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Quote
“He stood, dark, silent, and inscrutable, looking down on the black sea, and waiting for whatever fortune Fate might send him.” 
THE MAN FROM ARCHANGEL

Author Bio
SIR ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE (1859-1930) was a Scottish physician and author, most famous for his stories about ‘the great detective’, Sherlock Holmes. His creation has enjoyed remarkable longevity and his stories are lauded as landmarks in the history of crime fiction. He was a prolific writer whose other works include supernatural stories, plays, romances, poetry, non-fiction and historical novels.



INTRODUCTION
 
Mysteries and Adventures was first published by the Walter Scott Company in March 1890, consisting of seven of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s earliest fictional works. Unfortunately, its release did not please the author as one might expect. Apart from the fact that the stories in the collection were written in the infancy of his literary career and were, in his eyes, not up to the standards of his more recent works, it would also be in direct competition with a planned collection through official channels, entitled The Captain of the ‘Pole-Star’ and Other Tales. However, Doyle’s discontent mainly arose from the fact that he would not receive a single penny from the collection’s publication. As a young author, he had sold the stories contained in Mysteries and Adventures outright to the proprietors of the journals in which they were published, and this had left him powerless to halt the further publication of these works or to benefit financially from any such reissue. Doyle’s eagerness to see his writings in print had no doubt outweighed his reluctance to part with the rights to the stories. This was a practical necessity for budding authors of the day, but once established, Doyle came to regard his capitulation to the publishers’ demands as a foolish naïvety.  
In the year of 1879, whilst deeply entrenched in his medical studies, and sorely in need of funds, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle made his first fledgling steps into the literary world. A short story of his, titled ‘The Mystery of Sasassa Valley’ was accepted by Chambers’s Journal of Popular Literature, Science and Arts, appearing anonymously in the September issue and earning its author three guineas in the process. Set against a remote South African landscape, the plot revolved around the legend of a strange, mythical creature that roamed the valley. The scenario is remarkably similar to one used in a later story of Doyle’s, namely ‘The Hound of the Baskervilles’, where a ghostly beast prowls the barren wasteland of Dartmoor. The germ of the plot of the author’s world famous Sherlock Holmes adventure was almost certainly derived from this earlier story.
As gratifying as it obviously was for his work to feature in Chambers’s Journal, it did little at this point to sway Doyle away from his intended career as a medical practitioner. He returned to his studies and completed his third year at Edinburgh University, after which he spent two months as a ship’s surgeon on the Greenland whaler, Hope, an experience that he found immensely satisfying, remarking later that he came of age at latitude 80 degrees north. 
On his return, some seven months after his departure, Doyle tried his hand at writing once more, coming up with a colonial tale of revenge and misadventure by the name of ‘The American’s Tale – An Arizona Tragedy’. The story was soon taken up by London Society, a magazine that would feature the greater part of Doyle’s early work, with the story being included in their Christmas 1880 edition.
The next year proved to be an eventful one for Doyle, as he studied intensely for his final examinations. He passed “with fair but not notable distinction”, qualifying as a Bachelor of Medicine and Master of Surgery in August 1881. As soon as his scholarly life was concluded, he planned to return to the vocation of ship’s surgeon, in the hope that whilst being able to see more of the world, he could make enough money to set up a practice on his return. To this end, he applied for a suitable post on a passenger ship, but having received no reply for some months, he began to consider instead a life in the armed forces or the East India Company. Before he could put any of these plans into action however, he received a favourable response from the African Steam Navigation Company, offering him the position of Medical Officer on board the Mayumba, a vessel imminently bound for the west coast of Africa.
Although he came to rue his decision, Doyle accepted the company’s proposal, and joined the crew prior to their departure from Liverpool Harbour on the 22nd of October 1881. The weather was poor from the off and Doyle was kept busy, with the mal de mer afflicting a great number of those on board. Thankfully, the rough seas abated as they ventured further south, but Doyle did not find the voyage to his liking in the least. The 4,000 ton steamer did not hold the same sense of danger and adventure afforded by his previous sea-bound escapade aboard the Hope. The stifling heat and the lack of picturesque scenery did little to temper his mood, but it was the events of late November that really brought things to a head.
On the 18th, while at Lagos, Doyle was bitten by a mosquito and rapidly succumbed to a powerful fever. As he was the only medical man on board, there was nobody to tend to him as he fought the malaise, and consequently he was left, confined to his bed for several days, locked in a duel with Death. Finally, he emerged from his sickness - “as weak as a child”, as he would later put it - and the seriousness of the predicament he had been in quickly dawned on him, for shortly after he had fallen ill, another on board had been dealt a similar blow by a mosquito and did not survive. 
When the Mayumba docked in Liverpool on the 14th of January 1882 having completed its first run, Doyle understandably elected not to remain with the crew for the return voyage. He left knowing that he would have to find another way to raise the funds he required to set up a practice.
