters in the slough of selfishness, and
hatred of the poor man.”

Here the speaker almost broke down, from
excess of oratorical vehemence.

At the same time, an immense shout of ap~
plause rent the air from the listening crowd,
during which the orator took a “ nobbler” of
rum, and then eontinued, in a burst of noisy
invective, to pour forth a tremendeus torrent
of clap-trap. ,

The cheering became so great, as he pro-
eseded, that Godfrey could only eutch a fow
words, heve and there, of the rest of his speech.
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. At the end of the oration the crowd, to-
gether with the parliamentary candidate,
made towards the public-house close at hand,
and drunkenness, with noisy riot, became-
quickly the order of the day.

After looking on for a time at this scene,
Godfrey became a witness to a dreadful
tragedy.

A drunken stock-rider was bantering some-
aborigines, who had been attracted to Sale by
the hope of getting brandy. Suddenly one of
the natives, half mad with the combined effects
of drink and rage, hurling his long spear at
the white man, pierced him right through the.
body. The unfortunate fellow died almost
immediately, and the murderer was instantly
captured. He was taken in charge by the.
police, but what was his ultimate fate Godfrey
never heard.

As Beechworth rode home that evening he.
could not help thinking that however good a
fellow Gerard Martin might be in his way, he.
was scarcely the kind of man of which,



THE BRIGHT TO-MORROW, 157

genuine statesmen are made. He neverthe-
less, was returned at the ensuing election, by a
considerable majority, as & member of the
Legislative Assembly ; but Godfrey left the
Colony before the ambitious house-painter
had signalised himself, if he ever did, as a
political genius.

The effects of universal suffrage in Australia.
appeared to Beechworth not particularly en-
couraging ; fora very small number, compara-
tively, of those entitled to a vote, ever availed
themselves of their privilege ; and the consti-
tuencies were apparently always subject to
the influence of any unscrupulous demagogue
who possessed the ‘ gift of the gab.”

Godfrey, while with the Reverend Robert
Jenkins, was casually called upon to assist as a
witness at the wedding of an Irish lass, the par-
son’s cook, with a Chinaman, a small farmer
in the neighbourhood. Such mixed mam
riages were not uncommon, at that period,
in the Colony. In Gipps Land District, par<
ticularly, Englishwomen were- constantly-
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wedding with Chinamen; but Beechworth

could nof help thinking that the taste of his

fair compatriots must have been considerably

perverted ere falling in love with these

yellow-faced, pig-tailed Asiatics. The chance

of a well-to-do husband is, apparently, a

temptation that women in no clime can resist;

and this may probably explain why so many

in Vietoria took to themselves comparatively
rich Chinaman, as better-halves.

After Godfrey had been about four months
with the Rev. Robert Jenkins, he seriously told
him that unless his children were kept regu-
larly at their studies it would be next to impos-
sible for them to make any progress in them.

The result was that the clergyman, who
had no great appreciation of literary accom-
plishments, determined to allow the education
of his family to be subordinate to other in-
terests, ‘

His two sons were vespectively delegated
to the care of Mr. Joseph Sharman, and an-
other neighbouring squatter; while the par-
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son’s daughter was sent off to a school at Port
Albert.

Beechworth’s services as tutor, therefore,
came to an end; and after receiving the
amount of galary due to him, he prepared to
depart from Gipps Land.

He was considerably disgusted with his
experience of a teacher’s life, and resolved to
try some different eareer.

Jack Candy had already given up his ap-
pointment as national schoolmaster at Sale,
and had returned to Melbourne.

It was a lovely morning when Godfrey
took leave of the Rev. Robert Jenkins’ family,
and started off, mounted on a bush hack,
which the parson had lent him, for Port
Albert.

The young man intended taking the
steamer there for Melbournse.

As Beeehworth cantered along through the
bush, bhe did not indulge in & moment’s regret
for the situation he had just relinquished.

