THE KELLY GANG

FROM WITHIN

Survivors of the Tragedy Interviewed.

Glenrowan and Its People as They are To-day.

(Specially Written for the “Sun” by B. W. Cookson).

                     ___________________________________________________

If it be admitted that there are two sides to every question–that no matter how strongly facts and inferences may point one way in any event or a controversy–there is always something that may be said for the other side; then, even at this late hour, and after a lapse of 32 years, it may not be amiss to present something of the as yet unheard side of one of Australia’s greatest tragedies.

It is now 32 years since four men, whom strong sympathy in mutually adverse circumstances had brought together in a common bond of adversity, conceived the desperate resolve of defying law and authority, and of giving full vent, whithersoever that which was evil in their nature might lead them, to individual qualities that, directed in legitimate channels, might have made them most useful and excellent citizens. For 32 years the names of Ned Kelly, Dan Kelly, Steve Hart, and Joe Byrne have been execrated by the whole people of Australia, who have become used, by long and unchallenged custom following upon universal popular condemnation at the time, to regard those names as synonymous with everything that was vile and bad–as designating, in fact, a quartet of monsters whose abnormally vicious and criminal natures were devoid of even the suggestion of one small redeeming quality. With that dreadful verdict of popular execration passed upon them, and their works in the course of their two years’ outlawry, the members of the notorious Kelly gang of bushrangers went to their doom. They are all dead, long agone. And if there were no other participants in that doom than the misguided men themselves nothing more need be said. They tranagressed, and they paid the inevitable penalty. They defied the law—but succumbed to it in the end. Their many big crimes and minor transgressions they have most fully expiated. In their case the supreme majesty of the law has been vindicated. The dignity of the authority that they defied has been re-established. Which is all right, and proper, and quite as it should be.

But though nothing material is to be gained now as far as the outlaws themselves are concerned by opening up the question of their defence, so to speak–though it may not be worth while to attempt any vindication of the conduct for which these men have died–there still remain other considerations which, to an unbiassed mind, must weigh mightily in the discussion of any suggestion for hearing the other side. Because there are many people still living–some of them long ago believed to have been dead–who are yet suffering the consequences of the misdeeds of the Kellys and their associates. And most of these people are putting up brave fights in the endeavor to live down the opprobrium that has become attached–by conformity to popular prejudice and thereafter to custom–to the memories of the outlaws themselves and the names of all who were associated with them, no matter how remotely.

Justice has been meted out to the dead. Justice owes it to the living to discover what there is that may be said in the defence of the outlaws. For it is not to be suppose I that men possessed of such courage and resource, men animated so strongly by mutual loyalty and devotion to themselves and their people, should be destitute of all that is good or commendable. Atrocious as their misdeeds may be called, these bold bushrangers were in many ways men. They were by no means all bad, nor were they without provocation in the matter of the initial step from which all their susequent crimes must be counted—that one false step that spoilt their lives and brought undying infamy upon their names. Time may be when these names will be canonised in the heart of Australian boyhood. For the English’ people dearly love a bold and successful robber, have he anything of chivalry or courtesy about him. But in the meantime let that which may be said in the favor of these notorious outlaws, and for the amelloration of the unhappy lot of those who were principally associated with them in their outlawry and its punishment, be said.

___________________________

THE OUTLAW’S MOTHER.

_______

THE CLOSING YEARS OF A STRENUOUS LIFE.

_______

OLD MRS. KELLY DREES A WEIRD OF WOE

_______

Towards the middle of a long, wet spell, right in the middle of winter, two men fared slowly and damply in a small two-wheeled vehicle along a partly submerged road in the vicinity of Glenrowan–scene of the historic and tragic smashing of the most bold and most widely feared gang of bushrangers that have ever shed the lurid light of violent crime upon the history of this Commonwealth.

Rain had been falling incessantly for weeks. The entire countryside was under water. In the towns the streets–and many of the houses–were flooded. In the bush, all was thick, chilling wetness. The lofty crests of the towering ranges were shrouded in thick mists–had been so for long. In the foothills the pelting rain whistled mournful dirges amongst the thick and sad-coloured foliage.

It was colder in the open country, and the deluge here seemed even more pitiless than amongst the timber. For here the atmosphere was indeed “a nipping and a eager air.” And the keen wind found out the weak places in the drenched clothing of the travellers and took all advantage thereof. It was in no sort an agreeable excursion–rather one of the most dismal that could be imagined this side of the Styx. But the wayfarers plodding slowly and grievously discouraged through the deluge, had started on their long drive with a fixed objective whose present attainment certain exigencies of time and business made imperative. So they drove steadily on, through muddy lagoons, through artificial cataracts where the road descended from some cutting in a rise, splashing along over wide areas of water that would have been much easier of negotiation in a boat. And at the end of a long and wet and wearisome journey they found the hut of the farmer they were after, only to discover that he was not at home.

No; his good helpmeet could not say when he would be at home. He had gone away a morning or two before, in the unostentatious, purely casual manner in which the brother-hood of the bush are accustomed to fare forth upon their expeditions. And that was all that the lady knew. She expressed a personal opinion, as she chased out a small black porker that had joined the family circle at the fireplace-end of the hut, that her husband would be found ploughing at another farmer’s place, miles away. But she was not sure. Nothing is ever sure in the bush–nothing, that is, concerning the movements of its human denizens.

It was, of course, all very annoying–such a long, wet, dismal pilgrimage for no purpose. But the lady was by no means sorry for the diversion provided by the visit. She had few amusements, and in the lonely places of this vast continent–places where the next neighbour is perhaps a sabbath day’s journey away–any diversion is welcome; which possibly accounts for the toleration by the white people of the bush of that rascally and dangerous nuisance, the alien hawker.

It was warm in the hut, for the fireplace occupied the whole of one end of it, and the fire was in proportion. Squatting before it on the hard clay floor were several sturdy youngsters and various domestic animals–and birds. The furniture was scant and crude. But the hostess made tea and showed with pride her collection of faded photos, and other treasures carefully preserved to brighten somewhat the general dulness of the bush life to which she had sacrificed herself. And she was outspokenly sorry when the strangers left. They also were sorry to leave; for it was warm and dry in the big hut, and it was cheerful, too; and before the travellers lay many wet and chilly miles yet to be traversed.

THE KELLY’S PRESENT HOME.

But as they turned into what was in normal conditions the road, the heavens opened and the wetness thereof came down in blinding sheets, shutting out of sight everything beyond a few yards away. And after a mile or two of this the wayfarers decided to seek shelter and defer their home journey till some break in the downpour should occur. Three miles further on they came to a sliprail. Above it, on a gentle slope, stood a small cottage, fenced, and with some pretence at a garden about it. One does not stand on ceremony in the bush, and before long the travellers were calling loudly to the people in the cottage to come and say “good-day.” They came at length, and a queerly assorted group they made. Two rosy-cheeked children and a well-favoured girl of 14 summers—these were the first to run into the large living-room to inspect the strangers come thus unexpectedly within their gate. After them came, less quickly, one whose appearance at once commanded the undivided attention of the visitors.

An ancient woman, of aspect so forlorn as to suggest most strongly a life not only devoid of hope for the future, but weighed down with some great overpowering sorrow of the past. Her frame was spare and poorly clad; the wrists and hands were as scant of flesh as the talons of an eagle; the thin shoulders stooping with the weight of years and of life-long tragedy, giving but feeble support to a head upon which the freckled skin was drawn as tight as parchment upon a drum. The thin wane face was almost devoid of expression – save for one of hopeless grief and despair that was frozen upon it. But there was expression in the eyes. Weak with age as they were, they did not altogether conform to the dull immobility of the hard-drawn face. At sight of the visitors they brightened up suddenly, and it was not difficult to see that they reflected as much apprehension as curiosity concerning the purport of the intrusion. There could be no mistaking it—these were the eyes of one who had lived long and suffered much amidst dangers, grievous and sustained. And not less than of apprehension their strange, hunted expression spoke of distrust, no doubt habitual, of all visitors, be their business what it might—nay, of all strangers whomsoever. For a brief space the crone stood trembling at the rough board table, regarding the visitors with such obvious anxiety as to be perceived by the children.

“These gentlemen want to come in out of the rain, for a while, Granny,” spoke the eldest of the three children, reassuringly. “One of them has come all the way from Sydney to see Mr. ____, and he’s not home, and they’re as wet as anything, and cold.”

“From Sydney?” murmured the ancient woman, and the words seemed to leave her in a whisper.

“DEAD!  DEAD!  DEAD!”

The visitor indicated explained that he was there on a mission from a Sydney newspaper—”The Sun”—concerning a report that two members of the Kelly gang—Dan Kelly and Steve Hart—popularly supposed to have perished in the great and final tragedy at the Glenrowan Hotel, had been seen alive and well in South Africa and elsewhere.

The old woman started violently.