Despite all these distractions, Doyle managed to continue with his writing. Three further stories were published during the course of 1881, each appearing in London Society. These represented a landmark in the author’s career in that, unlike those stories published previously, these were the first that were fully attributed to Doyle. Finally, the author could see his name printed alongside his work. 
The first of these stories featured in the journal’s April 1881 issue. Entitled ‘A Night Among the Nihilists’, it told of an unsuspecting clerk drawn into the dangerous world of Russian insurgency. The remaining two stories appeared in the Christmas edition under the titles of ‘The Gully of Bluemansdyke’, an account of a missing group of miners and the fate that befell them, and ‘That Little Square Box’, a mysterious adventure of the high seas. Both stories were presented with accompanying illustrations by David Henry Friston, a talented artist who would continue to be associated with Conan Doyle, illustrating a number of his stories over the subsequent six years. Friston’s final contribution to the presentation of Doyle’s work was for ‘A Study in Scarlet’, the first Sherlock Holmes story, which appeared in the 1887 edition of Beeton’s Christmas Annual. 
Barely two months had elapsed since his return to British soil when further stories began to surface in London Society. The first of these was called ‘Bones - The April Fool of Harvey’s Sluice’, a romantic tale - his first attempt at such - and was set in the rough-and-ready surroundings of an Australian mining camp. Fittingly, it saw print in the April 1882 edition. Doyle continued with the romantic theme in the following issue with the story, ‘Our Derby Sweepstakes’, in which two competing suitors vied for the affection of a young lady.
In the summer of 1882, Doyle arrived in Southsea, Portsmouth, determined to set himself up in practice in the modestly-sized coastal town. A recent partnership in Plymouth with a colleague from his university days had just ended badly, leaving him not as affluent as he would have hoped, but resolute of mind that he should find his way alone. After much searching for a suitable residence, he settled upon a house called Bush Villa, situated on Elm Grove. To his mind, it seemed to be situated in a perfect location for him, it being in adjacent to a busy crossroads. Moreover, as it was snugly nestled between a church and a hotel, a healthy passing trade could well be expected. He quickly obtained a year’s lease on the residence, priced at £40, with an added £10 for taxes, paying a quarter’s rent in advance. 
Once in, he adorned his consulting room as frugally as possible, eager not to squander the small amount of money he had to his name. He purchased a variety of furniture at a local auction house, paying £3 in the process (the equivalent of approximately £200 today). The necessary ointments, pills and powders, not to mention the paraphernalia that accompanied them, were all obtained on credit. He did not, however, show the same sense of economy when it came to his name plates, with vanity soon getting the better of him. 
Regrettably, the young doctor found it hard to entice patients to the new practice during the formative years of the business, with the majority of the townsfolk reluctant to change from their regular doctors. With hindsight though, this proved to be highly beneficial to his literary career. Without a steady flow of patients occupying his day-to-day affairs, the budding author was free to focus on his eventual calling and, before long, he was writing whenever the opportunity arose. During his first few years in Southsea, his output of works greatly increased, with his writing style evolving as his confidence in his abilities grew. The majority of these stories would eventually find their way into a varied array of periodicals, such as Cornhill Magazine and Cassell’s Saturday Journal to name but two. On average, Doyle received £4 per piece submitted and the slow trickle of money obtained in this way helped to supplement his income to some degree.
It was around this time that Doyle penned a story that would appear in the Christmas 1882 edition of London Society. The tale, ‘My Friend the Murderer,’ was a continuation of the story, ‘The Gully of Bluemansdyke,’ which Doyle had written the previous year. ‘My Friend the Murderer,’ focused on the troubles of Wolf Tone Maloney, one of the characters from the earlier story and highlighted his adventures as he tried to keep secret his murderous past.
For the greater part of 1883, Doyle filled his writing hours working on his first novel, a semi-autobiographical piece under the title, ‘The Narrative of John Smith’. He was all too aware that in order to gain his reputation as an author, he would have to try his hand at a novel. He wrote the first one hundred and thirty pages fairly quickly, only to put it to one side momentarily so that he could write a short story that had suddenly come to him. ‘J. Habakuk Jephson’s Statement,’ a fictional account explaining the abandonment of the Mary Celeste, would have gained Doyle the plaudits that he deserved had the piece not been published anonymously and wrongly attributed in public circles to Robert Louis Stevenson. Bar this short distraction, the novel was soon completed and the manuscript was duly posted off to the publishers for approval. 
Not long afterwards, Doyle was shocked to discover that the publishers never received his package and that his manuscript, the only copy in existence, was lost. Putting a brave face on it, he decided that he should rewrite the piece from scratch, as soon as time allowed. This redraft, which was partially completed before being forsaken by its author, was unknown of in literary circles. It was not until some of Doyle’s personal effects, an extensive collection comprising over three thousand items, were put up for auction at Christie’s in May of 2004 that its existence came to public attention. In 2011, some one hundred and twenty-eight years after it was first written, the extant version of ‘The Narrative of John Smith’ finally found its way into print, published by the British Library.
