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				Praise for Australians: Origins to Eureka

				‘When it comes to writing page-turning narrative no one does it better than Thomas Keneally...no doubt about it, Australians is a corker.’ 

				— Cassandra Pybus, Weekend Australian

				‘...the story of Australia and the Australians could be in no better hands than Keneally’s.’ — West Australian

				‘Keneally evokes these distant lives with concrete detail and vivid sympathy...his people inhabit the same world we do —we meet them without the hesitation of reaching across voids of space and time.

				— Marian Quartly, Sydney Morning Herald

				‘[Australians] will appeal to the general reader and the avid historian alike, and this is only the first volume. This reader can’t wait for the second.’ 

				— Bookseller + Publisher

				‘Volume one of Australians builds a sense of historical wonder.’

				— Stephen Wilks, Canberra Times

				‘This new perspective on Australia’s founding fathers is truly fascinating.’

				— Sandy McCutcheon, Courier-Mail
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				To my brother, John Patrick Keneally, honoured medical specialist, with whom I have shared nearly seven decades of Australian history
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			  These are the generous people who proved essential to this book but who bear no blame for its faults and are responsible for any of its virtues.

				Firstly, Jo Kildea, the chief researcher, shows herself so highly accomplished at the task, and indeed is such a good writer, that maybe I should have left the entire task to her. She also compiled the chronology which appears in this book.

				Before Jo Kildea joined the project, my skilled and generous daughter Margaret Keneally hunted down the correspondence of the Dickens’ brothers and other figures who appear early in the narrative.

				With my editor Rebecca Kaiser at Allen & Unwin, I enjoyed a relationship which seemed to consist of as much laughter as effort. Rebecca knows how to anaesthetise the writing process, to take the edge off the pain and add to the pleasure.

				Patrick Gallagher, head of Allen & Unwin, thought up this series in the first instance, and so it is my wish that he is as pleased with this volume as he kindly professed himself to be with Volume I.

				My agent Fiona Inglis has been an impeccable representative and dear friend. Her advice is measured and always effective, her championship of her authors and her loyalty to them is of such a high order that it bespeaks high character as well as high professionalism.

				The copy editor Ali Lavau was as perceptive and tactful as she had been on other works of mine, and the photo editor, Linda Brainwood, seems to have the same taste as myself for pictures rarely seen in standard texts and which will thus help the reader see Australia anew.

				My wife Judy, who has lived with me through this berserk career, is a natural editor, a first port of call for my early ill-formed chapters, who tells the truth about failed passages and phrases with tact, and is wonderfully enthusiastic for what all writers want to produce—the good bits.

				May all of you flourish!
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			  If you are like me, you do not always read author’s notes. So I had better tell you at the start of this story what you can expect, and what I am trying to give you through the lives of the remarkable Australian women and men we will meet here.

				A character in one of my novels says, ‘History is a bugger when you’re in it.’ So what I am trying to present in these pages is the narrative of men and women struggling with the histories in which they are stuck, histories in which some perish, histories through which others endure, histories through which some dance. Sometimes, as happened in the first volume, I introduce more obscure Australians, but at other times take a fresh look at the Australians most intelligent readers think of as settled in dour civic memory, but who were men and women of vivid dreams and complicated ambitions. I cannot cover the careers of all those Australians, well-known or not, who would be eligible for inclusion. And there are some figures I intended to include but who do not appear here except perhaps by occasional mention. Amongst these is the remarkable Daisy Bates, early champion of Central Australian Aboriginals; the great diva Dame Nellie Melba; and Victor Trumper, the splendid cricketer. To illustrate the phenomenon of banditry in Australia, the story of some bushrangers is told in preference to others. Not every Aboriginal resistance fighter is mentioned, nor every social reformer, nor every high ranking digger nor valiant nurse. Some early film entrepreneurs and actors are dealt with in preference to others.

				But I believe I have chosen a formidable group of people who are entirely appropriate to the purpose of the book. And that purpose is to attempt to place the reader inside the very flesh and breath and passion of Australian life in the past. The people of this book are the lenses through which—at least I hope—you will more than adequately see Australia’s history play itself out. If the author does not succeed in doing this, he extends his sincerest apologies.

				So let us begin with these people.

				From 1860 an era commenced in which Australians pursued glimmering visions of equity but also engaged in savage class conflict; became a place of cities but ‘unlocked’ the land to redeem the immigrant and native-born from urban squalor; dreamed of the illimitable continent whose limits painfully revealed themselves; became a nation but retained provincial objectives; was independent and craftily subservient; made a legend out of bushrangers, industrial fights and brutal wars, but underestimated how, beneath these things, the living flesh of ordinary men and women shuddered and trembled; honoured anti-authoritarianism but saw no revolution arise; saw the immigrants increase and the indigenes diminish; planned big for the Australian North but could barely populate it; sought racial whiteness as the sole possible condition of its life yet spent an era quaking at the closeness of Asia and the militancy of Japan; became in the mind of the world, and in its own mind, the Working Man’s Paradise, but retained what Lawson called ‘the armies of the rear’, the regiments of want; and was a nation of both vision and earthy pragmatism. This was the country of the larrikin and the emergent artist; of the prophetic and the hard-nosed; of radical oratory and ultimate respect for society’s structures; the Promised Land and the land the immigrant would have left had he owned the fare home. Suffusing it all was the idea that, although provincial, we were an especial people; that although distant, in our social experiments and reforms, we were a society the world had much to learn from; that we were better than those who thought us crass and that, unleashed, we would show them a thing or two. The thunderclap of a world-wide war reinforced the mythology of Australian uniqueness even while helping create a world that widened class schisms and bespoke unresolved and coming peril.

				It can be asserted again, in the hope that the book confirms the assertion, that none of this was dull.
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			  Conviction was at an end in Eastern Australia, but because of its shame it had induced in the white community a tendency to pretend that all convicts ceased breathing and vanished utterly at the date of the abolition of transportation. Much later in the nineteenth century, the Bulletin wrote that the day ‘among all others which has been forced upon us as the natal-day of Australia is that which commemorates her shame and degradation’. Nowhere was the taint, and the desire and impossibility of forgetting, more intense than in Tasmania. 

				The convicts, however, were in many cases still serving sentences, or else living in the community, some of them lost souls, some cherished by families, some treasured even by society at large. The lost souls were numerous, though it can be argued these were far from being the majority. 

				At Port Arthur, in the era of transportation, a separate prison had been built to impose on prisoners a soul-scarifying form of solitary confinement: the Pentonville system, in which convicts worked in silence and had no contact with each other. Silence, solitude and lack of stimulation were considered the new cure for criminality. At their brief exercise in the yard, men wore masks. Even in the chapel each worshipper was screened off from every other, so that glances could not be exchanged. The system made the criminal more criminal, the deranged more deranged still. Perhaps these results can be seen in the case of two convicts who experienced the old system and the separate, Pentonville system as well. Mark Jeffery, a burglar when transported in 1850, had experienced this separate prison before his release in 1870. After a fight in a pub in which a man was killed, he was convicted of manslaughter and sent back to Port Arthur for life, where again he experienced the separate prison. There he tried to murder the doctor and, seeing that he was both unstable and dangerous, the authorities sent him to the Isle of the Dead off Port Arthur as the grave-digger. There the devil himself, ‘His Satanic Majesty’, appeared in Jeffery’s hut and spoke to him. Jeffery begged to be released from the island and was sent to Hobart gaol in 1877, being guilty there of more assaults. Photographed in the 1890s, the former hulking terror of a man supports himself on two sticks. He ended in the Launceston Invalid Depot, where he died in 1903. Like a number of other male convicts he left no recorded Australian family behind him. 

				Richard Pinches had spent fourteen years on Norfolk Island for stealing shirts, and then served time in solitary in Port Arthur after the convict establishment in Norfolk Island was moved there in 1853. Released, he was tried for stealing pigs in 1860 and sentenced to four more years at Port Arthur. Then, at large after an escape, he broke into a building and was sent back to Port Arthur again for five years. By 1875 he was freed with a ticket of leave but then received a further sentence of fourteen years for larceny and a burglary in Hobart. For all his impulse to flee prison, he devoted his life to ensuring his return to it. 

				There were happier stories. An old lag named Jack Best worked as a guide at Port Arthur after it was closed, and was a favourite with Tasmanians and other visitors to the haunted place, having the last word on what had happened there. 

				Margaret Dalziel had arrived in Hobart from Glasgow in 1851 under a ten-year sentence for the highway robbery of a tin case and registered papers. She was a small woman, barely 5 feet, who was assigned as a convict servant to a number of masters—including James Hirst, overseer of the coal mines—but absconded and ended up in the Female Factory. In 1857 she was at Impression Bay Probation Station, where Scottish immigrants stricken with typhus from the immigrant ship Persian were quarantined. Perhaps she was selected because she could speak Gaelic and the ship was full of Highlanders. Margaret received her ticket of leave for her work there. In 1860 she was living with a former convict, Robert Carter, and had a son named James. Having begun a free life, she then disappeared from the record. 

				Mary Witherington, born in England in 1805, died in the town of Ross in Van Diemen’s Land in 1890. She had been transported for stealing a blanket while working as a housemaid in London. In 1835 she married a convict stonemason, Daniel Herbert, transported for life in 1827 for highway robbery. He was subjected to severe punishments for idleness, insolence, drink and absconding. But he worked as an overseer on the Ross Bridge, a fascinating little sandstone arch which is decorated with the faces of many of the citizens, convict and free, of Tasmania, as well as those of classic and Celtic mythology. One of the faces is of the Viking of Van Diemen’s Land, briefly a former President of Iceland, Jorgen Jorgensen. Another is Herbert’s wife, Mary. 

				Most former convicts came from the labouring classes but there were, as there had been from the beginning, the bourgeois ex-convicts. Francis Abbott had been a watchmaker transported for seven years in 1844 for acquiring watches by false pretences. He had a wife and seven children for whom his arrest and sentencing must have been a great crisis, but all of them would follow him to Van Diemen’s Land. He not only ran a successful jewellery business in Hobart but by 1860 was a member of the Royal Society of Tasmania and a fellow of the Royal Astronomical Society, London, and was made a fellow of the Royal Meteorological Society in 1869. He contributed meteorological data to the Papers and Proceedings of the Royal Society of Tasmania from 1873–74. 

				Even more notable was the career of the Irish political prisoner and surgeon, Kevin Izod O’Doherty, involved in the abortive Irish Famine uprising of 1848 and transported to Van Diemen’s Land the following year. Pardoned in 1856, by 1862 he had settled in the new colony of Queensland, doing so partly under the influence of his friend Bishop James Quinn, whose desire was to populate Queensland with the Irish. O’Doherty moved there with his young wife Eva, a notable Irish poet. By the mid-1860s O’Doherty was one of the two most esteemed Brisbane surgeons, founding president of the Queensland Medical Association, a member both of the militia and of the Queensland parliament, and a pioneer of public health and quarantine in that city. Though tragedy would take his two brilliant sons from him, and liquidity problems and anti-Irish bigotry later blight his life, he was for many decades, a model of the successful ex-convict.

				Anthony Trollope, visiting his son in Australia in 1871–72, felt that the fact that New South Wales had such a vast hinterland in comparison to Tasmania allowed people in the founding colony to believe that former convicts ‘have wandered away whither they would. Now and then a good-natured reference is made, in regard to some lady or gentleman, to the fact that his or her father was “lagged”, and occasionally up in the bush a shepherd may be found who will own to the soft impeachment of having been lagged himself.’ Although many families kept quiet about their connections to convictism, there was a less frantic attitude to the matter.

				Some children of convicts had great longevity. Jim Kelly, surviving brother of Ned Kelly and son of the Vandemonian convict Red Kelly, was a boy in prison in Wagga at the time of the Kelly outbreak in 1880. When released, he worked as a farmer on the family’s small block at East Greta, not far from Glenrowan, and under a reformed administration, was never in trouble again. (In the late 1930s he attended the opening of Woolworths in Benalla.) Significantly he died a hundred years after the great anti-transportation protests of 1842, and after the fall of Singapore. The eldest son of Irish convicts Hugh Larkin and Mary Shields, born in a bush hut at Coolringdon Station in 1845, worked long after the end of transportation as a blacksmith in Gundaroo and was still alive in 1920. 

				Did former Vandemonian and New South Wales convicts settle in South Australia? It would be remarkable if they did not, thus rendering the colony less pure than it chose to think itself. The South Australian Act of 1838 excluded them, and Adelaide’s first execution, in 1839, was of an escaped Irish convict from New South Wales named Michael Magee. Other convicts and ticket-of-leave men came as members of droving parties, and some settled in shacks in the Adelaide Hills and were referred to as Tiersmen, fearless, lawless Irish who lived on the tiers of the hills above the Anglican plain of Adelaide. One of these men, Tolmer, was hanged for bushranging and outraged decent citizens by smoking his pipe on the scaffold. Other ex-convicts worked for the South Australian Company itself at its Encounter Bay whaling station, again as early as 1839. That some of them did not marry or beget young South Australians is improbable. 

				Western Australia remained the only Australian colony accepting convicts in the 1860s. From a want of labour, and under the aegis of Earl Grey, the British Secretary of State, in 1849 it had adopted the practice it once renounced, just as the other colonies were abandoning transportation. It wanted only those convicts whose prison record was good. The first load of seventy-five sailed for Western Australia in March 1850 on the Scindian, and on that and later ships the prisoners were guarded by military pensioners—that is, veterans who travelled with their families to Western Australia, where they were contracted to spend a number of years as penal guards in return for an ultimate land grant. Few of them, of course, went back. Even in the convict system, population building was the primary concern in Western Australia. And there was evidence that, having served in the ranks of the British army, the guards had a good sense of how men behaved under humiliation of sentence and were often less authoritarian and more compassionate than professional gaolers.

				There was a pattern from the start to issue tickets so that convicts could work for private employers, and the system was more successful than assignment had been in the east, in part because there were no women convicts transported to Western Australia. A Visiting Magistrates Board was established in 1850 to hear any complaints from either side of the contract. By the 1860s the convicts were building prisons at Perth and Fremantle, a new Government House, the Pensioner Barracks at Fremantle and the Perth Town Hall. Ships running between the east and Western Australia preferred the southern town of Albany as a port, but the road between the south coast and Perth remained primitive. Further roads closer in, however, were built by convict labour. Around York to the east of Perth and southwards towards Bunbury the new thoroughfares were hacked out by convicts amongst the huge shafts of native hardwood. The York pastoralist, landowner and merchant John Henry Monger would employ in all sixty-three ticket-of-leave men up to 1871. He was the largest exporter of sandalwood and so an important generator of capital for the under-capitalised west. Monger was a relatively rare native Western Australian, having been born in the Swan River colony in the misery days of 1831. 

				Western Australia had trouble getting all those it wanted. The number of statutory transportation sentences had diminished since the high days of eastern convictism. Only 300 British were so sentenced in 1860 and another 300 the following year. The Western Australian administration wanted 1000 a year and could not get them. Later in the decade some 600 a year would be sentenced—in large part due to republican offences in Ireland.

				J.S. Hampton, who had been a feared controller-general of convicts in Van Diemen’s Land, came to Western Australia as governor in 1862, and in 1866 scandalously appointed his son Comptroller-General of Convicts in Western Australia, a lucrative post. The son’s severity was not far removed from the harsh conditions then being promoted at British prisons such as Pentonville. His thinking was influenced by an 1863 British Committee on Prison Discipline, which recommended that there should be a far more severe experience of punishment than that which transportees underwent. Transportation was no good for punishment, since Western Australian property owners wanted as many of the convicts working out of prison as possible. Young Hampton managed at least to abolish the Board of Visiting Magistrates in March 1867. Convicts no longer had any right of complaint. If they were guilty of misdemeanours they found themselves on bread-and-water diets in darkened cells in grim Fremantle gaol, backed up by flogging and banishment to chain gangs as distinct from mere work gangs. Attempts at escape tripled under Hampton junior.

				But a new comptroller named Fauntleroy arrived from England in that year, and Hampton senior left office in 1868. Fauntleroy at once established a more humane, though still severe, regime and reduced the number of chain gangs. The British government was about to announce that transportation would end, and the last ship, the Hougoumont, arrived in January 1868 with convicts and an especially recognised and quartered group of Irish political prisoners, or Fenians. They were young men, self-taught, often middle class, who had observed the Famine in their childhoods and believed that Ireland must be freed from the Crown to be run equitably. They were also physical force men, who drilled, however ineffectually, in the hills outside Irish cities—and some were British soldiers who rebelled from within the ranks. 

				Throughout the history of convictism, except perhaps for some gentlemen prisoners after the Irish uprising of 1798, there had not been any accommodation of the idea of separating the politicals from the ‘common criminals’ as on the Hougoumont. The civilian Fenians aboard had access to paper and books and produced a handwritten newspaper edited by a young Fenian named Cashman. One of their leaders was a young man named John Kenealy, their spokesman when Prime Minister Gladstone pardoned four dozen of them in 1869. Kenealy was a young man who in time would repent of physical force but who would nonetheless invest in a Yankee whaling ship, the Catalpa, to rescue the last of the unpardoned life-sentenced Fenian soldiers on Easter Monday in 1876.

				The transportation of these young men caused a great deal of anxiety amongst the Western Australian establishment, and a body of citizens sent a delegation to Earl Grey begging him not to send the Fenians. The concern in Perth was characterised by the Crown Solicitor, George Leake, who warned citizens that America too was full of Fenians and that it would take only one American Fenian vessel ‘merely armed with one long 18 pounder to lay Fremantle in ashes in a few hours’. The commodore of the British Naval Station in Sydney, Commodore Lambert, told Governor Hampton that to allay the fears of citizens he would send him HMS Brisk, a corvette of sixteen guns. Two companies of the 14th Regiment would also be temporarily brought from Tasmania. 

				A large number of these Fenians, when landed, worked in road and timber gangs. One convict, the Irish political prisoner John Boyle O’Reilly, a poet whose reputation would become international, would write of the country he worked in on a road gang: 

				Here the aisle

				Moonlit and deep of reaching Gothic arms,

				Realmed for towering gums, mahogany and palm,

				And odourless jam, and sandal;

				There the growth

				Of arm-long velvet leaves grown hoar in calm—

				In calm unbroken since their luscious youth.

				He also called Western Australia ‘the Cinderella of the South’. A soldier Fenian, he was to serve a life sentence, but escaped on a Yankee whaler in 1869 and became a noted Bostonian newspaper editor and literary figure, once reading his verse in a three-hander literary session with Mark Twain and Walt Whitman. Some of his verse concerned the penal station for Aborigines on Rottnest Island. He would also write a highly popular novel named Moondyne concerning the convict Joseph Bolitho Johns, or Moondyne Joe, who was probably a better escapologist than bushranger. 

				Many of the civilian Fenians were pardoned by Prime Minister Gladstone in 1869 as a gesture towards Ireland, and most of them settled in the United States, though those who fell in love with Australian Irish girls on their way through Sydney—such as John Feehan, who married a dairy farmer’s daughter from Gerringong, and John Flood, who would become for many decades the newspaper editor and owner in Gympie—stayed in Australia. Some of the civilian Fenians whose names were inexplicably not on Gladstone’s list had to serve out their terms. 

				Most ex-convicts of either criminal or political origins remained labourers or became small farmers after their release but there were the normal convict success stories. One was that of Daniel Connor, a labourer’s son from County Kerry transported for sheep stealing. On his release he peddled goods out of a backpack he carried along the country roads around Perth and Fremantle. He began to speculate in livestock and bought land at Guildford, an area in which he had laboured as a convict, and married an Irish servant girl from his home county. In Toodyay he acquired property, a flour mill and hotel, and began to advance money under mortgage to other farms. He became a stern forecloser when drought or the reluctance of banks struck those he had lent to. He also ran illegal gambling in Toodyay from his hotel. His son-in-law, Timothy Quinlan, who managed his father-in-law’s Shamrock Hotel in Perth, would become a member of the Legislative Assembly. Two of his sons studied medicine at Trinity College Dublin and returned to Perth to practise. 

				DESOLATE IN THE EXTREME

				It was in this era that Australians had it confirmed to them that at the country’s core lay no mothering wellsprings, no surging waters. Dryness was to be destiny. There could be no American-style rush to the centre, and no cities of the central plains. In 1862 John McDouall Stuart, a small-statured Scot tormented by alcoholism and driven on by that ruthless Presbyterian deity who drove the Scots in their prodigious endeavours worldwide, reinforced in his journal on crossing the Australian continent the water poverty and relentless geography of Central Australia. ‘I have searched every place where I think there is a remote chance of finding water, but without success.’ He encountered for days the ‘same open plains, with forest beyond’, the forest being stunted eucalypt and mulga, ‘sheltering no stream’. The fact that he had, in the north-west coastal area, found the Daly River very promising country, and had had pleasant times while camped in Newcastle Waters, a freshwater lagoon south of the Roper River, echoed only in the minds of those with pastoral ambitions in the north. Newcastle Waters on its own was not enough to compensate for the general dryness at Australia’s Centre.

				The message was that the interior of Australia would be hard on its children. The generation of the 1860s and 1870s was the one which had to accommodate itself to the idea of a desiccation lying at Australia’s core. No great spine of water favoured the continent as the Mississippi did the United States. There was no Ohio, no Missouri, no Cumberland, along whose banks Jeffersonian farmers might settle. The vicious country let the explorers down and then tried to kill them. The serpentine water ran underground, was richly envisaged by the original race, but denied the explorer a sight of it. 

				Combined with the idea of blistering, stony emptiness was the idea that the explorer must suffer inordinately, and indeed, to enter the pantheon, should perish or disappear. Stuart, in many ways a paragon of Australian exploration, evaded death in the Centre only by his skills of organisation and his wisdom, but is not honoured as are the bumbling Burke and Wills. Stuart was a Scot born in 1815 and full of vigour when he first undertook his journeys in Australia. In 1844 he had travelled with Charles Sturt into the centre of the continent and saw the effects of scurvy on members of the expedition. There were other members of Homo sapiens sapiens out there who did not suffer from scurvy and had lived there for millennia, but they knew the country in a different way. In May 1858, with the help of William Finke—a South Australian merchant who would have the supposed oldest river on earth named in his honour—Stuart moved out of Adelaide with a companion, an Aboriginal tracker and provisions for four weeks to explore beyond Lake Torrens and Lake Gardiner and to look for grazing land. He got as far as Coober Pedy before turning south and then west. 

				In 1859, he went out again, financed by Finke and a colleague, James Chambers. Stuart always travelled swiftly, with small parties and without any Burke and Wills panoply or over-expenditure. He came back saying that he had found waterholes to provide the basis for a permanent route northwards. But his pace was frenetic, and he never allowed much time between expeditions. On 4 November that year he set out with his third expedition, and then was off again on 2 March 1860 with two men and thirteen horses. Most of their provisions were soon spoiled by floods and it was now that the party reached a channel temporarily full of water, which Stuart named the Finke. 

				Despite Stuart’s careful preparations and stress on travelling lightly and efficiently, the party began to suffer from scurvy and Stuart lost the sight in his right eye. They followed the Finke to the mountains that Stuart named after the Governor of South Australia, Sir Richard MacDonnell, the barren but beautiful range which stretches westward from the present site of Alice Springs. They headed north and on 22 April 1860 camped at a place that Stuart’s readings told him was the centre of the continent. Nearby he named Central Mount Sturt, later changed to Central Mount Stuart, and planted a flag as ‘a sign to the natives that the dawn of liberty, civilisation and Christianity were about to break on them’. After a futile attempt to go to the north-west, he found a creek which he named Tennant’s Creek and travelled on north 200 miles (320 kilometres) before he turned around, though not entirely because of an onslaught by the natives at Attack Creek, more than two-thirds of the way across the continent. Starting again on New Year’s Day 1860 he got 100 miles (160 kilometres) beyond it but met impenetrable scrub and himself began to die of dietary deficiency. Water was ever the problem—his horses on one occasion were 106 hours without it. Two months later the party dragged itself back into Chambers Creek Station in South Australia. The Centre had almost done for Stuart again. 

				At the end of 1860 the South Australian government voted £25 000 to equip a large expedition to be led by Stuart. This time he penetrated further but provisions ran out, clothes shredded, and he gave in. He got back to Adelaide on 23 September 1861. He received the 1861 gold medal of the Royal Geographical Society, but crossing the continent was still his furious ambition and he was quick to apply himself to it again and was ready to leave by the end of October. These quick turn-arounds after bouts of dietary disease and exhaustion seem ill-advised to a modern reader.

				This time he took a botanist, Frederick Waterhouse, with him, and nineteen-year-old John Billiatt, future stalwart of Glenelg, Paraguayan adventurer, owner of a fencing school and enlightened student of the desert Aborigines. Early in that last expedition, Stuart was knocked down by a horse which then trampled his right hand, dislocating two joints of his first finger, tearing the flesh and injuring the bone. He rode back to town for treatment, evaded amputation, then took off in pursuit of his party. 

				Months later, he penetrated the scrub that had defeated him beyond Sturt’s Plain, and reached Daly Waters, named to honour South Australia’s new governor. Stuart thought that in the Roper River area he had encountered ‘the finest country I have seen in Australia’. He admired the Adelaide River too, though fire burned along it. The party rested at Daly Waters for two weeks, then on 24 July 1862 they forced their way through a tangled mass of vegetation and saw the Indian Ocean on the coast of Kakadu. ‘I advanced a few yards onto the beach, and was gratified and delighted to behold the water of the Indian Ocean...before the party with the horses knew anything of its proximity. It was not an idyllic beach but one of soft blue mud, typical of the tropic, the mud from which mangroves rose.’ The next day they fixed a Union Jack embroidered by Elizabeth Chambers in Adelaide to a tall bamboo stalk and had a modest celebration. 

				On the return journey, Stuart was ill with scurvy and became nearly blind, almost an exemplar of explorers’ failure to find in this zone landscapes softer on the eye. He could not eat much because the condition of his teeth prevented him from chewing. He declared that he was ‘very doubtful of my being able to stand the journey back to Adelaide; whatever may occur I must submit to the will of Divine Providence’. 

				As the party continued south, Stuart found it hard to endure the motion of the horse for twelve hours a day. On Tuesday 7 October he wrote, ‘What a miserable life mine is now! I get no rest night nor day from this terrible gnawing pain; the nights are too long, and the days are too long, and I am so weak that I am hardly able to move about the camp.’ 

				By 16 October things were worse. ‘I am now nearly helpless; my legs are unable to support the weight of my body.’ He was taking potassium bicarbonate, which was recommended for his condition, but it was having little effect. By 27 October he was vomiting blood and mucus. The next day he lost the power of speech for a time. He was living on a little beef tea and some boiled flour. He could see nothing at night, and one of his party ‘informed me that my breath smelt the same as the atmosphere of the room in which a dead body had been kept for some days’.

				He had been carried on a stretcher, slung between two horses. But now he found his health improved a little. At Polly Springs on the Finke River on the edge of the Simpson Desert he was able to walk two or three steps leaning on members of the party. But the strength was soon diminished by an attack of dysentery. At last, on 26 November and on a stretcher again, he was carried into Mount Margaret Station, the northernmost settled point in South Australia and the point at which all his expeditions, including this one, had begun. While still far from Adelaide, he wrote, ‘I am very doubtful of my being able to reach the settled districts. Should anything happen to me, I keep everything ready for the worst. My plan is finished, and my journal brought up every night, so that no doubt whatever can be thrown upon what I have done.’ The willpower required to keep his journal up to date must have been of an astounding scale. 

				The party arrived in Adelaide on 17 December 1862. Stuart had assiduously observed the Sabbath throughout his treks and had lost not a single man. He was able to report that the country from the Roper River to the Adelaide River, and thence to the shores of the Gulf, was ‘well adapted’ for the settlement of a European population, ‘the climate being in every respect suitable, and the surrounding country of excellent quality and of great extent. Timber, stringy-bark, ironbark, gum, etc., with bamboo fifty to sixty feet high on the banks of the river, is abundant, and over convenient distances.’ These reports were not lost on enterprising pastoralists, though some of those who took him at his word would end by feeling as disappointed as, long before, Phillip had been at Cook’s report on Botany Bay. As Stuart’s party entered Adelaide, people lined the streets to cheer him and he was awarded £2000. But on that he was permitted only the interest to sustain a life now broken. He was white-haired, exhausted and nearly blind. He returned to Scotland to see his sister and his journals were published in 1864, but his health was ailing and he died of swelling of the brain—very likely cerebral meningitis—in June 1866. Some questioned whether he had reached the Indian Ocean in 1862 and others spoke of his alcoholism, but the tree on the Indian Ocean shore which he had marked with the initials JMDS was rediscovered in 1883 and photographed two years later.

				SENIOR INSPECTOR BURKE

				When the Royal Society of Victoria had decided that the golden pre-eminence of Melbourne warranted that it put together the first exploring party to cross the continent, they chose as its leader Senior Inspector Richard O’Hara Burke, a man born of a genteel Galway Protestant family in 1821 who had never been beyond the settled regions. Burke combined in his character the stereotypical stage-Irish virtues and flaws—a yearning for the beyond, a Celtic romanticism about death, a volatile temperament balanced by charm and humanity. His posting was to Beechworth but in the pre-Ned Kelly era, when new land laws initiated by the Irish patriot Charles Gavan Duffy in the Victorian legislature were just beginning to trouble the squatters. Amongst other things, Burke was meant to prevent squatters using fake agents—dummies to select lands—but he was forgetful enough in his duties that he is said to have papered the walls of his Beechworth residence with reminders and documents to be dealt with. 