“What!” she cried trembling. “Dan not dead! No! It’s a lie.” And the aged head was bowed upon a meagre breast. “It’s a lie,” she murmured. “Dan is not alive. Dan is dead—dead—dead. What!” she exclaimed, clutching at the rough table for support, “don’t I know that he’s dead? Haven’t I proof of it all these weary years? Do you think I don’t know? I tell you Dan’s dead and gone, many years ago.”

“But,” the visitor from Sydney put in sympathetically, “these proofs—you say you have proofs—what are they—what do you know about these people?”

The old woman’s stern, gaunt face had become once more impassive in its pitiful expression of frozen despair. She was looking out of doors—out to where the rain was still steadily drenching the half-flooded countryside—gazing, with the rapt air of one beholds a vision afar off, at something invisible to all save her. Then she spoke, slowly and abstractedly.

“Dan is dead. No one knows it better than I do. Yes; I have the proof. Look!”—and she turned to “The Sun” representative, and in a voice that, though feeble, was almost a scream, exclaimed:–

“If Dan Kelly was alive all these years, wouldn’t he have come to me? Would he let me want and go hungry, as I have done? Would he have seen me ending my life in this misery and done nothing to help me? Wouldn’t he have told Jim?”—and she paused for breath, exhausted for the time.

“But who is Jim?”

“Why, Jim Kelly; the man who owns this place, and the bravest, noblest son a woman could have. I wish Jim was here. He’d tell you. No! They can say what they like! Dan is dead; and that’s the end of it.”

“Then, in the name of all that is astonishing, who are you, madam?” inquired the surprised pressman.

“I AM HIS MOTHER!”

The old woman’s hard, drawn face took on a puzzled expression. “Why, I thought you knew,” she said slowly, and with something of apologetic sadness in her expression. “I’m Dan Kelly’s mother! Dan was my son, and Ned was my son, and Jim is my son—dear, good, kind Jim. And I have only him left.”

Tears welled into the weary old eyes and trickled down the parchment-like cheeks. “You didn’t know Dan,” she went on slowly. “If you’d known Dan you’d never come here to find out if he was alive. You’d know, as I know, that he’d have come to me if he wasn’t dead. God rest him!” And the grief-worn, broken-hearted mother wept aloud.

This, then, was the key of the mystery that lay behind that frozen expression of hopeless sorrow! No need to speculate further upon the cause of the woe with which this life has been haunted. Idle now to wonder how any human face could express in such direful delineament a despair that could scarcely be imagined out of Hades. For the woman who wore that piteous aspect of irredeemable grief had endured more than most women could suffer of long-sustained anguish of mind and body. She had seen her own and her children’s lives blasted. She had seen those children, the pride and delight of her mother’s heart, hunted like wild animals by men with weapons, intent upon their destruction. She had shared in their dangers, risked life and liberty to help them, had come to live, like them, for weary years, in daily terror of retributive disaster. And she had outlived the fate of one son, done to death by bullet and flame, and that of another—the idol of them all—perishing miserably at the hand’s of the common hangman!

Small wonder that such a mother should spend the closing years of her life in deep and settled melancholy. Leaving out of the question the squalor and discomfort of her lonely surroundings, there was anguish enough in the grim memories of her extraordinary sufferings to bear a less brave and hardy woman to the grave.

THE DREADFUL PAST.

It were impossible to regard with any but feelings of the liveliest interest the mother of those desperate men, the fame of whose exploits has rung throughout the world, and whose names will be remembered in Australia long after all recollection of much better men has passed. Here was the woman who had suckled and caressed, as an innocent baby, the chieftain of that gang of desperadoes that for a long time held all law and administration at bold defiance, and laughed so long and successfully at Authority that people at length began to wonder, whether or not the social system were not at serious fault. These withered arms and talon-like hands had drawn to a mother’s bosom men whose names afterwards became a terror throughout two states! This shrivelled face, with its petrified aspect of grim despair, had been proudly pressed in the fresh bloom of youthful motherhood, against the baby faces of men who had since outraged almost all the laws of the community, and who had long ago perished miserably like wild beasts in expiation of their crimes.

They are dead. But she who brought them into the world and who for long, dreadful years, suffered and wept for them and their grave misdeeds, she has been spared–spared to a life that is but a living death, bowed down in agonising memories, and quite devoid of hope. It is all very strange–and very, very sad, as well.

But the old woman remembers what is required of her as a hostess. So she begs the visitors draw near the fire and enjoy the warmth of the blazing logs. It is the ordinary bush fireplace, occupying one end of the living-room. Some food is in process of preparation in a kerosene tin that swings over the blaze. The children come round the fire, too. But the conversation is not brisk. It begins with the weather–and threatens to end there, because the aged woman whose identity has just been so surprisingly revealed is not at her ease. She cannot forget the dismal associations that have darkened her life and made wretched its closing hours; and she does not know, it appears, what attitude her visitors may take towards one who had had such a big part in colouring crimson a whole chapter in Australian history. She seems to expect coldness, if not contumely, and to be in no way surprised in the expectations. So she sits silently on a crazy chair at the far corner of the big, broad hearth, fondling the youngest of the children, and gazing with unseeing eyes into the blaze of the big fire, while the visitors warm themselves pleasantly and discuss many uninteresting topics in a dull and preoccupied fashion.

But it is not long before the outlaws’ mother is able to realise that the intruders at her hearth wish to show her nothing but kindness. And presently her reserve gradually melts, and her tongue begins to get used to the unwanted exercise of narrative. She has much to tell–much more than there is space for the telling. And her hearers encourage her as they find occasion or opportunity. Naturally, for she was very old, the story of her life, as she tells it, is fragmentary and incomplete. There is such a very great deal that she could not remember, she explained.

In a life, so full of big happenings, naturally a vast number of small ones would be overlooked or forgotten.

“No,” said the mother of the Kellys, speaking slowly, and with her gaze still upon the fireplace, “I should not be in this miserable place if Dan was alive. These children belong to my daughters. These two little ones are Nell’s. She has a little business ten miles from Benalla, but they have to stay here now because they can’t get home till the weather clears up. The other girl is poor Kate’s daughter. They are all darling little children – so loving and kind. It would be to lonely without them.”

“People blame my boys for all that has happened. They should blame the police. They were at the bottom of it all. We were all living so happily at the old homestead–that’s about a mile and a half from here, on the other side of the road. We were not getting to rich, but were doing all right. The trouble began over a young constable named Fitzpatrick. That was in April 1878. He came to our place over there and said he was going to arrest Dan. He started the trouble. He tried to kiss my daughter, Kate. He had no business there at all, they tell me–no warrant or anything. If he had, he should have done his business and gone.”

“Why did he want to interfere with my girl? He stayed there to make trouble; and there was trouble. It was said that I hit him. I never did. I never touched him. But they took me away–took me from my children and my home, and put me in prison.”

At the memory of her forcible severance from her family the old woman broke down and wept bitterly. On recovering some-what she proceeded, slowly:

“Oh, you can’t imagine what I suffered. You can’t understand what it means, to us poor people in the bush, to be taken away from all that we have–our children. But they took me away, and I had to stay in prison for years. And for nothing–for nothing at all. Because I never touched that constable–his name was Fitzpatrick–at all. I had no part in his being hurt. That was all his own fault. I declare this to you know, declare it before the God I shall soon see, and by my hope of salvation after a life of dreadful trouble, that I did nothing to Fitzpatrick. It was all untrue. And they tore me away from my children and shut me up in prison for years. Can you wonder at anything happening after that to drag an innocent mother from her home and her people and put her in prison for all those weary years? That was the beginning. The police are to blame for everything that happened afterwards.

“Look at me know.” continued the old woman sadly. “Look what I’ve come to. Old and weak and feeble, and have to stay in this place, where there is no comfort or anything like it. The life is to hard–to hard and tough. I could have stood it once, but not know. I am not strong enough. Look at this miserable place. Could anything be more comfortless?

Indeed there was no sign of comfort about the house save the fire. The rough planks of the floor were slimy with the mud that had been carried in from outside. The furniture was of the poorest and scantiest. There was a sleeping apartment just off the living-room, and a small section of a city doss-house would have looked luxurious alongside it. There was no food in sight save a lump of stale-looking bread. And as for lights—well, it was obvious that there would be not even dripping to spare for slush lamps in that household. The children were poorly clad, but their clothes were clean—as, indeed, was everything about the place that could be made clean. But the general pervading tone was one of extreme poverty, and discomfort, and desolation.

“Here, in this poor place, with these little children, is this a life for any woman?” continued the mother of the outlaws, sadly. “Is this a fit reward for being a mother? There’s no justice in the country—no such thing as justice. There’s nothing but cruelty and persecution. Think what the police have done to me and mine, and then tell me if you wonder that the boys turned and smote the ones that had so persecuted them.”

The aged head drooped and for a while the voice spoke brokenly, whilst the youngest of the little grandchildren patted the grey hair and prattled childish comfort to the old woman.