Doyle finished up the year by submitting two further stories to London Society, the first being ‘Selecting A Ghost’, which was published in the December 1883 edition. The story, which has also on occasion seen print as ‘The Ghosts of Goresthorpe Grange,’ concerned a gentleman whose quest to have a spectre as an incumbent in his stately home brought about a nightmare all of its own. This story first saw print in book form as part of the 1887 collection, Dreamland and Ghostland, Volume III along with ‘The Mystery of Sasassa Valley’. The second story, entitled ‘The Silver Hatchet,’ appeared in the Christmas holiday edition of the same year and told of two violent murders which were committed in the grounds of a Hungarian university and left the local constabulary completely baffled. However, a chance discovery would turn the investigation on its head, leading to the eventual revelation of the most unlikely of culprits.
It would be a year before Doyle’s work featured once again in London Society magazine, the barren spell broken by the appearance in the January 1885 edition of ‘The Man from Archangel’. This story dealt with an embittered, reclusive man, and how his introverted lifestyle was turned upside down when he witnessed a shipwreck not far from his house.
In December 1885, fresh from his recent marriage, Doyle submitted his final story to London Society, a tale entitled ‘The Parson of Jackman’s Gulch’ (alternatively referred to as ‘Elias B. Hopkins’). In the story, Doyle returned to the hardened world of the Australian mining colonies of the 1850s and detailed how the arrival of a man of piety and his attempts to mollify their raucous behaviour led the colony into misadventure. 
 
Mysteries and Adventures should really be seen as a series of narrative documents which, when examined in chronological order, chart the evolution of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s writing technique. His first attempt, ‘The Mystery of Sasassa Valley’, whilst an entertaining piece, borrows heavily from the style of another, the American author Bret Harte, an author whom Doyle held in great esteem. As the reader progresses through the collection, it becomes readily apparent that, with each successive work, Doyle was casting aside his influences and allowing his own creative voice to come to the fore. The culmination of this process is the excellent story ‘The Man from Archangel’, a tale fit for any collection.
Over the years, this collection has seldom been reprinted. Two separate editions were published in 1893, each of which included five additional stories - ‘Selecting A Ghost’, ‘The Mystery of Sasassa Valley’, ‘Our Derby Sweepstakes’, ‘The American’s Tale - An Arizona Tragedy’ and ‘Bones - The April Fool of Harvey’s Sluice’ - bringing the total to twelve. The first was produced by Heinemann and Balestier Ltd of Great Britain, intended for the Continental market, while the other was a North American imprint issued in October of that year by Lovell, Coryell & Company, under the title My Friend The Murderer, and Other Mysteries and Adventures. On the rare occasions that the collection has been revived in print, more often than not it has surfaced in a truncated form, with the final five stories omitted. Whilst some pieces, like ‘That Little Square Box’, ‘The Man from Archangel’ and ‘Selecting A Ghost’, find their way into modern day short story collections with an unerring regularity, there are others to which time has been less favourable. Stories like ‘The Gully of Bluemansdyke’, ‘My Friend the Murderer’ and ‘A Night Among the Nihilists’ can be extremely difficult to find in print. The most elusive story, however, must be ‘The Silver Hatchet’, which has rarely been obtainable at a sensible price. 
This collection is based on the 1893 ‘Continental’ edition of the book  and therefore comprises all twelve stories, including the five tales added for the Continental and North American imprints. 
It is finally possible for devotees of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle to affordably add this fine collection to their libraries.
Paul Stuart Hayes
Author, Requiem for Sherlock Holmes
 



THE GULLY OF BLUEMANSDYKE
A TRUE COLONIAL STORY
 
Originally published in London Society, Christmas edition, December 1881
 
Broadhurst’s Store was closed, but the little back room looked very comfortable that night. The fire cast a ruddy glow on ceiling and walls, reflecting itself cheerily on the polished flasks and shot-guns which adorned them. Yet a gloom rested on the two men who sat at either side of the hearth, which neither the fire nor the black bottle upon the table could alleviate.
“Twelve o’clock,” said old Tom, the storeman glancing up at the wooden timepiece which had come out with him in ‘42. “It’s a queer thing, George, they haven’t come.”
“It’s a dirty night,” said his companion, reaching out his arm for a plug of tobacco. “The Wawirra’s in flood, maybe; or maybe their horses broke down; or they’ve put it off, perhaps. Great Lord, how it thunders! Pass us over a coal, Tom.”
He spoke in a tone which was meant to appear easy, but with a painful thrill in it which was not lost upon his mate. He glanced uneasily at him from under his grizzled eyebrows.
“You think it’s all right, George?” he said, after a pause.
“Think what’s all right?”
“Why, that the lads are safe.”
“Safe! Of course they’re safe. What the devil is to harm them?”