				When young he had served in the Austrian army as a hussar, but in 1848, the year of European revolutions, when the Austrians were fighting the Italian nationalists for possession of Milan and Rome, some shadow had fallen over his career, perhaps gambling debts. He was allowed to resign—a form of shame. He served in the Irish constabulary before emigrating to Victoria in 1853 with a promise of patronage and good hopes of promotion. Waiting for a posting, he ran up gambling debts at the Melbourne Club. He wanted to transcend that sort of social meanness by some transcendant deed. His young brother James had entered the pantheon by being the first British officer killed, in his case in hand-to-hand combat, in the Crimea in 1854. Burke too was looking for a place in the pantheon. 

				The name of William Wills, the expeditionary surveyor and astronomer, is a paler though perhaps more admirable presence in the expedition. He was in fact third-in-command. Second-in-command was George James Landells, who had both aquired and was responsible for the camels. But since it was Wills who struggled with Burke through the mangroves of the Flinders River to within reach of the Gulf of Carpentaria, tasted the water there and found it salty and suitable to validate their claim of a first crossing, and because they then died at Cooper’s Creek, their names are cemented together. Burke’nwills is an Australian term for bad luck, admirable but futile effort, and—despite the fact that they died by a flowing creek amidst Aborigines who were celebrating a good season—death in the desert.

				The Royal Society of Victoria, consumed by civic ambition, wished to forestall the proposed third expedition of John McDouall Stuart, which sought to cross the continent (but which did not manage to). In making that journey, great natural resources might be found. Burke and his lieutenant Wills managed the south-north crossing in February 1861, while McDouall Stuart did not make the transit till July 1862. It would be a painful triumph though, since Stuart’s would be the route used forever more and serve as the route for the Overland Telegraph Line, and Burke and Wills gave their lives for their success.

				From the beginning of the expedition Burke quarrelled with the English camel expert, Landells, and shed men and equipment as he went. He used his generous but aging meteorologist-naturalist-geologist, Ludwig Becker, for menial jobs such as loading the camels. While Burke was plunging northwards with Wills, the Irishman and former soldier John King, survivor of the Indian Mutiny some four years before, and a sailor named Gray, Becker would die near Cooper’s Creek (near the junction of present day New South Wales, Queensland, the Northern Territory and South Australia) in the spring of 1861. 

				Burke and Wills struggled over the Selwyn Ranges, past the present site of Cloncurry, and on into a Carpentarian wasteland of mud and mangrove and bewildering watercourses. In the better parts of this country they had sighted Aboriginal huts. But at the height of this triumph of European transit, all they could do was to taste the brackish water whose salt showed that they had reached the fringes of a shore they lacked the strength to struggle through and find. The place where they tasted the water of the Gulf is obscure to this day—no notable road is laid down to terminate there, or to follow their course across the continent. 

				At the same time, Burke and his three began their return journey wasted emotionally and physically not only by the conditions of travel but by scurvy. Gray died—foreshadowing Scott’s scurvy-ridden Antarctic expedition. They reached Cooper’s Creek depot, and the tree marked DIG, to find that the party that had waited there for them for over three months had ridden out just hours before and left a cache of supplies buried in the soil beneath it! Then came Burke’s decision, after rest, not to follow the track of the departed depot party but to strike out south-westwards towards a station in South Australia. And then, that proving hopeless, they went back to Cooper’s Creek for the last time. 

				King would prove to be the survivor, fed in particular by a woman named Carrawaw with fish and the edible grass seed named nardoo, prepared in the native fashion. Burke and Wills too had both eaten nardoo, which before they died they prepared with King by grinding it and mixing it with water. It is fashionable to believe they ignored native food sources. They obviously did not. Wills said they ate three to four pounds of it a day. Only when King was a near-helpless survivor did Carrawaw begin to feed him with nardoo prepared in the native way, from roasted seed. Without the roasting the nardoo did not provide thiamine. Burke and Wills, having unwittingly omitted one step in preparation, were somewhat amazed they were failing despite the use of the great Aboriginal staple. Wills found, unlike the experience of famine victims, that nardoo appeased his appetite. ‘Starvation on nardoo is by no means very unpleasant.’

				While John McDouall Stuart was still crossing the continent on his last journey, the bones of Burke and Wills and the living survivor, King, were retrieved from Cooper’s Creek by a party led by William Hallett. Hallett, the survivor and the remains all reached Melbourne just before Christmas to be greeted by the Exploration Committee and Ellen Dougherty, Burke’s former nurse, now elevated to new status as nurturer of the immolated Burke. As one historian, Michael Cathcart, justly says, the exposing of the remains of Burke and Wills was a Victorian-age necrophiliac orgy.

				When the remains arrived in Melbourne in a tin box, they were taken to the Royal Society Hall and examined (fragments of bone and tooth were stolen as civic relics). They were then displayed for fifteen days in a raised catafalque on which stood glass-topped coffins. 

				In black, Julia Mathews, the adolescent actress Burke had fallen in love with and to whom he had left all his goods, visited the bones. Those with influence were actually permitted to handle them. Treating bones as if they contained some relevant magic was something the good Protestant gentlemen of the Royal Society generally associated with Papism, but now it was practised in full and barely inhibited mode. Volunteer regiments accompanied the hearse on the way to burial, and houses and shops along the way to interment were draped in purple and black. The Age claimed 40 000 people wept. Stuart’s interment was a far less crowded affair at London’s Kensal Green cemetery.

				The death of the explorers had redeemed all their failures. The fact that the country they had travelled was of little economic promise was forgotten in a paroxysm of grieving. They had sacrificed all to find the undefined and to know the as-yet-unknown. But while Stuart’s expedition had practical results, there was nothing practical to be gained from Burke and Wills’ journey. Even the long rectangle of desert and tropics that then lay between the western border of Queensland and the eastern border of South Australia and the Northern Territory was not acquired, since Queensland was permitted to subsume that sliver of country to complete its mass. 

				The funeral of Burke and Wills was a massive recognition of the idea that Australia’s core was malign and unfair. The Royal Commission of Inquiry began its sittings in late November 1861 but found very little to blame in either the planning or execution of the expedition.

				GENTLEMAN TRANSPORTEES

				By 1860 the idea of Australia as the place for the less talented or more disreputable young Briton was well established in British culture. It would long continue to be so. In Oscar Wilde’s The Importance of Being Earnest (1895), a wastrel young man named Algernon is told that his uncle ‘said at dinner the other night that you would have to choose between this world, the next world, and Australia’.

				Charles Dickens can be seen as typical of a number of nineteenth-century bourgeois Englishmen who saw Australia as offering possible redemption for unsatisfactory sons. Sometimes young gentlemen were sent for moral turpitude. Joseph Furphy would give voice to a young man of this type in Such Is Life (1903). At a camp in the Riverina a group of bushmen, drovers and bullockies hear a young English gentleman tell how he was detected ‘in a liaison with a young person who resided with my uncle’s wife as a companion. Whereupon my lady used her influence with the demd old dotard, and I was cut off with a shilling. However, he gave me a saloon passage to Melbourne...’

				It is famously known that as a boy Charles Dickens worked in a so-called blacking factory—that is, a factory which made shoe polish and dispensed it in bottles. Surrounded by squalor and coal barges, he had yearned for beauty and education and, when he came to affluence and success, he was pleased to be able to send his own sons and daughters to good schools—three of his sons attended a fashionable boarding school in Boulogne—and to share with them a series of increasingly fine residences from Devonshire Terrace to Tavistock House and the beloved Gad’s Hill Place in Kent. In these transits of success, Dickens picked up from meetings with such folk as Caroline Chisholm, the great promoter of emigration to Australia, a particular view of the distant colonies. In the last issue of his magazine Household Words in May 1859, he wrote an article on Chisholm’s schemes, and published a number of letters from emigrants to Australia. He himself wrote, ‘It is unquestionably melancholy that thousands upon thousands of people, ready and willing to labour, should be wearing away life hopelessly in this island, while within a few months’ sail—within a few weeks when steam communication with Australia shall be established—there are vast tracts of land, of country where no man who is willing to work hard...can ever know want.’

				He exploited that destination in his imaginative work as a place to send a failed gent such as Mr Micawber, the hapless debtor in his novel David Copperfield (1850). Aboard the emigrant ship, Micawber cried, ‘This country I am come to conquer. Have you honours? Have you riches? Have you posts of profitable pecuniary emolument? Let them be brought forward. They are mine!’ Micawber rises in Australia to become a magistrate at a fictional place named Port Middlebay. In Great Expectations, which Dickens began writing in 1860, Magwitch, a transported convict who returns to England illicitly but as a wealthy man, was also indicative of popular British belief in Australia’s being a less mentally and morally testing environment for success. If former convicts could do well in Australia, young gentleman should have no trouble at all.

				Dickens’ tenth child and youngest son, Edward Bulwer Lytton Dickens, and his sixth son, Alfred D’Orsay Tennyson Dickens, were both future Australian immigrants. Alfred acquired the family pet name Skittles, and the younger Edward was called Plorn. But despite the fond nicknaming of his children, Dickens could often think he had too many of them—ten, of whom nine survived to adulthood. Dickens said of Alfred that, ‘I have always purposed to send [him] abroad.’ 

				Dickens’ interest in Australia had been piqued again when in 1862 he met Sir Charles Nicholson, who had served as a doctor in New South Wales and whose interest in archaeology led to his name being attached to a museum of archaeology in Sydney University. He had published a book, The Australian Colonies, Their Condition, Resources and Prospects, which Dickens devoured with his customary energy. Enthusiasm for Australia was also at work in the mind of the novelist and British Post executive (inventor of the red post-box) Anthony Trollope, when he gave permission for his son Frederic to emigrate to Australia in 1863. Young Frederic wrote back enthusiastic reports of station life which might well have reached Dickens through his friendship with his fellow novelist.

				These factors caused Dickens, with whatever degree of enthusiasm from his son, to decide on Australia as a place for Alfred. Alfred had been working at an importer’s involved in trade with China, but now he was off to a place of greater opportunity. Like many notable Britons sending their sons to Australia, Dickens wrote to a friend, Sir Charles Layard, undersecretary in the Foreign Office, to ask him for references for Alfred, and supplied some of his own. At the time of his departure Alfred was twenty years old and a man of fashion; after his son’s departure, Dickens received bills for eleven pairs of kid gloves and other items Alfred had taken to Australia. His ship arrived in Melbourne in early August 1863. An English friend of Dickens, the Reverend G.K. Rusden, had worked on bush stations before becoming Clerk of Parliament in Victoria. Rusden and Sir Charles Nicholson took an interest in young Alfred, and advised him on possible employment in the bush. He became manager of Conoble, a sheep station nearly 100 miles (150 kilometres) north of Hay, in flat, drought-prone country, a planet away from the England of Dickens’ novels. He wrote from there, as plucky British lads were meant to, that he was ‘as happy as a king’.

				In 1867 Dickens withdrew young Plorn from school, telling his headmaster that he intended for him ‘an active life’, and determining that this should be in Australia. Dickens had already suspended Edward’s study of Latin and said that the boy should apply himself to ‘a general improvement of his acquaintance with the properties of the things he will have to subdue to his use in a rough wild life’. At the boat train at Paddington, bound first for Plymouth, with his brother Henry travelling with him to that port to see the sixteen-year-old Plorn off, Dickens was distraught. ‘I shall never forget, so long as I live, the parting that took place between my father and my brother Edward, his youngest and best loved son,’ Henry would later report. Dickens would never see either Alfred or Plorn again. Indeed, thanks to the relentless pace of his work, he was eroding his health and had only two more years to live. As for his sons—whom we shall revisit later—they would suffer many Antipodean tests and tragedies of a kind Dickens could not have anticipated, and one can see through them the gulf between what Europeans expected of Australia, and what Australia was. In the meantime, his Australian sons would demonstrate, at the peril of their very souls, that in Australia rainfall was destiny.

				BEING BLACK AND WHITE

				By the 1860s, the Bible, newspaper editorials and various branches of science seemed to underpin the potent belief that to be white was to be God’s elect. Across the north of Australia, the battle for land between the two races was in full flower. In the southern regions of Australia, the battle had already been won. People in cities and ‘settled districts’ were already finding evidence in science, the Gospels and social science that the conquest, if regrettable, was inevitable. First of all, the concept of the Great Chain of Being, a proposition deriving from Aristotle, was a given in the European view of the cosmos. One of its main planks was the principle of gradation. At the base of being were rocks, at the apex was God, beneath him angels, and beneath angels, man. Inevitably Christians stood highest amongst mankind’s creeds, and Europeans highest amongst the races of man. Aborigines were thought lowest. Phrenology, the science of grading humanity by studying the shape of the head and the size of the brain inside it, had been used to explain the criminality of convicts. But it also explained the low state of Aborigines. Founded by the Australian physician Franz Joseph Gall in the 1790s, and adapted by the Scottish brothers George and Andrew Combe, phrenology had such respectability that men with high qualifications could assure audiences in the south-eastern cities that, scientifically, the Aboriginal skull showed deficiencies in morality and brain power, and an excess of aggression and powers of observation (hence their capacity to track animals and men). 

				The Aborigines also had reason to fear certain colonial interpretations of Darwin’s The Origin of Species. More in sorrow than in hate, the Age declared in January 1888, ‘It seems a law of nature that where two races whose stages of progression are brought into contact, the inferior race is doomed to wither and disappear...in accordance with a natural law which, however it may clash with human benevolence, is clearly beneficial to mankind at large.’ Thus, too much kindness only delayed an inevitable obliteration. 

				It would be wrong to see such opinions as deliberately malign. They were taken as science by decent people, on the basis of expert ideas powerfully arrayed to support them. It was phrenology which made Truganini, the Tasmanian Aborigine, very nervous of what would happen to her body after her death. William Lanney, her husband, seen as the last surviving full-blood Tasmanian Aborigine, had died in 1869 and his corpse had been immediately dismembered and beheaded. ‘I know that when I die the Museum wants my body,’ Truganini told a clergyman. She had good reason to be fearful that her head would join the hundreds on display for the use of scholars in museums in Australia and throughout the world. Indeed, after her death in 1876, the Dandridge family, who had protected her in life, buried her at midnight in the remains of the old Female Factory at the Cascades. It was scientific men from the Royal Society of Tasmania, not ghouls, who exhumed her body in December 1878 and kept it in a secure part of the museum for study by scientists. But ultimately, in the early twentieth century, as she had feared, she was placed on public display. She would again be buried—with honours and more publicly than the first time—a hundred years after her death.

				This premise of God-given white supremecy influenced not only settlers but began to penetrate some Aboriginal minds as well. One of the most tragic cases was that of a young man named Harry Bungaleenee.

				In 1846 a story arose in Gippsland that a white woman had become a captive of the natives. One of three expeditions which set out from Melbourne to find her carried with them handkerchiefs with advice about escape printed in English on one side and, since the Port Phillip region was pervasively Scottish, Erse, the tongue of the Highlands and Islands, on the other. In fact this white woman was utterly mythical, but one of the Aborigines persecuted for concealing her was a man of the Kurnai people named Bungaleenee, who was for a time captured and held in prison in Melbourne.

				Bungaleenee’s children, Harry and Tommy, were educated at the Baptist School for Aborigines at Merri Creek near Melbourne, and then were sent to Coburg National School and its hard-fisted teacher Mr Hinkins. Tommy died at the age of eleven in 1856. Harry was praised for his intellect but tended towards truancy, and at one stage attacked Hinkins with an iron bar. Nevertheless, the teacher was determined to transform him, and by the early 1860s places were sought for him at Scotch College and Melbourne Grammar, but he was not accepted by either. He became a messenger in the Department of Lands and was then implicated by white youths in an attack on a young girl, and sent to the training ship SS Virginia, the equivalent of a juvenile detention centre. He was part of the crew when it searched for Burke and Wills in the Gulf of Carpentaria, and by then he had settled to the discipline of being a sailor, and seemed to enjoy it.

				At the age of eighteen, Harry was back working as a map tracer at the Department of Mines, where he showed gifts for literacy, a good copyplate hand and competent drawing. He had entered a phase in which he wished to a demented degree to be saved from his own blackness, and had told his fellow sailors on Virginia that his parents were white. While washing his hands one day, he said to his old mentor and punisher Hinkins, ‘I think they are getting a little whiter—are they not, father?’ When someone suggested that he might like to marry a well-educated Aboriginal girl from New South Wales, he was outraged. ‘A black girl indeed! It’s like their impudence to speak to me about a black girl as a partner for life.’ While still eighteen, he asked Hinkins to sponsor him for membership of the Society of Oddfellows. The Oddfellows had derived their curious name from the fact that they accepted men from a number of trades, not simply one. Their self-help organisation stressed temperance, and their lodges had been erected all over Britain and in the colonies, where most towns of any size had an Oddfellows hall. The regalia involved in their ceremonies was somewhat like that of the Freemasons. Into this society, the son of Bungaleenee was duly inducted.

				In front of a crowded lodge in Melbourne, he declared, ‘Though I am the first of my race to receive this high honour, I sincerely hope I shall not be the last.’ Having achieved one of the marks of the white fellow, membership of a lodge, he died before he could achieve others. A month after his induction, he perished of gastric fever. By the time of his death the Kurnai, his people, were being rounded up into a mission named Ramahyuck, outside the Gippsland town of Sale, run by the Moravian Methodists. From south-east Queensland to South Australia some 4000 squatters and their 20 million sheep occupied an extraordinary swathe of land, massive by European standards, of almost a billion acres (400 million hectares, or 4 million square kilometres). It was not that native land had been taken over which concerned most liberal-minded people, but that it had not yet been unlocked. And when it was unlocked, it would not be unlocked for the Kurnai at Ramahyuck. 

				POLITICS AND BANKRUPTCY

				By 1860 Henry Parkes, the ivory-turner immigrant from Birmingham who had espoused republican politics and promoted them in his liberal newspaper The Empire, was concerned with matters other than the principles implying white supremacy. An activist whose eloquence had helped put a final end to the transportation of prisoners to eastern Australia, he was a politically adept member for East Sydney in the Legislative Assembly of New South Wales at a time when the seats were large but were able to return a number of candidates, following the English pattern. He embarked upon becoming a consummate politician, but remained a bad businessman, a writer of poor verse, and a fancier of women.

				He had already met the other great colonial politician, Charles Gavan Duffy, when Duffy first arrived from Ireland, ultimately to settle in Melbourne, and had seen at once that he was a man of similar skills. ‘I do not profess to enter into the spirit of Mr Duffy’s public life in his native country, I yet know this of Irish history and Irish wrongs, that had I been myself an Irishman, with Mr Duffy’s temperament and his principles, I believe I should have been a rebel like him.’ Like Duffy, he was already a convinced Federationist. ‘The time is coming,’ he said in the early 1860s, ‘when we must all be Australians.’

				Governments of the time were unstable entities. When in New South Wales the first true ministry, led by the Sydney merchant, landowner and self-proclaimed liberal conservative Stuart Donaldson, lasted only two months, Parkes, one of his radical democratic opponents, claimed Donaldson resigned ‘in a fit of petulance’ over not being permitted to appoint judges to the Legislative Council, the colonial Upper House. The short life of Donaldson’s government was merely an omen of short-lived administrations to come throughout the early decades of self-rule.

				Always over Henry Parkes, as he participated in these unstable arrangements, there was the shadow of debt. William Bede Dalley would declare of the middle-aged Henry Parkes in 1872, ‘If he lives long, he will rule over a nation, not of admirers and friends, but of creditors.’ Said another contemporary, ‘The very ring of his voice has a promissory note in it.’ A prodigious liability of £50 000 had been built up by The Empire, and Parkes had been forced by it to quit politics in 1856. In the same year he published his second volume of poems, Murmurs of the Stream. This book was ‘dedicated to the 3057 electors of Sydney who returned the author to the Legislative Assembly, March 13th, 1856’.

				His verses were undistinguished but had an idealistic ring:

				Poor land! Of what avail for thee

				Thy summer wiles and skies resplendent,

				If all this light still lifeless be,

				And man grow here a thing dependent.

				As Sir Charles Wentworth Dilke, an English politician who travelled extensively in Australia, said of Parkes, ‘His debts, his poetry, are powerless to sink him.’ 

				The extolling of the ‘liberty’ side of the British tradition, that almost theological belief that emerged from Thomas Paine’s work and would be a founding principle of the civil life of the United States, was very strong in Parkes too. But small issues of business woe dragged him down from transcendence of Australian vision. He wrote of, ‘Disappointment’s pain and trust deceived, and efforts foiled.’ His heart bled under ‘misery’s fang’. But Australia, he said in a poem to his son, ‘the little southerner’, ‘shall startle the world from its pomp of old sins’.

				In a letter he wrote in March 1857 to his friend Jacob Levi Montefiore, a nineteenth-century entrepreneur in that colonial mode that stretched from insurance to manufacturing to pastoral interests, and a forgiving creditor of Parkes, he related that Sir Daniel Cooper, another of his creditors, had told him to his face that he would rather crush The Empire than suffer personal annoyance from his connection with it. ‘In ordinary cases this might be borne—if the ends in view were only the accumulation of money.’ But Parkes believed that ‘to infuse fire and vigour into the political life of the country’, he needed to be free of money worries.

				Wisely or not, he re-entered Parliament for the North Riding of the County of Cumberland in 1858, and declared his support for Charles Cowper’s Electoral Law Amendment Bill, introduced to the Legislative Assembly in May 1858, proposing representation on the basis of equal population per seat, manhood suffrage and vote by ballot. The Lancashire-born Cowper was a strange—some would say wonderful—combination of progressive businessman and radical. According to the conservative John Hay, the bill was likely to lead to mob chaos. ‘It left the good old English path...and was an indication that the Government of the country was on a downward course towards democracy and the tyranny of an unthinking majority.’ 

				Supporting such reforms, Parkes still had to resign when Sir Daniel Cooper struck again, demanding repayment of £11 000 with which Parkes had bought The Empire’s premises. The matter went before the Supreme Court, and possession of the property was taken and The Empire was advertised for sale. A meeting of creditors was held. Embarrassingly, there were wages owing to staff. Parkes faced insolvency. There were attempts by Parkes’ political supporters to take up the mortgage. The paper closed down, leaving his house in Ryde threatened and forcing him ‘to begin life afresh with a wife and five children to support, a name in a commercial sense ruined and a doubt of the practical character of my mind’. But through help from friends, he had at least avoided bankruptcy. But he had to surrender his estate, the liabilities being estimated at £50 000 and the assets at £48 000. 

				Though completely exonerated by the judge, Parkes had given his opponents a stick to beat him with. When he appeared before the electors of South Sydney at the general election of 1859 he was ‘vilified, oppressed, penniless’, but by the time the 1860s dawned he was the member for East Sydney, and economically but not politically humbled. He was still considered a radical, since he told the House that the parliament of a new country ‘has no graver duty to perform than guarding against the accumulation of special enactments which...are often at variance with the maxims of common law’. The common law favoured the rights and freedoms of citizens, not those of special interests or large landholders. 

				The issues which were to make him unpopular with Catholics were already arising—state-aided religious schools were adverse to his belief that all religious bodies in the colony should work on a voluntary and self-supporting principle. Catholic priests denounced his secularism, and to some extent what they saw as his sectarianism, from the pulpit. He was already worried about the scale of Irish immigration. He complained that in the period 1860–69, 15 000 out of 20 000 assisted immigrants were Irish, and he saw the Irish Catholics as representing one solid priest-ridden political force alien to British progress. This assumption would in time make him behave obsessively towards the Irish, as when he opposed an assisted-immigration bill in 1869 because he ‘had no desire that his adopted country, the birth place of his children, should be converted into a province of the Pope of Rome’. Such talk made him a darling of the Orange Lodges, however, lodges inherited from Ulster whose mandate was to counter ‘Romish’ influence. Conflicts between ‘Green’ Irishmen and ‘Orange’ Irishmen were bitter. 

				It was true that the Irish clergy sought to corral their flocks from other influences, so that the ‘One, True Faith’ remained unpolluted. There was also a tendency within Catholic schools to emphasise Irish history and to distinguish Australianness from Britishness. Mainstream prejudice against them cemented their Irish Catholics’ attachment to each other in any case. That aside, they were like everyone else trying to make their way in the suburbs, generally the industrialising ones, or often in the shabbier reaches of the bush. Unlike in Boston or New York they did not live in ghettoes, and their allegiance to Australia was unquestioning. In any case, the factory conditions in the cities and drought and low prices imposed a common Australian experience on everyone, without sectarian favour, though there were companies, such as Frederick Cato’s, the wholesale grocers, which would not employ Catholics. During the 1860s, signs reading No Irish Need Apply were placed at the doors of many businesses and factories. (Ulster Protestants were exempt from this exclusion.) In response, Irish Catholics began to organise through the Hibernian Association and the Knights of the Southern Cross to take workplaces over for their own kind. Catholic children in Melbourne schools in the 1890s would be told that members of the Holy, Catholic and Apostolic Church had ‘taken over’ the city’s tramways, and so they could always get a job there.

				Early in 1861, under the sting of want, Parkes accepted an invitation by Cowper to tour Britain with W.B. Dalley as an official government lecturer on immigration at a salary of £1000. His objective, he said when he was leaving, was to attract rich men as well as poor men to Australia. Some believed that he was offered this job, and its accompanying welcome salary, as a means for his enemies to get him out of Parliament. Cowper knew Parkes needed the money and, as William Lyne said, thus ‘in the course of a few days, one of the most prominent and consistent of the radical party...was removed from the arena’. When he sailed in May Parkes left behind his wife Clarinda and his children impoverished on their rented farm at Werrington. 

				Dalley and Parkes opened offices in London, and described their official position—New South Wales Government Immigration Agents. They had letters of introduction to Mr Gladstone, Lord Brougham and the Duke of Newcastle. In dispatches home, they said that they were having problems because of ‘the indisposition of the wealthy classes to immigration’. Manufacturing was booming and the larger employers of labour were for the present in need of workers, and did not want to see a haemorrhaging of people to any of the new world countries. The ‘humbler walks of life’ were more interested in emigration but were put off by the New South Wales plan. Each emigrant, unless able to pay the whole of his passage money, was required by law to lodge the partial payment with the Colonial Treasury in Sydney, and this was a rigmarole for ordinary people not used to dealing with banks. (Queensland, Victoria and South Australia offered more attractive and less bureaucratic terms.) It was difficult to arrange ships until a certain number of passengers were guaranteed, so that many emigrants, like Parkes himself and Clarinda in 1838–39, had to wait around in London or Liverpool, Glasgow or Cork until the required number of emigrants were signed up. 

				Though touring for money in an era before the payment of members, Parkes lost none of his sense of destiny, and during the progress of his journey he was able to meet and converse with such literary stars as Thomas Carlyle, renowned writer of The History of the French Revolution and the wit who called economics ‘the dismal science’, and Richard Cobden, advocate of peace and free trade. Going to Birmingham, the city of his birth, to lecture—travelling first class in contrast to the third-class unglazed carriage in which he and Clarinda had made their initial journey to London twenty-two years before—he took the opportunity to come to a business agreement with a fancy goods exporting business. He hoped (in vain) that this might guarantee his family’s affluence for the rest of their lives. 

				Back in Sydney, he was delayed in his return to politics but there was no thwarting him permanently. In January 1864 he returned to the House at a by-election for the seat of Kiama, which he would hold until 1870. He was helped not only by his repute but by the fact that Kiama was the headquarters of the anti-Catholic Orange Lodge. He opposed both the Martin and Cowper ministries and built his own free trade radical faction. 

				In 1865 Cowper tried without success to buy the ever cash-strapped Parkes off with an offer of the post of Inspector of Prisons, and when Parkes rebuffed that he offered him a ministry portfolio. But when Cowper lost the confidence of the House in early 1866 and the more conservative Cork-born James Martin was commissioned to form a ministry, he valued Parkes’ alliance and made him his colonial secretary. The alliance between Martin and Parkes was characteristic of nineteenth-century politics. Though raised Catholic, Martin—a liberal conservative with a passion like Parkes’ for state education—was agnostic enough to be attacked from the pulpit of St Mary’s Cathedral by Archbishop John Polding. Martin and Parkes collaborated to have the bushrangers of the time hunted down and, when successful, wanted some of their death sentences commuted.

				Parkes’ portfolio of Colonial Secretary made him responsible not only for internal New South Wales administration but also for liaising with the Colonial Office in Whitehall. Of Parkes as a minister, the Sydney Morning Herald would declare that, ‘No man among us knows better where to find the heart of the dark-browed and the rough-handed’—that is, of what would come to be called the proletariat. As for his passion for state schooling, Parkes declared, ‘My motto has always been, fewer gaols and fewer policemen, more schools and more schoolmasters.’ 

				Parkes was now equipped with the gifts—being visionary, ambiguous and cunning—to take him to his coming eminence.

				PLORN TRIES TO DO A MAGWITCH

				The story of Plorn Dickens in Australia would be characteristic of that of a number of genteel young Britons, in a class of more elevated self-transportees. His elder brother, Alfred, had left Conoble for a new job as manager of Corona, a station in the barren Barrier Hills north of the site of what would be Broken Hill, and when in December 1868 young Plorn arrived, just sixteen, Mr Rusden organised a job for him at Eli Elwah, a large sheep station near Hay in New South Wales. Ten days after Plorn left for Eli Elwah, he turned up again in Melbourne, declaring that the resident owner was not a gentleman. Whatever had happened, Rusden wrote to Dickens that Plorn was lacking in resolution. Now it began to occur to Dickens that it might have been a mistake to commit Edward to such a wild and demanding colonial life. Dickens, having suffered a stroke, or a series of small ones, wrote to Rusden in early 1869 both warning his Australian friend not to believe the dire news about his health, and also declaring Edward to be ‘a queer wayward fellow with an unformed character...I still hope he may take to colonial life. I know that it is an experiment which may not succeed, and I know perfectly well that if it should not succeed, the cause of the failure will be in himself alone.’ One wonders how many young men of a nature like Plorn’s, dispatched to Australia, felt the same alienation and bewilderment when a kindly person in Sydney or Melbourne found them a position in some remote place full of rough-handed, harsh-souled men.