“My God! My God! and I was innocent—innocent as this dear little baby here! And I was thrust into prison like a common thief! Justice! No: there’s none on this earth! I swear it again that I never hurt the man. I never hit him. I remember it all as if it were yesterday. He tried to kiss my daughter. She was a fine, good-looking girl, Kate: and the boys tried to stop him. He was a fool. They were only trying to protect their sister. He was drunk and they were sober. But his story was believed. If he’d been badly hurt he would have richly deserved it. But I never hurt him—before God I didn’t. They swore I hit him with a shovel. It was untrue.

Before that black day when Fitzpatrick came we were so happy. It was a lonely life, but we were all together, and we all loved each other so dearly. Dear little Kate! I can see her now, bustling about the place, keeping things tidy, helping outside whenever she got a chance; always bright and cheerful, just like a sunbeam about the house. And they dragged her poor mother away from her and lied, and sent her to prison for six whole years. After that, nothing but misery. And it has been nothing but misery ever since.

THE DEATH OF KATE.

“Jim does what he can for us. But he cannot do much. He’s a man, Jim. There are not many like him. Most men marry long before they get to be his age. Men who live in the bush should have a wife to keep them company. But for my sake Jim has never married. He has kept single to keep me, and it is hard work, because the times are very bad, and the land is very poor—it won’t grow anything, scarcely, except a few sheep. Yes: Jim is a man, every inch of him.

“It  .  .  .  pains to think of the old, old times—the old, good times when we were all happy together. My head  .  .  .  Oh, dear.  .  .  .  Ah, no one knows what it is to suffer as I have suffered—no one. Not many could have lived through it. Sometimes I wish I had not. But there are the children. When Kate died—that was in New South Wales, at a place called Forbes—her children were left destitute. Her husband was a blacksmith, but he was away at the time. It was more than 10 years ago that Jim one day found a telegram waiting for him at the post-office with the news that Kate had died.  .  . Such an awful death, too! All alone, with no one to help her when she became delirious. Oh, the poor darling! Oh, the cruelty of it.”

Sobs shook the aged woman’s meagre frame as she spoke. But there was indomitable resolution beneath that weak and wan exterior, and the mother of the outlaws forced back the welling tears and proceeded, in almost even tones:—

JOURNEY OF 800 MILES.

“We had very little money; but Jim had his waggon team, so he harnessed up his horses straight off and set out for Forbes. It was 400 miles away. He got there in six days, and was home again in another seven. He travelled 60 miles a day. And we took over the charge of those children, that’s Kate, there (indicating the eldest of the three), and she’s the image of her mother—except—well, I don’t think she’s quite as good-looking.”

Little Miss Kate blushed rosily at this and said she knew she wasn’t—that it wouldn’t have been right. She was a prepossessing little girl, her demeanor strongly characterised by that quiet self-reliance that comes so early in life to the children of the bush. But it suddenly occurred to her that she was not dressed “for company.” The surprise of the visit had put that fact back in her mind for a while. So she demurely withdrew into the neighboring apartment, and presently re-emerged with face bright and shining as soap could make it, and a fragment of ribbon round her shapely throat. She was dressed now and ready for any social emergency. And there was abundant evidence of self-consciousness of the fact.

Going back th the early history of the family, Mrs. Kelly said that her husband, John Kelly, made some money on the golfields, and bought a farming property at Beveridge. In 1865 he got into trouble, and died not long afterwards. There were seven children, namely, Edward, Dan, James, Ann, Kate, Grace, and Ellen. With these Mrs. Kelly took up the land at East Greta, on which the old Kelly homestead still stands. Here she and her children lived, happily enough, if roughly, till the visit of Constable Fitzpatrick.

But by this time “granny,” as the children called the old woman, was fatigued—no less with the emotions called up by her brief review of the principal incidents in her life of tribulation than with the utterance of her sad narrative. And, besides, there was an obvious though decorously concealed impatience about the younger children that suggested about the younger children that suggested the proximity of meal time. Wherefore, the rain having somewhat abated, the visitors departed on their long, wet drive back to Glenrowan, on a promise to return on the morrow with a camera and “something nice” for the little ones.

The rain kept up all night and nearly all the next day, but the promise was faithfully fulfilled. There was a flutter of red on the green background of the home paddock, a few hundred yards from the cottage, as the vehicle passed the sliprails, and at once the vehicle passed the sliprails, and at once the flutter became a streak. Miss Kate had been on the lookout, and now she was running like a deer to report the arrival. She said it was going to stop raining for a while, soon—and sure enough it did, long enough, at any rate, to secure half-a-dozen photos. There was a little delay in the accomplishment of this purpose of the visit, because the      ?    of the   ?          to certain bulky packages under the apron of the sulky, and in a minute the living-room looked like a confectionary shop. For the youngsters the occasion was beyond the power of words to do justice to. But justice was done before long, and that of a   ? tical kind.

THE STORY RESUMES.

Old Mrs. Kelly contemplated the enjoyment of her grandchildren with as near an approach to pleasure in her wane contenance as the grim, trouble worn features were capable of. Asked it there were any other incidents in her life on which she would like to dwell, she said she could think of none. Most of those stirring events in which her sons and their comrades had been concerned had taken place whilst she was in prison. This—and the cause of her being imprisoned—were the things on which her mind most constantly dwelt. The unlucky encounter at the homestead on that fateful April afternoon she was never tired of speaking about. From that she dated all her own and her family’s misfortunes. And with weary eyes fixed unseeingly upon the wet, drenched landscape, that stretched drearily away from the little cottage, she iterated and reiterated, calling Almighty God to witness that she was innocent of any part in the punishing of Fitzpatrick. Whatever was done, she declared, was done by others, not by her. But she stoutly denied that any of her people shot the imprudent young trooper. What happened, as far as she was able to see, was that his revolver went off accidently and the bullet struck him in the arm or wrist. “And they swore that I hit him with a shovel,” she wailed, again and again; “and they wrecked my life and brought me to this.”

But the old woman had many tales of what she called persecution by the police to tell. Her daughters had been, she said, subjected to continued and studied indignities. Police would come at all hours of the night to search the house; and they would pull the girls out of bed and turn their beds upside down in the most rough and brutal fashion.

“The girls could have told more about those things than I can,” she said wearily. “They had to suffer. And it was the conduct of the police all through—the brutal ill-usage that we had from them—that made all the trouble. I don’t know much of what happened after Fitzpatrick came that day. But the things that the girls have told me the police used to do were simply brutal and without excuse at all. If they had been trying to provoke the boys to break the law and retaliate they could not have done more than they did, and I firmly believe they were trying.”

UNCLE JIM–AND A HORSE DEAL.

But presently there is a wild outcry from outside the hut, where an impoverished tea party and picnic is progressing unctuously. A trio of juvenile shrieks precede a stampede of the small picnickers into the living room. “Uncle Jim’s coming! Uncle Jim’s here-coming right through the panel now on his chestnut horse.”

A DAUGHTER OF THE BUSH,

JIM KELLY’S STERN AND THANKLESS TASK.

In a minute or two, gaunt Jim Kelly, upon whose grave and bearded face also the big sorrows of his family have set an indelible stamp of melancholy, is dismounting at the gate, and wondering gravely what on earth all the fuss is about. He has been away for six weeks at his work, and he is going away on a journey of unknown duration that night. He greets his mother with affection and respect, tells her in a few words–for he is a taciturn man–what he has been about and what his plans for the immediate future are, and quickly ascertains, by means of a few brief but pertinent questions, all of interest that has transpired in his absence. He is wet through, but greets the visitors, whom he had met earlier in the day, warmly. There is whisky handy and plentiful, and the stalwart brother of the celebrated bushrangers puts his glass down with satisfaction audibly expressed. He next finds time to listen to the importunate demands of little Miss Kate to be permitted to ride. There is only one answer to this request, and whilst her uncle is readjusting the stirrup leathers, the young lady is making her few and simple preparations in something as near an ecstasy of pleasure as a small child brought up in the solitudes can realise. Her long hair, fastened in some order, a cap thrust becomingly–by accident–atop of it, and she is ready. With one bound she is in the saddle. A momentary trial of the stirrups, and this blithesome daughter of the bush is fading off the wet landscape in a mist of splash and spray from the chestnut’s flying hoofs. Away down at the foot of a declivity is a gully, dimly visible now in the rain. There is no seeing whether the jump is a good one or not. But the small centre of rapidly-moving wetness, brightened at times by a glimpse of scarlet skirt, is soon seen streaking up the bare green rise on the other side. The uncle watches gravely and contentedly, for he knows the horse-he quotes its pedigree briefly and with the air of one who has said all that there is to say on that subject. It will not stumble, nor fall, nor falter. Hundreds of miles it has borne him–jog trot, canter, or wild, whirling express, all gaits are alike to this small chestnut. And he knows the small rider also. “She’ll never ride like her mother, though,” he mutters sadly. “Here she comes now.”