Dreams of better and happier days in store
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buoyed up his spirits; and the consciousness
of talents worthy of a more agreeable lot than
that of a tutor, made him feel indifferent to
temporary vicissitudes.

There was something in the breast of the
youth which made him feel certain that the
fature would not be altogether a blank for
him ; and such kind of presentiment is no mean
support to the soul in the hey-day of life.

The beautiful thick forest, the flights of bril-
* liant birds, the blue sky, the bright pure atmos-
phere around him, were more than enough to
encourage the castles-in-the-air which the
youth built, as he rode on towards Port
Albert.

Many, indeed, were the vicissitudes that God-
frey was still to undergo ; but what are hard-
ships and struggles to a youth ifa background
of bright prospeots loom in the future!

The young man took the steamer at Port
Albert for Melbourne—where he was destined
to meet with further adventures.
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CHAPTER VI

AN UNEXPECTED RENCOUNTER.

GopFreYy BELKCHWORTH’S sojourn in Gipps
Land, though it had not been all happiness,
was nevertheless not without its pleasant
reminiscences.

The grand scenery of that part of Austra-
lia had expanded his soul, and excited him
to feelings of increased love for the
wonderful Creator of the beautiful universe.
Amidst the primeval glories of nature, the
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educated mind feels more forcibly than else-
where, the presence of an Omnipotent Deity.

Upon reaching Melbourne he took up his
quarters at Pritchardson’s boarding-house,
where he found that Emilio Huberto, his old
acquaintance, was now lodging.

Godfrey was walking in Collins Street one
afternoon, when he fell in with Jack Candy.
After an interchange of warm salutations,
Beechworth remarked,

I suppose, Jack, you're looking out for a
new situation in the teaching line.”

“ By Jingo ! I've made up my mind, if I
can help it, never to take to schoolmastering:
agein,” exclaimed Candy.

“ What occupation do you think, then, of
following for the fature ?’ asked Beechworth..

“ T don’t exactly know,” was the reply.

“T’ve half made up my mind myself to
try my fortune at the Gold-Diggings,” re
marked Godfrey.

“I'm so “ hard-up ’ myself that I scarcely
know what to do,” observed Jack.

7\
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. % If that's the case, Candy,” was the res
joinder, * you'd better let me lend you two or
three pounds; for I'm richer than I was when
we last met in Melbourne.”

“You always pretend to be better off than
you really are, when you stumble against
any acquaintance ¢ hard up '—in order to per-
suade him to accept something from you,
Godfrey,” said the schoolmaster.

“Don’t talk nonsense, Jack I” retorted
Beechworth, adding, * What do you say to
accompany me to the Gold-diggings? T've
got a little money by me at present, and I |
think seriously of going there.”

The conversation proceeded, but Godfrey
was unable to get Candy to fall in with his
proposal. '

Several weeks passed after this, and Beech-
worth, not having in the meanwhile obtained
any situation, resolved to try his fortune with
the little money he had remaining, at the
Ovens Gold Diggings.

. He at length persuaded Jack Candy, who,
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after spending almost his last farthing, was
in wretched straits, to accompany him.

It was cold weather, and the sky was
cloudy, when the two left Melbourne on foot,
one evening aboaut six o’clock.

From having lent money to several hard-
up acquaintances, Godfrey started on his road
with very little in his purse.

He had bought the necessary gold-digging
implements, and sent them on before him to
Beechworth, a thriving town that had
sprung up in the centre of the Ovens Gold.
Diggings.

Cheerful with the hopeful enterprise of
youth, he left Melbourne full of good spirits
and glad to have so merry a cowpanion as
Jack Candy.

Godfrey carried with him a double-barrelled
gun.

The first night the two walked on till about:
half way between Melbourne and Kilmore.
They then lay down under a gum-tree, a little
distance off the road ; and, baving first
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smoked a pipe, rolled themselves up in their
blankets, and tried to sleep.