“Oh, nothing; nothing, to be sure,” said old Tom. “You see, George, since the old woman died, Maurice has been all to me; and it makes me kinder anxious. It’s a week since they started from the mine, and you’d ha’ thought they’d be here now. But it’s nothing unusual, I s’pose; nothing at all. Just my darned folly.”
“What’s to harm them?” repeated George Hutton again, arguing to convince himself rather than his comrade. “It’s a straight road from the diggin’s to Rathurst, and then through the hills past Bluemansdyke, and over the Wawirra by the ford, and so down to Trafalgar by the bush track. There’s nothin’ deadly in all that, is there? My son Allan’s as dear to me as Maurice can be to you, mate,” he continued; “but they know the ford well, and there’s no other bad place. They’ll be here to-morrow night, certain.”
“Please God they may!” said Broadhurst; and the two men lapsed into silence for some time, moodily staring into the glow of the fire, and pulling at their short clays.
It was indeed, as Hutton had said, a dirty night. The wind was howling down through the gorges of the western mountains, and whirling and eddying among the streets of Trafalgar; whistling through the chinks in the rough wood cabins, and tearing away the frail shingles which formed the roofs. The streets were deserted, save for one or two stragglers from the drinking shanties, who wrapped their cloaks around them and staggered home through the wind and rain towards their own cabins.
The silence was broken by Broadhurst, who was evidently still ill at ease.
“Say, George,” he said, “what’s become of Josiah Mapleton?”
“Went to the diggin’s.”
“Ay; but he sent word he was coming back.”
“But he never came.”
“An’ what’s become of Jos Humphrey?” he resumed, after a pause.
“He went diggin’, too.”
“Well, did he come back?”
“Drop it, Broadhurst; drop it, I say,” said Hutton, springing to his feet and pacing up and down the narrow room. “You’ve trying to make a coward of me! You know the men must have gone up country prospectin’ or farmin’, maybe. What is it to us where they went? You don’t think I have a register of every man in the colony, as Inspector Burton has of the lags.”
“Sit down, George, and listen,” said old Tom. “There’s something queer about that road; something I don’t understand, and don’t like. Maybe you remember how Maloney, the one-eyed scoundrel, made his money in the early mining days. He’d a half-way drinking shanty on the main road up on a kind of bluff, where the Lena comes down from the hills. You’ve heard, George, how they found a sort of wooden slide from his little back room down to the river; an’ how it came out that man after man had had his drink doctored, and been shot down that into eternity, like a bale of goods. No one will ever know how many were done away with there. They were all supposed to be farmin’ and prospectin’, and the like, till their bodies were picked out of the rapids. It’s no use mincing matters, George; we’ll have the troopers along to the diggings if those lads don’t turn up by to-morrow night.”
“As you like, Tom,” said Hutton.
“By the way, talking of Maloney—it’s a strange thing,” said Broadhurst, “that Jack Haldane swears he saw a man as like Maloney with ten years added to him as could be. It was in the bush on Monday morning. Chance, I suppose; but you’d hardly think there could be two pair of shoulders in the world carrying such villainous mugs on the top of them.”
“Jack Haldane’s a fool,” growled Hutton, throwing open the door and peering anxiously out into the darkness, while the wind played with his long grizzled beard, and sent a train of glowing sparks from his pipe down the street.
“A terrible night!” he said, as he turned back towards the fire.
Yes, a wild, tempestuous night; a night for birds of darkness and for beasts of prey. A strange night for seven men to lie out in the gully at Bluemansdyke, with revolvers in their hands, and the devil in their hearts.
 
The sun was rising after the storm. A thick, heavy steam reeked up from the saturated ground, and hung like a pall over the flourishing little town of Trafalgar. A bluish mist lay in wreaths over the wide track of bushland around, out of which the western mountains loomed like great islands in a sea of vapour.
Something was wrong in the town. The most casual glance would have detected that. There was a shouting and a hurrying of feet. Doors were slammed and rude windows thrown open. A trooper of police came clattering down with his carbine unslung. It was past the time for Joe Buchan’s saw-mill to commence work, but the great wheel was motionless, for the hands had not appeared.
There was a surging, pushing crowd in the main street before old Tom Broadhurst’s house, and a mighty clattering of tongues. “What was it?” demanded the new-comers, panting and breathless. “Broadhurst has shot his mate.” “He has cut his own throat.” “He has struck gold in the clay floor of his kitchen.” “No; it was his son Maurice who had come home rich.” “Who had not come back at all.” “Whose horse had come back without him.” At last the truth had come out; and there was the old sorrel horse in question whinnying and rubbing his neck against the familiar door of the stable, as if entreating entrance; while two haggard, grey-haired men held him by either bridle, and gazed blankly at his reeking sides.
“God help me,” said old Tom Broadhurst; “it is as I feared!”
“Cheer up, mate,” said Hutton, drawing his rough straw hat down over his brow. “There’s hope yet.”
A sympathetic and encouraging murmur ran through the crowd.