And surely enough, the small moving area of splash and colour reappears on the distant rise and comes sailing homeward at express speed. Logs, fences, obstructions of all sorts pass cleanly and safely beneath the flying pony’s careful hoofs. Breathless, scintillating with the wild exhilaration of the ride, the small daughter of the bush draws rein at the yard gate in one final splash of all four feet of her charger in the soaked and sodden ground, and drops lightly from the saddle.

“Oh, Uncle Jim, when are you going to let me have a pony–one all to myself, I Mean?”

There was a quiver in the girl’s voice as she patted the little chestnut on the forehead and flung an arm lovingly round his neck; for that pony represented to that small lady of the bush the utmost limit of human desire. To possess a pony like that would be to possess the whole world-for there would be room for nothing else in her affections. And now, throbbing with the glorious pleasure and excitement of her wild, wet ride, little Miss Kate looks into the sombre face of her Uncle Jim with a wistful expression of entreaty that would have undone a sterner man than he.

Being a man of action and of few words, he accepts the inevitable.

“You can have him-have him now.” he says.

The girl’s face pales with the, to her, hopeless incredibility of what she hears. “Uncle Jim!” she cries; you don’t mean it-oh, you don’t mean it, do you?”

“The horse is yours.” is the brief reply. “Take care of him.”

Astonishment, wide and boundless, and incredulity struggle with an intoxicating idea of the realisation of the impossible, form expression on the child’s white face. And now she has the pony’s neck clasped firmly in a tight embrace.

“Uncle, dear,” and the large eyes open pathetically, “do you really mean it?”

“Yes,” is the terse reply. “I shan’t want him any more,” and Jim turns into the cottage to make his final arrangements for the new journey.

But out in the rain a small daughter of the bush is weeping tears of astonishment and joy upon the cheek of the shapely chestnut pony, caressing him the while; and the pony’s large eyes seem to reflect a perfect knowledge of the situation and a perfect agreement with it.

And as the evening closes in wet and discomforting, Uncle Jim wanders forth abroad on his business of droving.

A PROPERTY-OWNER

He is to leave the chestnut at Greta, where he picks up another horse, and the new owner of the pony, beside herself with joy, goes rolling joyously thitherward in the visitors’ gig, talking blithely of the glorious time that the advent of the horse upon her youthful horizon has uncurtained for her.

A boy friend passes, astride a sorry-looking nag. Him she hails enthusiastically, at first-till the recollection of her new importance comes home to her, whereupon she checks the effusiveness of her greetings, because now she is a person of substance, albeit small. She owns property, horse property, the only property of value in that region- and thoroughbred at that! None of the boys of her acquaintance even had the privilege of occasionally riding such a horse as she now owned, absolutely, as her own.

“ Comin’ to the party next week?” queried the boy, reining up.

“I don’t know yet,” was the thoughtful reply.

“I’ll get yer the loan of a horse all right,” pleaded the youngster.

The girl’s eyes dilated and her bosom swelled. There was the ineffable conceit of the property-owner in her reply:

“Thank you: I have my own.”

“Where d’jer get it?” asks the boy in surprise.

“Uncle Jim gave it to me,” said the girl, with a great affectation of unconcern–”the chestnut–the fast chestnut–you know it. It belongs to me, now.”

The boy suddenly realises that this sudden accession of wealth has placed a big gulf between him and the young lady. Hopeless now for him to aspire to a place in her somewhat wild affections-she, the owner of horse property worth anything up to a hundred pounds or two. So he rides disconsolately away.

For the horse is everything in the Kelly country-It is the medium of exchange, the root of all temptation, the outward and visible evidence of respectability, and position, and means. By his horse is a man judged. And lucky be he reckoned who, even in these days of sublime conformity with the principles of law and order, takes a gold horse into that country-and takes it out again.

But up in the doorway of the rough slab cottage a gaunt woman, spent with the grief of a life of dire misfortune, is left to dree her world of woe. No brightness can come to silver the cloud of gloom that, mingling with the approaching shadow of death, weighs down her spirit in despair unto the earth. For her there is no hope of earthly happiness any more. For her the future is all black and dismal as her life has been. Patiently, and with the quiet resignation of despair , she sits at the doorway of the hovel, the tired, shrunken face bowed down upon the poor thin bosom, looking downwards into things not visible to any but herself. May God, in his great mercy send her peace!

LIVING DOWN THE FAMILY DISGRACE.

“You want to find Jim Kelly? Well, you’re just in luck. Its seldom  that he’s around here for more than a day or two in months, but he’s about somewhere now. Joe’ll know. Here,  Joe; Jim Kelly’s around here somewhere. I saw him. Just get around and find out what he’s about.”

It was the landlord of the Glenrowan Hotel who was talking. And it was to the pressman from the Sydney  “Sun” that he spoke. So Joe, being handy man at the hotel, and not given to questioning orders, set out on his quest. He was away some time. But he returned with news. His clothing was soaked, and his boots oozed water—for the rain still fell steadily, and with the evident purpose of keeping up all day.

Joe reported that the eldest male survivor of the famous Kelly family was drafting sheep in one of the back paddocks, and that we could see him there in half an hour or so. We decided to wait.

Certainly there is nothing to attract one out of doors—no sound but the swish and patter of rain. The air is full of moisture. The lofty heights on the further side of the railway, the famous Morgan’s Look-out amongst them—are invisible—they have not been seen for days, the people say. Clouds envelop them and roll heavily along their steep wooded slopes. Down to the foothills are banks of watery mist. The old battle-ground—on which once stood Jones’s Hotel, the scene of the final catastrophe to the Kelly’s—is for the most part under water. So are the streets. And still it rains.

There is no prospect of it ceasing, so we presently go in quest of Mr. James Kelly, braving the elements. In the bush one must not take any notice of “just a rain,” because it is considered effeminate to do so. Rain is sent for the good of man. It is falling now, a veritable dew from Heaven, upon a land parched with a long drought. And rain, in such circumstances, one cannot have too much of, and should not strive to avoid—even though it soaks through all one’s clothing and runs down chillingly into one’s boots.

“Good fellow, Jim Kelly,” remarks Joe, as we swish-swash through a partially submerged paddock. “People round here have a lot of respect for him. The way he looks after his mother and his sisters’ children is more than most men would do. And I’ll say this for him—there’s not a man more trusted in all the country than what he is. Mind that barbed wire—there’s a wider panel a bit ahead—that’s right—it isn’t far, now. But—you’ll find Jim all right—all honest and all white too. That’s  him, over at the bottom of that paddock—tall man with the black whiskers.”

Then Joe lifts up a voice of no weak calibre, and sends a cooee or two cutting through the mist of stillness.  And out, upwards, from the mist, comes striding Jim himself. 

THE BUSHMAN.

There is a species of gravity of aspect common to all who live lonely lives in the wilderness. It is a gravity induced by the society, much thought—much introspective communion, varied by little or no communication with one’s fellow-man. It is the gravity that goes hand-in-hand with loneliness, reflecting grimly the dreadful silence of the wilderness, picturing in its outward expression the solemnity of the bush’s vasty solitude’s. One sees that gravity deeply stamped upon the face of Jim Kelly as he comes forward to the fence where we await him. But there is more than the sombre influence of the bush life behind it. This man has been a bushman from his boyhood. His work—he is a drover now—takes him away from human habitations often for weeks at a time. His horse and his dogs are his only companions on these long excursions, and it would be idle to look for aught save gravity on the face of a man who lived a life like that. But in Jim Kelly’s grave face there is, besides, the unmistakable mark of a whole life’s sorrow.

Tall beyond the average—close upon 6ft., indeed—gaunt of figure, and spare of frame, he is a man who would claim a second look at least from any who passed him on highway or in city. There is an unfathomable something in the grave dark eyes that speaks to the beholder of much lying behind that inscrutable and Sphinx-like face, and there is kindliness in the expression of the face also—a kindliness that bids men trust in this man as one who, having appointed that most merciless and strict of all judges of good and evil, himself, to see that he does that which is right by all men, needs no other surveillance. This is the face of a man who certainly may be trusted. Quiet, self-confidence is there, knowledge and experience are clearly delineated. But the dominant characteristic is still sorrow—sorrow that is not untinged with shame. For the years pass slowly, and the memory of man is long when the transgressions of a fellow man are in question. But 30 years of hard, unselfish, lonely work, often in positions of great trust, have surely expiated the indiscretions of this grave man’s wild and untaught youth! In the minds of all who know him this is so at all events. For the man is respected, looked up to, and trusted throughout the length and breadth of the country.

His is a picturesque personality, as he leans against the fence to hold speech with his visitor. Dressed completely in black oilskins, legs encased in thick gaiters, a great black sou’-wester pushed back over a tall forehead fringed with straggling hair of iron grey, his whip in hand, his dogs crouched silently at his feet, their keen eyes watching for the least sign of command—this is a very creature of the bush itself—a very sprite

of that immense realm of silence and solitude, equipped completely against any emergency, calm, reliant, ready to go on, waiting with courteous patience to learn what business has called him from his charge.