				Plorn’s new post was even more remote. Momba Station, 80 kilometres north-west of Wilcannia on the Darling, was in country marked by stony hills and lagoons and waterholes. Nearly 2 million acres, Momba carried 353 cattle and 75 000 sheep. Rainfall was meant to be 25 centimetres annually but did not always oblige. The other Australian reality was that millions of rabbits infested the pasture. The rabbit had taken only a few short decades to colonise the remotest Australian pasture land.

				The storekeeper at Momba Station was W.H. Suttor, who would later be a member of the Legislative Assembly of New South Wales. He himself had had hard times in 1868–70 on a station of his own in this country of saltbush and cottonbush, and he was in heavy overdraft when he took the job of storekeeper at remote Momba. Suttor told young Plorn that he was enjoying John Forster’s The Life of Charles Dickens, a work which was based on the great writer’s conversation and anecdotes. He thought Charles Dickens one of ‘the Great Magicians’ able to distract from the harshness of station life. ‘A man must read out there—or drink’, a man of the west told the journalist C.E.W. Bean a quarter of a century later. 

				To the family back in England, looking at a map of New South Wales, Corona, Alfred’s station, and Momba looked close, and they surmised that Alfred would be able to give emotional support to Plorn. In fact, over 200 kilometres of rough terrain separated the brothers. On the day before his death in 1870, Dickens addressed a letter to Alfred at Corona and the subject was in large part Plorn. ‘I am doubtful whether Plorn is taking to Australia. Can you find out his real mind?’ But Plorn endured life there, amongst the stockmen of Momba, in country an Englishman who had never seen it could barely imagine. It provided for young Plorn an experience which was sometimes exciting and sometimes the Australian equivalent of his father’s blacking factory days. 

				C.E.W. Bean described the country of western New South Wales as ‘beautiful, endless, pitiless’. Sheep could live there, he said; men couldn’t. It was a landscape of stunted trees, blue clumps of applewood, needlewood, belar, grey-blue mulga, leopard tree, saltbush and spear grass. When water filled the lagoons near Momba, Plorn would have found duck, teal, swans, brolgas, pelicans, ibis, kangaroos and emus coming in to drink. But rain also isolated him and his fellows, making the track to Wilcannia a soup of red mud into which horses sank to the fetlocks and beyond. Ration carts came round about every six weeks to two months, selling supplies the manager or owner might need. The table Plorn sat at in Momba offered a raw cuisine—limitless mutton, damper and golden syrup in 2-pound tins. Since Plorn had gone to Momba as an apprentice, he received no wage, or only a very small one, for all his work. 

				The store Suttor ran was like those on all the big stations, where drovers bought their tobacco and other needs. Distance made the prices high. But Suttor the storekeeper remained a bush patron to the younger Dickens and helped him with advice about horses he wished to buy with the money he had brought from England. Before he died Dickens was pleased to hear about Plorn’s ventures into Australian horseflesh. Plorn, he wrote—approvingly now—was taking ‘better to the bush than to books’. Horse racing was often the only communal sport for these widely spread people and Edward would enjoy it all his life. Throughout the nineteenth century, gentlemen often raced their own horses in bush and city race meetings, as would the poets Adam Lindsay Gordon and Banjo Paterson.

				Dickens suffered a severe stroke, and died on 9 June 1870. It was August before the news reached the boys on their remote stations. Edward’s resolve to stick to the business of being a bushman was nevertheless reinforced. After his father’s death, Aunt Georgie, Dickens’ executor, sent him a yearly allowance of £100, enough to buy horses with. But he was not yet twenty-one and able to inherit. He wrote asking for a larger part—for, despite what Suttor, other drovers and the country itself could tell him of the hardships, he wanted to become an Australian pastoralist. As it would for many others, the land would grind him on the anvil of its drought years.

				In December 1872, however, four months before his inheritance would be released to him, Plorn and two partners bought a small part of and took a lease on the rest of Yanda, a station of 300 000 acres along the banks of the Darling on the road from Bourke to Wilcannia. From its homestead a particularly beautiful bend in the deep-banked river was visible, and standing by the shearing shed above the water, Plorn must have felt that he had joined the world of men and validated his father’s memory.

				One of the partners, William Hatton, undertook to live on the property, an arrangement the Land Act required of partners in pastoral leases. But the fare by riverboat from Wilcannia to Bourke, the nearest town to Yanda, was over £12, which was 12 per cent of Plorn’s annual endowment. Plorn was fortunately promoted by the pastoral company, E.S. Bonney and Company, to manage the neighbouring station, Mount Murchison, which was about half a million acres with a 25-mile frontage on the Darling. 

				He was closer to Wilcannia at Mount Murchison, and became a young Justice of the Peace in the area and sat as a magistrate. He was a member of the committees of both the Church of England and the Wilcannia Jockey Club. His horse, Greytail, was second in the Wilcannia steeplechase. Later in his career, his horse Tam O’Shanter won by a length, while his Murky Morn won the squatter’s purse of £15 at the Mena Murtee Station races. He scoured local stations to create a cricket team to play the township, and he was captain of it. 

				Plorn met a girl named Constance Desailly, whose father ran a station named Netallie west of Wilcannia. The marriage was to take place in July 1880. Though there was a week of feasting, dancing and celebrations at Netallie Station, he and Constance did not go on a honeymoon but instead headed straight back to Mount Murchison, to the demands of running a station in hard country. Plorn told Rusden in a letter that he was in receipt of £300 a year for running Mount Murchison and thus he would have no difficulty in supporting a wife. He had moved to a new house, the old homestead, spacious enough for a woman to put her mark on it. 

				Now Momba and Mount Murchison were bought by the South Australian firm Elder, Smith & Company, and Mount Murchison was absorbed into Momba. It became a property bigger than Ireland, 2 million acres carrying 190 000 sheep. But Yanda, Plorn’s leasehold, was not flourishing. His partner, Hatton, who managed Yanda and to whom Plorn and his wife were now heading, complained of the drought and wished them a happy trip on their way to him ‘and a wet one’. Pastoralists in that area did what they could to retain the yearly rain, building dams and high mounds to stave off the wind, planting trees and covering the tanks with water weeds to protect them from the sun. But the evaporation was furious, and only 9 to 12 inches fell on the plain around. There would be three straight years in which only 7 inches of rain fell. Magwitch had not made his fortune in country like this—he had been transported early enough to find the pasture lands further in. But the Dickens boys were struggling to survive on the edges of desert. 

				SOCIAL BANDITS

				At the other end of the pole of social aspirations and pastoral dreams lay the bushranger, generally a selector of land, or a selector’s son. Bushranging had begun with absconding convicts such as Martin Cash in Tasmania and bold Jack Donohue in New South Wales. But in the second half of the nineteenth century it was influenced by the movement of gold around the countryside from regions not yet serviced by railways and, above all, despite the land laws—by land discontent and a dark sense of rancour towards the law and the squatter. Children of small settlers who grew up before land acts in communities where former convicts were plentiful and where the attitudes of dispossession associated with both convicts and the Irish seemed to form an amalgam of resentment, often took to bushranging or supported the concept.

				The high standing of the bushranger in popular imagination has been, despite the disapproval of authorities, enduring. Ned Kelly remains fabled, where the man who condemned him to death, Redmond Barry, despite being a great Victorian in both senses of the word, despite his statue outside the State Library of Victoria, despite being one of the creators and Chancellor of Melbourne University, despite his brilliance as judge and classicist, despite his being bravely loyal to a long-term partner named Mrs Barrow, despite his being a defender of Aborigines, is unknown in popular legend. Even the students who pass Redmond Barry Hall at Melbourne University are probably ignorant of his record. Search the streets of the cities and one finds statues of forgotten monarchs and unspecified colonial politicians, and scarcely a marker to bushrangers. Glenrowan, scene of the last stand of the Kelly Gang, goes unmarked and unexplained by anyone other than local entrepreneurs. Yet the bushrangers’ monuments have existed since their day and until now in the Australian imagination. When the bullet-ridden corpse of Ben Hall was buried in Forbes in 1865, respectable girls and women attended the gravesite, on the grounds of his gallantry to those he held up or detained as temporary prisoners, though they were secretly attracted by his glamour and daring. They were not alone in that.

				The bushrangers got all the popular ballads too.

				Oh come all you Lachlan men, and a sorrowful tale I’ll tell

				Concerned of a hero bold who through misfortune fell.

				His name it was Ben Hall, a man of good renown

				Who was hunted from his station and like a dog shot down.

				In the 1860s remoter rural areas such as the Fish River district between Goulburn and Bathurst had a high number of ex-convicts, predominantly Irish Catholics, illegally occupying small holdings and having little contact with people beyond their district. Here an Irish farmer named Coffee was arrested in 1864 for receiving part of the ransom paid to the Gilbert–Hall gang for the life of the captured gold commissioner, Henry Keightley. A dispirited policeman named H. Master reported that it was impossible to get information on bushranger movements out of people like Coffee in the bush, not because of fear of the miscreants but because ‘the population in this District would sooner screen the Bushrangers than put the police on their tracks, and I have no hesitation in saying that one half of the inhabitants of the Burromee and Fish Rivers does harbour and assist them at times’. A local magistrate in the wild Wollombi district, hunting William White, alias Yellow Billy, the part-Aboriginal bushranger who flourished between 1863–66, declared, ‘Nearly every settler...is a sympathiser with this vagabond.’ As well as that, these were men who, as the Sydney Morning Herald put it, ‘Rode like centaurs and ran like kangaroos’. The police had to use black trackers to get anywhere in a landscape that was familiar to the bushranger.

				Ben Hall, most renowned of all 1860s bushrangers, was born at Breeza Station, west of Tamworth in New South Wales, on 8 March 1838, his father a convict from Bristol, his mother one from Dublin. The family settled on the Hunter. According to the morality of many hand-to-mouth smallholder former convicts and immigrants, cattle, sheep and horse theft was no sin. Cattle duffing and gully-raking for wandered livestock were in some cases a prelude to bushranging. There were many small landholders who boasted that they never ate their own meat, and indeed butchering a neighbour’s cow was tolerated by the owner as long as large numbers of livestock were not slaughtered. Horse stealing was a very important activity to the flash sons of small farmers. Young bushrangers knew every horse in their district, and who owned them. The native-born bushranger Frederick Ward, also known as Captain Moonlight, was shot dead while trying out a horse at Kentucky Creek near Uralla in the New England area of New South Wales. Sometimes bushrangers borrowed horses and tack from their supporters in the bush population. Ben Hall walked with a limp as a result of a friend trying to set a broken leg for him, but on a good horse he was lightning.

				When New South Wales established a new centralised police force in 1862 it was modelled along the lines of the British and Irish constabularies, and staffed by men from both these forces. Fear of corruption meant that those who had served in the old New South Wales police forces were given no encouragement to join the new one. Though corruption was avoided, valuable knowledge of rural areas was squandered. Telegraph stations were too far apart, police weaponry was inferior and the centralised nature of the force required any officer pursuing bushrangers to report first to Sydney. To deal with the outlaws, if they were brave enough, the bush policemen rode the cheapest horses the government could acquire, on which they had no chance of capturing the bush-crafty renegade on his stolen thoroughbred. The law’s reach was so poor that in December 1864 Ben Hall threatened that he and his accomplice, Johnny Gilbert, could capture the attorney-general, James Martin, and an Anglican archbishop, both of whom were travelling in the vicinity at the time. Hall said he was ‘quite amused at the thought of making the Attorney-General his humble and obedient servant’. Nothing came of the plan, and indeed Hall and Gilbert were soon to be dead, but the bush, which the bushrangers knew and the attorney-general did not, made such threats plausible.

				Under the reign of bushrangers, there were periods of lawlessness when central government seemed at peril. The mails on the southern roads beyond Goulburn were stopped and plundered day after day, locals complained. The roads around Mudgee and Bathurst were almost as dangerous, and the police seemed helpless to prevent crime or to detect offenders.

				The Empire newspaper wrote in 1864 that it was no exaggeration to say ‘that a large portion of the South-Western and Western Districts of the interior of this colony has been under the control of robbers rather than the Government’. In October 1863 Ben Hall’s gang went into Bathurst one Saturday night, bought oranges, visited a gun shop and took over the public house. There was no intervention by the police. With John Gilbert, Hall held up the town of Canowindra, some 50 miles (85 kilometres) west of Bathurst, for three days. They offered hospitality in a pub, in what does appear to be a benign sort of hostage taking, at Robertson’s Hotel; stopping each dray and team that passed through town, they lodged and fed the passengers and supplied them with drink free of charge. Townspeople who wanted to move about the town were given signed passes by Ben Hall. It was this power and stylishness that resonated with the sons of small selectors. The Herald even suggested that the solution would need to be a treaty between the government and the bushranger, as disgraceful a thing as that would be for a British territory; under an arrangement, travellers in the bush could pay a sort of toll to the bush bandits. The fight was unequal both in material and mythic terms.

				It was on the road from Binalong to Goulburn, where the Halls were taking horses of sundry origins for sale, that Ben first met the bushranger Frank Gardiner, alias Christie, a charismatic scoundrel of Scots descent. It is harder to attach the social bandit label to Gardiner. One could make a stronger case for his being, even in his own mind, a criminal and nothing more, but he had a certain way about him. He had already served a sentence at Cockatoo Island for horse theft before getting a ticket of leave. Later, in the early 1860s, the young Ben would link up with Gardiner in one of the famous Royal Mail gold escort raids.

				Ben had never intended to become a bushranger. He settled on his own small station outside Forbes while managing a larger one which belonged to a squatter, Hamilton. He had met a young woman, Bridget Walsh, who, according to fellow bushranger John Bradshaw, was a disgrace to her sex, a curse to her husband, a woman more vicious than the Empress Messalina. While Ben was away mustering, she left him, taking their infant son with her, to run away with a man named Taylor. Her departure, together with the financial stress of keeping a small farm going in the Weddin Mountains, and then the burning of his homestead by the police, are said to have turned the genial Hall into a professional bushranger in a colony where great unpoliceable stretches of track existed.

				Hall’s native hills were placed in the midst of a series of gold-mining and pastoral towns—30 miles (50 kilometres) from Forbes, 40 miles (60 kilometres) from Lambing Flat, and only 15 miles (25 kilometres) from Grenfell. All portable wealth which travelled these roads was, by the authority of his whimsy and sense of grievance, potentially forfeit to him. So he began to fulfil the bushranger destiny whose phases were, in the imaginations of people in the bush, as definite as the phases of the Stations of the Cross, and which all ended at Golgotha.

				*

				The hold-up of the Eugowra gold escort in April 1862 was an extraordinary feat of bushranging, the hold-up par excellence. The location was a steep gully where the coach had to both slow and pass a rock outcrop. The bushrangers—including Ben Hall, Frank Gardiner and John Gilbert, a Canadian-born expert horseman and model of boldness—persuaded some bullockies to block the road with their wagons and to pretend to be drunk or sleeping. At the appearance of the bandits, the horses bolted and the coach turned on its side, the driver and four police fled for the bush, one of the police being shot in the testicles. A fabulous £14 000 in gold and bank notes were taken.

				The association between Ben Hall and Gilbert was informal—any attempt to see bushranger gangs as a fixed set is not viable even in the case of Ned Kelly. But Gilbert was with Hall in the hold-up of the entire town of Bathurst, in the raid on Canowindra, and the kidnapping of Gold Commissioner Henry Keightley, who had shot the young bushranger Mickey Burke at his property, Dunn’s Plains. An undaunted Mrs Keightley rode alone through perilous territory to her father’s property to get the £500 ransom.

				In November 1864, while holding up the Gundagai–Yass mail with Hall, Gilbert killed Sergeant Parry, and then burned down a store in revenge for an attempt by one Morris, the proprietor, to hunt them down. Social banditry was starting to get bloody. In all, between 2 February 1862 and 10 April 1865, Gilbert had a part in at least forty-four armed hold-ups in New South Wales, including the theft of five racehorses. Outlawed under the Felons Apprehension Act, Gilbert was shot by Constable John Bright on 13 May, and buried in the police paddock in Binalong. Hall had earlier been shot dead in a police ambush near Forbes. 

				Yet, once again, the bushranger triumphed at the level of legend. The respectable Sydney solicitor and journalist Banjo Paterson, who first heard of Gilbert’s death as a child in the bush school at Illalong near Yass, would write:

				There’s never a stone at the sleeper’s head,

				There’s never a fence beside,

				And the wandering stock on the grave may tread

				Unnoticed and undenied;

				But the smallest child on the Watershed

				Can tell you how Gilbert died.

				*

				There were bushrangers who, by their savagery, attracted no songs, no curious maidens.

				John and Thomas Clarke were, like Ned and Ben, the children of an emancipist father in the Braidwood district. Clarke senior’s lease was a small holding in hilly, scrubby country—probably about 40 or 50 acres. He was a seller of sly grog and a cattle thief. He had never forgiven a nearby pastoralist who had not renewed an earlier and better lease he held, and for twenty years until his death in prison in 1866 (on a charge of murdering an Aborigine) he would school his sons in stealing livestock from the man responsible. It was perhaps a good year for him to die, in that it was also the year of the Registration of Brands Act which made cattle duffing a much harder trade.

				In 1864 his relatives had organised Thomas Clarke’s escape from Braidwood gaol where he was awaiting trial for stock theft. He took to the bush imbued with the characteristic hatred of the establishment and the police. With various members of his clan, he held up mail coaches and post offices and shot dead a constable, Miles O’Grady. His brother joined him in 1866. Henry Parkes appointed special police to hunt down the Clarkes but they were called off for being ineffectual. He then created what would now be called a task force of four special police led by a gaol warden named John Carroll. In 1866 that party, walking along a bush track, was surrounded by the Clarkes and were all shot dead with far greater ruthlessness than Ned Kelly would show in his later tragic showdown with the Victorian police at Stringybark Creek in 1878. Parkes now poured police into the area, and the horrifying repute of the Clarkes was not improved by the fact that the opportunistic Frank Gardiner used the name ‘Clarke’ and introduced himself as such to some of his victims. The founder of Presbyterianism in Australia, that turbulent and wonderful citizen John Dunmore Lang, would show how even for killers of police like the Clarkes there was a public sympathy, and some romance still attached to them. Held up by the Clarkes while travelling in a coach near Goulburn, Lang created a public controversy by saying he was not molested by the young men and could understand the attraction of such a life to them.

				An inquiry into the crisis represented by bushranging was held and it was discovered that magistrates were not brave enough to send them to trial, many squatters collaborated with them to save their properties from raids, and the Irish of the ex-convict and small landholder class were their protectors. The authorities of course won in the end. Led by an expert bushman, Senior Constable William Wright, and a black tracker named Sir Watkin, the Clarkes were captured in April 1867, and despite the defence by the eloquent Irish lawyer and politician Bede Dalley, they were both hanged in Darlinghurst gaol in June.

				The young man whom some named Mad Dog Morgan or ‘the travellers’ friend’, the latter name attaching to his treatment of ordinary travellers not large pastoralists, had operated on both sides of the Murray and had raided stations whose owners had a reputation for severity. At Burrumbuttock Station he made the owner write out cheques totalling £400 for the station employees. He was an energetic ambusher of coaches, where he behaved with the same sort of gallantry as his contemporary Ben Hall. But his volatility and mental instability, and two murders he was guilty of (in ‘fair fights’ he would have said), explained the nickname which would attach to him in bushranging history. In 1865 he crossed to Victoria to work above the King River, and a station owner named George Rutherford and five station hands were able to ambush him and shoot him dead.

				It might be from the treatment of his body that the awe for the bushranging phenomenon can be judged. Hair was cut from his head and beard as souvenirs, and after his body was displayed in Wangaratta, his head was removed and sent to Melbourne University. There were rumours lasting to this day that his scrotum was fashioned into a tobacco pouch.

				CULLIN-LA-RINGO

				In October 1861 a victim of frontier warfare, the highly entrepreneurial Victorian landowner Horatio Wills, son of a convict transported for life for highway robbery, lay dead and badly hacked with eighteen other European corpses in the tall grass of a run named Cullin-La-Ringo, near the present town of Springsure, inland from Rockhampton. The Kairi people had killed Wills and his stockmen and their families. This party had travelled for three months by ship and then overland to reach these natural pastures. It was a notable case of a worthy from the south expanding his interests into the fresh pastures of Queensland, but it set a tone for relations, black and white, in north Queensland. 

				Horatio Wills had been born in Sydney in 1811 and was at the height of his powers by 1860. From the 1830s onwards, after a period in which he edited his stepfather George Howe’s renowned Sydney Gazette, he had shown a capacity to move cattle and sheep over great distances. In the 1840s he had taken up a run of just under 125 000 acres in western Victoria, a property he named Lexington. Horatio experimented with breeding and with wheat, and Lexington became a model station. After he sold it and took up residence near Geelong on a smaller property named Bellevue, he was able to travel, live graciously and educate his sons in England and Germany. 

				In the Western District of Victoria inland from Portland, where Horatio Wills had established Lexington, the squatters, including Wills himself, had been concerned by the Aborigines and their attacks on shepherds and settlers. Augustus Robinson, the famous Protector of Aborigines, had listed Horatio Wills as having shot a number of Aborigines. On the other hand, Horatio would have argued he got on well with the non-predatory Aborigines who lived close to his homestead, and fed them rations twice a day. Rations were a form of peacemaking, and for the natives a pleasant break from the arduous work of hunting and the gathering and grinding of seeds. This combination of Christian charity to nearby genial and non-combative natives contrasted with feelings towards abominable Aboriginal raiders who struck from a distance away. 

				The large pastoral stations once available by squatting and then by lease in Western Victoria were by 1860 hard to come by, but inland Queensland offered the same promise the Western District once had. In 1860 Horatio Wills had taken over the lease of four blocks, each of 16 000 acres, the whole going by the title Cullin-La-Ringo. The previous owner, Peter Macdonald, had become so short of rations on one of his sweeps of the country that he tried to survive by eating tadpoles and drinking the blood of emus. But Wills had the resources of capital to ensure he was never himself in that situation.

				In January 1861 he left his wife behind at Bellevue and set off with his son Thomas and a group of his stockmen, wagon drivers, shepherds and servants, along with their wives and children, by ship to Brisbane, where they would buy livestock and drove it to the station. By taking his son Tom on this journey Horatio hoped he would be able to introduce him to a more serious world of frontier business, since the convivial twenty-five-year-old, whom his father had taken the trouble to educate at Rugby School in England, had until now pursued no career except as a sportsman, playing in intercolonial cricket matches where he had a reputation as an intimidating bowler. Twenty months before the Cullin-la-Ringo massacre, he had helped codify for his cricket club a most remarkable code of football. 

				In early February the party set off from Brisbane, with five bullock wagons, part of whose space was taken up by the wives and families of the men, and moved over the coastal range to the Darling Downs where Horatio assembled a herd of ten thousand sheep. From here it was a 600 mile journey on rationed food, but the native-born Australians and the peasant immigrants who now populated the continent were rugged people used to short commons. They reached Rockhampton in seven weeks, and then turned west.

				At the time Horatio Wills’ party turned inland from Rockhampton, Lieutenant Powell of the Native Mounted Police had recently been through the region of Cullin-La-Ringo with George Dalrymple, former Sri Lanka coffee planter and now Commissioner for Lands. The pair had made unrecorded punitive raids on the Aborigines. By the time the Wills party arrived, both sides were committed to ferocity and, on the Aboriginal side, to vengeance.

				The people who settled central and northern Queensland, the Territory and Western Australia possessed an acquisitive and martial spirit. They were not timid folk. But the splendidly built natives of Queensland had convictions about the landscape and their right to it as much as any grazier. Being human, they were not above attacking pastoral or mining parties for the goods on their wagons as well as from outrage at their unthinking trespass. As distinct from the defence of their livestock and homesteads, the frontier settlers already saw punitive excursions as a necessity, and any native raids on Europeans as nothing more than treachery. They also were appalled at the softer attitudes of people in more settled regions along the coast and in Brisbane, who argued that Aboriginal attacks arose from earlier deadly Native Mounted Police and posse-based raids on their own people.

				It was into this hostile atmosphere that confident Horatio Wills rode, ignoring his son’s advice about being watchful, his suggestion that they broach the cases of arms and distribute weapons amongst the men of the party. Now, from Wills’ campsite on Cullin-La-Ringo, in between flat-topped hills, as the men set to cutting slabs of wood for a new series of huts, Horatio had the heady experience of seeing his grassland stretching away without apparent limit. Horatio—or, more correctly, whatever overseer he intended to leave here when all was set up—would live the same sort of harsh life that the squatters had lived in the 1830s in New South Wales and Victoria. Perhaps he hoped that Tom Wills, the arrant sportsman and intercolonial cricketer, might take on that job.

				The Aborigines could be heard in the bush shouting to each other but Horatio was not concerned. Seven days after arriving at Cullin-La-Ringo, he ordered Tom to take two empty drays and two men to Albinia Downs Station 50 miles (80 kilometres) south for a load of supplies. The journey to and from Albinia Downs took a full week. As Tom and his drays returned and neared the proposed homestead site at Cullin-La-Ringo, the stench of corpses drifted out to meet them. Riding nearer he found scattered the victims of retaliatory slaughter—nineteen dead, including his father. It was clear the dead had been taken by surprise. Women still had sewing in their hands. They had not been violated. The cook was by his fire, the children by their mothers. Three of the men had been erecting a tent at the time of the attack. The warm spring weather now made burial imperative—Horatio in his own grave and the others in a mass grave. 

				This would prove to be the largest massacre of settlers on the frontier. It would be used to justify untold slaughter of natives. Occurring early in the settlement of the region, its impact on future contact between the races was enormous even if it cannot be exactly measured. There was a belief that the attack was motivated purely by greed rather than as a form of resistance to invasion, and it is true, since Aborigines are not different from other humans, that desire for plunder was a factor. Blankets, crockery, tools of all kinds, knives and clothing had been taken, and some thought all this property had been too clearly displayed and had tempted the Aborigines. 

				There was a tendency to blame Horatio for his lack of prudence. But even so, to edgy men on a perilous frontier the massacre was an act of war. Punitive expeditions, one of them assembled by the station owner Jesse Gregson, set off almost at once. Daniel Cameron on Planet Downs Station wrote disapprovingly, ‘Bloodshed, terror and anarchy, retaliation and revenge will be quick and sharp...the innocent and guilty alike will disappear.’ Another contemporary source, F.H. Grundy, declared ‘the greatest punitive expedition in pioneering history gathered in force from points north, east, south and west. Hundreds of blacks were slaughtered.’ It is not mentioned whether Tom Wills rode with any of these parties. His brother wrote from Germany to ask him: ‘Were you one of the eight who attacked the blacks’ camp the Tuesday after it happened?’ 

				Peter Macdonald, former occupier of Cullin-La-Ringo, convened a meeting to form a second posse to hunt down the attackers and add to Gregson’s first reprisal raid. Tom’s godly sister, Emily, would write from Victoria to her young brothers in Germany that 300 blacks, ‘gins and all’, had been slaughtered. Tom certainly expressed anger with anyone who recorded that they had come across a group of Aborigines and not exacted revenge. Charles Dutton of Bauhinia Downs felt sorry for the Aborigines’ destiny as fair game, but was attacked by Tom in a letter to the colonial secretary. Tom felt the most savage war had been waged against him and his family. But his attitude was reflected too in others who were miles from the disaster. 

				Meanwhile, Tom’s first and most pressing need was to find a knowledgeable man to help him at Cullin-La-Ringo. He would honour his father by giving up cricket and running the place. He had a hard time recruiting stockmen to this accursed and vulnerable place. By November, some Queensland papers, as if the massacre had provided a sporting windfall, suggested that since Tom was now in Queensland he might be recruited for the state team. 

				There was another aspect to the Aborigines of the frontier though. They made fine stockmen and readily took to the horse as an extra dimension to the skills they already possessed of reading country, identifying tracks and silent pursuit. Oscar de Satgé was another Rugby Old Boy drawn to the pastoral life. With his brother, he drove livestock from Melbourne to Queensland’s Darling Downs, crossing rivers and open pasture. Even in drought it was a delight to Satgé to scout for water in billabongs along the Lachlan looking for somewhere for the cattle and/or sheep to take their once-in-thirty-six-hour drink. In this he used Aboriginal stockmen. And later, on his property on the Darling Downs, he would say, ‘I sometimes thought the black boys could see through a ridge,’ when it came to sighting wild horses and tracking them to where they could be surrounded and mustered into the homestead yards. 

				Satgé, having taken up a property at Peak Downs in the Central Highlands, heard the news of the Cullin-La-Ringo slaughter after one of his own black drovers met a group of fleeing Aborigines with blankets, moleskin trousers and blue shirts. He came to consider the revenge expeditions of Patten, Gregson, McIntosh and others regrettable in scope, and the arrival of a detachment of the Native Police under Lieutenant Love led to a further tracking down and thorough punishment of the Aborigines within a 100-mile radius of the massacre. Horatio Wills had always argued that after long experience in Victoria, he was prepared to civilise and make use of the Aborigines, and had made friends with them from the start. ‘Poor Wills,’ wrote Satgé, ‘paid the penalty of his kindness and over-confidence.’ Satgé said that he interpreted the lesson of Cullin-La-Ringo to be never to have blacks ‘in’—that is, within reach of the homestead.