“Horse ran away, likely.”
“Or been stolen.”
“Or he’s swum the Wawirra an’ been washed off,” suggested one Job’s comforter.
“He ain’t got no marks of bruising,” said another, more hopeful.
“Rider fallen off drunk, maybe,” said a bluff old sheep-farmer. “I kin remember,” he continued, “coming into town ‘bout this hour myself, with my head in my holster, an’ thinking I was a six-chambered revolver— mighty drunk I was.”
“Maurice had a good seat; he’d never be washed off”
“Not he.”
“The horse has a weal on its off fore-quarter,” remarked another, more observant than the rest.
“A blow from a whip, maybe.”
“It would be a darned hard one.”
“Where’s Chicago Bill?” said someone; “he’ll know.”
Thus invoked, a strange, gaunt figure stepped out in front of the crowd. He was an extremely tall and powerful man, with the red shirt and high boots of a miner. The shirt was thrown open, showing the sinewy throat and massive chest. His face was seamed and scarred with many a conflict, both with Nature and his brother man; yet beneath his ruffianly exterior there lay something of the quiet dignity of the gentleman. This man was a veteran gold-hunter; a real old Californian ‘forty-niner, who had left the fields in disgust when private enterprise began to dwindle before the formation of huge incorporated companies with their ponderous machinery. But the red clay with the little shining points had become to him as the very breath of his nostrils, and he had come halfway round the world to seek it once again. “Here’s Chicago Bill,” he said; “what is it?” Bill was naturally regarded as an oracle, in virtue of his prowess and varied experience. Every eye was turned on him as Braxton, the young Irish trooper of constabulary, said, “What do you make of the horse. Bill?”
The Yankee was in no hurry to commit himself He surveyed the animal for some time with his shrewd little grey eye. He bent and examined the girths; then he felt the mane carefully. He stooped once more and examined the hoofs and then the quarters. His eye rested on the blue wheal already mentioned. This seemed to put him on a scent, for he gave a long, low whistle, and proceeded at once to examine the hair on either side of the saddle. He saw something conclusive apparently, for, with a sidelong glance under his shaggy eyebrows at the two old men beside him, he turned and fell back among the crowd.
“Well, what d’ye think?” cried a dozen voices.
“A job for you,” said Bill, looking up at the young Irish trooper.
“Why, what is it? What’s become of young Broadhurst?”
“He’s done what better men has done afore. He has sunk a shaft for gold and panned out a coffin.”
“Speak out, man! what have you seen?” cried a husky voice.
“I’ve seen the graze of a bushranger’s bullet on the horse’s quarter, an’ I’ve seen a drop of the rider’s blood on the edge of the saddle—Here, hold the old man up, boys; don’t let him drop. Give him a swig of brandy an’ lead him inside. Say,” he continued, in a whisper, gripping the trooper by the wrist, “mind, I’m in it. You an’ I play this hand together. I’m dead on sich varmin. We’ll do as they do in Nevada, strike while the iron is hot. Get any men you can together. I s’pose you’re game to come yourself?”
“Yes, I’ll come,” said young Braxton, with a quiet smile.
The American looked at him approvingly. He had learned in his wanderings that an Irishman who grows quieter when deeply stirred is a very dangerous specimen of the genus homo.
“Good lad!” he muttered; and the two went down the street together towards the station-house, followed by half-a-dozen of the more resolute of the crowd.
One word before we proceed with our story, or our chronicle rather, as every word of it is based upon fact. The colonial trooper of fifteen or twenty years ago was a very different man from his representative of to-day. Not that I would imply any slur upon the courage of the latter; but for reckless dare-devilry and knight-errantry the old constabulary has never been equalled. The reason is a simple one. Men of gentle blood, younger sons and wild rakes who had outrun the constable, were sent off to Australia with some wild idea of making their fortunes. On arriving they found Melbourne by no means the El Dorado they expected; they were unfit for any employment, their money was soon dissipated, and they unerringly gravitated into the mounted police. Thus a sort of colonial “Maison Rouge” became formed, where the lowest private had as much pride of birth and education as his officers. They were men who might have swayed the fate of empires, yet who squandered away their lives in many a lone wild fight with native and bushranger, where nothing but a mouldering blue-ragged skeleton was left to tell the tale.
 
It was a glorious sunset. The whole western sky was a blaze of flame, throwing a purple tint upon the mountains, and gilding the sombre edges of the great forest which spreads between Trafalgar and the river Wawirra. It stretched out, a primeval, unbroken wilderness, save at the one point where a rough track had been formed by the miners and their numerous camp-followers. This wound amid the great trunks in a zigzag direction, occasionally making a long detour to avoid some marshy hollow or especially dense clump of vegetation. Often it could be hardly discerned from the ground around save by the scattered hoof-marks and an occasional rut.