Not more than three quarters of an hour
had they thus lain on the ground, when
Candy exclaimed,

“It’s so cold to-night that I propose,
Beechworth, we don’t stay here any longer ;
but jog on and put up at the first inn we
come to on the road.”

“I feel the wind very keen, and am ready
to fall in with your proposition,” was God-
frey’s rejoinder.

Thereupon, strapping their blankets on their
swags, they jogged on once more.

Soon they came to a road-side public-
house, where they put up for the night.

The next evening they reached Kilmore,
and Beechworth’s feet being sore, from his
boots not fitting him well, they again slept at
an inn. It had, besides, rained in torrents all
- day, and they were wet through.

After leaving Kilmore, they had about
eight days’ journey, on foot, before them, ere
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reaching the town of Beechworth ; and they
now resolved to camp out every night in the
Bush, as ths expense of putting up at public-
houses would drain their exchequer too much.

About forty miles from Kilmore, towards
dusk, one beautiful evening, they met a
large van,drawn by two horses, which tmrned
out to be a travelling photographic establish-
ment.

Godfrey, to hie astonishment, recognised
the driver as Frank Hamilton, the surgeon’s
son, and the lover of his cousin Anaie, of
Rainbury, Somersetshire.

The mutual pleasure at this unexpecszed
rencounter was intense.

Frank took his van a little off the road,
and Beechworth with Candy passed two or
three hours in his company. The three
supped together off beefsteaks, cooked by a
bush fire. Hamilton was compelled to pro-
cced on his road to Melbourne that night ;
and great was his regret at being obliged to
part so soon from Godfrey.
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“ Frank,” Beechworth remarked, ¢ it seems
you're getting on in the world, by your man-
aging to buy a handsome van and horses.”

“My father,” rejoined Hamilton, *after
commencing practice as a surgeon in Ballarat,
-0oon began to make money quickly. He had
remained only a month or two in Western
Australia, not liking the climate there. My
van and horses he purchased in order to set
me up as a travelling photographer.

“1 manage to get a tolerable living, and
also to put by a little money. -

“ However, I wish Godfrey, that instead of
listening to my own history in the Colony,
you would give me an account of your ad-
ventures here.”

Beechworth therefore gave Hamilton a
sketeh of his career, since arriving in Australia.

Having finished hisnarrative, Godfrey nade
enquiries of Frank about Annie Beech-
worth,

“ She wrote to my sister,” said Hamilton,
“gome monihs ago, and desoribed herself as
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wretchedly unhappy, her parents wishing her
to marry Mr. George Brocker, of Breckington
Farm.”

“My cousin Annie will never, 'm sure,
consent to such a match,” exclaimed Godfrey,
“for I'm persuaded she really loves you,
Frank.”

Hamilton, upon hearing this earnest assev-
eration, could scarcely refrain from bursting
into tears; for his affectionate nature was
wholly bound up in his attachment for Beech-
worth’s charming cousin.

“I love Annie with all my soul,” cried
Frank, “and if I thought she would ever
forget me, and marry George Brocker, it
would break my heart.”

“Don’t fear anything of the kind,” said
Beechworth, “for 1 know my dear little
cousin well, and am sure she will never be
false.”

“ Possibly, before long, I shall have made
enough money to return and live comfortably
in England,” rejoined Hamilton, “and if 0
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the height of my ambition would be to settle
down in Somersetshire, and have Annie for
my wife.”

“ My cousin,” remarked Godfrey, *is oftoo
noble and loving a nature ever to forget you,
Frank.”

In this way Beechworth kindly strove to
‘cheer Hamilton.

When separated by. half the world from
one’s idol, the affections gather intensity from
-consciousness of the contingencies that beset
lovers so far parted.

Godfrey and Frank Hamilton, after a long
chat on England and their colouial adven-
tures, bid adieu to each other about ten o’clock,
when the moon was shining brightly over hill
and plain.