				The realities of bush life ultimately defeated Tom Wills. Given his failures of competence, the trustees of the company his father had founded to oversee the affairs of Cullin-La-Ringo removed him from its management in 1864. Travels from Queensland to Melbourne to take part in interstate games or intercolonial games of cricket had in any case distanced him from the management of the place.

				THE ABOMINABLE CRIME

				One of the motives for putting an end to transportation had been the knowledge that a penal life involved the likelihood of sodomy. When the young Benedictine priest William Ullathorne heard the confessions of Irish convicts condemned to death after an uprising on Norfolk Island, he is said to have been so shocked that, balancing a fear of revealing the secrets of the confessional with his outrage, he published an 1838 pamphlet, The Horrors of Transportation Briefly Unfolded to the People, in which he decried the unnatural acts the convict system drove men to. 

				In nineteenth-century Australia, as in the rest of the English-speaking world, sodomy—‘the abominable act of buggery’—was a capital offence. In the imaginations of many members of the heterosexual majority, it was also associated with men dressing as women for depraved purposes. In the theatres of the colonies and for the purposes of vaudeville men frequently dressed as women. That was then, as it had been for many centuries, one of the staples of popular entertainment. But it was not acceptable or legal unless done in fun.

				In 1863 a police constable in Fitzroy apprehended what appeared to be a woman talking to a man on a corner. The woman took off when the policeman approached but was run down after a block and a half. At the police station the apparent woman confessed to being a man, John Wilson. His offence of dressing as a woman for apparently sinister purposes attracted a charge of vagrancy, but Wilson gave the policeman a key to a house which he shared with a man named Moody who would be locked out if the key was not passed to him. The police took the key to the premises and inspected them. Inside they found there was only one bedroom, and a search turned up some pornographic photographs of men. Within hours Wilson was charged with sodomy, and thus faced the possibility of the gallows, the first non-convict to be in that situation for that crime.

				It took some months for the authorities to gather depositions from a number of men who had had sex with Wilson as paying clients—these men were granted immunity so that they could testify that they had paid Wilson for fellatio, but under the sincere belief that he was a woman. The trial took place before Sir William Stawell, Chief Justice of the Supreme Court, and on his being found guilty, Wilson was condemned to death. After some weeks the sentence was commuted to life. Wilson was very unfortunate in the timing of his supposed crime. In 1861, under the Crimes Against the Person Act in the United Kingdom, the death penalty for sodomy was abolished and substituted by ten years’ imprisonment. But it was not until 1864, the year after Wilson faced his judge, that Victoria passed the Criminal Law and Practice Act. This Act still prescribed the death penalty for persons convicted of the abominable crime either with a person under the age of fourteen, or ‘with violence and without consent’. But otherwise the maximum sentence was fifteen years, no bagatelle from a Victorian life span, especially since it might involve flogging as well, but better than the whole of life. A tragic figure, Wilson wasted and died after serving six years in Pentridge Prison.

				No similar legal severity existed in the case of lesbianism. While Wilson was being charged and condemned, a young woman from Adelaide named Anne Jones, who had worn male attire for five years, claiming that she had begun the practice ‘as a frolic’, was not further investigated. When a man named Jorgenson died in Elmore in Melbourne in 1893 he was found to be a woman. The newspapers claimed he had done service in the Victorian Mounted Rifles and had tried for some time to find a wife, despite facial damage caused by a kick from a horse. The public reaction to the Jorgenson story—her real name being Joanna—and her attempts to marry a young woman seemed to create public amusement rather than the sort of moral outrage which Chief Justice Stawell expressed against Wilson. Lesbianism had never had the press, judicial attention, the condemnations from pulpits and public forums, that male homosexuality attracted. 

				Another much later case of a woman masquerading as a man with the apparent purpose of same-sex marriage was that of Harcourt Payne, who in 1939 collapsed in the street in Lidcombe in New South Wales. He was taken to the Lidcombe Old Men’s State Hospital. When he was bathed he was found to be a woman. Immediately he was dressed as a woman and transferred by ambulance to a nearby psychiatric hospital. His real name was Annie Payne and he had been twice married and widowed. Harriet, his first wife, had known of his gender when they were servants in Newcastle, working in houses across the road from each other. Harcourt was married to Harriet for seventeen years, and his second wife, Louisa, for ten.

				The universal enforcement of the various colonial enactments adopted from Britain controlling homosexuality was generally ineffective. Between 1871 and 1900 only 356 men were arrested in Victoria for ‘unnatural offences’, a class of crime which included bestiality as well as homosexuality. Homosexual men frequenting ‘beats’—such as parks and beaches—were generally charged with loitering or offensive behaviour and appeared before magistrates. Despite the statute against it, paedophilia did not seem to preoccupy the law as did sodomy. For example, when James McFadden, a station manager at Beechworth, attempted to have sex with his thirteen-year-old male cook while out droving, he was charged with assault with intent to commit sodomy, not with sexually assaulting a minor.

				One reason law enforcement often subjected homosexual men to warnings and misdemeanour charges was in part an attempt to draw public attention away from the existence of gays. The question of whether there was a self-aware homosexual community in the big cities and towns, and how early in Australian history, is debated. In the 1860s and 1870s there still existed in Australia an imbalance between the sexes, and many itinerant former convicts were accustomed to homosexual sex from their experience of imprisonment. The extent to which they were ‘committedly gay’, as the modern phrase has it, is a mere surmise.
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			  It would not be until the mid-1870s that the price of wool declined. The graziers of the 1870s pushed out into saltbush and mulga country, trying to increase production. The mulga was a desert form of acacia, a robust tree good for campfires and making fences, but its very name became synonymous with infertile and remote places. Settlement pressed unviably forward in New South Wales and Queensland in the 1860s and into the desert regions of South Australia in the 1870s. 

				While the fleece was golden, the squatters were flush and enthused enough to employ architects and craftsmen the gold rushes had brought to Australia to build country houses which mimicked those found in the English countryside. Horatio Wills’ Lexington was one. In remoter Queensland, the slab timber house made of bark and branches, all pegged down with lengths of timber, was still the characteristic homestead, but such rough materials would no longer suffice for the grandees of Victoria and New South Wales. The old shacks of the early years had gone hand in hand with casual sexual associations—the companionship of the convict or ex-convict servant woman or the Aborigine had been good enough then. There had been exceptions. William Adams Brodribb had brought his wife Eliza Matilda Kennedy to Coolringdon station near Cooma in 1844, and nine years later John Kennedy had married Brodribb’s sister Lavinia. These wives bore, at least for a considerable part of their marriage, elementary food served on a slab of bark amidst the din of Aboriginal marital arguments from beyond the door. Add to their woes the severe seasons, the mutton-fat smokiness, the uninhibited clouds of insects, the earthen floors, the bushfires, the dust storms, the loneliness, the lack of entertainment and the dearth of medical attention for themselves and their young children. These old days are evoked by the song ‘The Squatter’s Warning’:

				Dwell not with me,

				Dwell not with me...

				Our dwelling place a hut would be,

				Half shaded by a blackbutt-tree. 

				Aah, then you’d mourn the soft woodbine,

				Which round your lattice now doth twine...

				But by the 1860s these old features of the squatter’s life were giving way to elevated architecture and comforts. He could marry now at an age he chose and did not need to endure a long celibacy. The Married Women’s Property Act of Victoria in 1870 probably found its way through the conservative Legislative Council because it enabled squatters’ wives to acquire their share of their parents’ land and add it to the holdings of their husbands. 

				Sir Samuel Wilson, a Northern Irishman, married Jeannie Campbell, daughter of another wealthy squatter. During the gold rushes, he had brought supplies by bullock team to the gold diggings, and the miners knew him as ‘Bullocky Sam’. His later photographic portrait in the suit, buttoned britches, long hose and buckled shoes of his knighthood, his sword clasped by the blade diagonally in his gloved hand, has nothing of the bullocky about it. Wilson came to acquire many squatting properties in the Wimmera, to which he added many more in other parts of Victoria and at Yanco in New South Wales. He had the characteristic land obsession of the Irish and would acquire eighteen stations by the end of his life. In 1874 he would endow the University of Melbourne with £30 000 to build Wilson Hall. 

				Charles Ebden of Carlsruhe in Victoria earned the nickname ‘The Count’ because he refused to talk to any except the most important visitors to his property and consigned the rest to a slab cottage or the workers’ quarters. Robert Barton, an overseer on Gurley Station near Moree, New South Wales, found that the owner’s wife and her sister were determined to exclude him from the dining room by not setting a place for him at the table. Barton determinedly went on fetching his own cutlery from the kitchen, but ultimately he had to eat in the kitchen along with the ‘colonial experiencers’, the young men sent by their families in Britain to gain experience of Australian stations.

				Rachel Henning on Exmoor Station in Queensland required men to dress in suits when sitting in the parlour. White employees ate in the kitchen, black stockmen and servants on a bench outside the back door. She did not mix with any of the local farmers for fear they would borrow tools, horses or oxen, and become unduly sociable. 

				Barwon Park near Winchelsea, south-west of Melbourne, built in 1869–71 by the pastoralist Thomas Austin, who would introduce the hardy rabbits which would infest Australia for the rest of its history, was an extraordinary pile. Austin’s wife, Elizabeth, had been mortified by her sister-in-law’s grand house and had been ashamed to receive the Duke of Edinburgh in her own homestead, which she considered of inferior quality, when he was visiting Victoria in 1867. The result of her ambition was a massive bluestone house with forty large rooms, an entrance hall and a staircase. Her husband died, but Elizabeth lived in the palazzo for forty years and finally endowed the Austin Hospital in Melbourne. The central staircase of Barwon Park is worthy of an ascent by any duke, and its columns, mouldings and balustrades are of a quality fit for the grandest British house. 

				Werribee Park was a similar house near Melbourne, built by the squatter Thomas Chermside, son of an East Lothian farmer. While still showing the rough edges of his earlier squatting life, Chermside, a bachelor, built a mansion containing sixty rooms in two wings. The old bark homestead was permitted to stand on in the grounds as a reminder of humbler origins. 

				In 1874 Sir William Clarke, in his sixties, a Van Diemen’s Land settler who then moved his operations into the Port Phillip region, built a mansion named Rupertswood near Sunbury. He had a private railway platform built to receive house guests arriving by rail. 

				At Birksgate near Adelaide, Thomas Elder, a Scot who would create one of the biggest wool-buying and-selling companies in the world, and who bred camels for transportation in the hinterland of Australia and shipped in Afghans to manage them, acquired the mansion of Birksgate near Glen Osmond and installed his own gas plant to light up the house and conservatory. On the grounds he stocked a zoo and built a tower from which he could signal to yachts racing on Gulf St Vincent. He was also a massive endower of the University of Adelaide.

				Bonthorambo in northern Victoria was a particularly fine house with a tower, owned by Joseph Docker, a minister of religion and former rector of St Matthew’s in Windsor, New South Wales. He had crossed the Murray in 1838 looking for land, and had shown some sympathies for the native inhabitants. He occupied the splendid house built in 1864 for only one year before his death. 

				OTHER PASTORAL ORPHANS

				What Elder and Docker were, Alfred d’Orsay Tennyson Dickens wanted to become. While at remote Corona, Alfred Dickens was host to an expedition which had been surveying the exact boundary between New South Wales and South Australia. They were astonished to find in this harsh, stony country the son of the famed novelist. But now he had opportunities he did not have before his father’s death. He had received £7000 as his share of his father’s inheritance. Dickens had expressed the hope that each boy would use the money from his will to become ‘proprietors’. By 1872 Alfred had taken up a property further east, Wangagong near Forbes in New South Wales. 

				But it was a year of drought, and in such a time money evaporated. Nearby, in the same hard season, Anthony Trollope was visiting his son on his property, Mortray, and declared that, ‘I never knew a man work with more persistent honesty.’ Trollope himself had invested some thousands into Frederic’s property, but just before his visit to Australia, the New Zealand Loan and Mercantile Company took the property over and employed Frederic as the manager. 

				Alfred, having lost a great part of his inheritance in western New South Wales, went to Melbourne to take up a job with the London and Australian Agency Corporation Limited in their wool warehouses and office in Collins Street. He became engaged to Augusta Jessie Devlin, the daughter of a master mariner. They were married at St John’s Church of England in Toorak on 13 March 1873. Alfred gave his occupation as ‘gentleman’. He told his relatives that his wife was ‘beautiful and accomplished’. 

				Misfortune struck again, but he could barely be blamed for his next disaster—the company he worked for went bankrupt itself. Drought had snuffed them out too. It was as if the country kept saying, Drought!, but people did not quite believe it. In 1874, as part of his new work—acting secretary to the Deniliquin and Moama Railway in New South Wales, though still domiciled in Melbourne—Alfred came to the Western District of Victoria, and Hamilton in particular. There he made such an impression as a good fellow that they selected him as a member of their cricket team to play a neighbouring town. By January 1874 he was in partnership with Robert Bree as a stock and station agent of Hamilton, within energising sight of mountains named the Grampians. Clearly intending to settle permanently in Hamilton, Alfred bought a nine-room house and furnished it in a way which must have impressed his neighbours. He and Jessie possessed oil paintings, Wedgwood statuettes and a piano. There were stables, an underground watertank and a pony carriage in which his wife went driving. Jessie gave birth to two girls, members of the group immigrants called ‘natives’. 

				Was this the Australian success his father had imagined? Had Alfred become safe from the bullyings of Australian seasons? He pursued the Dickens’ passion for cricket as a member of the Hamilton Cricket XI and secretary of the Cricket Association. He also joined the racing club and the whist club. He attended balls and civic events. Then, in 1878, Jessie was thrown from her pony cart and killed. There was grief for Alfred. A young townswoman named Polly McLellan moved in to the Dickens’ house as housekeeper, an event which would have been considered by some as faintly improper. 

				The year after his wife’s death, the partnership with Bree was dissolved and Alfred d’Orsay Tennyson Dickens returned to Melbourne to work in his own right as a stock and station commissioner and a general financial agent. With Yanda sold to pay debts, Plorn also came to Melbourne and they ran the company as partners, though, for reasons unknown, the company bore Plorn’s name alone—E.B.L. Dickens and Company.

				THE DUKE, LOYALISM AND PISTOLS

				Prince Alfred, Duke of Edinburgh, the second son of Queen Victoria, was just twenty-four when he visited Australia in the ship he commanded, HMS Galatea. After bypassing a disgruntled Western Australia, he reached Adelaide at the end of October 1867. To his own mind he was just a young man looking for a good time, but in the mind of the parliaments and populists he was an embodiment of that Crown which stood at the apex of all Australian law, civic piety and even land use. In Melbourne his visit was attended by a riot, or more accurately an Orange Protestant versus Irish Republican brawl, but the prince was not distracted by sectarian fury amongst the lower classes. It was possible for gentlemen to be entertained by a better class of prostitute in the private boxes in theatres, and Prince Alfred was accommodated by one nicknamed Psyche, a famous woman of the demimonde. It was also rumoured that Police Commissioner Standish introduced him to an establishment in Lonsdale Street. 

				In Sydney a royal charity picnic, open to the public, was to be held at Clontarf—a delightful beach Sydneysiders could reach by ferry—on 12 March 1868. The name may have seemed symbolic to some of the more passionate Irish since Clontarf was the site of the medieval Irish king Brian Boru’s final battle against the Norsemen and the place of his death. Amongst the public who crossed to Sydney’s Clontarf by ferry that day was a young mentally deranged man named Henry O’Farrell, a self-appointed Fenian—not a member of the official organisation. He carried two weapons, a Smith & Wesson and a Colt, concealed in his clothing. Most of the rest of the Irish community, remembering the famine, remained behind in Sydney, murmuring about the event’s perceived silliness and mocking the lickspittles who had gone. 

				At Clontarf, O’Farrell manoeuvred himself behind the prince and the Governor of New South Wales, Lord Belmore, a liberal-minded Irish landowner who like many of his class took colonial jobs as a way of partly financing their encumbered estates back in Ireland. The bullet O’Farrell fired entered to the right of the prince’s spine and lodged in the flesh on the right side of the chest. O’Farrell was wrestled to the ground, yelling, ‘I’m a Fenian—God save Ireland!’

				The prince was taken back to Sydney, the bullet was removed from the chest—according to some without his taking anaesthetic—and the wound pronounced non-fatal. Young and robust Prince Alfred would recover, later giving his seal of approval to the founding of two hospitals, one in Sydney, one in Melbourne, in his name. 

				When questioned by the police O’Farrell told them that he had been authorised by the international organisation of Fenians to kill Prince Alfred, a statement which created hysteria amongst some loyalists—though not with Lord Belmore, who could see O’Farrell was mad. O’Farrell withdrew the statement on the eve of his execution at Darlinghurst gaol, but many throughout Australia believed his original statement and chose further to believe that he represented in his actions the desires of all Irish Catholics.

				Sir Henry Parkes, Attorney-General of New South Wales, was a competent stoker of the frenzy. He even let a convicted confidence man out of gaol to go into the bush, to such places as Grenfell, and track down Fenian cells amongst the Irish. It was believed too that Fenian cells were working on the state railways. Lord Belmore warned Parkes of the dangers of provoking sectarianism, but Parkes had found hysteria too useful a political asset. Even in the police force Irishmen were under suspicion and any item of reported pub gossip was likely to attract an energetic investigation. Throughout all the colonies, many Irish Catholics were immediately sacked, creating generations of bitterness. A Bellevue Hill milkman who had said the prince deserved punishment for being a philanderer was investigated by all the forces of the law. 

				Prince Alfred would marry a daughter of the Russian Tsar and live until 1900. On both sides of the sectarian divide, the bitterness would last longer. 

				SECTARIAN VITUPERATION

				After Catholic bishops from all over the world voted in the Vatican Council of 1869–70 to acknowledge the sovereignty and infallibility of the Pope in matters of faith and morals, the Irish Catholics of Australia accepted the dogma without much fuss. In America, there had been many bishops who believed that the final arbiter of faith and morals was a council of the church’s bishops meeting under the aegis of the Pope, rather than the authority of the Pope alone, but this position was outvoted in the Council. The future Catholic Archbishop of Sydney, scholarly, austere Patrick Francis Moran, had attended the Vatican Council as a proxy for an Irish bishop, and he had no doubt about papal infallibility and, after his appointment to Sydney in 1884, vigorously espoused it. Like most Irish church leaders of his generation, he had been educated not in France, like the priests who took part in the Irish uprising of 1798, but in the Irish College of Rome, where the centrality of the papacy was everywhere accepted and visible.

				The tendency of the majority to see the Catholic Australians as utterly Pope- and priest-ridden was enhanced by the newly defined doctrine. Ordinary Catholics sometimes thought that any directive from Rome was binding, and that any bishop seeming to speak for Rome could utter binding judgments covering the whole of life. But the irony was that far from intending his primacy as a tool to make Irish Catholics disobey civil power, Pope Pius IX and his followers wanted them, for the sake of good relations with Britain, to be less politically engaged in the Irish question, the question of Irish independence. The Vatican wanted, for diplomacy’s sake, the Irish to exhibit loyalty to Crown and Empire.

				A Catholic colonial politician like the eloquent and prodigiously gifted Gavan Duffy abominated the Vatican’s interference in Irish politics and in Irish nationalist causes espoused in America, Canada and Australia. Monsignor Barnabo of the Vatican had written from Rome forbidding priests in County Meath from attending anti-landlord Tenant League meetings without the Archbishop of Dublin’s express permission. Duffy wrote of this, ‘The Lord God be thanked I am living amongst Irish Catholics [in Victoria] who would go to the stake, rather than deny their faith, but who would sling that insolent missive into the Yarra Yarra. It makes my blood boil to think of a peasant in a mitre, a shallow, conceited dogmatist, a dense mass of prejudice and ignorance, squatting down upon the Irish cause and smothering it.’

				These subtleties were lost on the mainstream, who having mistrusted papists earlier now had an added prejudice—in a contest between civil authority and the Vatican, who would the Irish obey? 

				A CHILDHOOD IN THE CITY

				Alfred Deakin was born of English immigrant parents in George Street, Fitzroy, in August 1856, a year after an entirely different species of Australian, the son of a convict, was delivered of his mother Ellen Kelly in a hut in Avenel, and less than two years after Eureka. It was a characteristic of the 1860s and 1870s that one child might live a life appropriate to that of a significant British city and all its enriching institutions, while another might still be a product of slab huts and hessian sack beds, of land and livestock hunger (and theft), and frontier hardship. The childhoods of Alfred Deakin and Ned Kelly might have been lived in parallel universes. In a different sense than in previous decades, Australian life had become diverse. The city intellectual, not utterly lacking before in the person of the soon-to-die (1865) orator, writer and child of convict Daniel Deniehy, and in his friend the cultivated Scottish lawyer and booklover Nicol Stenhouse, now became a more numerous breed. So did the angry sons and daughters of small selectors.

				Alfred’s father William was a partner in a cab, coach and dray business, which was taken over in 1857 by a syndicate led by a young American, James Rutherford. The company secured a monopoly on mail delivery and would come to be known as Cobb and Co. But despite the romance which attaches to that name, the evocations of gold escorts and bush banditry, the Deakins were genuine Melbourne suburbanites, and Deakin’s young life was that of any British boy growing up in a British provincial city. Though blasts from the direction of Antarctica gave a grim bite to his winters, and the ferocious breath of the desert descended on him in summer and ringed the civic enthusiasm of the citizens with bushfires, the growing Deakin saw himself not as remotely placed on earth, but as the citizen of a great city of Empire. 

				When Alfred was six the family moved to South Yarra and lived in what might be called ‘frugal comfort’ by biographers. In the cottage in South Yarra he was towelled by the fire after his bath and presented by his father with books to enrich the intensity of his imagination. He and his older sister Catherine were sent out to Kyneton 50 miles (80 kilometres) from Melbourne to attend a little boarding school run by two sisters, the Misses Thompson. The Misses Thompsons’ establishment seems to have been more a well-regulated country holiday house than one of those fierce rural schools the young Deakin would read about in English children’s literature. The Misses Thompson in any case soon transferred their school to South Yarra. 

				To a stricter teacher he would have seemed talkative and a little distracted—in modern times his behaviour might even have carried a psychiatric tag. But all such flaws of concentration then were considered to arise from the devil’s influence, and when for the first time in his life he was clapped around the ears by a male teacher, his parents removed him to a nearby school, one within walking distance, the Melbourne Church of England Grammar School. 

				The city in which Melbourne Grammar was an estimable institution had reached a population of 140 000, such a population comparing notably with that of many major provincial cities in the United Kingdom and the United States. It was a city too which had a university, libraries, theatres and all the facilities appropriate to a community anywhere on earth possessing ambitions to be notable. 

				The school was, of course, like similar ones founded by Presbyterians, Methodists and the Jesuits, a version of Rugby, Eton, Harrow and Winchester. But instead of holding a quotient of the offspring of hereditary peerages and earldoms, it had sons of squatters, of city merchants much wealthier than the Deakins, and of aspiring (though not rich) families like Alfred’s. The staff of such colonial schools were generally graduates of the major British universities: Oxford, Cambridge, Edinburgh or Trinity College, Dublin. An assumption might have been made that these men were rejects from the British public school system but that would have been unjust to many of them, and to none more so than the headmaster, the Reverend John Edward Bromby, who had once competed for the Cambridge Chancellors’ Medal—as William Charles Wentworth had also done in his youth—against Alfred, Lord Tennyson. He had been recruited while working for his father, a vicar in Hull, but he had earlier been a young headmaster in Bristol and at a private school in Guernsey, and had been University Preacher at Cambridge. He had arrived in golden Melbourne in 1858. Since his manner was never vicious, his sense of humour was advanced, his learning carried lightly, and his cane rarely plied, he was beloved by Deakin as by most of his students. Deakin, a gifted verbal thumbnail sketcher, later said of him that he was ‘breezy, humorous, prompt, passionate and impressive’. He would give boys informal instruction while he chopped wood with them.

				Deakin would later regret that he had been too concerned with adventure books and had left his interest in Latin and Greek too late. But a younger teacher, J.H. Thompson, an athlete and a scholar, gradually turned Deakin into ‘a passable student’. There had been apparently some doubt, not least in his own mind, as to whether he would attempt to try to matriculate for entry into the University of Melbourne. But then a forceful boy, one who had quarrelled with his headmaster at another school, turned up as a classmate of Deakin’s. Theodore Fink was the son of a Jewish family who had emigrated from Guernsey and who were merchants in Melbourne. Fink was tall and full of vivacity, and chose to respect only those teachers who had intellectual gifts. Deakin said later that through meeting and conversing with the precocious, happy, mature Fink, he ceased to be a wandering imagination and became a person. And so he passed the matriculation exam in 1871, algebra, Euclid (geometry) and history being the subjects in which he shone. Surprisingly—given his eloquence as a politician—English and Latin were not amongst the subjects at which he excelled.

				MAKING GAMES

				Tom Wills, son of the massacred Horatio, arrived back in Melbourne, having first created confusion by promising New South Wales that he would play for them in their next intercolonial. But in Melbourne he disavowed the undertaking. The game in the new year of 1863 was, as usual for Sydney intercolonial matches, played in the Domain. Ill feeling was expected, and in fact there was great bitterness between the teams and great complaints about bowling and umpiring. Whatever the rancour, cricket was sucking Tom back to the south-east of Australia. 

				Around 1860, the cricket clubs of Melbourne (the MCC), Richmond, St Kilda and Corio (Geelong) were well-established entities with both gentlemen (players who played for nothing) and professionals (paid players). The paid players were eternal schoolboys without inherited wealth and eventually, despite his father’s success, Tom Wills would have to become a professional. Cricket at Rugby had involved underarm or round-arm bowling, with the arm not to rise above the shoulder. The young Tom Wills was a ruthless round-arm bowler in intercolonial cricket and was accused of being a thrower and of raising his arm above the shoulder, and of displaying visible joy when he struck a batsman on the body. In one intercolonial match, ‘the Hobart crowd observed with distaste Tom jump about exultantly when the cricket ball hit the batsman’. 

				But he is remembered for more than his version of bodyline bowling. A letter Tom Wills wrote to the magazine Bell’s Life in early winter 1858 suggested that now cricket had been put aside for the season, rather than allow ‘this state of torpor to creep over them, and stifle their new supple limbs’, the Melbourne Cricket Club should form a football club and appoint a committee of three or more to draw up a code of laws.

				There was already football in Australia, of course, both uncodified versions and ancient ones. Various witnesses in the west of Victoria had seen the Aborigines there playing a form of football with a ball made out of tightly rolled plant roots. Did Tom see the game as a child and, if so, did it contribute to the new game? That is, is Australian Rules millennia-old, or simply a post-gold rush phenomenon, a creation of the sporting fever which kept step with other Melbourne enthusiasms in the Golden Age? Irish Australians often assume that the game derived from the then chaotic Gaelic football, which was not codified until 1880, but which in its essence resembled the Melbourne game. But none of the men who devised the first rules had an Irish background, and Gaelic football may have been simply a parallel tendency of sportive humanity. 

				In any case, advertisements for an initial and experimental game appeared in the Argus and Herald, and on Saturday 7 August 1858 on Richmond Paddock, by the Melbourne Cricket Ground, the first game was played under uncertain laws but roughly on the pattern of football which would increasingly capture the passions of the southern and western regions of Australia from that day on. The first game of the new as-yet uncodified form was primal, contested by forty Scotch College boys against the same number of Melbourne Church of England Grammar boys. Tom Wills was one of the umpires. The game was robust and much ‘rabbiting’ occurred (the bringing down of an opposition player running with the ball by bending down in front of him). The game lasted three hours and ended in a score of one goal each. 

				On the night 17 May 1859, Tom and four other enthusiasts from the Melbourne Cricket Club met at the Parade Hotel on Wellington Parade, up the hill from the Melbourne Cricket Club. During games there had been by now too many fist fights about rules, and nose-breaking and limb-fracturing confrontations. The men who joined Wills at the Parade were themselves interesting. Newspaper man William Hammersley, Oxford-educated and a cricket fanatic, had first played against Tom Wills during a cricket match when the latter played for the Gentlemen of Kent against the Gentlemen of Surrey at the Oval three years before. Hammersley would later flay Tom in the press, in part because of an unfairly afflicted injury Hammersley suffered from Tom’s play in a football game. But tonight the two men were of one purpose. So was another attendee, Thomas Henry Smith, the classics master at Scotch College. James Thompson, the sporting editor of the Argus, was the fourth member of the party. He too was English-born and studied at Cambridge University. Thus only one of the four men was a native-born Australian, and either meritoriously or not, in part because of his earlier letter to the newspaper, it was Wills’ name which would always be honoured with initiating of one of the earliest codifications of any game on earth. 

				Wills advised against a slavish imitation of the game then known as Rugby, but to work out ‘a game of our own’. Ten rules were established. Some of them are irrelevant to today’s game but all of them were aimed at preventing chicanery and violence, and promoting fluidity. There were arguments about the taking of penalty goals—Tom desired that the best kicker be given them (as at Rugby), but the others disagreed. The mark, at least in its modern codified form, was sanctioned in rule six that night. Wills wanted an ovoid ball, Thompson a soccer ball. 

				During a Richmond and Melbourne game two weeks later, in which Wills captained Richmond and Thompson led Melbourne, Wills made it a condition that the ovoid ball be used. Thompson would write in the Argus: ‘Another drawback to an otherwise almost perfect afternoon’s enjoyment was the objectionable shape of the ball.’ There was an argument, too, about a cross bar being placed between the goals. Thus, barely more than three and a half years after the battle of the Eureka Stockade and some three years before Cullin-La-Ringo, Tom helped or—according to many—led the process of codifying a game which, to the new and massively ambitious city, would become its divine frolic, its identifying mark, its focus of civic cohesion between native and newcomer, between Irish minority and British majority, and its map of the world. 