This was the man who, hearing of his favourite sister’s awful death and the sad plight of her children, had quietly harnessed his horses and fared forth on his 800 miles journey of succour through the wilderness, without making any of the fuss that an ordinary man makes about a week-end trip, and to look at him is to receive, and ripen into rapid and full conviction the idea that had the journey been 8000 miles he would have made no more of it—would have just harnessed up his horses and gone forth on his quest with the same quiet self-reliance and the same dogged determination to get there, and he would have got there, too.

We mention this trip to Forbes, by way of introduction.

THE TROUBLE AT THE HOMESTEAD.

JIM KELLY’S VERSION OF THE AFFAIR.

(Interview with Jim Kelly continued from yesterday.)

“Yes; it was true. Kate’s children wanted a home.  .  .  .  So they had to have one. It was nothing.  .  .  .  The roads were not hard to find.  .  .  .  And there were always short cut’s.  .  .  .  No; I had not much food.  .  .  .  Sometimes water was scarce. It was a time of drought.  .  .  .  But it was nothing.  .  .  .  Nothing at all.  .  .  .  When you keep going  you must get there, some time.”

The tall, grave bushman’s gaze is straight ahead. But the brown eyes see far beyong the reeking mist-clad ranges that shut off the landscape in rolling banks of dim-coloured foliage and fog. He, no doubt, sees before him the grim panorama of that dreary journey over those hundreds of arid miles, and himself, with the anguish of his dearest sister’s shocking death, and the pressing needs of her little ones gnawing cruelly at his heart strings, and urging him ever onwards, and to greater and still more self-sacrificing exertions. Yes, he made the journey to Forbes in six days. He took seven to return. Beyond doubt this gaunt bushman could tell of the hardships that that one day’s shortening of his journey meant. But he will never tell–not he. His gaze, inscrutable, but thoughtful, is still: on the mountains when we ask him what was the manner of his sister’s death. For it had been reported in many places that she was not dead, but living and prosperous.

The sad and distant gaze comes back to Glenrowan at once.

Then, as his mother had done before him, Jim begins at the beginning–of the trouble.

“You know what they say about what took place in the homestead when that young constable went there for Dan? Well  .  .  it’s all lies  .  .  all lies!  .  .  But  .  .  It’s so late, now. The trouble’s all done. Our lives have been ruined.  .  .  .  It is finished.”

He is speaking very slowly, scratching the wet, lichen-covered top rail of the fence before him the the while. The rain is still pelting down, cold and drenching. As he chooses his terms the stalwart drover chips a splinter off the fence rail. Instantly the dry place beneath becomes soaked, and a small many-legged insect that had found shelter there runs hither and thither in vain search of drier quarters. The bushman stops talking altogether–stops thinking, too, and carefully lifting the insect on the end of the splinter, sets it safely in the morticed hole in the post that receives the end of the rail, and which will be dry enough. It was a small incident, but luminous. Seldom is it that those who have been chastened with much pain and sorrow can find it in them to be even unwittingly cruel to the meanest of earth’s creatures. The action was one of which any man, recognising the quiet benignity with which the grave expression on the big drover’s face was associated, would at once say, “I knew it.” He had suffered. He would see none other suffer, could he prevent it.

HIS FIRST TROUBLE.

“I’ll tell you about the first time I got into trouble,” he resumed, speaking with the deliberatrion of a man, who, having chosen his words, does not need to repeat a thing.

“Some lads ran away with a horse that they had found. I was down there (indicating the old Kelly homestead), on the road. A man said to me, “See whose horse that is.” I said, “That’s Mrs. McCormack’s.” He said, “Take it back to her, but don’t take anything if she offers you anything for it.” I took the horse back, and then went hunting with the boys. We were all young then. When McCormack came back he was told that his horse had been ill-used; that it had been used to pull heavily-loaded waggons about. That was not true, as far as I knew. I got into trouble for it. And I only saw the horse as the boys were playing with it.

“As to the other troubles:”

“All the accounts that have been given by the police of what took place at the homestead when Fitzpatrick went there are untrue. They said that Skillion and Williamson were there. That is not true. They were punished. But they were not there. They were nowhere near the place. Williamson, I may say, is now a farmer in a big way.”

“Kate was sitting on a chair in the living room, with one of the children on her knee, when Fitzpatrick came. He was drunk. It had come from Benalla. He came after Dan. Dan had been out all day with horses, and had had no dinner. The old woman was at the fire, getting the meal ready. The young trooper wanted to take Dan right away, though he admitted that he had no warrant. I (She?) said to Fitzpatrick, ‘He’s had no dinner, let him have something to eat first. What do you want him for?’ I (She?) replied, ‘Never mind. He’s wanted.’ I (She?) said, ‘Well you’ll not take him without a warrant.’“

“The trooper said that he would. He caught hold of Dan, and they started to wrestle.”

“Now, remember, that this was all in our own house. The trooper had no right there. He had no legal authority. He was drunk, and he wanted Dan to go straight away with him without any dinner. A man’s home is his castle. And Dan didn’t want to go, till he had some food, anyway.”

“There was a struggle, and Dan, who was a powerful lad for his age—he was then 17—was too good for the trooper. In the struggle Fitzpatrick’s belt came off. He said it was because I (Ellen?) hit him. That was not true because I (Ellen?) didn’t. I (She?) never touched him. Dan was far too strong for him—that was all.

Fitzpatrick took his pistol and fired it off. He shot himself. No one else hurt him. But to say that Williamson and Skillion were there was perjury. They were not. All the same, they were sentenced to long imprisonment—they and our mother, who had no part in the business at all. It shows what the police would do in those days. That was what started all our trouble. The terrible injustice of it all made us miserable and bitter.”

A SISTER’S FATE.

“Poor Kate could have told you,” he presently went on, very slowly, and regarding his hands the while—hands that could have gripped, and held, and thrown, a wild steer. “Kate could have told you what our people had to put up with from the police from the beginning. She could have told you how cruelly they ill-used us all, especially the girls. But Kate is dead.  .  .  It is all over, now. Besides  .  .  .  Dear, loyal, brave little Kate!  .  .  .  . Of course she helped her brothers in their trouble. Was it not on account of her—to protect her—that they got into trouble? She’d have helped them anyway. Yes: she fooled the police time after time. They drove the girlishness out of her. And instead of the girl they found that they had to do with a woman; and not an ordinary woman, but one who knew the bush and knew no fear, and who loved her brothers with as great a love as a woman’s bosom could hold. Poor little Kate!  .  .  .  .   To think of all this dreadful trouble over one young policeman’s folly!  .  .  .  Well, it’s done. Kate is dead—and Ned, and Dan—all dead. But they’ll be a reckoning yet, I think.”

A slight gleam as of hope slowly lit up the sombre face. Again the steadfast, penetrating gaze was turned upon the distant ranges, whose wooded slopes had re-echoed the roar and crackle of the shooting on the fateful night of the Battle of Glenrowan, 30 years before.

“But Kate?” we ask. “Had she no friends?”

The kindly brown eyes grew stern. “She married a blacksmith. They lived at various places. Then they went to Forbes. There was no one, it seems, with her when she had her last baby—only the children. The husband, we have heard, was away. It must have been awful for her.  .  .  .  They found her dead, in a waterhole.  .  .  .  The doctor said it was milk fever, and she had gone mad.  .  .  .  The baby  .  .  .  did not live.  .  .  .  Both were dead and buried when I got there. Though I hurried. Yes.  .  .  .  I hurried. Oh, God! Yes!  .  .  .  But  .  .  .  someone will answer for all this. Many of the people who brought about our ruin are dead. They are answereing for it now.  .  .  .  We’ve done with the opinion of the world on what has happened. The courts and the royal commissions, with the help of the police, have decided that.”

The bushman’s voice took on a tone of intense sadness.

“And yourself—have you never thought of leaving here and of starting afresh—of making a new name for yourself—”

“This place is our home. No other place can be like it to us. Over there is our old homestead, where we were children. No; there is the old woman to think of. She does not want to go away from here. And I do not. The police have done their worst. I want people to know that we are not as bad as they have made us out.”

That was the actual reason of the decision of Jim Kelly to remain in the district where his family had lived and suffered. He wanted to live down the infamy that had become associated with the very name. He would not try to escape, but would remain and face the consequences, be they what they might. At least, men should respect him if they executed the rest of the family.

And it is not going wide of the mark to say that he has materially succeeded. No finger is pointed at him in scorn or contumely. His courage, life-long devotion, and scrupulous honesty have won him a name all to himself—and the respect of his fellow-man with it.

“DAN AND STEVE ARE DEAD.”

“Shall you see your mother again this journey?” we ask.

“No,” says the gaunt bushman, as he pulls the peak of his sou’-wester over his face. “No; I shall be away about two or three months, I expect. I’ve a good way to go, and with sheep we travel slowly.”