They promised to correspond with one

another; andwith oft repeated hopes of meet-
ing again shortly, Godfrey heartily wished
Frank prosperity and good-fortune in his
Colonial career.
% Good-bye! Beechworth,” cried Hamilton,
VOL, II. |
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a8 they finally parted, “and may we some
day meet happy and rich, in the old coun-
try.”

“Luck to you, Frank,” responded God-
frey, “keep up yoar spirits, and trust im
Annie.” '

Hamilton was in many respects a fine
character, and Beechworth accordingly felt
attracted towards him.

He had walked with Frank a short distance
on his road, and he now returned to Jack
Candy, who was drinking tea, and smoking a
clay pipe, by the side of the bush fire, which
he replenished from time to time, with the
dry timber lying scattered around.

It was a moanlight night, but rather cold,
and the wind whistled shrilly through the
lofty gum-trees.

Jack Candy and Godfrey sat for some time
together smaking, the thoughts of the latter
wandering far away to dear England, and his
mind dwelling on the sweet image of Ellen
Castlemaine.
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As he Jooked up at the bright stars, he won-
~ «dered when he should behold once more the
northern constellation of the Great Bear,
instead of that of the Southern Cross, which
the now gazed upon.

What glowing visions passed through his
brain, as he sat that night by the lonely
bush fire! ]

At length feeling somewhat chilly, he
observed to Candy,

“I think we'd better comtrive some little
shelter out of yonder bushes, as the wind pro-
mises to blow disagreeably strong during the
night.” '

“ It certainly appears likely to be stormy,”
said Jack.

Godfrey accordingly tied with a string he
had in his pocket, the tops of some bushes
together, and in this way made a kind of bee-
hive shaped screen from the wind.

Beneath this hastily-extemporized shelter

the young men crawled, and, wrapping
themselves in their blarkets, courted sleep.

1 84
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They had not been lying thus more than
half-an-hour, when Candy suddenly shrieked
out, in dreadful alarm,

“ Good God!”

At the very same instant, Godfrey felt a
large snake, seven or eight feet long, gliding
slimily over his face. The two young men
rushed headlong from their shelter, and re-
“solved to sleep for the remainder of the night
by the side of the still brightly burning fire.

]I daren’t fetch my blanket fromn beneath
the bushes,” exclaimed Candy, in a shudder-
ing tone.

“ Stay where you are, and I'll go and get
it for you, Jack,” said Godfrey. .

Thereupon Beechworth approached the
bushes, and, seizing hold of Candy’s blanket,
bore it off in triumph.

They slept soundly beneath the bare sky
until dawn, when, after partaking of some tea
and a little cold meat, with damper, they pro-
ceeded on their route.

During the two following days, they wa.lked
about fifty miles.
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- Grodfrey’s 'boots being in a most dilapidated
state, he at last became painfully foot-sore.

" One evening they had camped for the night
near a water gully, when' Jack' took the guh
which Beechworth had brought with him,
and amused himself by shooting opossums.
Unhappily he went astray in the bush, and his
friend lost him for nearly three hours. Jack
at length overhéard the shouts of his chum,
who saw the ex-schoolmaster approaching
him, carrying three dead opossums’

These they forthwith cooked, and, although,
the gummy taste of them might not have
been enticing ‘to an epicure, the young men
were "so hungry ‘that they devoured the
animals like the greatest dainties. ‘

- The next day, as they were passing through
a small township, Godfrey remarked,

«“ My boots are so thoroughly done up, that
I must buy another pair. I propose we sell
the gun, for*Pm tired of carrying it;' Jack.
Qur swags ‘weigh each' about foity: psunds,
and thdt’s ' quite enough baggage. ' Besides;
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if we go oft the road every now and then into-
the bush in order to shoot, we shall double
our journey's. length, and fruitlessly delay
arrival at Beechworth.”

“] entirely agree,” rejoined Candy, * that
carrying the gun is a useless bore.”

They accordingly entered a store, where:
articles of every kind, from butter to coats,.
were sold. Offering the gun for sale, they.
obtained a very inadequate sum for it;
but they, nevertheless, parted with it gladly.