About fifteen miles from Trafalgar there stands a little knoll, well sheltered and overlooking the road. On this knoll a man was lying as the sun went down that Friday evening. He appeared to shun observation, for he had chosen that part in which the foliage was thickest; yet he seemed decidedly at his ease, as he lolled upon his back with his pipe between his teeth, and a broad hat down over his face. It was a face that it was well to cover in the presence of so peaceful a scene—a face pitted with the scars of an immaterial smallpox. The forehead was broad and low; one eye had apparently been gouged out, leaving a ghastly cavity; the other was deep-set, cunning, and vindictive. The mouth was hard and cruel; a rough beard covered the chin. It was the cut of face which, seen in a lonely street, would instinctively make one shift the grasp of one’s stick from the knob end to the ferrule —the face of a bold and unscrupulous man.
Some unpleasing thought seemed to occur to him, for he rose with a curse and knocked the ashes out of his pipe. “A darned fine thing,” he muttered, “that I should have to lie out like this! It was Barrett’s fault the job wasn’t a clean one, an’ now he picks me out to get the swamp-fever. If he’d shot the horse as I did the man, we wouldn’t need a watch on this side of the Wawirra. He always was a poor white-livered cuss. Well,” he continued, picking up a gun which lay in the grass behind him, “there’s no use my waiting longer; they wouldn’t start during the night. Maybe the horse never got home, maybe they gave them up as drowned; anyhow it’s another man’s turn to-morrow, so I’ll just give them five minutes and then make tracks.” He sat down on the stump of a tree as he spoke and hummed the verse of a song. A sudden thought seemed to strike him, for he plunged his hand into his pocket, and after some searching extracted a pack of playing cards wrapped in a piece of dirty brown paper. He gazed earnestly at their greasy faces for some time. Then he took a pin from his sleeve and pricked a small hole in the corner of each ace and knave. He chuckled as he shuffled them up, and replaced them in his pocket. “I’ll have my share of the swag,” he growled. “They’re sharp, but they’ll not spot that when the liquor is in them. By the Lord, here they are!”
He had sprung to his feet and was bending to the ground, holding his breath as he listened. To the unpractised ear all was as still as before —the hum of a passing insect, the chirp of a bird, the rustle of the leaves; but the bushranger rose with the air of a man who has satisfied himself. “Good-bye to Bluemansdyke,” said he; “I reckon it will be too hot to hold us for a time. That thundering idiot! he’s spoilt as nice a lay as ever was, an’ risked our necks into the bargain. I’ll see their number an’ who they are, though,” he continued; and, choosing a point where a rough thicket formed an effectual screen, he coiled himself up, and lay like some venomous snake, occasionally raising his head and peering between the trunks at the reddish streak which marked the Trafalgar Road.
There could be no question now as to the approach of a body of horsemen. By the time our friend was fairly ensconced in his hiding-place the sound of voices and the clatter of hoofs was distinctly audible, and in another moment a troop of mounted men came sweeping round the curve of the road. They were eleven all told, armed to the teeth, and evidently well on the alert. Two rode in front with rifles unslung, leisurely scanning every bush which might shelter an enemy. The main body kept about fifty yards behind them, while a solitary horseman brought up the rear. The ranger scanned them narrowly as they passed. He seemed to recognise most of them. Some were his natural enemies the troopers; the majority were miners who had volunteered to get rid of an evil which affected their interests so closely. They were a fine bronzed set of men, with a deliberate air about them, as if they had come for a purpose and meant to attain it. As the last rider passed before his hiding-place the solitary watcher started and growled a curse in his beard. “I know his darned face,” he said; “it’s Bill Hanker, the man who got the drop on Long Nat Smeaton in Silver City in ‘53; what the thunder brought him here? I must be off by the back track, though, an’ let the boys know.” So saying, he picked up his gun, and with a scowl after the distant party, he crouched down and passed rapidly and silently out of sight into the very thickest part of the bush.
The expedition had started from Trafalgar on the afternoon of the same day that Maurice Broadhurst’s horse, foam-flecked and frightened, had galloped up to the old stable-door. Burton, the inspector of constabulary, an energetic and able man, as all who knew him can testify, was in command. He had detached Braxton, the young Irishman, and Thompson, another trooper, as a vanguard. He himself rode with the main body, grey-whiskered and lean, but as straight in the back as when he and I built a shanty in ‘39 in what is now Burke Street, Melbourne. With him were McGillivray, Foley, and Anson of the Trafalgar force, Hartley the sheep-farmer, Murdoch and Summerville, who had made their pile at the mines, and Dan Murphy, who was cleaned out when the clay of the “Orient “ turned to gravel, and had been yearning for a solid square fight ever since. Chicago Bill formed the rear-guard, and the whole party presented an appearance which, though far from military, was decidedly warlike.