“Well, shake, and good luck to you.”

The tall form had turned away from the fence. Turning again, the man viewed the hand offered to him with obvious surprise. He had not expected it—had made no offer or suggestion of the sort himself. But he “shook” heartily, all the same.

The rain had eased down into a shower now. Above Morgan’s Lookout a tiny patch of blue—the first for weeks—appeared in the leaden sky.

“I believe there’s fine weather coming,” said Jim, slowely and hopefully.

“Let’s hope there is,” responded his visitor cheerfully. “Goodbye. But, by the way, do you put any faith in the reports that have been published as to Dan and Steve Hart being alive?”

Unhesitatingly came the reply:—

“Dan and Steve are dead. I know it. No matter how. They are dead. They did not escape. They were killed in the hotel. But it would make things a lot easier for those who are left if people who ought to know better would stop disturbing them by making plays and picture shows out of their trouble. Those things are better forgotten. It is all over and done with. If there was wrong done, those who did it have paid the price. But there are some people with no bowels, and they are never tired of making silly exhibitions of what happened long ago. And it is always all wrong. That sort of thing does not give a man a chance at all. There’s a picture show with a lot of nonsense about the Kelly gang going about now. I’ve got an injunction against it in some places, but I believe it’s being shown in others. That is the sort of thing that I complain about—keeping the memory of the miserable business always before the public.”

A couple of tough-looking youths who have heard the big drover’s closing remarks here offer some observations that suggest an extremely bad time for the picture show complained about if the showman had the hardihood to venture into that region with his entertainment.

Then they stride away, talking angrily. And the long bushman prepares to leave also. To a suggestion that it might not be amiss to have something to chase the cold out, he says sadly that the cold is where nothing can get at it, as far as he can see. With another hearty handshake, and an exchange of good wishes, he strides away to his sheep, followed closely by his dogs.

OTHER MEMBERS OF THE KELLY FAMILY.

Before the interview closed Jim Kelly was asked if he could say what other members of the family were surviving. He thought for a little while, and then said:—

“Annie, my oldest sister, married a man named Gunn, a farmer. She had been dead some years.

“Maggie, that is, Mrs. Skillion, died about 11 years ago.

“My brother Jack is alive. He was round the country a good bit. Then he went on the trams in Westralia. But he was last at a job more to his liking—breaking in horses for the police.

“My sister Ellen, that is, Mrs. Wright (Knight), is keeping an hotel somewhere in the Mansfield district.

“You know about poor Kate. That is all.”

THE BATTLEGROUND.

GLENROWAN AS IT IS TO-DAY.

STILL THRONGED WITH RELICS OF THE TRAGEDY.

A MEMORY THAT NEVER DIES.

More than 30 years have rolled down the memories of the sanguinary and tragic encounter at Jones’s Hotel, when the Kelly bushrangers were at last brought to bay and given their quietus. But the remembrance of that thrilling encounter is still fresh in the neighborhood. No amount of rolling can obliterate it. Like lawn grass, the more it is cut the faster it grows. The whole township is clustered thickly with grim relics of the battle of Jones’s Hotel. Bullet marks are everywhere. And new relics–fresh pegs for the hanging on of lately invented incidents–are being found every day. There is no end to them. And neither is there any end to the lively interest that they continue to evoke. It is as though the whole tragedy were a thing of yesterday or last week. The very children whose parents were but children when the grim events actually happened are perfectly familiar with the details of the battle. They know where all the bullet-holes extant are to be found. And they are continually finding others.

The township of Glenrowan and the whole district are to-day as strongly permeated with living interest in the exciting history and final destruction of the bushrangers as they were 30 years ago. It is an interest that never wanes–an interest that bids fair to go on living for ever. Over the firesides, on winter evenings, people listen to the winds howling in the lofty ranges, and talk of the wild happenings there in “the days of the Kellys.” Children play bushrangers as other youngsters amuse themselves at cricket, hide and seek, or marbles–and quarrel for the leading parts. The most commonplace conversation between friends induced by a casual “passing of the time of day” will probably, before it is finished, drift into the constant subject of the great local tragedy. There is scarcely anything about the place that does not suggest it. On one occasion, when driving outside Glenrowan, our guide and Jehu turned aside, amidst a discussion on the bearing qualities of the soil, to point out a tree which, he said, had bullet marks on it. He was not sure whether the marks were caused by the rifle fire at Glenrowan on the night of the capture, or by the bushrangers practising with their pistols. But the holes were there all right. So we went to see them.

NEW “BULLET” HOLES.

The tree was a huge one, with clean, broad barrel. And the holes were plainly to be seen. But as the tree was three miles from the site of Jones’s Hotel, and as there was no weapon used there that was capable of carrying a bullet half the distance, that theory was dismissed as unlikely. The suggestion of the holes being caused by pistol practice on the part of the outlaws fell through as the result of close inspection. Because they were unmistakably grub holes, of recent boring. But the driver stoutly persisted that the outlaws had riddled most of the trees along that road–for practice as they rode along. Also, he could not be persuaded to talk of aught but the Kellys and their exploits for the rest of the drive. That is the way it is down there. The subject holds such a fascinating interest that once a conversation wanders into it that conversation becomes absorbed with it.

The driver also pointed out various places of interest—places were stolen horses had been lost or found—or where other gear, bestial for the most part, had gone upon the march without orders.

“And mark my words,” he remarked, as he pulled the pony up on the edge of a breakaway just this side of Kingdom Come, “there’ll be more trouble yet. This country’s full of people, that thinks the other fellow’s horse only belongs to him by accident. And most of the young fellows carries a gun. Out she comes, first thing, in a row. No; I don’t know of anyone being shot lately. But there’s likely to be.

“Then the people, in your opinion, can never forget the events that have made this place celebrated.?”

“Never; nor those that come after them, either. The place itself’ll disappear, first.”

Glenrowan has made but small progress in the 30 years. It consists to-day of less than 30 dwellings. There are a couple of stores of a general character, but for the most part the necessities of the people are served from the larger towns along the railway. It is a very pretty place—even in the wet. The situation, with the towering heights of Morgan’s look-out in the background, is an extremely attractive one. But the memory of the grim tragedy of that winter’s night, so long ago, hangs over everything like a pall, making the sunshine appear less bright, the gloom of grey skies and mists more intense and depressing.

Most of the old landmarks are still above the ground.

NED KELLY’S LOG.

The Glenrowan Hotel is a comparatively new building of brick. It is on the further side of the railway from the site of that memorable battle on June 28, 1880. In front of the hotel is the railway station. Beyond that again is the new police camp. Part of the old battle ground—and a very important part—is enclosed for the purposes of a yard to the police station. There is a gully running through one corner of this yard, and in this gully, partially buried in silt, partly decayed, but still huge and otherwise unaltered during the 32 years that have passed since the siege of the hotel, is the log beside which Ned Kelly fell.

Here is the identical spot at which the famous outlaw made his last stand, and, secure in the belief that his heavy armour was invulnerable, fired away at the polive so cooly that they might be excused for, as they did, thinking that it was the devil, and not a man, with whom they had to deal. Here is still pointed out the very place inwhich the wounded outlaw leaned against the log, and made a last attempt to wreak murder amidst his assailants with a weapon as crude as it was formidable. Some reports state that it was a rifle with which Ned Kelly fired his last shots. Others that it was a revolver. Sergeant Steele, who brought him down at last—and who, by the way, is still living very comfortably with his family at Wangaratta—says it was neither rifle nor revolver, but a revolving rifle with a barrel cut down for use at close quarters, and as it was Sergeant Steele who shot the outlaw down, and who wrestled the weapon from his grasp at the finish, he ought to know.

There is a street, now, along the railway frontage to the old battle ground, where once was nothing but open country. Parts of the original fencing are still there, with the bullet marks from the weapons of the robbers still plainly visible. Many of the trees at the rear also bear marks of the desperate encounter of that fatal night.

Jones’s Hotel was, of course, destroyed by fire on the night of the battle. It was afterwards rebuilt, and was again burnt down. A wine tavern, built of brick, now stands on the site, occupying a corner of the new main street. The stores and a dozen or so modest cottages make up the house contents of the intersecting thoroughfare.

There is only one other street in Glenrowan. That is one on the other side of the line, running parallel with it, in which the new hotel stands. Right alongside the new hotel building is an old weatherboard one, low                parts missing                        

It was                                            

boards                                   by the bullets—apparently Martini-Henry’s. And the holes are there yet. The bullets themselves played strange pranks within the building, ricochetting oddly, and in the most erratic manner, through the rooms. “But,” the oldest resident explains, “they emptied the building quick enough for anything.” For once the oldest resident is to be believed.