				FIRST TOURERS

				By 1865, when he captained Victoria and scored a then unprecedented 58 runs against the New South Welshmen on the Melbourne Cricket Ground, Tom Wills was at the peak of his authority, having walloped a team which included two All-England players, one of them the Sydney sporting man and cigar parlour owner Charles Lawrence. It did not seem to trouble Tom the cricketer that it was his brothers Cedric and Edgar who were left with the running of haunted Cullin-La-Ringo for the trustees. 

				The Melbourne Cricket Club passed a motion in January 1866 which raised the possibility of bringing an Aboriginal team to the Melbourne Cricket Ground to play against the Melbourne club. The event would be a splendid fundraiser and, for some of the chief promoters, profitable. Tom Wills, though in theory a gentleman player, was receiving payment in kind and cash from the Melbourne Cricket Club, and he was certainly offered a worthwhile contract when he was appointed coach of the proposed Aboriginal team.

				To recruit his team, Tom left for Lake Wallace, near Edenhope, west of the Grampian Mountains. Tom still thought of the Aborigines of his childhood, the Jardwadjali people of the Djabwurrung language group, as substantially different from the murderous crew who had slaughtered his father. The Aborigines he was to coach were the Jardwadjali whose relatives he had known as a boy. He called in young Aboriginal males for trials and found that a young man named Johnny Mullagh, Oonamurriman, was a fine batsman. The team was to play on the Melbourne Cricket Ground on Boxing Day 1866. Tom would play with them. 

				They attracted a crowd even when they arrived at the Melbourne Cricket Ground for their first practice. Aborigines had become a rarity in the Melbourne area, and the western Victorian players had novelty value. 

				It proved to be very important to the Melbourne Cricket Club that, as Britons, they should not be defeated by the Western District’s semi-civilised natives, as good as those same cricketers were for the gate takings that day. They stacked their team with players from other clubs, and won by seventy runs, after Mullagh and tall, sturdy Harry Bullocky top-scored for the natives, and the slighter Johnny Cuzens took most of the white wickets. Bullocky was later arrested for drunkenness, but both he and Cuzens were chosen to play for Victoria against the Tasmanians. 

				A Melbourne entrepreneur of questionable honesty, Captain W.E.B. Gurnett, was now planning to take over the team and bind them to a contract to tour the colonies and England. When the players signed Gurnett’s contract on 8 January 1867 their Aboriginal and European names were both listed. From this document we learn that Jemmy Tarpot’s real name was Murrumgunarriman, that Harry Bullocky’s name was Bullenchanack, that Johnny Cuzens’ name was Yellanach and Dick-A-Dick’s name was Jungagellmijuke. Wills’ name was not on the contract but Gurnett engaged him as coach.

				After a series of poorly attended matches in Melbourne and Victorian towns, Captain Gurnett, Tom Wills and the Aborigines left for Sydney by steamer. There they stayed at the Manly hotel of Charles Lawrence, a former English professional who had settled in Sydney. Sadly, the team had been late arriving in Sydney and the grandstands and booths which had been erected in the Domain for the game had had to be taken down. When the game, which was attended by the governor, was finally played against the Albert Cricket Club at Redfern—a strong team, captained by Lawrence—Tom Wills was arrested as he walked onto the ground under a writ brought by those who had suffered economic loss by the cancellation of the Domain event. He would spend a day in gaol before coming to terms by paying £35 to the claimants. During the game at Redfern that day, as was by now the set program, the Aborigines were required not only to play cricket but to give exhibitions of boomerang and spear throwing, and to ward off thrown cricket balls with shields. 

				Within a day or so Gurnett was arrested on far more serious fraud charges, since the Victorian leg of the tour had left him virtually bankrupt and he had spread bad paper all over the colony. He was imprisoned in Darlinghurst gaol. There had been criticism anyhow, notably by the secretary of the Aboriginal Protection Board, R. Brough Smith, that the whole business was exploitation of innocence. Smith suggested the Victorian government should prohibit the tour planned for New South Wales and Britain. Now the promoter was in gaol, so the tour was off in any case. The team returned to Melbourne with Wills, and thence to their country near Edenhope in the Western District. On the way back to his homeland, Bilayarrimin, also known as Wattie, died in a cart from lung congestion worsened by intoxication.

				Meanwhile, the Central Board in Victoria failed to have legislation passed to look to the welfare of Aborigines contracted for tours, so Charles Lawrence travelled to Edenhope to re-recruit the former team and add some newcomers for a tour of Britain. Thus the first major team to represent Australia internationally was made up of old Australians, not settlers. While the settlers looked upon the northern hemisphere as home, for the Western District cricketers the centre was there, west of Mount William, and all else was the increasingly grim outer world. 

				The team left for England in February 1868 on the Parramatta. The base of the team was in Kent, but after their first match at the Oval, attended by 7000 spectators in picnic mood—and which the Australians played with loud enthusiasm, and lost—their journeying became hectic. They travelled on most of their rest days and had little time for practice. In mid-June they played the MCC (Marylebone Cricket Club) at Lord’s, the MCC declaring it wanted no athletic feats performed in the intervals. But here too, at public demand, the team was required to participate in shows of native skill. A poster for the game at Trent Bridge in Nottingham shows us what some of these were. There were eleven events in which amateurs could pit themselves against the Aborigines, including feats such as the standing high jump and throwing the cricket ball, at which Dick-A-Dick excelled, just edged out on three occasions by the famous Englishman, W.G. Grace. Mock battles were also fought in which three of the team spear throwers would accurately hem in but miss three others standing nearly 90 yards (about 80 metres) distant. Dick-A-Dick could also parry cricket balls thrown from fifteen to twenty yards away with a narrow native shield. 

				A conscientious sergeant of police from Edenhope had warned before the team left Victoria that some of them had chest problems. Not long after the Lord’s game—during which Yellanach was again the star bowler, taking ten wickets in the MCC’s two innings, including those of an earl and a viscount—King Cole (Bripumyarrumin) died of tuberculosis at Guy’s Hospital in London and was buried at the Victoria Park cemetery. The impact of this on the other players is not recorded, but their fear of the naming of the dead, and of what damage a disgruntled spirit far from home might wreak, must have been intense. 

				After their ten games in the south of England, of which they won only one, they moved northwards, beginning to achieve success as they went, winning fourteen matches, losing an equal number and drawing nineteen. They were sensitive to racial slurs and Mullagh, after being insulted at York, played sullenly. When less discontented, he and Cuzens, together with their white captain, Lawrence, were the best bowlers and batsmen. Cuzens’ score of 87 at Norwich was typical of his skill. At Reading, Mullagh scored 94, in an age when centuries were rare. 

				The players returned home on two ships which left England in October. On their arrival in Australia in February 1869, they played one of their final matches against a combined team from the sailors of Prince Alfred’s HMS Galatea and the Victorian garrison. The prince, recuperating from being wounded by an Irishman in Sydney, himself attended. Even as they played that game, the Protection Board was in the midst of founding four reserves for Aborigines, including one named Flamlington near Warrnambool, which was meant to contain the Jardwadjali players and their clansfolk.

				Mullagh and Cuzens returned to their home country after playing for the Melbourne Cricket Club and tried not to be gathered into the reserve. Mullagh would play for Victoria in 1879 against Lord Harris’s touring English XI. He became a rabbit-trapper and died a respected man in 1891. Other Aborigines disliked the new reserves, and Hugh McLeod of Benayeo and A.A. Cowell of Brippick Station permitted groups to live on their properties and supplied them largely from their own pockets. The former members of the cricket team, Peter (Arrahmunyarrimun) and Tiger, lived on these stations. Dick-A-Dick, who also played professional cricket in Melbourne, eventually returned to Mount Elgin Station and worked as a drover. He would ultimately be awarded a ‘king-plate’—a gorget for wearing round the neck—which proclaimed him to be King Billy. (Kingship was of course a concept unfamiliar to Aboriginal culture.) He adopted the name Kennedy after the Edenhope police constable who had helped him since his boyhood. 

				OVERLAND TELEGRAPH

				The Northern Territory was the preserve of South Australia until 1910. In 1870 the South Australian government sent a party to the north coast by ship to select a port for a settlement. The port named Palmerston near Escape Cliffs was created with a small staff of administrators, six officials and thirty-eight men under the management of Dr J.S. Millner. A less-than-gifted South Australian official named Captain William Bloomfield Douglas soon took over as permanent Government Resident and hoped to become a local satrap in the manner of his grand relative, Sir James Brook, who had ruled as the white Rajah of Sarawak. By his lordly manner Bloomfield alienated all the Darwin officials he had to deal with, and by his financial incompetence lost favour in Adelaide. 

				The local Larakia tribe, who had encountered Europeans earlier through a party led by the South Australian surveyor George Goyder, looked upon the settlement with curiosity and were attracted and pacified by gifts of food and axes. Axes transformed a man from a warrior of stone to a warrior of iron, and as everywhere else created immediately a temporary elite of hatchet-men, at least until everyone acquired one. Flour was a deliverance from the time-devouring business of harvesting and pounding native grasses. It must have seemed a miraculous ‘convenience food’. It was the Woolna people further to the east who would prove, in European terms, intractable and ‘mischievous’. But for most of the perhaps 50 000 natives of the Territory, the European intrusion was for the moment too minuscule to make a dent in their lives. An overland telegraph would be the beginning of change, however.

				The small, vigorous, stubborn English astronomer and telegraphic expert Charles Todd had come to South Australia in 1855 to build the telegraph lines throughout that colony, having been nominated for the job by his superior, the astronomer royal, Sir George Airy. Even in the late 1850s, Todd, still in his early thirties, began to plan for a telegraph connection between South Australia and Melbourne and Sydney. Todd had also created a series of meteorological stations in South Australia, which began operating in the early 1860s. He made friends with the Victorian Superintendent of Electric Telegraphs, Samuel McGowan, and together they persuaded South Australia and Victoria to finance a line laid down under Morse’s system. The British themselves were recommending telegraph connection to Australia—it had already been established between England and India, and it could be extended south to Singapore and the Dutch East Indies. A sea cable could be laid around the east coast of Brisbane then, and thence a land line to Sydney. Todd, who showed great skill when it came to dealing with decision makers, assessed all these plans. But John McDouall Stuart’s crossing of the continent in 1862 made Todd think of a telegraph overland all the way from Adelaide to the northern coastline of Australia. 

				Early in 1870 the British Australian Telegraph Company, which was laying cable from its ships in the seas north of Australia, sought permission from the Premier of South Australia, Henry Bull Templar Strangways, to land the line at the barely peopled little port of Palmerston, and Strangways decided that an overland line should be built from Adelaide to meet it. For this task Todd—now Postmaster-General as well as Superintendent of Telegraphs—needed more survey time than the politics of the situation and the urgency of the British Australian Telegraph Company would permit him. He had to fall back on the maps and documents of Stuart’s expedition. 

				He divided the work of creating the line into three sections, the southern and northern being let out to contractors under the supervision of Todd’s overseers, and the central to be done by government labour under his direct management. The Aborigines through whose land the line passed looked at it with some interest but did not seem to see it as representing the same scale of intrusion new pastoral stations had. Occasionally they set fire to the poles, since they were good sources of fuel in a land of mere undergrowth, and the porcelain conductors looked fascinating. The repeater stations, placed every 180–300 miles (300–500 kilometres) to on-forward messages down the line, were now built with materials available in the region (often of stone) and staffed by telegraphists. The telegraph was completed in 1872 and for the first time created an expensive but as good as immediate communication with Europe.

				The repeater stations along the line began to change native life by serving as bases for gold prospectors and pastoralists—as was the case at Pine Creek, where a gold rush began almost simultaneously with the building of the Pine Creek repeater station. Other repeater stations to pass the communications of Australian businesses and governments northwards to the greater world were based at Tennant Creek and Alice Springs to the south, where further settlement gathered. 

				GOYDER AND ALL THAT

				To emphasise the matter of dryness and the limitations it placed on colonial expectations, in South Australia young surveyor George Goyder adjusted to what had been found, and what had not been, and in 1865 drew a line across the southern reaches of the colony, in substance following the 10 inch isohyets beyond which less than 25 centimetres of rain fell a year. North of the line was country where the droughts had already destroyed many prospective settlers and where no one could expect to grow cereals or pursue other agriculture. In the mid-1870s, when South Australia experienced higher than average rainfall, settlement extended over Goyder’s Line, and the South Australian government helped farmers to settle nearly as far north as Lake Eyre, the great salt lake many considered the abomination of desolation at Australia’s heart. Whenever the lake was flooded it fed rivers, including the Georgina, the Diamantina and the Cooper. But in bad times, the validity of Goyder’s Line became tragically apparent to all.

				It was thought that artesian water would be the answer to the Australian reality. Artesian wells, which had been first dug in Artois in northern France, tapped water lying beneath the earth, often between layers of impermeable rock. In 1879 Ralph Tate, professor of palaeontology from Adelaide University, travelled to Lake Eyre and found water gushing from hummocks. This was artesian water, closer to the surface here because this was the western outer rim of a huge saucer, the Great Artesian Basin, most of it lying beneath Queensland but also beneath parts of the Northern Territory, South Australia and New South Wales. The other side of the saucer on whose rim Tate stood lay on the western side of the Great Dividing Range in Queensland. The basin would prove to contain over 650 000 square miles (1.7 million square kilometres) of submerged water. So there might be no desolation at all—the much-needed living water ran beneath the rock!

				At this stage a pair of Vandemonian brothers, Charles and Suetonius Officer, were running cattle at Killara near Bourke, close to the centre of the Great Artesian Basin. When in 1878 their cattle trampled down a mound spring and reduced it to a morass, the manager David Brown used a mechanical rig to drill 1800-feet (550-metre) bores. One of them spouted up 13 000 gallons (58 000 litres) per day. Near another mound spring Brown sank a second bore and hit water at less than 20 feet (6 metres). 

				Stockmen on neighbouring country taken over by the technically minded cattle king Samuel McCaughey also struck water. In that same year, the Victorian government began to drill in the Western District. The news that there was artesian water beneath the ground provided the Australian pastoral and agricultural imagination with a subterranean Mississippi, a redemptive lake. God had veiled the true promise of Australia and destroyed the unwise, but now promise was revealed. In Queensland, in the drought of the early 1880s, the government began to build tanks and dams on the stock routes throughout the bush, with government engineers sinking wells in such places as Winton, a town that was barely self-sufficient in water. Simon Fraser, grandfather of the twentieth-century politician Malcolm Fraser, had been running cattle in Queensland since the 1860s and did not consider the conserving of water to be entirely the government’s responsibility. He had heard of artesian finds from his brother-in-law and he engaged a Canadian well borer named J.S. Loughead to drill on his company’s Thurulgoona Station, 50 kilometres from Cunnamulla. Loughead’s machinery could drill nearly 1600 metres into the earth. In the summer of 1886 he discovered a submerged reservoir of water at just under 520 metres and from it came 2.1 million litres per day. Loughead drilled similar deep bores at Barcaldine in January 1888 and at Blackall. Grazing could now be extended into country that had previously proved untenable, and squatters poured into the Artesian Basin country in Queensland, New South Wales and South Australia. By the early 1900s, when there were 1500 bores, some of the disadvantages became apparent. So much drilling released pressure in the hidden water and flows became more modest. 

				Though artesian water extended pastoral possibilities, and allowed cattle to degrade an even larger part of the surface of remoter Australia with their hard hoofs, it did not make the wilderness bloom and did not generate cities. Artesian water also meant that more Aborigines, accomplished in living in arid regions kept safe from intrusion by their very dryness, were now driven off land they had thought till now they securely possessed.

				THE ASIAN SOUTH AND NORTH 

				North or south, the Asian miner attracted rancour. One of the many grievances white miners had against the Chinese is that they did not participate in the struggle for miners’ rights. It was true that there had been no Chinese miners at Eureka, though the question arises as to whether they would have been welcomed into the rebel ranks. The first wide-spread outbreak against the Chinese had occurred in 1861 at Lambing Flat, the future town of Young, where 13 000 diggers had gathered. Two thousand Chinese joined the Europeans and were described by the Lambing Flat paper as a ‘swarm of Mongolian locusts’. After a large meeting at which there was a great deal of inflammatory rhetoric, the miners from Tipperary Gully marched into Lambing Flat, collecting men as they went, and then moved on towards Victoria Hill where the Chinese were working. The physical harm to the Chinese was not as extreme as the oratory which preceded the riot, but it did involve the riding down of Chinese and whipping them. Their tents were burned, however, and much of their gold, dredged by great labours, was plundered. 

				At Back Creek 500 more Chinese were attacked. The bank clerk Preshaw in Kiandra wrote of a white woman married to a Chinaman who was ‘maltreated by the mob’; her child narrowly escaped death when miners set fire to the infant’s cradle. According to the Sydney Morning Herald, some attackers cut off Chinese pigtails ‘with the scalp attached’.

				On 14 July 1861 a party of constables arrested three of the rioters, whereupon 3000 miners marched on the police camp with guns and sticks. One white miner was killed in the attack and others were wounded when a detachment of mounted troopers charged the mob with drawn swords, forcing them to flee, some of them bleeding from wounds to their faces and heads. The fury this created amongst the miners and the risk of retaliation drove the police and troopers to retreat to Yass to await reinforcements. Soldiers and artillery were sent from Sydney and, arriving on the goldfields, imposed a sullen order. Eleven miners were charged but acquitted by juries who favoured them. The Chinese of the area hid or left for other goldfields, or in many cases took up other occupations, as reapers, shearers, carters of wood and water, tailors, carpenters or hawkers of fish, vegetables and fancy items. 

				The Yass Chinese merchant Lowe Kong Meng wrote, ‘If such a thing had happened in China—if a number of English miners had been subjected to such cruel and wanton outrage—every newspaper in Great Britain would have been aflame with indignation.’ The reaction in New South Wales was, however, the passing of the Chinese Immigration Restriction Act of November 1861, which imposed a Chinese residency tax similar to one already in place in Victoria.

				Northern Australia was considered an unfit territory for European women, a zone of degeneracy and fever. Metropolitan Australia accepted that but it also harboured a considerable anxiety about what was happening up there and the dangers of tropical Australia becoming ‘Mongrelia’ and ‘Piebald Australia’. On the Great Chain, the external racial challenge was still, above all, the Chinese. The Chinese had arrived in small numbers in Queensland by 1860, at gold diggings at Gympie but further north as well, at Cape River, Crocodile Creek and the Gilbert River. Although by 1870 there were only 2000 Chinese, the Palmer River goldfield near Cooktown would attract 1000 a week during April 1874 and there were 18 000 miners from southern China on the Palmer goldfield alone by the middle of 1877. An anonymous poet in Queensland Punch expressed the standard hostility.

				Though we annoy them as much as we dare

				Fair play or foul, they are more than a match for us...

				They’ll be our bosses and we’ll grow their cabbages

				If they go on the way they’ve begun.

				In 1874, the South Australian government had entered a contract with the Netherlands India Steam Navigation Company to include Adelaide in their route to China and back a stop in Port Darwin. This created further editorialising and concern. The Cooktown Courier declared, ‘In a very short time the Great Wall of China will encircle the Palmer, and the “outer barbarian”, the unfortunate digger, will have to look for fresh fields.’ 

				An editorial in Northern Miner on 26 May 1877 pushed the would-be scientific line. ‘Kanakas [indentured Melanesian labourers] and Chinese are distinct types of the genus Homo—some would go so far as to deny that they belong to the human family at all. There is no affinity between them and men of the Caucasian race, and miscegenation of races so physically antagonistic must inevitably degrade the higher race.’

				The Ingham Hospital publicly declared that it excluded from its admittance lists:

				An African because he is black;

				A Malay because he is Asiatic;

				A Native of New Caledonia because he is a South Sea Islander.

				The Chinese were in Cairns from 1877 when the town started, having moved there from the Palmer River goldfields up the coast. In the hinterland they made up almost half the population in tropical North Queensland. Many of them worked under contract to clear the tropical rainforest on blocks selected by Europeans under the Queensland Land Acts of 1876 and 1884, acts which excluded the Chinese themselves from land ownership. Chinese workers cleared land energetically by a method called ‘scarfing’, setting up a domino effect in the trees. Once the clearance work was done, they often hired land back and grew plantations of bananas. The Hop Wah plantation was established outside Cairns in 1879 by a syndicate of 100 Chinese. These growers shipped the bananas down to the coast on sampans and then transferred them to junks, which took them into Cairns. About fifteen junks operated in the area of Trinity Bay north of Cairns, where rivers such as the Barron, flowing down from the Atherton Tablelands, entered the sea. The junks themselves were made from cedar logs felled in the rainforest by full-time Chinese boat builders. 

				The relationship of the Chinese and the Aborigines, involving Aborigines working for Chinese enterprises, led to sexual contact between the Chinese men and Aboriginal women, sometimes resulting in marriage. The Chinese were accused not only of sexual predatoriness but also of providing opium to the European and Aboriginal communities. In a region where opium moved freely from China to Australia, white employers also gave opium to their black workers. 

				There were a number of Chinese merchants in Cairns by 1890—a hat maker, a jeweller, a watchmaker. The Chinese lived in their own Chinatown around present-day Grafton Street, and if they fell ill were treated in an aliens’ ward in the hospitals. The Chinese contributed to local charities and institutions in towns like Innisfail and Cairns. Though there was a ban on Chinese travelling first class on coastal steamers, the rule was ignored for the more prosperous Chinese. Wealthier Chinese merchants invited Europeans they knew—generally lawyers, bankers, the local newspaper editor, the inspector of Polynesians and so on—to Chinese New Year banquets. A dinner given by Willie Ming and Ah Young in 1897 was attended by all the white worthies of Cairns.

				Stories of similar successes abound. Leon Chong was the leading Chinese citizen in Cairns in the 1890s. He was the manager of the Hop Wah plantation and then founded a citrus growing enterprise. Tam Sie was another prodigiously enterprising merchant. The news of Queensland gold reached his village in southern China magnified by its passage over the wires and from mouth to mouth. He came to the Palmer River goldfields in 1876. After a brief time he took a voyage on a junk to New Guinea to collect the shellfish named trepang or bêche-de-mer, a prized Asian delicacy and aphrodisiac. He returned to Cooktown and sold the bêche-de-mer for an excellent return. Sick from some tropical fever, he was lucky to miss out on the junk’s next journey, for most of the crew were killed by Papuan villagers. He was involved in various enterprises in the chief gold towns of the interior and in the coastal sugar towns. Colonial Sugar Refinery contracted him to clear land for them and he employed 500 men to do it. In December 1887 he left for China, taking some of his profits but leaving behind £4000 worth of property. Back in his home village, Tam Sie found that ‘the lure of Queensland’ took him again, and he returned and even grew rice in the Daintree Forest. He entered into partnership with Sun Kwong Key, the chief banana-exporting company, formed a partnership with Innisfail merchants, and then began his own banana-shipping company. He bought real estate in Cairns and experimented with the growing of rubber and cotton in the hinterland. 

				To the white community, however, the chief threat remained not only to prosperity or wages but to racial purity. If Europeans were the highest form of humanity, any dilution of whiteness was a violation. William Lane, the great Labor leader and editor of Brisbane’s Boomerang, declared in 1888 that he would rather see his daughter ‘dead in her coffin than kissing a black man on the mouth or nursing a little coffee-coloured brat that she was mother to’.

				Travelling from Innisfail to Cairns, a Bulletin commentator who described himself as ‘Bluey’ declared he was forced to journey with two ‘Chows’, a Japanese and six Kanakas. He was horrified to find the port at Cairns full of Chinese sampans selling fruit to the people on the steamer. Cairns was in fact considered a disgraceful town, where white men ate with Chinese, slept with Japanese prostitutes who had been recruited from Nagasaki, and let themselves be outwitted by the Asians. As late as 1941, forty years into the white Commonwealth, the Queensland census showed that 40 per cent of Cairns and nearby Cardwell were still Chinese, Japanese, Manilamen (Filipinos), Sri Lankans and Kanakas.

				THE ENNOBLING LAND

				To Australians ‘the land’ bespoke sturdiness and fulfilment and a form of holiness. Immigrants from land-starved northern Europe, particularly peasants and working-class people, were infatuated with the promise of land. While industry debased the soul and injured the body, the land would exalt the soul and invigorate the body. Yet though the fable-making of Australia was so preoccupied with ‘the man on the land’ and his family, by 1891 more than half of Australia’s people were living in the cities. This remained the unarguable truth of Australia despite the intent of the Eureka rebels and progressive law makers in the nineteenth century to ‘unlock the land’. 

				In Victoria, after the fall of the pro-squatter Nicholson government in 1861, a group of reformers led by Richard Heales (a temperance leader slowly dying of tuberculosis) and John Henry Brooke (another Englishman, who was popular for granting annual occupation licences to selectors) won twenty-two of the twenty-seven goldfield seats and were able to form a government. In this government Charles Gavan Duffy, the former Irish rebel so often charged with sedition and tried for it in his own country, but now an urbane member of the Victorian Legislative Assembly, framed a Land Act which became law in 1862. City workers, former miners, shearers and landless labourers could select a minimum 40 acres (just over 16 hectares) of land that was not designated as gold-bearing or did not have stands of red gums. They were required to occupy such land, live on it, put at least 10 per cent of it under crop and build improvements equivalent to £1 ($2) per acre. The annual lease payments were high enough to allow the land to be handed over by the Crown to the selector outright at the end of eight years.

				Throughout the bush in New South Wales and Victoria people crowded into the land offices set up by the colonial governments in all the major centres—in Yass in New South Wales, in Hamilton in the Western District. Here the former Scots crofter or factory labourer, the Irish bounty emigrant in whom the appalling land system of his country had induced a ferocious thirst for land, and the English from the Midlands and north and poorer parts of London crowded in, acquiring maps, hungrily eyeing them, getting on horseback to inspect the available lots. How bright futures must have looked then, in the early 1860s, with the land laws passed, and men possessing the franchise. And the residency requirement would surely prevent the squatters from using proxies or dummies. Duffy, always a city dweller himself, whether editing the rebellious Nation newspaper in Dublin or shining as an urbane Melburnian, hoped to open up 4 million acres (1.6 million hectares) in the first three months. Ireland could not be reformed. Victoria seemed gloriously reformable.

				Most land acts passed in other colonies partook of similar clauses, and were motivated by the same intent as Duffy’s. Under later acts, for example, selectors were able to claim land that had not yet been surveyed and thus was not in the squatters’ sights, and call for it to be surveyed after they had taken it up. But successive land acts in all the colonies were never able fully to thwart the squatters or, above all, help selectors come to terms with the fierce demands of the selected land. Steele Rudd, selector’s son, would give the reader an idea of how hard it was even to clear land in his Dad and Dave stories set on a selection on the Darling Downs in Queensland. When north-east Victoria (or Kelly Country, as it would become) was opened up for selection, three squatting partnerships or families increased their holdings by a total of 210 000 acres through using proxies and moving quickly to claim the best ‘unlocked’ land. In their minds, they had been the first there, had borne the dangers and discomforts, so why not tie up what interlopers would otherwise take?

				Sir Charles Wentworth Dilke, a future British radical politician and visitor to Australia, would write, ‘The squatter is the nabob of Melbourne and Sydney, the inexhaustible mine of wealth. He patronises balls, promenade concerts, flower shows, he is the mainstay of the great clubs, the joy of the shopkeepers, the good angel of the hotels; without him the opera could not be kept up, and the Jockey Club would die a natural death.’ Dilke found that squatters were quite willing to read about democracy as long as it happened elsewhere. ‘Democracy, like Mormonism, would be nothing if found among Frenchman, or people with black faces, but it is at first sight very terrible when it smiles on you from between a pair of rosy Yorkshire cheeks.’

				Duffy’s successor, the Melbourne solicitor James Grant, had the same experience as Duffy and his good intentions were also frustrated. He guided a law through both houses which gave him administrative power to cancel any suspect selection. Generally amiable, Grant had a weakness for drink that drove him to heights of reckless passion, and perhaps drink as well as conviction had a hand in a speech he gave at Camperdown, Victoria in 1865. As reported by a journalist, he declared ‘that he carried a guillotine in his heart—and swore by his Maker that he would cut off the heads of the squatters rather than that they should have the land’.

				Jack Robertson, the New South Wales Minister for Lands, was himself a considerable landowner. A large earthy Scot, this aficionado of the profane joke, who was described as drinking, swearing and dressing like a man from the bush, was the leader in the fight for Free Selection in New South Wales. As a tall, red-haired young man he had been an explorer of the Namoi and Darling rivers, and set up as a squatter on the Namoi. Unlike many of his brethren, he realised that the land he leased belonged to the Crown and thus to the community. 

				In March 1860, all the candidates who openly opposed land reform were defeated in a colonial election and Robertson came to the premiership. This election was considered the end of the old colonial order of things, when former colonial officials and their friends, such as Edward Deas Thomson, Colonial Secretary from the old quasi-autocratic days, and Stuart Donaldson, squatter and friend of squatters, dominated Parliament. Robertson was in his own way an enlightened conservative, however, like so many progressives in the nineteenth century. He believed that if miners in particular did not get land, they ‘might become dangerous to the public’s safety’.

				Robertson would deliberately retire from the premiership in 1861 so that he could further concentrate on getting his land bills through the House. When he could not persuade the Legislative Council to pass them, he resigned from the Assembly so that he could be appointed to the Council and argue the bills through, and persuaded the governor, Sir John Young, to appoint like-minded people to the Council or else his cabinet, still in place, would have to resign. When it seemed that Sir John Young might appoint wild radicals to the Council, nineteen conservatives furiously resigned, and left the Council without a quorum. But the new members were appointed, and the land bills were passed and came into operation in October that year. 