They camped out that night seventeen miles from Trafalgar, and next day pushed on as far as where the Stirling Road runs across. The third morning brought them to the northern bank of the Wawirra, which they forded. Here a council of war was held, for they were entering what they regarded as enemy’s country. The bush track, though wild, was occasionally traversed both by shepherds and sportsmen. It would hardly be the home of a gang of desperate bushrangers. But beyond the Wawirra the great rugged range of the Tapu mountains towered up to the clouds, and across a wild spur of these the mining track passed up to Bluemansdyke. It was here they decided at the council that the scene of the late drama lay. The question now was what means were to be taken to attack the murderers; for that murder had been done no man doubted.
All were of one mind as to what the main line of action should be. To go for them straight, shoot as many as possible on sight, and hang the balance in Trafalgar: that was plain sailing. But how to get at them was the subject of much debate. The troopers were for pushing on at once, and trusting to Fortune to put the rangers in their way. The miners proposed rather to gain some neighbouring peak, from which a good view of the country could be obtained, and some idea gained of their whereabouts. Chicago Bill took rather a gloomy view of things. “Nary one will we see,” said he; “they’ve dusted out of the district Tore this. They’d know the horse would go home, and likely as not they’ve had a watch on the road to warn them. I guess, boys, we’d best move on an’ do our best.” There was some discussion, but Chicago’s opinion carried the day, and the expedition pushed on in a body.
After passing the second upland station the scenery becomes more and more grand and rugged. Great peaks two and three thousand feet high rose sheer up at each side of the narrow track. The heavy wind and rain of the storm had brought down much debris, and the road was almost impassable in places. They were frequently compelled to dismount and to lead the horses. “We haven’t far now, boys,” said the inspector cheerily, as they struggled on; and he pointed to a great dark cleft which yawned in front of them between two almost perpendicular cliffs. “They are there,” he said, “or nowhere.” A little higher the road became better and their progress was more rapid. A halt was called, guns were unslung, and their pistols loosened in their belts, for the great gully of Bluemansdyke—the wildest part of the whole Tapu range —was gaping before them. But not a thing was to be seen; all was as still as the grave. The horses were picketed in a quiet little ravine, and the whole party crept on on foot. The Southern sun glared down hot and clear on the yellow bracken and banks of fern which lined the narrow winding track. Still not a sign of life. Then came a clear low whistle from the two advanced troopers, announcing that something had been discovered, and the main body hurried up. It was a spot for deeds of blood. On one side of the road there lowered a black gnarled precipice, on the other was the sullen mouth of the rugged gully. The road took a sharp turn at this spot. Just at the angle several large boulders were scattered, lining and overlooking the track. It was at this angle that a little bed of mud and trampled red clay betokened a recent struggle. There could be no question that they were at the scene of the murder of the two young miners. The outline of a horse could still be seen in the soft ground, and the prints of its hoofs as it kicked out in its death-agony were plainly marked. Behind one of the rocks were the tracks of several feet, and some pistol wadding was found in a tuft of ferns. The whole tragedy lay unclosed before them. Two men, careless in the pride of their youth and their strength, had swept round that fatal curve. Then a crash, a groan, a brutal laugh, the galloping of a frightened horse, and all was over.
What was to be done now? The rocks around were explored, but nothing fresh discovered. Some six days had elapsed, and the birds were apparently flown. The party separated and hunted about among the boulders. Then the American, who could follow a trail like a bloodhound, found tracks leading towards a rugged pile of rocks on the north side of the gully. In a crevice here the remains of three horses were found. Close to them the rim of an old straw hat projected through the loose loam. Hartley, the sheep-farmer, sprang over to pick it up; he started back in the act of stooping, and said in an awestruck whisper to his friend Murphy, “There’s a head under it, Dan!” A few strokes of a spade disclosed a face familiar to most of the group— that of a poor travelling photographer well known in the colony by the sobriquet of “Stooping Johnny,” who had disappeared some time before. It was now in an advanced stage of putrefaction. Close to him another body was discovered, and another beside that. In all, thirteen victims of these English Thugs were lying under the shadow of the great north wall of the Bluemansdyke gully. It was there, standing in silent awe round the remains of these poor fellows, hurried into eternity and buried like dogs, that the search-party registered a vow to sacrifice all interests and comforts for the space of one month to the single consideration of revenge. The inspector uncovered his grizzled head as he solemnly swore it, and his comrades followed his example. The bodies were then, with a brief prayer, consigned to a deeper grave, a rough cairn was erected over them, and the eleven men set forth upon their mission of stern justice.
Three weeks had passed—three weeks and two days. The sun was sinking over the great waste of bushland, unexplored and unknown, which stretches away from the eastern slope of the Tapu mountains. Save some eccentric sportsman or bold prospector, no colonist had ever ventured into that desolate land; yet on this autumn evening two men were standing in a little glade in the very heart of it. They were engaged tying up their horses, and apparently making preparations for camping out for the night. Though haggard, unkempt, and worn, one still’ might recognise two of our former acquaintances—the young Irish trooper and the American Chicago Bill.