Godfrey having bought a new pair of
boats, they again trudged on their road.

Five days subsequently they reached the-
Ovens Gold Diggings, foot-sore and travel-.
worn.

The first night of their arrival there they-
took up their quarters at an inn. On the fol-
lowing morning, they obtained possession of
their tent and gold digging implements, which
had arrived at Beechworth before them.

The weather was fine, and gave them an-
opportunity of looking about them. Towards.
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dvenhing, they pitched their tent om the
bank of the large creek that witide round:
the town ; and prepared with energy to énter
upon their new oareer as gold- diggers.

" 'The first night of their tliusd' camping out
proved windy amd tempestuous; but they
nevertheless slept pretty soundly,

- On: the morrow the occupants of a neigh-
boring tent gave them some friendly informa~
tiowm, 49 to's spot saitdble for commencing their
digging operations. They, accordingly pro-
ceeded there with theirimplements, and set to
work with a goodewill.

For texr days thiey toiled with cradle, spade,
aud pickaxze, from morning till night, but
without success. At the end of that peried.
they hit uwpon ground, from which they
managed to wash out: about fifteen shillings
worth of gold & day.

This little run of encouraging luck ldsted
a ‘'wuek, after which they toiled fruitlessly
for the precious metal.

Weeks passed on, and still contineing
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unsuccessful, they found themselves at last
almost without a penny in their pockets.

“We must certainly look out for situations,
of some kind or another; for gold-digging-
doesn’t seem likely to prove very profitable,”
observed Candy one night, when he and God-
frey were lying in their tent.

“I expect it's rather difficult to get any res-
pectable employment here,”” was the rejoinder.
- Wearied, however, with their want of suc-.
cess at gold-digging, they earnestly set them-
selves to seek for situations.

After a time Candy succeeded in getting-
employment, at hawking about the town of
Beechworth one of the daily newspapers pub-.

lished there.

Godfrey, also, through the influence of one-
or two friends he had made, finally obtained
the appointment of librarian and secretary to.
the local Literary Institution.

Candy soon left his employment of hawk-
ing newspapers, to become the driver of an.
itinerant fruit cart.

~
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" The voice of the little schoolmaster might
often be heard in the streets of Beechworth
shouting out, '

“Melons ! ripe plums! fine peaches!”

Jack, indeed, got on very well in his new
occupation.

Godfrey before very long lost his situation-
as librarian of the Literary Institute, in conse-
quence of accidentally giving offence to one
of its trustees, a draper. The young man
had neglected paying sufficient obeisance to
that personage, and thus made an enemy of
him, " * Jacks in office” are not generally in-
clined to dispense with any of their supposed
claims' to 'importance ; and in fine Godfrey
became a v1ct1m of the lmen-draper 8 puﬂ'ed-up
conceit, '
- Beechworth "then took to gold-digging
again. . ‘

This time his chum was a young English-

man, twehty-eight years of age, who had for-

merly held a  commission in the Forty-sixth

Regiment. The Ovens Diggings presented at
12
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this period a curious sceme. A large Chinese.
Theatre was a notewarthy feature amongst
the buildings there.

The diggings themselves had. the aspect, at
first sight, of a vast grave-yard. Almost
every step one took around the town of
Besehworth, was arrested by a deep hole,
where some miner had being toiling for the-
precious metal. Chinamen and Europeans-
worked side by side; but the latter were conr-
stantly becoming embroiled with the former.,

After a time Godfrey and his mate met with:
tolerable luck. They beeame ultimately the
fortunate possessors of a suma which, when
divided, gave them a.hundred. snd seventy~
twa pounds a-piece.

Thus comparatively well-off, Beechworth,
in consequence of his. companion. heing un-
willing to continue digging any longer, detex-
mined to staxt. for. Melbowsna.

He made up his. mind to preceed to Castle~.
maine, to whioh plags there. was just them
an importans gold-rush,.