Almost anyone at Glenrowan will point out to a stranger the places of interest—all, of course, associated with the outlaws and their capture—and be pleased and proud to do it. The principal facts are all present in the mind of the youngest inhabitant. But it cannot be denied that, though time has in no wise pushed the memory of those stiring events into oblivion, it has toned down the sharp edges of the story and mellowed it until it reads not nearly so blackly against the outlaws now as it did in the earlier stages of the telling. Indeed, there are plenty of people inthis part of the world who vow that the Kellys and their companions were more sinned against than sinning. They recite instances of pusillanimity, and incompetence shown by the police; they relate stories of shameful treatment endured by the Kelly family on the part of the police officers who, it appears, had them in a firm grip by reason of the misdeeds of certain of their progenitors; and they affirm, emphatically, that the outlaws were brave, capable men, deeply affectionate to their relatives, faithful to their friends, and capable of development into first-class pioneers and excellent citizens had the police not goaded them into breaking the law. Much of which may be quite true, of course. The subsequent inquiry into the pursuit and capture of the gang, by a Royal Commission, resulted in reports very damaging to the Victorian police force.

The Commission reported that the administration of the police in the N.E. was generally unsatisfactory; that the Chief Commissioner, Captain Standish, was wanting in tact, impartiality, temper, and judgement; that Superintendent Sadlier was guilty of errors of judgment whilst in pursuit of the gang.

The reports also set forth that the outlaws should have been captured two years before they were, but for the indolence and incompetence of certain high polive officials, and that Sergeant Steele should have caught the outlaws in November, 1878, when he knew that they had just passed under the One Mile Bridge at Wangaratta on horses that were tired out; and that the five constables in Aaron Sherritt’s hut on the night of his murder were guilty of gross cowardice and disobedience.

So that there appears some ground for the opinion held at least to some extent, that the outlaws were better men than their pursuers, their crimes, of course, apart.

As one elderly native of Glenrowan puts it:—

“There’s not the harm in taking a sheep when you’re hungry, and sheep are plenty, that there is in starving. And that’s what started one of them boys (Joe Byrne) on the job.” And it is not exaggerating to say that plenty of people in the Kelly country, as it is still called, are of the same opinion.

It was another old resident who conveyed to us the surprising news that Mrs Jones, the licencee of the hotel where the fighting took place, was not only still alive, but still living in the township. He pointed out the house a neat weatherboard cottage in the new street, painted white, and looking very clean and tidy. She was very old, he??? , and feeble, and bedridden also. But she was still quite sensible.

THE FIGHT AT THE HOTEL

DESCRIBED BY OLD MRS. JONES.

A NIGHT OF DREADFUL ANGUISH.

“That is the cottage- that one next to the bush with the yellow flowers- you can’t miss it.”

It is even so. A light knock on the door brings an elderly woman to the threshold.

“Mrs. Jones?”

“No; she is in bed. Will you come in?”

The door opens into a neat sitting-room. A partition doorway gives access to a front bedroom. Breathing painfully in a large bed is an old woman of a type that has often been drawn by Cruickshank for Dickens. Stout of figure, drawn of countenance- doubtless through severe and chronic sickness- the occupant of the bed presented a spectacle not often seen in a new country- or in an old one this last 50 years. One is puzzled to find the reason for the appearance of antiquity that the bed fashioned nightcap is realised, and the thing and its burden present. Then the huge old-is explained. Sarah Gamp might have worn that nightcap. In good sooth we feel somewhat as Mr. Pecksniff must have felt on the occasion of his first visit to the Gamp abode. Only he viewed the nightcap from the outside- not from the interior of the sanctum. But here is the nightcap, and a patchwork quilt that might be a hundred years old, and here are other old and longforgotten institutions that impel one to the preposterous fantasy that one has by some strange freak of magic stumbled into a long-dead world, and is confronted with one of its late inmates in the flesh.

One looks around for the rushlight in its dish of water in the diddle of the floor for safety, but it is not there. This much, at least, of the ensemble is missing.

The attendant places a seat at the bedside and introduces the visitor.

“From Sydney?” repeats the aged woman in the bed, querulously.

The answer being in the affirmative, she evinces much interest in the stranger. “Ah,” she exclaims, in the wheezy tones of the chronically asthmatic, “You’re an Englishman; anyone can see that! You are, aren’t you? Yes? I knew it. Oh, I’m old, and very ill, and I have not long to live. But let me shake an Englishman’s hand once more! Ah! That is good.  .  .  .  Good! It is not so long, now.  .  .  .  You see, I am by myself. The woman who let you in is hired. She just came yesterday, I think.  .  .  .  I cannot remember.  .  .  .  I can hardly remember anything now.  .  .  .  It seems—”

Here a fit of coughing intervened that took some overcoming, and left the patient weak and out of breath. Wheezing painfully—in fact, every breath seemed to be drawn with pain—she went on:

“It seems that my memory stopped thirty years ago—when  .  .  .  Oh, that awful night! Oh, my poor innocent children! My God! Oh, sir, if you knew what Australia and Australians had done for me and mine you would pity me from the bottom of your heart—you would understand why I wanted to clasp an Englishman’s hand once more before I left this accursed place! But don’t ask me to talk about it! I can’t—and yet sometimes it eases my mind. But no; the memory of it makes me miserable unto death—after all these years.”

Here, plainly, is another life wrecked. How many more?

The sick woman clutches the old-fashioned coverlet with one trembling hand and mops the moist brow under the great nightcap with the other.

The nightcap protrudes itself objectionably as a grotesque incongrulty, a stupid, banal outcry in the Valley of Death, whither this aged pilgrim is passing. If she would but excercise the thing with wholesome fire, and brush the matted silvered locks cleanly from the forehead, she might look less dreadful. But she will not. Progress with her, no doubt, stopped with her memory thirty years ago.

But after a while, as the sick woman, between fits of coughing, gives her story of the events of that awful night when her house was destroyed and her children shot, the quiet, and the nightcap, and all the old world surroundings of the place are forgotten—lost sight of in the horror of the narrative, intermittent, it is true, and disconnected in parts, but still inexpressibly shocking.

But first she tells her earlier history:

SOME EARLY HISTORY.

“I came to this country in the ship with Sir Charles Hotham. I forget when. But it was when the blacks used to be in what is now Bourke-street, Melbourne. First we went to Forest Creek, where the gold rush was. Then to Eaglehawk and Bendigo when the gold was found there. That’s a long time ago. That was when Australia was young.  .  .  .  I was at the opening of the diggings at what they called Beelzebub and at Sydney Flat. From there I went to Goulburn. Thence to Wangaratta. I have been to many places, and have seen much of Australia—too much!

“Yes; I have been married—twice. But (proudly) both my husbands were Englishmen.”

“Where was I?—Oh, yes, I know. Well, I was in the big flood when the water was over the Benalla bridge. I remember that. It is long ago.”

“When I took the hotel at Glenrowan it was a poor place, but I worked hard to make a business. But there was always trouble. When the Kellys began to get active the police used to think I was a sympathiser.  .  .  .  I was not  .  .  .  They blamed me for most of the things the Kellys did.  .  .  I had nothing whatever to do with them. And that is the truth. They accused me of hiding them. The place only had five rooms, and there was no hiding place in it. I didn’t hide anyone.  .  .  .

“But that awful night! The place full of people—and the Kelly crowd, with pistols and guns! And my poor, innocent children! Think of that!  .  .  .  Six of them, helpless, in that crowded place, and the bullets flying through it!  .  .  My brave little daughter was shot in the head. The brave police shot her. They didn’t care who they killed. They fired bullets right through the house, and hit my innocent children!  .  .  .

(Ex-Superintendent Hare, in his printed history of the fight, fully bears out Mrs. Jones’s statements in this respect:—”When we commenced firing we were unaware there was anyone in the house until we heard the most fearful shrieks coming from inside the hotel from men, women, and children. We discovered afterwards that the front of the building  .  .  .  was composed of thin weatherboards, and the Martini-Henry bullets were going through the building amongst the occupants. Two or three children were shot.  .  .  There must have been a terrible scene inside.”)

“I didn’t know anything about the Kelly lot—didn’t know and didn’t care. But the police said I did—said I was a friend of them. So they never spared me or my children!”

“Well (and the old woman rose in bed, and with a face convulsed with pain, almost screamed:—

“Those that persecuted me are dead, and in hell! In hell, long ago! And I hope they’ll stop there!”

A long pause followed this outburst, the invalid gasping, and clutching convulsively at the bedclothes. When she resumed it was in a voice little above a wisper:—

“I went to Parliament about it, I stood at the door there for an hour. I told them that I wanted justice for my little children that were shot by their cruel police, I told them to give me in charge if they liked. But they didn’t. They wouldn’t listen to me at all.

“I don’t want any help now. I get my living—enough to keep me—from England—from my last husband’s estate. His name was Smith.  .  .  .

“After the hotel was burnt down that night I rebuilt it. I let it to another person. And she let it get burnt down again. And it was only insured for a very little.

“DAMN THE KELLYS!”