				Very few of Jack Robertson’s supporters understood the complexity of what was going to happen as a result of the bills, which allowed that unsurveyed land could now be selected and bought freehold in 320-acre (130-hectare) lots at £1 per acre on a deposit of 5 shillings per acre, that is, for £80, the balance to be paid within three years on the basis of an interest-free loan of three-quarters of the price. Again, those who acquired the land had to take up residence on it. 

				*

				Queensland introduced selection to pay for the railways it had to build. In this state, too, the normal pieties about the holiness of the land were uttered. The Brisbane Courier of 23 March 1872 believed that farmers ‘lived nearer God’, and the Anglican Archbishop of Brisbane said that a man with a few acres was less likely to turn into a socialist. The best land for selection was on the Darling Downs, where conditions seemed better than in most of that either too-dry or too-tropical colony. The Selection Acts produced a great number of selector families in the region.

				The importance of land in the mind of South Australians had the added sanctity of having the old Edward Gibbon Wakefield vision of land settled by godly yeoman added in. In South Australia there had always been a concern in the city that pastoralism would prevent the growing of enough food. But through selection, South Australia became in fact an exporter of wheat to South Africa and England, as well as to other Australian colonies. Henry Strangway was a Somerset man who as a boy had visited an uncle in South Australia and then, having been admitted to the Bar at the Middle Temple in London in 1856, returned to Adelaide in early 1857. His legislation, which was passed in January 1869, provided for the creation of agricultural areas and of purchases on credit of up to 640 acres (259 hectares) with a deposit of 25 per cent and with four years to pay. He was applauded in his colony as the ‘St George of Land Reformers’, and selectors took up blocks, particularly along the Murray River. 

				Subsequent history tells how resistant to Strangway’s idea South Australia’s rainfall and topography were. Into the 1880s, the movement would be further influenced by Wesleyan temperance progressive George Witherage Cotton of the Legislative Council, and by his book Small Holdings: The Mainstay of Individuals and Nations. Witherage believed there were still not enough South Australians on the land. He founded a Homestead League which bought up blocks for occupation by settlers. He was backed up by favourable legislation to make it all more possible, but by 1896 only 4 per cent of the state’s population, about 13 000 people, were ‘block holders’, that is, people who had received the Homestead League’s loans to start small farms. 

				ON OUR SELECTION

				Henry Lawson, a selector’s son from Eurunderee in the Central Ranges of New South Wales, knew something of the reality of selecting, the husband often having to go away droving to supplement income. He wrote of a ‘Land where gaunt and haggard women live alone and work like men/Till their husbands gone a-droving will return to them again’.

				Another who knew of that reality was the Queenslander Steele Rudd. His true name was Arthur Hoey Davis, his father a Welsh blacksmith and his mother, Mary Green, one of the Irish orphan girls shipped to Australia in the late 1840s from the workhouses of famine-stricken Ireland, in her case from the Tuam workhouse in Galway. Arthur—or Steele Rudd, as he is known to history—was born in 1868 in Stanthorpe, where his father mined for tin. Under the Land Settlement Act the Davises took up a selection of 160 acres north of Toowoomba in country heavily covered by timber. The setting-out of the family for their selection must have been a thousand if not ten thousand times repeated in Australia. ‘We came from Stanthorpe on Jerome’s dray—eight of us, and all the things—beds, tubs, a bucket, the two old cedar chairs with the pine bottoms and backs that Dad put in them, some pint pots.’ The house they built was ‘slabbed’, with a shingled roof, and was divided into two rooms. ‘The floor was earth, but Dad had a mixture of sand and fresh cow dung with which he used to keep it level. About once every month he would put it on; and everyone had to keep outside that day till it was dry...[The] slabs were not very close together, we could easily see through them anybody coming on horseback.’

				The requirement for secure title to the farm involved improving the land, and thus felling the box and ironbark trees which rose all around the hut. This timber was the reason the land had not been selected earlier. The first objective was to clear some 4 acres and put in corn, but this turned into fierce labour and the trees, once felled, ‘lost all their poetry’. When the character Dave (often depicted as a buffoon in standard Australian jokes but taken seriously enough in Rudd’s work) asked his father why they ‘didn’t take up a place on the plain, where there were no trees to grub and plenty of water, Dad would cough as if something was sticking in his throat, and then curse terribly about the squatters and political jobbery’. 

				In the world according to Rudd, the women laboured like drudges and were afflicted by loneliness, want and fear of losing the place. Concern about money was constant. ‘I can remember how Mother, when she was alone, used to sit on a log, where the lane is now, and cry for hours.’ If Rudd is writing about his own mother—and why would he not?—he is not depicting some pampered woman, but a woman who had known since childhood nothing but a succession of harshness. Yet selection was nearly too much for her.

				Children laboured at blistering work, such as shelling corn. Dad went to the produce merchant to sell it and found the lot, after his bill for food and stores was deducted, was worth £3. ‘Dad went home and sat on the block and got depressed. Ultimately he showed the invoice to Mum and she did the same.’ So kangaroo stew became the staple. Dad was reduced to roasting a slice of bread on the fire till it was like a coal, then pouring boiling water over it and letting it draw. ‘That served as coffee for a time.’ At the right time Dan, an older son, turned up with money earned in shearing. Child labour on and outside the farm was so desperately needed by the family that it was remarkable if a child could be spared many years for education. Rudd attended Emu Creek school and, because he was a clever boy, was able to stay till he was twelve.

				In Rudd’s world, the real world of the Queensland selection, Rudd’s family were, like their class, an enduring people. But frequently endurance was not enough. Australia ate people like the Rudds alive. ‘You’ll ride all over it filled with the proud spirit of ownership,’ wrote Rudd, ‘...even the wild flowers and darn stones’ll be yours! How you’ll admire it all!’ But possession of it hung by a thread.

				NORTHERN TERRITORY PASTORALE

				Patterns of settlement in Northern Australia were unique. Wentworth D’Arcy Uhr had never been a lover of the Aborigine, and an uncle of his had been murdered by natives a year after his birth. While overlanding cattle and horses to meat-hungry and horse-needy Palmerston from Rockhampton in 1872, Uhr and his companions had three clashes with natives, the first near the Territory border west of Bourketown. The next tribe encountered to the west, the Garrwa, were more amenable to the passage of the cattle and horses through their country and did not have to confront the Snider and Westley Richards guns of the party. Passing west into the country of a different tribe, the Yanyuwa, the party kidnapped a black child they named Pilot. This was a common means of recruiting a pliable guide. Further on, the party saw their leading cattle begin to stampede back on them, and on galloping to the front they were attacked with a shower of spears. They retaliated with brisk fire, but even then the natives were not easily persuaded to retire. 

				Led by Pilot, the party crossed the McArthur River. Here they released the little boy and left him in negotiations with the tribe in whose country he had been dumped, the Wilangarra, who would later become extinct. At Limmen Bight, in the western corner of the Gulf of Carpentaria, the overlanders ran into 130 blacks dressed as if for a ceremonial occasion ‘with feathers and down of all kinds of birds tufted on their breasts and all over their bodies’, and believed as many settlers did that feathers bespoke hostile intentions. This was a fatal misconception, for the arduously collected feathers were always used for ceremonial purposes. Uhr arranged his companions in pairs, telling each of them to shoot in sequence at his command, so that there were always two rifles ready to fire at any time. The overlanders fired their weapons, which the people of the area were unlikely ever to have seen before. Uhr and the others were surprised that the natives went on throwing spears and boomerangs for a full half-hour despite their brethren ‘who writhed or lay forever motionless among them’. Eventually the Aborigines retreated a short distance and turned the points of their spears downwards, surrendering. To deal with the wounds, some of them tore bark from ti-trees for bandages, while others used fragments of broken spear, retrieved from the fire, for splints for shattered limbs.

				One of the party, Cox, now rode ahead, and would reach the Overland Telegraph depot near the junction of Hodgson and Roper rivers, near Miniyeri, on 17 August, five days before the telegraph wires from Palmerston (later to become Darwin) to Port Augusta were finally joined up to transform communication between Australia and the world. Uhr’s cattle—not many of the horses survived—were sold along the way at the new goldfield near Pine Creek telegraph station, a field to which some prospectors had walked from Charters Towers. After all that damper, the miners were hungry for beef. With what was left of the mob, the first overlanders from Queensland turned north to Palmerston, which was in similar need.

				The first permanent pastoralist settlement in Central Australia was not founded until 1876, when Owen Springs and Undoolya south-west of Palmerston were taken up by Irish-born Ned Bagot, who had copper-mining and pastoral interests near Kapunda in South Australia, and who was the contractor who had built the southern section of the Overland Telegraph from Port Augusta to just north of Lake Eyre. In 1877 Glen Helen, named for the niece of the pastoralist Alexander Grant, west of Alice Springs, and Henbury, south of the telegraph station at the Springs, were established. By 1884 there were thirty-two stations in the Territory, although most of them were in the north. 

				The sturdy Tiwi people of Melville and Bathurst islands resisted every attempt to turn their country into cattle stations. Any whites landing on the islands were prevented from going inland by tall, well-built angry natives. In 1895 Joe and Henry Cooper established a buffalo-hunting camp on Melville Island but Harry was killed by the Tiwi two years later, and Joe was forced to escape to the mainland, taking with him two kidnapped Tiwi women. Five years later he went back to the islands with a group of the warlike Iwaidja people from the Cobourg Peninsula east of Palmerston and set up a permanent camp. He remained the only European resident until the remarkable Father Francis Xavier Gsell set up a mission on nearby Bathurst Island in 1911. 

				John MacCartney, another of those thrustful Irish-born Protestants, who would own twenty-five stations in Queensland, set up Florida Station in 1892 on the Goyder River in Eastern Arnhem Land under the management of Wentworth D’Arcy Uhr. Not only did the tropical climate prove testing for livestock but Uhr, a tough overlander who strong-armed the local tribes, was forced out by Aboriginal attacks within a year. He wisely took up a hotel at Yam Creek and made a living out of, amongst others, thirsty gold-seekers. Indeed Arnhem Land would prove so unsuitable to the purposes of settlers that it was ultimately returned, freehold, to Aboriginal ownership.

				KANAKA DAWN

				For sixty years the native races of Polynesia and Melanesia were kidnapped from their homes and then enslaved, murdered, or simply left to their own devices on the edge of the towns and settlements of Australia. There were two periods of Kanaka ‘immigration’, of plantation labour that cost about sixpence per head per day. The first Kanakas were brought to Australia from 1847 onwards by the New South Wales pastoralist and trader Benjamin Boyd—not without peril, since his first recruiting vessel, the British Sovereign, was wrecked and the crew killed by native Melanesians and devoured. Boyd offered the recruited islanders supposed contracts, signed indecipherably by them. Their pay was to be 26 shillings a year plus food and clothing. Boyd kept three of them in Sydney as a walking advertisement which might attract orders from other grandees. 

				But their work as shepherds in the bush was not successful. They became targets for Aborigines, and if they wandered onto other stations they were driven away and persecuted by white agricultural labourers, who did not want their wages undermined. Many of Boyd’s Kanakas absconded anyhow; some even reached Melbourne, others Sydney, where they squatted on the pavement outside Boyd’s metropolitan offices and were a negative presence. Ultimately he had to return them home at his own expense. When they got back to the New Hebrides, the Kanakas discovered that during their absence their wives had been put to death according to custom because they had been presumed dead. 

				Financially overstretched, Boyd’s companies ultimately failed in 1849, after something like an insurance scandal involving damage to his ship the Seahorse and the failure of Boyd’s Royal Bank. On an expedition to Guadalcanal, he went ashore alone, at his own insistence, and vanished. No trace of him was ever found. 

				Kanakas (the word means ‘human being’ in Polynesian language) became fashionable again in the 1860s, when northern Queensland was subject to energetic settlement. Entrepreneurs began to look again to the New Hebrides as a possible source of labour. A lugger, Don Juan, arrived in Brisbane in August 1863 with a cargo of sixty-seven Kanakas ordered by Robert Towns, a robust Geordie who had married the half-sister of William Charles Wentworth and who had interests in banking, land and trade. He was exactly the sort of man who was now expanding his interests into both the Darling Downs and those northern regions of Queensland already named to honour the martyred explorer Edmund Kennedy.

				In the small city of Brisbane, there was much press and public condemnation of Don Juan and Towns. In North America, Gettysburg had been fought in the name of the liberation of black races, and there were clergy and professionals in Brisbane who knew that, and were appalled that Towns was making an opening bid on a new form of slavery. An uneasy Queensland Legislative Assembly ordered Towns to submit to them the written instructions dated 29 July 1863 he had given his ‘blackbirding’ captains, Grueber and Ross Lewin. 

				These letters of course emphasised the care the captains and supercargoes (managers of the shipped labourers) were to take to allow the native to make an informed choice, and on general welfare of those shipped. But Ross Lewin was a sadist who had been cashiered from the Royal Navy after the first China war, had worked as a ‘slave driver’ in the sandalwood trade for Towns, and was troubled by the concept of kindness for South Pacific Islanders. The reality was that only a few of those who sickened on board were returned home, as promised, within the stated period, and the healthy were kept in Queensland for three years or longer. Towns had asked Grueber to make friends of any missionaries he met and to use them to help recruitment. Not quite disarmingly, Towns’ circular to be issued to the missionaries read, ‘I, with my cotton emigration...will do more towards civilising the natives in one year than you can possibly in ten.’

				Towns’ ships the Uncle Tom and the Black Dog could carry more than 100 Kanakas and the Spec sixty-three. When the Kanakas arrived, Towns sold their labour to other planters but maintained 300 himself on his own cotton plantation on the Darling Downs. Towns ran a nineteenth-century version of a Potemkin village, Townsvale, 40 miles (60 kilometres) from Brisbane, and used it as a model farm for exhibition to the governor, Sir George Bowen, and other influential colonials. After a visit in which Bowen saw well-clothed and well-fed Kanakas attending to duties that did not demand severe labour, Sir George congratulated Towns on a ‘splendid example of colonial enterprise’. But not all was splendid. 

				Ross Lewin was charged at Brisbane Police Court in 1867 with the rape of a girl whom he had dragged aboard his boat at Tanna in the New Hebrides, but there were no white witnesses and the magistrate refused to commit Lewin for trial. When Towns dismissed Lewin in any case, Lewin set up in business for himself and said he would be happy to receive orders for the importation of South Sea natives at £7 a head. 

				Meanwhile, sugar plantations were proliferating in north Queensland and sought Kanaka labour as well. Captain James Louis Hope, like Towns a member of the Legislative Council of the colony, had been experimenting with the growing of sugar on his property at Cleveland, south of Brisbane, and built a sugar mill in 1864, buying up the labour of fifty-four Kanakas from Towns’ schooner Uncle Tom. It was Hope who showed how efficiently Kanakas could be made to work on sugar plantations. Shortly after, Hope entered directly into the Kanaka trade himself. He took some of his expired three-year men to Brisbane, where they spent their entire wages on such goods as Jew’s harps, grindstones, beads, gunpowder and silk umbrellas to take home. He then purchased a 130-ton schooner and took the men to Tanna. There they showed the goods they had brought back and explained that these could be earned by ‘39 moons’ service in Queensland.

				Some masters were conscientious in their treatment of islanders, others behaved more questionably. But the evil was that a plantation aristocracy was emerging. Sometimes wooden buildings were provided for the incoming labourers, sometimes the Kanakas were allowed to build their own conical grass or cane huts on the edge of the plantation. In all cases, sanitation and water supply were poor and disease common. Anthony Trollope, who visited Queensland in 1871, wrote that the Kanakas were ‘badly fed, and worse cared for. They received nominally ten shillings a month. I say, nominally, because instead of actually getting it, they get a small allowance of tobacco...and a supply of clothing which they would rather be without.’ He observed that their diet consisted chiefly of pumpkins, damaged corn and corncobs, ‘and when a bullock was killed they got the head, entrails and other reject parts’. 

				Nineteen natives employed by George Raff MLA absconded from his plantation early in 1868, complaining they had not been given sufficient food during their twelve-month service. They also alleged ill treatment by George Raff’s son, Robert. The party, including a woman, made their way to the Brisbane Immigration Depot and asked to be returned home. Instead, they were brought before the Brisbane Police Court. No interpreter was available. The magistrates ordered the men to return to the plantation. They refused to go, and so were again brought before the magistrates and had their agreements cancelled with the loss of twelve months’ wages. 

				Later in the same year twenty-three Kanakas employed by the Maryborough Sugar Company went on strike, claiming they had been promised a passage home within twelve months. The company relied on the alleged existence of three-year contracts. The men, who had been subsisting on the edge of town by eating grass, were arrested and sentenced by Maryborough justices to seven days’ imprisonment. 

				In at least one case Kanakas supplemented their diet with cannibalism. Charles Eden, a planter—of whose book, My Wife and I in Queensland, an English critic declared it was ‘enough to warn honest men away from Queensland for some time to come’, and who would be accused of libelling Queensland society—employed twenty natives from Tanna and Lava. The Tanna men ate several Aborigines. They also adopted a young boy of the Lava tribe, and one day Eden and his wife were invited to attend a ceremonial feast at which the boy was to be cooked and served up. The Edens adopted the boy instead. 

				The next legislative councillor to apply himself to the Kanaka trade was Captain Claudius Whish, formerly an officer in the British army serving in Persia, who planted sugarcane on the Caboolture River north of Brisbane in the mid-1860s. While still a member of the Legislative Council, Whish formed the Sugar Planters’ Association, which possessed powerful magic in its relations with government. A premier of Queensland, Sir Robert Ramsay Mackenzie—son of a baronet, conservative politician and friend of squatters, as well as an auctioneer and stock and station agent and commission broker in Brisbane—joined a ring of cabinet ministers and members of the Legislative Assembly and Council who chartered the 240-ton King Oscar. Mackenzie was exactly the sort of man for whom Queensland was a good place to make money and exercise power but not to settle for good. He had every intention of going back to Scotland rich. The consortium advertised: 

				South Sea islanders: The King Oscar has arrived, and will be again despatched to the islands without delay. Parties wishing to engage South Sea islanders for employment on stations, plantations, & C, are requested to apply immediately to the agents, FENWICK AND CO. 

				The group employed Ross Lewin as its recruiting agent. Lewin sailed to the New Hebrides on the King Oscar, shot some Islanders who resisted recruitment, burned villages, collected a cargo and sailed back to Queensland, where the Kanakas’ services were sold for £9 per head. Thus he and others earned nearly £2500 for a fortnight’s work. Missionaries in the islands began sending outraged reports to the Anti-Slavery Society in London. 

				In the end some 67 000 Kanakas would be recruited over nearly forty years. Some of them came on the collier Syren. After her captain had unloaded his load of Australian coal at New Caledonia in 1867, he called all hands together and announced that he intended to fill up with a cargo of Kanakas for the return journey. His men invited natives aboard, cut their canoes adrift and then set sail—the Kanakas being now locked up in the hold amidst coal dust-coated walls. Their wives swum after the ship for more than three miles, ‘crying loudly for the restoration of their kidnapped husbands’. At a nearby island, natives were invited aboard and their canoes then sunk by gunfire. Of the 110 natives conscripted by the Syren, twenty-one died of dysentery before the ship reached Queensland. Earlier in the same year, one of Robert Towns’ ships, the Curlew, had been attacked and destroyed by natives in the New Hebrides. Three of the crew were killed, in part because the islanders knew Towns had failed to repatriate natives within the three years he had earlier promised.

				The Royal Navy was now ordered to deal with the kidnapping and murder of natives. The Admiralty, however, doubted the Royal Navy could end the practice, since it felt it could not interfere with Queensland legislation in the matter, and only one warship could be devoted to the policing action. Captain George Palmer of HMS Rosario would write an outraged account, Kidnapping in the South Seas, of his patrols in the region. 

				In March 1869 the Rosario, at the orders of Commodore Lambert of the Australia Station of the Royal Navy, made inquiries throughout the South Seas of the kidnapping of natives by vessels flying the British flag. His first stop was New Caledonia. Here he found that French vessels were also kidnapping natives from the New Hebrides or the Gilbert group of islands for work in the colony. The French offered Captain Lambert little aid. They took some vengeance for Australian intrusions by implying that the London Missionary Society was involved in recruiting. ‘The truth’, wrote Palmer, ‘is that the French Government had got the opportunity of returning us tit for tat. We expostulated with them...a few years ago, and now they return the compliment, and accuse us [the Society] of kidnapping, and we can do nothing but point to the Queensland Labour Act—that very interesting document’. Indeed it was interesting enough to hamstring Palmer and make his work impossible.

				The French administration of New Caledonia imposed stringent regulations which did not exist in the case of Queensland. For example, French government agents travelled on board and no natives were, at least according to the rules, to be taken away from their homes except of their free will. On their arrival in Noumea they were inspected by a number of government officials whose job it was to ascertain if the natives were there by their own choice, whether they were in good health and whether they understood the contract read out to them. In Queensland none of these measures were taken. 

				Palmer found that in the recent past no less than thirteen Australian vessels had been engaged in illegally taking natives from Lifou and Maré in the Loyalty Islands, French-controlled islands north of New Caledonia, and nearly all these vessels were from Sydney though they delivered their cargo of islanders to Queensland. Their documents, when inspected, declared they were picking up cargoes of bêche-de-mer and coconut oil.

				A native who Captain George Palmer respected on Tanna in the New Hebrides was the orator Yaufangan, also called the Washerwoman because he organised the washing of the laundry of the officers of various visiting British ships. He told Captain Palmer that he himself had helped procure twenty-four Tanna men for a ship named the Young Australia, and they had all agreed to go for one yam season—that is, for one year. Palmer asked him had he ever seen violence done to Tanna people and Yaufangan readily answered yes, he had seen men dragged from the shore, he had seen men hauled up on ships by the hair of their heads, and forced along by musket. He had seen girls kidnapped to be sold in Australia, generally to Kanaka men who wanted wives. During Palmer’s conversation with the orator, a man came up and complained that his son had been engaged for one year but had never come home. The more Captain Palmer investigated, the more appalling the news was. 

				The next island the Rosario touched at was Erromango, north of Tanna. Long before blackbirding, the recruitment of natives, by force or inducement, for indentured labour in Australia, it had been the scene of many depredations by sandalwood traders, and its natives had struck back with intermittent murder. It was here a chief told Palmer of the kidnap more recently of ten natives, who were lured aboard a ship with a promise of tobacco. Another ship took five. One captain got nine Erromangans aboard by telling them he could supply them with pigs for a coming feast. And so it went, a regular attrition of small numbers of men. Palmer discovered that not a single native that had been taken from Erromango had ever come back.

				Captain Palmer came to despair of Queensland legislators and officials. Many others in Brisbane and other cities were similarly outraged. The Sydney Empire wrote, ‘The more inquiry into the Polynesian Labour question is prosecuted, the clearer it becomes that nothing less than a species of slavery is intended to be perpetrated by the planters of Queensland.’ The Governor of Queensland, Sir George Bowen, son of a Donegal rector and described as ‘a good trumpeter’ for Queensland, was told by the Colonial Office that the traffic in islanders was one ‘in respect of which...you are under the most serious responsibility’. 

				The Queensland government was thus forced in 1869 to appoint a Select Committee to inquire into the operations of the Polynesian Labour Act. Six of the seven members appointed either favoured the indenture system or used Kanaka labour themselves. The Methodist preacher William Brookes told the select committee that ‘husbands were separated from wives, thousands of children left without their natural protectors, homes desolated, villages ransacked and burned, drunkenness, fraud, and every dishonest artifice employed in order to procure these men who were to add so immensely to our comfort’. The witnesses summoned consisted mainly of planters and government officials, though Robert Short, the Queensland correspondent of the Anti-Slavery Society, was also summoned; his evidence would prove so damning that it was not included in the printed document sent to London. 

				The committee reported there was no evidence of kidnapping, no abuses during voyages and no complaints received about conditions on the plantations. The members of the committee further ruled the reports of brutality were entirely due to the behaviour of slavers from Noumea and Fiji. Queensland recruiting vessels were ‘in nearly all cases humane and kind’. The implication that this was slavery was denied, Captain Palmer lamented, ‘and even sleek oily men in sable broadcloth are found to stand forth in defence of the man-stealers’. He quoted an unnamed ‘late Governor of Queensland’, almost certainly Sir George Bowen, as saying that many of the indentured Kanakas serving in the colony had returned to Queensland after revisiting their homes. But much evil had been done, and would now continue to be done, said Palmer, under the Polynesian Labour Act of 1868.

				The Queensland Parliament ultimately amended the Act in 1870 to allow for government agents. The salary offered was just £10 per month and was likely to attract men who were not necessarily accomplished at other trades. It was also enacted that recruiters, as blackbirders were called in the legislation, were to take out a government licence and lodge bonds of £500 to refrain from kidnapping and 10 shillings per recruit to return him to his home within three years. The master of each vessel had also to obtain a certificate from a prominent white man on the island of origin of the recruited native stating that the recruits understood the agreement and consented to it. The planters who purchased islander labour were to keep a register showing the names and condition of all natives employed, reporting any deaths to the local magistrate. And so on. Yet there were many ways to evade the pieties of this law. Captains could sail from distant parts of Queensland, recruit their natives and then land them back in unsupervised stretches of the Queensland coast. Even vessels that docked at Brisbane found enforcement of the Act was not strict. Captain Palmer initiated prosecutions for kidnapping against the schooners Daphne and Challenge, but despite powerful evidence against them the masters and owners of both were found not guilty. Even in the one successful prosecution for 1869, where it was proven that the officers of the Sydney schooner Young Australia had fired rifles into the hold and killed three rebellious natives, the murderers served only short sentences in Sydney and Melbourne gaols.

				One government agent who did not shut his eyes was John Meiklejohn, stationed at Maryborough in Queensland. He alleged that John Michael Coath, captain of the Jason, had kidnapped several natives in the New Hebrides. Coath threatened Meiklejohn that he would shoot him if he recorded the incident in his log. A few days later, claimed Meiklejohn, he was given a powerful drug in a glass of wine, chained up in the hold of Jason, and left delirious and starving for five weeks. Friends of his who boarded the Jason at Maryborough found him hollowed out and demented. An official inquiry was called, but this time all three members were nominated by the Minister for Works, W.H. Walsh, a man who was accused of ‘monomania’ in his campaign against mistreatment of blacks. He was considered ‘soft’ on Aborigines by many members of the Parliament, but his campaign secretary, Travis, was the registered owner of the Jason, and so Captain Coath was exonerated. 

				The radical politician William Brookes was a gifted member of the early Queensland Parliament who had moved a message of condolence be sent from that body to Abraham Lincoln’s widow and who stood for a great deal of the opinions one founds in ‘towns’. He had recently lost his seat in Parliament, but still he continued calls on the British government to apply their anti-slavery laws to Queensland, and in this he worked with his friend Short, of the Anti-Slavery Society. He had attempted to move an anti-slavery bill in the House of Representatives but the fact it came from him foredoomed it. The British Parliament in 1872 passed the first Pacific Islanders Protection Act, which empowered Australian courts to accept native evidence and try any British subject caught blackbirding. Until then only the evidence of another European was admitted. But the blackbirders were barely incommoded by this new enactment.

				One of the worst cases had occurred in 1871 with the brig Karl when Dr James Patrick Murray quarrelled with two of his partners in a Fiji plantation. Put ashore by him in the New Hebrides, they were killed and then cannibalised. Dr Murray sailed on to Bougainville and captured eighty natives with the inventive measure of dropping lumps of iron through their canoes as they came alongside. During the voyage, when the natives tried to escape from the hold, Dr Murray and the crew drilled holes through the bulkhead and fired their revolvers into the natives below. About seventy natives were shot and thrown overboard whether dead or wounded. But when word got out, Murray turned Queen’s evidence and saw many of his associates sentenced to long terms of imprisonment in Sydney. Murray, returned to Melbourne, would vanish from history.

				Naturally, blackbirding put Europeans living in the islands in danger. Anglican Bishop Paterson of Vanuatu knew his life was in constant danger from natives because blackbirding ships often impersonated missionary ships. In October 1871 when he landed alone on the island of Nukapuj, he was clubbed to death by the inhabitants, and two of his companions waiting offshore in a boat were killed with poisoned arrows. 

				KIPLING OF THE PACIFIC

				Louis Becke, once hailed as the ‘Rudyard Kipling of the Pacific’ and read by Mark Twain and Joseph Conrad, was typical of the raw entrepreneurship trading in natives in the South Pacific. Born in Port Macquarie in 1855, before he was out of his teens he stood trial in a Brisbane court as the accomplice of the notorious Captain ‘Bully’ Hayes, a piratical American blackbirder. 

				William Henry Hayes had been born in Cleveland, Ohio and was in his robust late thirties when Becke first joined the crew of his vessel Leonora in the Marshall Islands. Before taking to the trade in natives, Bully had been in Darlinghurst Gaol for debt, had involved himself with a minstrel troupe in the Hunter Valley, sailed around New Zealand in various craft, and then in May 1866 acquired the Rona and became a trader and blackbirder. The Rona was sunk off the Cook Islands, a disaster in which Bully lost his wife Amelia and his children, but in 1874 he was given the command of the American blackbirder Leonora, on which Becke travelled as supercargo, that is, as the manager of the ship’s store which exchanged manufactured goods for island products. 