This was the last effort of the avenging party. They had traversed the mountain gorges, they had explored every gully and ravine, and now they had split into several small bands, and, having named a trysting-place, they were scouring the country in the hope of hitting upon some trace of the murderers. Foley and Anson had remained among the hills, Murdoch and Dan Murphy were exploring towards Rathurst, Summerville and the inspector had ascended along the Wawirra, while the others in three parties were wandering through the eastern bushland.
Both the trooper and the miner seemed dejected and weary. The one had set out with visions of glory, and hopes of a short cut to the coveted stripes which would put him above his fellows; the other had obeyed a rough wild sense of justice; and each was alike disappointed. The horses were picketed, and the men threw themselves heavily upon the ground. There was no need to light a fire; a few dampers and some rusty bacon were their whole provisions. Braxton produced them, and handed his share to his comrade. They ate their rough meal without a word. Braxton was the first to break the silence.
“We’re playing our last card,” he said.
“And a darned poor one at that,” replied his comrade.
“Why, mate,” he continued, “if we did knock up agin these all-fired varmin, ye don’t suppose you and I would go for them? I guess I’d up an’ shove for Trafalgar first.”
Braxton smiled. Chicago’s reckless courage was too well known in the colony for any words of his to throw a doubt upon it. Miners still tell how, during the first great rush in ‘52, a blustering ruffian, relying upon some similar remark of the pioneer’s, had tried to establish a reputation by an unprovoked assault upon him; and the narrators then glide imperceptibly into an account of Bill’s handsome conduct towards the widow—how he had given her his week’s clean-up to start her in a drinking shanty. Braxton thought of this as he smiled at Chicago’s remarks, and glanced at the massive limbs and weather-beaten face.
“We’d best see where we are before it grows darker,” he said; and rising, he stacked his gun against the trunk of a blue gum-tree, and seizing some of the creepers which hung down from it, began rapidly and silently to ascend it.
“His soul’s too big for his body,” growled the American, as he watched the dark lithe figure standing out against the pale-blue evening sky.
“What d’ye see. Jack?” he shouted; for the trooper had reached the topmost branch by this time, and was taking a survey of the country.
“Bush, bush; nothing but bush,” said the voice among the leaves. “Wait a bit, though; there’s a kind of hill about three miles off away to the nor’- east. I see it above the trees right over there. Not much good to us, though,” he continued, after a pause, “for it seems a barren, stony sort of place.”
Chicago paced about at the bottom of the tree.
“He seems an almighty long time prospectin’ it,” he muttered, after ten minutes had elapsed. “Ah, here he is!” and the trooper came swinging down and landed panting just in front of him.
“Why, what’s come over him? What’s the matter, Jack?”
Something was the matter. That was very evident. There was a light in Braxton’s blue eyes, and a flush on the pale cheek.
“Bill,” he said, putting his hand on his comrade’s shoulder, “it’s about time you made tracks for the settlements.”
“What d’ye mean?” said Chicago.
“Why, I mean that the murderers are within a league of us, and that I intend going for them. There, don’t be huffed, old man,” he added; “of course I knew you were only joking. But they are there, Bill; I saw smoke on the top of that hill, and it wasn’t good, honest smoke, mind you; it was dry-wood smoke, and meant to be hid. I thought it was mist at first; but no, it was smoke. I’ll swear it. It could only be them: who else would camp on the summit of a desolate hill? We’ve got them, Bill; we have them as sure as Fate.”
“Or they’ve got us,” growled the American. “But here, lad, here’s my glass; run up and have a look at them.”
“It’s too dark now,” said Braxton; “we’ll camp out to-night. No fear of them stirring. They’re lying by there until the whole thing blows over, depend upon it; so we’ll make sure of them in the morning.”
The miner looked plaintively up at the tree, and then down at his fourteen stone of solid muscle.
“I guess I must take your word for it,” he grumbled; “but you are bushman enough to tell smoke from mist, and a dry-wood fire from an open one. We can’t do anything to-night till we feel our way, so I allow we’d best water the horses an’ have a good night’s rest.”
Braxton seemed to be of the same mind; so after a few minutes’ preparation the two men wrapped themselves in their cloaks, and lay, two little dark spots, on the great green carpet of the primeval bush.
With the first grey light of dawn Chicago sat up and roused his comrade. A heavy mist hung over the bushland. They could hardly see the loom of the trees across the little glade. Their clothes glistened with the little shining beads of moisture. They brushed each other down, and squatted in bush fashion over their rough breakfast. The haze seemed to be lifting a little now; they could see fifty yards in every direction. The miner paced up and down in silence, ruminating over a plug of “Barrett’s Twist.” Braxton sat on a fallen tree sponging and oiling his revolver. Suddenly a single beam of sunshine played over the great blue gum. It widened and spread, and then in a moment the mist melted away, and the yellow leaves glowed like flakes of copper in the glare of the morning sun. Braxton cheerily snapped the lock of the pistol, loaded it, and replaced it in his belt. Chicago began to whistle, and stopped in the middle of his walk.
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