				The Leonora was the most notorious blackbirding vessel in history. A brilliant white, beautifully trim yacht, she was armed with two guns on each side and carried a sizeable crew of thirty men. But it was in her dark forehold that true crowding occurred—as many as 200 kidnapped natives could be stowed there at a time. In the main cabin Bully Hayes entertained the most attractive of the captured native girls. Becke would claim that he rejected Hayes’ offer of one of these women. The government agents Becke met on the blackbirding vessels he sailed on were no better than the rest of the crew. ‘Drunk nine days out of ten, did as much recruiting as the recruiters themselves, and drew...thumping bonuses from the planters sub rosa!’ 

				The Leonora at last sank on a reef off Kosrae in the present Micronesia, stranding the survivors there. Leonora had been swiftly abandoned by the crew, but islander men and women were left to their own devices in waters which were reputed to be plentiful in sharks. Ashore, writes Becke cryptically, ‘[m]any a tragedy resulted, for...mutiny, treachery, murder, and sudden death was the outcome of the wreck of the Leonora’. Hayes and Becke set up a station on the island and collaborated with King Togusa in a palm-oil extraction business. But the routine bored young Louis. After a fight with Hayes, Becke went to live on the other side of the island in a native village. 

				When the British warship Rosario arrived six months later, Bully escaped action by Captain Palmer by flitting on a fourteen-foot boat heading for the open ocean. Young Becke was arrested on a charge of stealing a competing ketch, the E.A. Williams. Acquitted in Brisbane, he took a number of jobs, working variously as a bank clerk and Palmer River prospector, but by 1880 he was in the Ellice Islands (now Tuvalu), had married an islander and was trading in his own store at Nukufetau. For him as for Bully Hayes it was not a business bereft of peril. Later that year he lost everything in a shipwreck. 

				Hayes, meanwhile, set up a trading station in the Caroline Islands and terrorised the natives, again escaping an inspection by the Rosario in a small boat with one companion. He was picked up by an American whaler and landed in the North Pacific at Guam in February 1875. In April 1877, commanding the Lotus in the Marshall Islands, he was killed by a mutinous sailor with an iron bar and his body was cast overboard. His tale would attract Rolf Boldrewood, who would recount it in a novel named A Modern Buccaneer (1894), based on one of Louis Becke’s manuscripts. He would later feature as a principal character in Becke’s own Tales of the South Seas. 

				Becke had a further significance when it came to the relationship of the Australian colonies to the South Sea islands. While working as a storekeeper in Rabaul, he became conscious of the activities of a fraudster of heroic scale, the Marquis de Rays, a Frenchman who had begun advertising a Nouvelle France on the island of New Ireland, declaring himself King Charles over an unclaimed archipelago, and attracting 570 German, Italian and French settlers to buy unsuitable sections of land in what he named—to honour his Breton birth—the Colonie Libre de Port Breton. The colonists arrived in 1881 and 1882 and realised that the land they had bought had been fraudulently described to them. The realities of malaria and swamp-dwelling quickly drove most of them to flee to New Caledonia or Australia. De Rays would first be imprisoned and then perish in a French asylum, but his activities might have helped motivate Queensland to seize New Guinea. 

				Becke returned home in 1886. His island wife having been lost at sea, he married Bessie Maunsell, daughter of a Port Macquarie settler. He became subject to recurrent fevers and could no longer find work in the islands. He was labouring in Sydney, digging up tree stumps, when he met the editor of the Bulletin, the eccentric but passionate J.F. Archibald, and began to tell him some of his stories about life in the South Seas. Archibald urged him to write them down. Though Becke objected he had never written a story, Archibald advised him, ‘Write just as you are telling me the tales now.’ When he died in 1913 at the Hotel York in Sydney, Becke was penniless, however. Though he had a literary repute, his rampaging in the Pacific had availed him little.

				STEAMING TO AUSTRALIA

				Immigration to Australia, and mail and freight to and from Australia, had become more predictable because of steamships. The first regular steamship to Australia was the Chusan, which had come to Melbourne in 1852 after a seventy-five-day voyage from Southampton. In 1857 the new iron steamship Royal Charter established the record for the England–Australia run, fifty-nine days. When the Suez Canal opened in 1869 steam voyages of thirty-three to thirty-five days became normal. In 1877 the Orient line’s new steamer Lusitania brought 1000 passengers—more than Phillip’s 1788 penal fleet transported—in forty days. The new ships offered better accommodation too. On the Orient, a 9500-ton iron ship, even the third-class accommodation had only two berths to a cabin, allowing for an incredible amount of personal room by comparison with the cramped space, the crammed-together bunks, the staleness of the bilges experienced by steerage passengers such as young Henry Parkes and his wife Clarinda only a decade or two before. 

				On the new steamships morality was honoured in a way that might have bemused the pragmatic captains of a previous generation. Single women had the exclusive use of the after cabin and the poop deck and were not permitted to mix with the crew or the single males on board. On arrival, free passes were given to those immigrants who wished to travel inland to take up advertised jobs. When arriving at the country town to begin his employment, the immigrant was to hand in the pass at the police station and receive in return free board and lodging for at least two days. 

				In Sydney many single women immigrants were still accommodated at the Hyde Park Barracks, part of which was also being used as an asylum for aged women. Generally, the girls quickly found jobs as servants to middle-class families. Their job conditions varied according to the temperament of their employers, but if they dreamed of going home again even in this age of steam, it was often a futile hope. Of the hundreds of thousands of migrants who came to Australia in the nineteenth century, as little as one in ten ever got to see ‘Home’ again. 

				In the early 1860s the new Queensland government had found it hard to persuade ships to sail to that colony instead of to the more profitable southern ports. The Queensland agent-general in London was able to organise two shiploads of immigrants, but to attract shipping, conditions imposed on ship owners as regards space and diet were eased. When the mortality aboard ships in the early 1860s was high, the requirements hammered out over more than two decades by the gentlemen of the London-based British government Colonial Land and Emigration Commission to recruit and ship off colonists to Australia were reimposed. So the commission was able to charter only twenty-seven ships for Queensland between 1860 and 1867, but the Queensland government showed its spirit of independence in working independently of the Colonial Land and Emigration Commission and continuing to charter its own ships as well.

				Two shipping groups, James Baines and T.M. Mackay & Company, both agreed to transport immigrants to Queensland according to the rules and free of charge in return for a land grant to them of 18 acres for each person landed. The migrants recruited were offered not only a free voyage but they themselves were promised by the Queensland government a grant of 12 acres after a period of continuous residence. Hence, 11 000 immigrants, many of them laid-off hand-loom weavers from Manchester, arrived in Queensland over two years, and the ship owners acquired 200 000 acres. 

				On arrival in Queensland in the mid-1860s, the migrants were put in the old military barracks in Brisbane. Many families found it so uncomfortable and unclean, and the sewage so bad, that they moved away and camped under trees. Their rations in the meantime were of very poor quality—flour, ‘salt chunk of a consistency of the material comprised of a blucher boot’, and tea. Tradesmen and professional men had to go on the road looking for agricultural work. Of one such family an immigrant wrote, ‘That is what too many of our poor English come to...he, and other deluded villagers, agree to rush out to Australia, only to scrape on as best they can...little better all of them than walking skeletons, living in a mere log hut, and lamenting having left their English home.’ Some accounts give the impression that Australia could never have been populated if the journey back home had been affordable.

				In the early 1860s a number of English railway workers and their families were brought to Queensland to build the coastal lines, but in 1867, due to recession, the men were dismissed. They descended on Brisbane in protest and the authorities defused potential revolution by giving them free passage to Rockhampton and other coastal towns. For the length of the depression the assisted-migration scheme was dropped. Nonetheless, Queensland advertised in 1868 for migrants who could pay their own way and offered in return 80 acres of ‘best agricultural land’, or 160 acres of pastoral land at a nominal rent for five years, after which they would be granted the freehold. Assisted migration resumed in the 1870s and a new immigrant depot was built, with sub-depots in ports such as Maryborough, Rockhampton and Townsville and even at some inland towns. 

				Many immigrants to the colonies brought the latest industrial and technical crafts with them, which helped accelerate Australian industrial growth. But the return of disappointed gold diggers to the cities put pressure on jobs. Former officers and clergymen who had immigrated could be found labouring on the roads, the clergymen insisting still on wearing their white neck cloths. One of the friends of the diarist C. Stretton, brother of a member of the House of Commons, worked on the roads for two months to earn his fare home. An immigrant named William Howitt scarcely recognised another of his fellow passengers, a doctor and biologist, now in rags, nearly blind and with a running ulcer on his nose.

				THE REFRIGERATION WARS

				It was ever the concern of Australian colonies to shrink time and space. Refrigerated ships were like the telegraph. In an iced hold time and distance were nullified since all spoilage was halted. To ship frozen Australian meat and keep it frozen all the way to Britain presented the consummate challenge for a Lancashire-born hyper-businessman named Thomas Mort. Mort had emigrated to Australia to escape the Dickensian drudgery of life as a clerk in Manchester. He had made his fortune as an auctioneer and a wool buyer, and, most notably, he created the first market in Sydney where wool could be sold and bought in an orderly manner. This replaced the old haphazard system by which wool buyers rode out beyond the limits of, say, Liverpool in New South Wales to intercept the owners of the wagons of wool coming down along the roads from the bush, then haggled with them over a glass of spirits at such public houses as the Woolsack.

				Mort acquired pastoral properties, a tin smelter and mines, and built at Balmain, with the help of Captain Thomas Rowntree, a ship-graving dock so large that it could take the steamers which first arrived in Australia in 1853, and the ships of the Royal Mail. What a gift for innovation would have been smothered had he remained a Manchester clerk. He knew that Great Britain offered substantial business to any exporters of meat who could get the produce to them, the Britons being Europe’s only incessant beef eaters. In the decade 1851–1860 the average production of meat in Britain was 910 000 tons, or 72 pounds (33 kilograms) per head of population, which was not sufficient for the British appetite, which was closer to 110 pounds (50 kilograms) per person.

				Many had been trying to solve the refrigeration challenge. As early as 1846 the husky, Canadian-raised Sizar Elliott made his first attempt to ship Australian meat by canning it in Sydney. Israel Joseph then opened a factory, and so did the Dangar brothers, New England pastoralists, in Newcastle. Their motivation was the doubling of Australian sheep numbers in the eight years from 1860 to 1868, which was too many for the local market and live export. The boiling down of both sheep and cattle in large stinking vats in the bush resumed on a large scale, animal tallow selling for more than meat.

				The results of early refrigeration experiments were small-scale. Sizar Elliott went broke. In the early 1870s small quantities of hard frozen beef reached Britain from the USA, the meat being frozen by a mixture of natural ice, cut from rivers and lakes in the north-eastern USA, and salt. But this method worked only because of the shorter distance the American meat had to travel, and in any case the climatic conditions of Australia did not favour natural ice.

				In 1855 James Harrison, Scots printer and publisher of the Geelong Advertiser, self-educated at such institutions as the Glasgow Mechanics’ Institute, created an ice-making machine in Geelong. It was said to be able to manufacture 3 tons of ice per day. He experimented with ether to produce a practical refrigerating machine in which the ether vapour was condensed to a liquid again and recycled. Harrison applied for British patents in March 1856. While Harrison was distracted by refrigeration and ice-making, his newspaper was losing money, and he was declared insolvent in 1861 and the assets of the publishing company sold. In 1866 he was employed by David Syme, proprietor of the Melbourne Age, and was left with little time to devote to refrigeration schemes. 

				In 1865 a refrigeration-minded pastoralist named Augustus Morris, who had been mocked by his peers for trying to raise money to back Harrison, met up with a fellow enthusiast, Eugène Nicolle, in Sydney. Nicolle was a Frenchman, a graduate of the University of Rouen employed on engineering projects in England and then in Australia, and the holder of a patent for his own refrigerating machine developed in 1861. Nicolle’s Darlinghurst plant was opened in 1863. His machine depended on the cooling effect which arose from ammonia being absorbed in water. In 1866, with the backing of Augustus Morris, he called a public meeting to raise money for an experiment which would demonstrate the feasibility of exporting frozen meat. The meeting was held in the rooms of the merchant Thomas Mort, who was not in Sydney at the time and had up till now shown little interest in Nicolle. But when Mort returned and met Nicolle and Morris, he offered to finance further experiments in refrigeration. 

				The experimental machinery was built at the Sydney Ice Company’s works in Paddington and was demonstrated to an invited audience in September 1867. Samples of frozen meat from Nicolle’s new refrigeration machine had already been served at Government House and elsewhere and been approved of and, above all, afflicted no one with food poisoning. Mort bought the rights to the new machine and was granted a patent in November 1867. He called a meeting on 2 February 1868 to raise funds of £10 000–15 000 for a trial shipment of around 200 tons of frozen meat to Britain. A large committee was gathered and included pastoralists and merchants. But even so, the subscriptions came to only £2500. Nicolle, after attempting to work on refrigeration based on air, returned to improving his ammonia heat-absorption machine. The progress was so slow that Mort apologised to his subscribers in 1869. Meanwhile, Mort was becoming interested in the refrigerating machines built in Britain by Rees Reece which, like Nicolle’s, were based on ammonia absorption. Mort wrote to his brother William asking him to obtain a model of Reece’s machine. 

				Mort’s sense of urgency was due to the fact that sheep numbers had continued to increase so significantly and at the same time wool prices were still falling disastrously. Mort was auctioning off many pastoral properties and at the same time waiting for the right equipment to save the bush by refrigerating meat. By 1872 he had become disillusioned with the international possibilities, but decided to use Nicolle’s refrigeration system on land. He would build an abattoir at Bowenfels, 150 kilometres from Sydney, where he could buy stock cheaply, chill the meat there and transport it by railway wagons, refrigerated with a mixture of ice and calcium chloride, to a cold store in Darling Harbour. By the time it was all working properly and profitably, he was approached again on the question of whether he would make a trial shipment of meat to Britain. He said he could not finance it alone; but if £20 000 was subscribed, he could ship between 300 and 500 tons of meat overseas. 

				Mort trialled Nicolle’s shipboard ammonia refrigeration in 1875, but before it left Sydney Harbour, the ship’s vibrations strained the pipes and the fluid flooded the meat. By March 1876, most of the money had been subscribed or promised and the project went ahead. The problem was that though the ammonia plant worked well on land, ships’ masters and insurers were unwilling to accept the hazards of having ammonia on board their ships. Nicolle adjusted his scheme to use the cooling effect produced when salts such as ammonium chloride were dissolved in water. The salt solution could then be boiled on board the ship to recover the salt crystals that would then be recycled into the refrigerator. The engineering workers at Mort’s dock had a lot of difficulty making the equipment, since they had to use exotic metals to resist corrosion. But by 1877 it was working well. 

				Then, in 1878, Mort, full of schemes at sixty-two years of age, fell sick while at his property at Bodalla in southern New South Wales and died of pleuro-pneumonia. Nicolle retired with the great endeavour unfinished. Harrison, having been sent broke by his refrigeration schemes nearly a quarter of a century before, continued with his work in Melbourne and had overcome the scepticism of his friend the Reverend Doctor John Ignatius Bleasdale, a remarkable Catholic priest with a passion for chemistry who was Harrison’s confidant. Harrison conducted experiments and, until his health failed, Bleasdale reported on them. Harrison exhibited his products at the Melbourne exhibition of 1872–73, showing fresh meat frozen and packed ‘as if for a voyage, so that the refrigerating process may be continued for any required period’. A group of pastoralists had subscribed £2500 to enable Harrison to prepare and take to Britain a parcel of 25–50 tons as a demonstration. Thus the Norfolk sailed from Melbourne on 22 July 1893 with Harrison and two tanks of frozen meat on board. Before departure, David Syme, Harrison’s editor at the Age, a gaunt, reserved man but one who had backed with the power of his paper all colonial innovation, provided a champagne lunch for Harrison. 

				The experiment proved to be a fiasco, the tanks leaking shortly after leaving Melbourne. The rotting meat had to be thrown overboard off Cape Horn. Meanwhile, new refrigeration schemes were used to cross the Atlantic and led to the successful delivery of meat from New York, but again they did not have to deal with the challenges the longer haul from the Antipodes involved. In 1877 the first successful shipment of frozen meat from the southern hemisphere took place when a ship from Montevideo, the Paraguay, took mutton to France. The Grand Hotel in Paris served the meat for a whole week. 

				Thomas McIlwraith, a Scot, ultimately to become a controversial premier of Queensland, hearing of the Paraguay, asked his brother Andrew and Andrew’s English partner Malcolm McEacharn to inspect the Paraguay at its mooring in France and report on whether the refrigeration system would work in shipping meat from Australia. McIlwraith and McEacharn then chartered the ship Strathleven and set up a refrigeration plant like the Paraguay’s inside the hold. None of the ill omens and misfortunes which had plagued the other apostles of refrigeration intervened now. The ship left Melbourne on 6 December 1879, and arrived in London on 2 February 1880 with its meat still frozen. The refrigeration machinery was absolutely adequate to the task and indeed so effective it could be shut down for part of the day even in the tropics. Neither Andrew McIlwraith nor Malcolm McEacharn followed up the success of the voyage by engaging in the meat trade. But by 1882 eight ships had been fitted with refrigerating machinery for the Australian and New Zealand meat trade. 

				A huge offload of protein to the northern hemisphere began.

				MINERAL DREAMS

				By the 1860s the gold rush was turning into a mineral industry. The joint stock company was replacing the individual red-shirted miner. Naturally the sentimental alcoholic Henry Lawson remembered from his childhood the days that mattered to him, the early golden years that were somehow less mercenary than the later ones. 

				The night too quickly passes

				And we are growing old,

				So let us fill our glasses

				And toast the Days of Gold.

				When finds of wondrous treasure

				Set all the South ablaze

				And you and I were faithful mates

				All through the roaring days.

				But the Roaring Days, if they had ever been so fraternal, were no longer like that. The prospector had become an employed miner, and the world of the miner was an early catalyst of industrial action. A young Orkney Islander named William Guthrie Spence, who had arrived in Melbourne with his parents in the Roaring Days, specifically 1852, had created a Miners’ Union which he united with the Amalgamated Miners’ Association in 1878 in the first coup of a career devoted to industrial action. A vigorous Presbyterian and temperance man, he was characteristic of those practical Scots who believed that the deity helped those who took action rather than passively awaited His will. 

				Throughout the 1860s he might be found addressing miners across Victoria, in Clunes and Ballarat and Castlemaine, and with equal eloquence preaching to Presbyterians, Primitive Methodists and Bible Christians on Sundays. The gold-mining business was a matter of industrial equity for him, not of memories of old mateships. 

				In the early 1860s, 40000 miners left eastern Australia for the Otago gold rush in New Zealand’s South Island, but to compensate that loss, an increasing number of women and families came to join husbands and fathers in Australian gold-mining areas. The women humanised the gold towns, introducing sheets to go with the blankets, serving meals on china and putting muslin curtains in the windows. Even so, Anthony Trollope found the store tents and shops in the valley at Bendigo, which ran for seven miles, ‘dirty, uncouth, barren, and disorderly’. He declared the hospitals excellent, however, and charitable welfare, in his conservative view, so good as to almost encourage poverty. 

				Well-ordered cottages, broad streets and stone churches were by now the mark of Ballarat. Later goldfields, such as Lambing Flat in New South Wales, still possessed the old rawness, the hotels and boarding houses being large tents, and at the dances miners in muddy clothes and heavy boots ‘solemnly danc[ed] the Mazurka’ with each other. The pubs, when they were built—477 public houses and hotels in Ballarat alone—were numerous and sometimes remarkably elegant compared to the shebeens and grog tents of the first days. The gold buyers often built their fortunes here, buying cheaply on the fields, sending the portion they bought off to Melbourne by gold escort. 

				Not all the goldfields had achieved sophistication. Young diarist G.O. Preshaw joined the Bank of New South Wales and was sent to the remote goldfield of Kiandra, a later field than Ballarat, Bendigo or Ophir. The bank was still located in a calico tent with a stream of melted snow running in a channel down the centre of the mud floor. Preshaw had to carry all the gold deposits of the day nearly a mile to the small military and police camp where they were stored under the commandant’s bed. He and his fellow clerks tried to supplement their wages by sinking a shaft inside the bank, but it yielded them little.

				Indeed, to get enough gold on some of the goldfields now, diggers had to buy and install quartz-crushing equipment, great machines called ‘batteries’. Several such machines had been in operation at Bendigo as early as 1855, but their use accelerated from the 1860s onwards. By 1864 the number of small miners in Bendigo had dropped to 83 000, of whom a third were Chinese, and average earnings were about £70 a year. Machine drills now came into use and took the mining underground, and the typical lung diseases of miners began to be seen, including ‘black spit’. Individual prospectors might still be found in places like Ararat, Stawell and Rutherglen, but when they eventually went they often left a mining ghost town in their wake.

				In a Queensland depression in 1867 James Nash found gold at a place named Gympie, north of Brisbane. Gympie’s white reefs of gold helped create the standard mining town with wooden fronts and canvas posteriors. Charters Towers’ gold was discovered by men who were too late to Gympie to cash in on its wealth. Gold was located behind Cooktown on the Palmer River and at Hodgkinson in the hinterland behind Cairns; James Venture Mulligan was said to have had a hand in both. It happened thus: Mulligan was an Irishman who on arrival in Melbourne in 1860 had tried to join the Burke and Wills expedition, and had been lucky enough not to be accepted. He subsequently settled in Armidale in New South Wales, where he opened a butcher shop and prospected on the Peel River. He followed the gold to Gympie in 1867, Gilberton in 1871 and the Etheridge, or Charters Towers, in 1873. That year Mulligan led a party of six from Georgetown to investigate a gold discovery by William Hann in the Cape York Peninsula near the Daintree and Palmer rivers. He had unspecified problems with Aborigines but came out to Cooktown with 102 ounces of gold. After the proclamation of the Palmer goldfield by the governor, Mulligan’s party received a £1000 reward. He discovered gold at Hodgkinson near Cairns, but since Hodgkinson was mainly a reef requiring crushing and there was little alluvial gold to be found, many miners were furious at him for attracting them there. He had lived by the gold frenzy and now died of it. A drunken prospector who was assaulting a woman by the Hodgkinson River was interrupted by Mulligan. The drunkard beat him and Mulligan died the next day in the rough hospital at Mount Molloy. 

				The biggest company involved in the Northern Territory in the early 1870s was the Northern Territory Gold Prospecting Association. In their prospectus they declared that the Northern Territory was an extension of the rich goldfields of Queensland, which was not the truth. The company’s party had arrived in Palmerston (later Darwin) in February 1872 and went south with equipment and horses and men, following the trail of empty meat tins and medicine bottles along the telegraph line. One of the principals of the company was John Chambers, an Englishman long settled in South Australia who with his friend William Finke (whose name John McDouall Stuart would attach to the river of that name in Central Australia) had in 1857 found copper and had formed the Great Northern Mining Company. The mine had been found to be grossly overvalued, but Finke had survived the scandal.

				The Overland Telegraph had created relay stations at a site named the Shackle and at Pine Creek, 121 and 150 miles (200 kilometres and 240 kilometres) from Palmerston respectively, and as John Chambers and others surveyed the geology of the Pine Creek area, excited telegraphs were sent down the line to Adelaide offering mine sites for sale or investment. Agents in Adelaide would buy the so-called mines without having even seen them. Sixty companies having been floated by May 1874, Northern Territory gold shares were bought up in the Brisbane stock exchange. The stock exchange was busy until after dark, and the cafe nearby was full of men smoking cigars and bubbling with speculative fervour about some Northern Territory rock outcrop. 

				Men with less capital actually marched to the far-off fields equipped with a broad hat, Holloway’s Ointment (a universal cure for cuts, bruises and ‘inveterate ulcers’), quinine, tent, hammock, mosquito net, revolver and breech-loading gun. At Pine Creek, coloured flags marked the borders of mining claims where men were digging or plugging dynamite into holes in reefs to blow up the quartz. Pine Creek was a rough settlement, devoid of women. Relatively nearby Yam Creek was famous for being ‘the place where resides an actual, real, live young lady’. 

				But there were great problems impeding the mining process itself, either by individual prospectors or by companies. There were no nearby vegetable gardens or stations to supply the fields with fresh food. Perhaps the desperate isolation of the field is best encapsulated in a recipe for liquor drunk there consisting of gin, kerosene, sugar, Worcestershire sauce and ginger. More refined goods could come in only by long-distance carriage or by ship to Palmerston. The long journey to the Northern Territory inflated the price of everything and in the rainy season the mines could not be reached anyhow because of the morasses which lay between them and the port to the north. Hence, in November 1873, D’Arcy Uhr’s journey with cattle 600 miles from Normanton in Queensland to sell the meat on the hoof on the goldfields! Others who tried the same journey came to disaster—William Nation lost his cattle and nearly starved to death after getting lost along the track from North Queensland by way of the Gulf of Carpenteria. He had £29 in his pocket and no food to spend it on. ‘Farewell, dear friends, all,’ he wrote at one stage.

				The mercy of fresh food was occasional, and there were deaths at Pine Creek and elsewhere from that terrible dehumanising disease, scurvy. The conclusion was reached that only Asians could put up with the hardship and Captain Bloomfield Douglas chartered a ship in Singapore to bring 186 Chinese and ten Malays to Palmerston on two-year indentures. They were paid rice and preserved fish and £8 a month to work at Pine Creek and elsewhere. The Northern Territory attracted Chinese diggers from other colonies as well, and Julian Tenison Woods, Adelaide geologist, Catholic priest and confidante of Mother Mary Potter, wrote in 1886, ‘At present the whole gold-mining industry of the Northern Territory is bound hand and foot and handed over to the Chinamen. I have seen something of China and much of the Chinese, and I say we will one day regret any supremacy we give them.’ 

				SOCIAL BANDITS II

				Far to the south, Victoria had been transformed by new railways. The wheat farmers of the Wimmera—if they were able promptly to get a machine contractor to strip their crop—could send it to Melbourne on a train regardless of road conditions and without the high cost of road transport. To look a little way into the future, in 1887 the Victorian and South Australian rail systems met up, and in 1888 New South Wales and Queensland met at Wallangarra on the border. In their own way, the railways federated Australia, despite the different widths between rails which meant trans-shipping at the border, as it would become possible for a citizen to travel from Brisbane to Adelaide by rail. Borrowing heavily from London financiers, the Victorians built 2400 kilometres of rail lines by 1885. But even in the 1870s the railways and the telegraph made it easier for a centralised police force to deal with the bush riffraff, though the disgruntled small settler still had the advantage of knowing the remoter bush.

				Red Kelly, Ned’s convict father, who had served his time in Van Diemen’s land before coming to Melbourne and marrying Ellen Quinn, the daughter of free settlers, was continuously anxious about police attention. While farming at Avenel, north of Seymour, he was arrested for cattle stealing and having in his possession illegally one cowhide. His sentence was a £25 fine or six months in prison, and although £25 was an enormous sum for people like the Quinns and Kellys, the money was raised before he had served the full six months. He died soon after his release, ‘of dropsy’, or congestive heart failure, and was buried at Avenel in the last days of 1866. 

				The Quinns were a large bush clan, wanted at various times for horse theft, and characteristic of the small, alienated selector and farmer to whom stock theft came naturally and was, if Ned Kelly’s Jerilderie letter can be believed, in the case of the Irish in particular, seen as an extension of vengeance on the stock of landlords in Ireland. So pervasive was the problem that Mr McBean, a squatter from Kilfera Station in north-east Victoria, grew disgusted at the lenient sentences the magistrates handed down and posted an advertisement in a newspaper addressed to sheep stealers. 

				In consequence of the decision of the magistrate in the Benalla Court, the undersigned would be obliged if sheep stealers would take only what mutton they require for private use.

				Under the Land Act of 1865, the widowed Mrs Kelly took up a small area at East Greta in north-east Victoria close to the main Melbourne–Sydney road, a location which she hoped might help in the success of the farm. But it was poor country and Mrs Kelly found it hard to fulfil the cultivation requirements. The Kelly boys grew up as part of a group of wild locals known as the Greta Mob. 

				As a selector, Ellen Kelly—like the men who married her daughters, such as William Skillion—was hampered in the taking out of acreages by the squatters’ stratagems known as peacocking, dummying, and the use of Duffy Certificates. Duffy Certificates were issued as compensation to those who purchased land at auction in the 1850s and had paid more than £1 per acre. They were used by pastoralists as proof of title to good land and so to frighten selectors away. And the demand that the police deal strenuously with all stock theft led ultimately to a relentless and vengeful bullying of the Kelly clan. 

				Ned Kelly’s famous Jerilderie letter, detailing all his complaints against the established world and started in Euroa when he had held up the bank there in December 1878 and finished in the virtual capture of the town of Jerilderie in the Riverina of New South Wales in February 1879, was written to justify his path. By the time he crossed the Murray, his mother Ellen, with babe in arms (the father, her partner George King, an American), had been arrested by Sergeant Steele at the Kelly farm. After being handcuffed she was charged with aiding and abetting one Edward Kelly in a murder attempt. She had been sentenced by Redmond Barry at Beechworth to three years’ servitude. What else would be needed to enhance a young man’s sense of being engaged in civil war? 

				The death of policemen at Stringybark Creek barely delayed the popular imagination when it applied itself to Ned. At an official and establishment level, though, Stringybark was seen as demonstrating Ned’s true nature as an irremediable killer. Sergeant Michael Kennedy, who had earlier in the month assisted in the court proceedings against Ellen Kelly, created a police camp at Stringybark Creek in the melancholy bush outside Mansfield in late October 1878. The detachment stationed there were all Irish themselves. On the afternoon of 26 October 1878, the Kelly gang were attracted to the place by tracks they spotted and because one of the constables, McIntyre, fired at some parrots and gave away the police position. The Kellys bailed up McIntyre and Lonigan, the other policemen then in the camp, late in the afternoon. Constable Lonigan, who in helping to arrest Ned the previous year on the charge of riding a horse across a pavement in Benalla and had resorted to twisting Ned’s testicles, began firing from behind a log and was shot dead. McIntyre, unharmed, became a prisoner. The gang then concealed themselves until Kennedy and Scanlon arrived back from their patrol at 6 p.m. McIntyre rose to advise his colleagues to surrender. Kennedy at first thought him joking, then drew his revolver and slid down off his horse, which McIntyre took hold of and immediately escaped on. Kennedy was mortally wounded and, in bloodlust or mercy or an instinct partway between, Kelly shot him dead through the chest. Scanlon too had been killed in the exchange. McIntyre rode into Mansfield to warn of what had happened.

				There are signs that Ned, who was not a killer by nature, became fatally haunted by the men murdered at Stringybark, and from then on set about, however aggressively, seeking forgiveness before man and God. Yet the events of the Euroa hold-up were still considered by his supporters as consummate bushranging accomplishments, Euroa itself being achieved with style and a considerable amount of tactical planning, and possessing a romance that the killing of the policemen at Stringybark Creek had lacked. 

				At lunchtime on 9 December 1878, a party of four men had sauntered into the yard of Faithfull’s Creek station a few miles to the north of Euroa. The gang at that moment consisted of twenty-three-year-old Ned, his seventeen-year-old brother Dan, Steve Hart and Joe Byrne (both selectors’ sons from the Beechworth district). The manager and the whole workforce were ‘bailed up’, and when at dusk a hawker drove up to the station, Ned and the gang took him and his assistant prisoner and fitted themselves out from his stock with new suits, boots, hats and magenta Tommy Duds (neckties). Mrs Fitzgerald, the station cook, and other women were allowed to move about the station as they pleased, but the male prisoners were kept in the storeroom, where they played cards and talked to Ned about the killing of the policemen at Stringybark Creek six weeks before. Ned insisted that it had not all been deliberate murder. 

				Euroa, like other of Ned’s acts of hostage-taking, was in part a kindly affair, and some of the men, without being pressured, even offered him money for his cause. The next day Ned’s lieutenants cut the telegraph wires north of town, and the hostage numbers increased with the arrival of some sporting kangaroo hunters and telegraph-wire repairers. 

				In Euroa, the two bank tellers and a manager opened the safe and over £2000 in cash, gold and jewellery was removed. The outlaws, as was always their custom, also took mortgage papers held by the bank against local selectors, an act which further enhanced the sympathies between the gang and the small farmers. The bank manager’s family, the Scotts, were gathered up from the bank residence at the rear of the bank for transport back to Faithfull’s Creek station. Since it was a busy day in town, with people having come in from their selections to renew their licences, Mrs Scott insisted on wearing a new dress just sent from Melbourne. The Scott family having been taken to Faithfull’s Creek station, Ned sat down to write a detailed letter to Donald Cameron, MLA, member for West Bourke, who in the House had asked the Premier of Victoria to look into the issue of whether the behaviour of policemen in Benalla had provoked the Stringybark Creek murders. Then the outlaws, who as a result of these and other raids and acts of self-justified depredation had become known as ‘The Gang’, issued graphic threats against any of their captives who tried to leave the station before 11 p.m., and departed, shouting and jumping their horses over fences, in the direction of the wild Strathbogie Ranges. As the Kelly Gang crossed the Murray and rode to New South Wales and their consummate raid on Jerilderie, Ned carried in his pocket the pages of what would become his Jerilderie letter, over 8000 words long when finished, a document in which his denouncement of police competed with his plea for absolution for the Stringybark killings. 

				In Jerilderie, late on a Saturday in early 1879, Ned captured the police station and Senior Constable Devine, whom he locked up. Next day, dressed in Devine’s uniform and posing as a visiting trooper, he would accompany young Mrs Devine to Mass, treating her entirely as the good, devout Irish young woman she was, but letting her know her husband’s survival depended on her behaviour. The other constable, Richards, was more easily cowed than Devine and took the uniformed Ned Kelly and his brother Dan, similarly attired, to the Royal Hotel, the Bank of New South Wales being located within the building.

				They held up the Royal Hotel, including any customers who happened to be there, then went on to the bank. There they found the manager, John Tarleton, having a bath. The safe was opened and over £2000 was taken along with all the papers, including mortgages. Once the robbery was over, Ned Kelly went to find the town newspaper proprietor, Samuel Gill, to give him his letter for printing in his Jerilderie and Urana Gazette. However Gill had left town on hearing of the gang’s arrival, and was hiding in a drain in the countryside. Ned instead handed his manifesto to Samuel Gill’s assistant, Living.

				At an unspecified time that day, the child John Monash, some ten years old, was in town from boarding school and visiting his parents, who ran a store there. Ned chatted with him on the street, meeting through him the Diggers who in World War l would attempt to re-produce his, ‘Tell them I died game’ style of gallantry in a chaos of high explosive and gas.

				When it was time to leave, Ned gave the normal fiery and eloquent speech about what had turned him into an outlaw. His anxiety to justify himself is telling. No other bushranger sermonised to pubs full of citizens or went searching for someone to publish his apologia. The gang then gave an exhibition of rough and skilful riding in the main street before vanishing, back across the Murray and into the mountains of north-eastern Victoria, the country in which they were utterly at home. 

				At the time of the Jerilderie raid, despite the fact that under the Outlawry Act the Kelly brothers and their companions were considered to be beyond the normal protection offered by the law, but could be shot at any time by anyone, though twenty-three Kelly relatives and associates were in gaol in Beechworth and though a fabulous reward sum for turning the Kellys in was on offer, information and aid continued to flow to the gang. Seven of the twenty-three gaoled men were Kelly relatives; contrary to the view of Kelly’s support being entirely Irish-based, three were Scottish and the rest were English. For every man locked up there were now even more willing to defy the police. 

				The Jerilderie letter Ned had left with Living seems to come directly from the language of Irish protesters, and of Irish transportees who saw themselves as victims of a system rather than, as the authorities would have it, criminals. There existed a pernicious system which had not let him live in peace, Ned claimed. The Victorian police were successors of those Irish who were willing to serve ‘under a flag and nation that has destroyed, massacred, and murdered their forefathers’. In his view an Irish policeman was ‘a traitor to his country, ancestors, and religion’. He had ‘left the ash corner, deserted the shamrock, the emblem of true wit and beauty’. The persecution had extended to Ned’s family. ‘Is my brothers and sisters and my mother not to be pitied also who has no alternative only to put up with the brutal and cowardly conduct of a parcel of big ugly fat-necked wombat headed big bellied magpie legged narrow hipped splay-footed sons of Irish bailiffs or English landlords which is better known as officers of Justice or Victorian police?’ One aspect of Ned’s instinctive republicanism emerged in the universal Irish peasant hope that America would declare war on Britain, ‘as it is all Irishmen as has got command of her armies forts and batteries...would they not slew around and fight her [Britain] with their own arms for the sake of the colour they dare not wear for years and to reinstate it and rise old Erin’s isle once more from the pressure and tyrannism of the English yolk which has kept it in poverty and starvation and caused them to wear the enemy’s coat.’

				Then the letter takes on a manic tone. ‘I give fair warning to all those who has reason to fear me to sell out and give £10 out of every hundred towards the widow and orphan fund and do not attempt to reside in Victoria...Neglect this and abide by the consequences, which shall be worse than the rust in the wheat in Victoria or the druth of a dry season to the grasshoppers in New South Wales.’

				In fact Ned’s justification, threats and appeal for absolution would not be published in the time left to him. It was suppressed. The New South Wales attorney-general sent a cable to Jerilderie warning Living against selling it to Melbourne papers who clamoured for it. Instead the manuscript was seized by the New South Wales police and sent to the government of Victoria.

				On a weekend in June 1880, Ned put into action a plan that centred on the town of Glenrowan. Ned had brought to Glenrowan the famous armour hammered out of ploughshares which he and the others would wear at various stages during the coming siege.

				At pistol point on Saturday night, he made several railway platelayers lift segments of the line by a steep embankment just north of Glenrowan. He had reason to believe a police special would come up from Benalla pursuing him. Had Ned passed over into a state of nihilism in which death-dealing was the chief principle of his life? If so, he had not displayed that tendency at Euroa or Jerilderie—and he was so haunted by Stringybark that it was unlikely.

				According to a kinder view of Ned, and that of eminent historian John Molony, as the train arrived from Benalla he would have the stationmaster flash a danger signal, and the occupants would be informed by an emissary, a Kelly supporter, of the situation they were in and warned that if they tried to reverse, the line behind them would be blown up by blasting powder. Indeed, had Ned intended loss of life by train wreck he would surely have derailed the line to the south of Glenrowan. He wanted to use the captured police, including Superintendent Francis Hare, Kelly-hunter-in-chief, as hostages to exchange for his mother’s freedom. He expected the police to come post-haste during Saturday night, resulting in an early Sunday morning confrontation. Instead the police in Melbourne and not Benalla put together the response. Everything would be delayed a day. 

				Ned expected police to come to Glenrowan from Benalla because he had organised an event to attract them. While Ned was attending to pulling up the rail, he had sent his brother Dan and his lieutenant Joe Byrne to threaten a police informer who had grown up with the Byrnes, Harts and Kellys in the Beechworth area, one Aaron Sherritt, who was sheltering in his hut under a guard of five police. Unfortunately, words which Sherritt, in a fit of guilty anger, had uttered to Joe Byrne’s mother—‘I’ll kill him and before he’s cold I’ll fuck him’—provided Joe Byrne with an absolute warrant for Sherritt’s death. Despite the five police guards hidden in the bedroom, Aaron Sherritt was shot dead by Joe. The outlaws then rode away to meet Ned at Glenrowan. To acquire some hostages the gang took over Mrs Anne Jones’ Glenrowan Inn, where some sixty people were detained, including a local schoolteacher named Thomas Curnow.

				Ned’s expectations grew in grandeur during that Sabbath. He would capture the train, its police and horses, and with them as his bargaining pieces, advance down the line raiding banks, perhaps even kidnapping the ultimate hostage, the Governor of Victoria. 

				In Mrs Jones’ pub there was singing—even a Kelly ballad was performed by one of Ned’s guests. ‘Ned would go through the waltzes, he was laughing and amused all around him,’ Mrs Jones later told the police. Mrs Jones said that not everyone approved of the idea of derailing trains—a sign that in the eyes of the hostages Ned did contemplate a train wreck. ‘But the devil was in us. We had to be looking at the darling man, but sure Ned was a darling man.’ Towards three o’clock on the Monday morning it was decided that all the women at the pub could go home, but first Ned gave his obligatory self-justifying speech, and while he was still speaking, a train was heard. 

				Curnow, having been released on the plea that his wife was expecting a baby, returned home southwards along the line, collected a red scarf to screen a candle, and bravely signalled the train to stop at the station rather than thunder through to Beechworth. Ned’s idea of taking those on the train hostage was stymied. 

				Amongst those held at the Jones inn was Constable Bracken, a local policeman, who when the train pulled up and the bushrangers began armouring themselves escaped and ran to the station to join up with the disembarking party, whose passengers included Superintendents Hare and Nicholson, Stanhope O’Connor, the officer in charge of the black trackers specially brought along, and two women who had come as spectators. In all, fifty-seven police would be involved in the siege.

				Dan Kelly, Joe Byrne and Steve Hart, confronted by the police, left a bonfire blazing in the open and used Mrs Jones’ hotel as a flimsy fortress. Ned was in the bush nearby. The police fire led to Byrne being wounded in the thigh and bleeding to death. Ned was wounded in the foot, hand and arm. At about 5 a.m. Ned, looming through the early mist in his armour and rapping its steel plates to attract police fire, made his way to join his confederates in the hotel, and on the way took many wounds in the legs. More police arrived half an hour later. Inside the hotel Ned could not find Dan or Steve because they were in one of the back rooms. He assumed they had already escaped on horseback, and walked into the backyard of the hotel to find his horse. It had fled. 

				It was dawn when the police at the northern end of the hotel saw Ned emerge from the mist again, a terrible figure in his armour. ‘Come on,’ he called, ‘and we will lick the lot of the bloody police.’ Ned fell with a total of twenty-eight wounds in his extremities, and the police moved in and removed his helmet. Sergeant Steele wanted to kill him as he lay there, but Constable Bracken, who had been Kelly’s hostage, prevented him. Around 10 a.m., by which time the morning passenger train from Wangaratta had arrived by way of the now-repaired rail, civilian spectators were calling on the police to grant a truce and stop firing on the hotel, where there were still hostages. Superintendent Sadleir, who had taken over from Hare when Hare was wounded in the hand and would be demoted for his inflammatory part in the whole Kelly business, allowed a ceasefire.The hostages came out and were forced to lie on the ground until their identity was checked. By now Ned’s sister Maggie Skillion and Father Matthew Gibney, who earlier had given the last rites to Ned, offered to act as intermediaries to get Dan and Steve to surrender, but the police threatened to shoot Maggie if she went near the building. At 2.30 p.m. the hotel was set alight by a policeman under covering fire. Father Gibney protested to Sadleir, ignored his orders and ran into the burning hotel. He found Byrne’s dead body where it had fallen by the bar, and in the back room Dan Kelly and Steve Hart lying side by side, their heads on rolled blankets, their armour by their side, a dead dog at their feet. He presumed they had suicided but in fact it seems they had been laid out in that dignified manner by one of the Kelly supporters who had broken into the inn, a friend known to and ever after cherished by the Kelly clan. Flames drove Gibney out of the hotel, and the police dragged Byrne’s body free and rescued the wounded Martin Cherry, last of the prisoners, who died almost immediately. 

				When Dan Kelly’s body, consumed by fire to below the knees, was drawn out of the ruins, Maggie Skillion and her sister Kate Kelly leaned over it keening. Ned, with two dozen or more wounds to the arms and legs, was transferred south to Benalla with the body of Joe Byrne. And so on to the ‘Such is life’ consummation, the trial in Melbourne and the hanging in Melbourne Gaol.

				As far as south-eastern Australia was concerned, bushranger-ism died with Ned. No later outlaws seized the popular imagination in that way and to anything like that extent. When Ned died in 1880, the Melbourne establishment were beginning to develop financial structures which would operate so fraudulently that Ned’s raids on banks would be modest by comparison.
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Discoveries of gold in parts of Western Australia in 1885, notably
Yilgarn and Halls Creek, opened up the discoveries at Kalgoorlie
and Coolgardie which began Western Australia’s gold rush.

May 3 A ‘monster meeting’ was held in Sydney to protest against
Chinese immigration. Demonstrations led to the decision to limit
the entry of Chinese immigrants based on certain categories, for
example, merchants, seamen, students and officials. The colonies
enacted legislation preventing the naturalisation of Chinese
immigrants. Racial prejudice against Chinese people heightened
and was cemented in the Immigration Restriction Act 1901.

Henry Lawson's first printed poem, ‘Song of the Republic; was
published in the Bulletin. His first story, ‘His Father's Mate,
was published in the same magazine a year later.

‘Angus and Robertson publishes its frst book, A Crown of Wattle.
Fosters Lager goes on sale for the first time.

‘The bridge over the Hawkesbury River in New South Wales was the
last link of the railway connecting Brisbane, Melbourne, Sydney
and Adelaide. Tt was officially opened on 1 May.

AB. (Banjo) Paterson’s ‘Clancy of the Overflow’ was published in
the Bulletin, followed a year later by ‘The Man from Snowy River’

‘This decade saw the proliferation of steam shipping over sail. By
1900, the tonnage of the world's steam ships was twice that of sail

‘The shearers'srike, which lasted from February to May in Queens-
land, erupted when pastoralists tried o cut wages and destroy
unionism by employing non-union, often Chinese, labour. Many
unionists were arrested for ransacking property and harassing
non-unionists. The union defeat led to the formation of the
Australian Labor Party.

‘The Women's Christian Temperance Union of Australasia was
formed in Melbourne. Campaigning against certain ‘evils’ of
society such as alcohol and promiscuousness, the WCTU was also
heavily involved in the campaign for women’s suffrage.

A miners'strike erupted in Broken Hill when employers broke an
agreement with the unions. The Miners’ Association was defeated
and a number of strike leaders were gaoled.

Major Australian banks were on the verge of collapse, particularly
in Victoria, after the Federal Bank failed on 30 January.
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‘The Immigration Restriction Act 1901 was the fist piece of legis-
lation enacted by the newly federated Australia. The Act prohibited
permanent settlement of non-Europeans. The ‘White Australia
Policy’ as it was so~called, was enforced by a dictation test which
was administered in a language that would ensure the applicant
would fal. The restrictions were lessened in 1912 to allow Chinese
students o stay up to one year without taking the test.

‘The final year of fighting in South Africa against the Boers. Harry
“Breaker’ Morant is executed for shooting unarmed Boer prisoners.
‘The war ends on 31 May.

‘Women are granted the vote in Australia and are permitted to
stand for Parliament.

‘The first national Labor government takes office with Chris Watson
as prime minister.

Rugby League comes to Australia.

‘The Bulletin changes its slogan from ‘Australia for Australians’ to
“Australia for the White Man, which it keeps until 1960.

Greater powers were established in New South Wales for the
Protection Board to take Aboriginal children from their families.
Half-caste, or ‘mixed blood, children were taken and put into
training as domestic servants or as labourers.

Several unpowered aircraftflight attempts were made during the first
decade of the 1900s. It wasi't until 1910 that the first powered aircraft
flight was made. John Duigan made this flight in Spring Phains,
Victoria. Theaircraft had to be pushed from a shed, down a steep hill
‘and across two creeks. The runway was only 800 metres long.

‘The Dreadnought Scheme began in New South Wales.

Prime Minister Fisher declares the wattle to be Australia's national
flower and incorporates it into the coat of arms.

Australia’s national capital is founded and named Canberra.

16-18 July Australias first airmail was carried between Melbourne
and Sydney by Maurice Gillaux. It took 234 days.

Britain declares war on Germany on 1 August. Australia follows
almost immediately, with Prime Minister Fisher announcing
Australia shall be there to the last man and the last shilling.
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4 November Archer wins the second Melbourne Cup.

14 March Goulburn given city status by Queen Victoria, thus
‘making it Australia'sfirst inland city.

11 November Elizabeth Scott is hanged for the murder of her
‘husband, making her the first woman to be executed in Victoria.

South Sea Islanders brought to Queensland to work as indentured
Iabourers in the sugar industry. Commonly known as Kanakas,
ter legisltion attempted to prohibit their entry into the country.

17 February Banjo Paterson is born.

26 January Bushrangers Ben Hall, Johnny Gilbert and John Dunn
holdup Kimberley's Inn in Collector, New South Wales. Dunn kills
one police officer, Constable Samuel Nelson.

Amott’s Biscuits is founded by Scottish-born William Amott.

19 March Sister Mary MacKillop founded the Sisters of Saint Joseph
of the Sacred Heart at Penola, South Australia.

18 April Australia's first Protective tariffs become law.

A group of Irish political prisoners, known as the Fenians, trans-
ported to Western Australia.

An Aboriginal cricket team toured England between May and
September. It was the first organised group of cricketers from
Australiatobe sentoverseas. The first gameattracteda 20 000-strong
crowd and a total of 47 games were played. The Aboriginal team
won fourteen, lost fourteen and drew nineteen.

After several debates over the ending of transportation to the Aus-
tralian colonies throughout the 18605, decision was finally made
to end transportation altogether. Declining crime rates in Britain
prompted this decision. The last convict ship to Australia—the
Hougoumont—eached Fremantle with 279 prisoners on 9 January.
‘From the inception of transportation, almost 159.000 convicts were
sent to Australi, the majority (80000) to New South Wales, 67 500
to Van Diemen's Land (Tasmania) and 9700 to Western Australia.

‘The Suez Canal was opened, enabling a more direct route between
Europe and Australia.

‘The opening in New South Wales of the Hawkesbury River Bridge
linked the northern with the southern and western raillines. It also
connected Brisbane with Adelaide.
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Lawrence Hargrave began his research into birds, fish and insects
in order to discover the movements essential for flight. By
1889 he had invented a rotary engine with revolving cylinders
attached to propeller blades. Itis said that the same rotary engines
used on early European planes were appropriated from Hargrave's
invention.

The first time a parachute was used in Australia was after Henry

LEstrange deployed one when he lost control of his hot air balloon
over Melbourne.

The first successful shipment of frozen meat to Britain was made
on the Strathleven. Australian James Harrison was a pioneering
force behind refrigerated shipping, allowing the export of meat
and dairy products.

‘The first land on the Cape York Peninsula was taken up to provide
‘meat to the gold miners. There was an influx of pastoralists to the
‘peninsula but few survived the harsh terrain.

‘The Bulletin magazine is launched. Claimed to be a ‘friend of the
bush and the sworkers, it was radical in its approach, republican
and xenophobic. It was a continuous source of controversy, criti-
cising conservatism in all facets of Australian society. It ceased
publication in 2008.

The frst Australian Census was conducted. The non-Indigenous
‘population was 2.3 milion.

The Australian cricket team defeat England on English soil for the
first time. After this match The Sporting Times describes English
cricket as dead, ‘that s body shall be cremated and ashes sent to
Australia .. 2. The Ashes was born.

‘The New South Wales Aborigines Protection Board was established.

The Broken Hill Proprietary Company, later to become BHP,
Australia’ largest mining company, was established.

An article in the West Australian reported that the dispossession
of ‘blacks' would be the most effectual course of action in order
to settle the dispute with the white population. Dispossession of
Aboriginal people from their homes became widespread. Protec-
tion legislation was enacted in Western Australiain this year.
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Discoveries of gold in parts of Western Australia in 1885, notably
Yilgarn and Halls Creek, opened up the discoveries at Kalgoorlie
and Coolgardie which began Western Australia’s gold rush.

May 3 A ‘monster meeting’ was held in Sydney to protest against
Chinese immigration. Demonstrations led to the decision to limit
the entry of Chinese immigrants based on certain categories, for
example, merchants, seamen, students and officials. The colonies
enacted legislation preventing the naturalisation of Chinese
immigrants. Racial prejudice against Chinese people heightened
and was cemented in the Immigration Restriction Act 1901.

Henry Lawson's first printed poem, ‘Song of the Republic; was
published in the Bulletin. His first story, ‘His Father's Mate,
was published in the same magazine a year later.

‘Angus and Robertson publishes its frst book, A Crown of Wattle.
Fosters Lager goes on sale for the first time.

‘The bridge over the Hawkesbury River in New South Wales was the
last link of the railway connecting Brisbane, Melbourne, Sydney
and Adelaide. Tt was officially opened on 1 May.

AB. (Banjo) Paterson’s ‘Clancy of the Overflow’ was published in
the Bulletin, followed a year later by ‘The Man from Snowy River’

‘This decade saw the proliferation of steam shipping over sail. By
1900, the tonnage of the world's steam ships was twice that of sail

‘The shearers'srike, which lasted from February to May in Queens-
land, erupted when pastoralists tried o cut wages and destroy
unionism by employing non-union, often Chinese, labour. Many
unionists were arrested for ransacking property and harassing
non-unionists. The union defeat led to the formation of the
Australian Labor Party.

‘The Women's Christian Temperance Union of Australasia was
formed in Melbourne. Campaigning against certain ‘evils’ of
society such as alcohol and promiscuousness, the WCTU was also
heavily involved in the campaign for women’s suffrage.

A miners'strike erupted in Broken Hill when employers broke an
agreement with the unions. The Miners’ Association was defeated
and a number of strike leaders were gaoled.

Major Australian banks were on the verge of collapse, particularly
in Victoria, after the Federal Bank failed on 30 January.
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Australians land at Gallipoli on 25 April. The arrival was met with
immense gunire by the Turkish army and the battle was nothing
short of slaughter. The Gallipoli campaign, which lasted until
December, resulted in over 7000 Australian deaths and 20000
wounded.

The first conscription plebiscite was put to the Australian people.
Prime Minister Billy Hughes wanted to introduce compulsory
‘male military service but the No vote prevailed. This caused not
only arift in Australian society, fuelling sectarian turmoil, but the
decision caused the Labor Party to split. Billy Hughes is expelled
from Labor and he takes his followers with him to form the first
Nationalist Party of Australia.

The two sides of the Transcontinental Railiway between Kalgoorlie
and Port Augusta, and stretching across the Nullarbor Plain, are
connected.

The General Strike of 1917 erupts in Sydney after New South
‘Wales Railiways instigated a card system to monitor and pinpoint
‘inefficient’ workers. Workers walked off in protest, beginning in
Sydney and spreading to other states.

11 November World War T ended and an Armistice was signed.
Over 60000 Australians were killed and 153000 wounded.

Approximately 330000 Australians served overseas.
The Spanish Pl epidemic kills over 12000 Australians.
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South Australia grants women the right to vote and to stand for
Parliament. These combined achievements together are a world
frst.

The words of ‘Waltzing Matilda’ were first sung in public in a pub
in Winton, Queensland named the North Gregory Hotel. It was
set to the tune of an old Scottish ballad, ‘Thou Bonnie Wood of
Craigielea’

Essendon wins the first Victorian Football League premiership.

Catherine Helen Spence is the first woman in the sworld to put
herself up for election to Parliament when she stands for the
Australasian Federal Convention in Adelaide. She has been named
the “Greatest Australian Woman' and is commemorated on the
Australian $5 note.

A re-energising of the Federation cause began when Alfred Deakin
‘made a speech in Bendigo where he put to the people ... o we
not find ourselves hampered in commerce, restricted in influence,
weakened in prestige, because we are jarring atoms instead of a
united organisrm

A referendum to approve the draft constitution was passed with
‘majorities in Victoria, South Australia and Tasmania, but New
South Wales did not reach the statutory minimum.

Another referendum was held and a majority vote Yes. Federation
will go ahead despite Western Australia being reluctant to join in.
A year later Western Australia decided to hold a referendum,
resulting in a Yes vote.

Two Aboriginal brothers, Jimmy and Joe Governor, Killed seven
white people in New South Wales because immy had taken offence
to shurs aimed at his wife. Joe Governor was shot dead and Jimmy
was arrested and hanged.

‘The newly enacted Commonwealth Constitution did not recognise
Aboriginal peopl. It stated that ‘in reckoning the numbers of the
people.... Aborginal natives shall not be counted The Common-
wealth also declared that it would not legislate for Aboriginal people,
therefore each state continued its power over Aboriginal affairs.
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Burke and Wills' notorious expedition from southern Australia to
the north began. At Cooper Creek, Burke and Wills, with two other
men, left for the Gulf of Carpentaria. The fateful journey is one of
the major upsets of Australia's history. In September 1861, after
searching for Burke and Will since June, the lone survivor of the
expedition was found. WS’ grave and Burke’s remains were then
discovered.

The Aboriginal Protection Board was established in Victoria.
Nearly 11000 hectares of land were turned into reserves for the ‘tem-
porary’ residence of Victorian Aborigines. By 1900, most Victorian
‘Aborigines had been placed on reserves.

June Anti-Chinese riots broke out at Lambing Flat, a goldfield
in New South Wales. None of the perpetrators were prosecuted
despite Chinese people being killed.

‘The New South Wales Robertson Land Act was enacted. The princi-
ples of free selection and conditional purchase were introduced in
order to help the small farmer. The legislation, however, proved to
‘benefit the squatters and large landowners.

Nineteen settlers on the newly developed Cullin-la Ringo station in
Queensland were killed by Aborigines. A party of men soon set out
and a number of Aborigines were slaughtered.

Explorer John McDouall Stuart successfully returns from crossing
Australia from north to south on his third attempt.





OEBPS/images/pic 30_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/14_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/pic 33_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/Timeline.png
TIMELINE TO 1919





OEBPS/images/pic 24_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/pic17_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/pic1_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/pic4_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/pic 18_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/pic 27_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/pic 8_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/pic36_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/pic 11_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/pic6_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/pic 29_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/pic12_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/pic 35_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/pic 1_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/Picture 3.png
THE BROKEN HILL





OEBPS/images/table 3.png
1870
1870

1870

Late 18705

1871

1872

1873

1873

1875

1875

1876

1877

Construction of the Overland Telegraph began.

Tohn Forrest, with his brother, led an expedition from Perth to
Adelaide along the Great Australian Bight. John Forrest later
‘became Western Australia’s first premier.

‘The last garrisons of British troops leave Australia. Each colony is
now responsible for its own defence.

‘The Kimberley was settled after the exploration of the area in 1879
by Alexander Forrest.

After twenty years of assisted immigration there were 100000 Irish
settlrs in Victoria.

‘The Overland Telegraph, a 3200 kilometre telegraph line connect-
ing Darwin and Port Augusta, was completed. It allowed fast
‘connection betyween Australia and the rest of the world. This major
engineering feat revolutionised communication and within the
first year over 4000 telegrams were sent. In 1875 Western Australia
joined the connection when a line was built across the Nullarbor
Plain from South Australia.

19 July Surveyor Willian Gosse renames Uluru Ayers Rock’ after
the premier of South Australia, Henry Ayers, despite it being called
the former for thousands of years.

Edward William Cole opened his first bookstore in Melbourne. Tt
soon was claimed as the world's biggest bookstore, extending from
Bourke Street to Collins Street.

Anart gallery was set up by the New South Wales government with
the trustees from the Academy of Art. William Ford's Picnic Party
at Hanging Rock’ was displayed here.

‘The South Australian government provided for 70 days of compul-
sory education each half a year for children aged seven to thirteen

years. Absenteeism continuied, however, because of the demand for
child labour.

ATasmanian Aborigine named Truganini diesaged 73. The govern-
ment falsely claims the ‘last Aborigine has died and therefore the
‘native problem’ swas over.

‘The first Test match between Australian and England played at the
Melbourne Cricket Ground. Australia wins.
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