“Damn the Kellys! I never got a pound of their money all the time I was there. Much good may it do them that did get it. But Jones’s never got a cent of it to my knowledge. I don’t know who got it and I don’t care. I didn’t.

“The police have said things about my character. Most of them never       y. I’ve known police do things that         ? birds would be ashamed of. I’ve known police to rob and beat drunken men, to rob each other, to rob me—to rob anyone they could  ?. And worse than that. And they’ve come to me and asked me to befriend them, and I have refused. It wasn’t wise to go against the police in those days.But I didn’t care. I have references from the biggest and best men in Ireland. My husband—the last one—was a gentleman. He came from the West End of London. And I am living now on the interest of £2000 that he left me when he died.

“There’s one of the Kellys I know. That’s Jim. He was in trouble long ago. But I have heard that it was not him, but a relative of his, that did it. It wasn’t much that was done, anyhow. Jim, he said that it would be better for him, who was single, to do the time, than for the other, who wasn’t. So he did it. That’s the sort of man he is.”

“But can you remember what happened that night at your hotel?”

“Remember? Yes! I can never forget. Only there is so much to remember, and it all happened so quickly, that sometimes I don’t quite know which was first or last, or what. But—”

Here the unfortunate woman fell into a fit of coughing and choking, so severe that the attendant had to lift her out of bed and take remedial measures of a special character. It was already well on in the afternoon, and the interviewer took his leave, promising to return in the morning.

A NARRATIVE OF DEATH.

There was a glint of sunshine abroad next day, and the general aspect of the place was much less dreary. Inside the cottage of the ex-licensee of the Glenrowan Inn—as it was known of old—there was nothing of brightness. The old woman was able to breathe more easily, but she was very weak. In time, however, she found speech to continue her narrative of death and desolation:—

“Let me begin by saying that I was between two fires there,” she said, weakly. “The police were suspicious of me, because they believed I assisted the outlaws. I did not. The Kellys hated me because they believed I gave the police information about them. I got nothing but abuse and mischief from both sides. And I never had anything to do with either. That is the truth.

“I well remember Kelly coming to my place that dreadful night. It was raining, and very wet. He took me and my dear little girl away, and locked my two little boys up in a room by themselves. He made me turn the key—said he would shoot me if I refused to do everything that he told me. I begged him to lock myself and my daughter in my own room, but he wouldn’t.

“He took me and my little girl—she was 15 then—together with seven men, over to the station. These were the men who were to take up the line and wreck the train that was coming up with the police from Melbourne. Kelly said to me, “I’ll show you a sight now! I’ll kill all your— traps!” Then they went away up the line towards Wangaratta. My daughter saw them pulling up the railway line, but I did not.

THE SIEGE OF THE HOTEL.

MRS. JONES’S NARRATIVE CONTINUED.

HOW THE LITTLE BOY DIED.

“It was very dark. We went on to the gatehouse, Dan Kelly marching along with a rifle to mind us. The men who were working there were camped near my place. That was because they had no chimney on their tents, and they used to use my fire to cook with.”

The old woman paused to make the pillow a trifle easier, and to settle the awful nightcap more comfortably.

“Oh, but I’m glad there were no police at the hotel when those wretches called that night!” she continued, in excited tones. “They’d have killed them all. They were ripe for murder. They had determined to wreck the special train, and to kill everyone who escaped death in the smash. They would surely have killed any police they met that night. And if they met them in my place they would have killed me. They said so. And they would have murdered my innocent children as well.”

“They found that they hadn’t the proper tools to pull the line up with, so they came back. They got the porter in charge, but he said he didn’t know how to take it up.

‘You know how to do it!’ shouted Ned Kelly, levelling his revolver at the porter. ‘Ned,’ said the porter, ‘I tell you I never worked a day on the line in my life, and know nothing about it.’ They believed him, and went down to Reardon’s. They took Reardon along, and the other men, and made them pull up the line. The other men were platelayers.

“After the line was destroyed the Kelly’s took the other men to the gatehouse. They had no down on any of them—only me and Reardon. They used to think that Reardon was spying upon them, with me. My daughter came up to me at the gatehouse. I might say that Steve Hart was sick, and didn’t want to go out that night, but they made him. They were all strangers to me at first. I knew nothing at all about them.

“After the night’s work—it was morning when they finished—Ned Kelly asked the men if they’d like to go into their tents and get breakfast. They’d been out since one o’clock, and said they were hingry. D an Kelly turned to me and said, ‘Here, Mother Jones, you’d better see if you can get them anything to eat.’

“So they all went to my place—to the hotel. But there was not enough bread. The men got some from their tents, and with that and what the girls found they made shift for breakfast. My poor little daughter, after having been up all night, had to wait on them.

WANTED TO GET DRUNK.

“At this time all the gang were quite sober. Byrne had had a few drinks. He came up and snatched a bottle of brandy out of the bar. I cried, because I had very little goods, and could not afford to loose it. So I tried to get it back. I implored Ned Kelly not to let them take the liquor away. He said he wouldn’t let them, but he did nothing to stop them. They were all eager to get drunk. And they got pretty drunk. They started preparing to go away, putting their iron clothes on. But they got wandering all over the house, and some of them couldn’t get their iron hats over their heads.”

“It was the liquor that caught them—nothing else. They stayed there drinking and going on with foolishness when they could have been away easily.

“They had a lot of people shut up in the hotel. But they let Curnow, the schoolmaster, go. It was Curnow that held the red handkerchief up and stopped the train.

The police said afterwards that Kelly would not have let Curnow go but for the fact that he was mates with them before. That’ll tell you the kind of things the police were.

“It was a terrible day. And when the police came and started firing bullets into the house—It was full of people—It was awful. Brave police! They lay in the gullies, and behind trees, and shot bullets at the house, knowing that it was full of people. My poor innocent little children suffered most. My little boy was shot.”

A paroxysm of coughing and weeping convulsed the invalid for a few minutes. It was with cheeks wet with tears that she continued.

“My brave little girl was also shot with a big rifle bullet that had gone through half the house first, or it would have killed her. The bullets were coming all through the house, tearing through the walls, smashing everything, and—  .  .  .  Oh, my poor, innocent children! I shall never forget them.”

“My poor little boy was mortally hurt. But no one had mercy. The police kept on shooting, and no one knew who would be the next to fall. The bullets were doing the outlaws no harm at all. They were only hurting us. The police might have rushed the place easily and captured them—if they had been men enough. But they were not men. They lay there in safety and kept firing at the house.

“DEAR MOTHER I’M SHOT!”

“When my dear little boy was hit he stood up, looked around, and then fell down. ‘Oh, God,’ he cried, in such a piteous voice. ‘Mother, dear mother, I’m shot!’  .  .  .”

The recollection of this pitiful tragedy caused the old woman to break into a fit of frantic sobbing. It was with a chocking voice that she proceeded:—

“I could not get to the poor child for some time. He was lying on the floor, bleeding from a great bullet wound in his little back.  .  .  .  The murdering police! They had killed him!  .  .  .  When I got to him I turned him over. He was all blood.  .  .  .  I found the hole.  .  .  .  It was terrible.  .  .  .  His life-blood was pouring out of it, and his poor little white face was turned up, the eyes looking into mine as though imploring help.  .  .  .  Oh, my God, forgive those who did this thing!  .  .  .  I wanted to go out for help, but Dan Kelly would not let me. ‘You can’t go,’ he said, ‘we’re turning the prisoners out now.’

“So I could only go back to the dying boy and cry over him. There was no help.  .  .  

“ ‘What can we do?’ the Kelly’s said.

“ ‘Go! Go out! You cowards! Go out and play on the green! Go out and fight like men if you want to fight! Or run away like curs if you are afraid! Go out of here! Do you want to see all my family murdered? Oh, you cowardly wretches!”

“But I couldn’t move them. They wouldn’t go. They were getting very sober and very sad by this. The police were all round the house, scores of them, and it seemed as if they couldn’t escape. And there was my innocent boy, dying on the floor, to warn them what would happen to bloodthirsty men like themselves.

“My daughter and I dragged my wounded son into the kitchen between us. Two or three got hold of him and took him out and started to carry him to Reardon’s, where we might get help. But the police stopped them, and said if they didn’t go back they’d blow holes in them.

“I was frantic with anguish and anxiety—the anxiety to do something for my dying boy. I called out to the police to let us go. They refused. I said to them,’Get up, you wretches, and die on the road yourselves! Don’t lie down there in hiding! Stand up like men!’

“All this time the bullets were flying about thick. But I never got hit. I wouldn’t have cared if I had. I was mad with grief. I had had a daughter killed only a few months before, and now it seemed that all my children were to be massacred.  .  .  .  I was mad.

“The police hated me. The Kelly’s believed I used to ‘plant’ police in my house. It was a foolish lie—there was no room. You couldn’t hide a cat in it. 

“I was wandering.  .  .  .  My boy died. Died miserably and without help. And my brave little girl, who was wounded herself, never got over it.  .  .  .  She died not long after.  .  .  .  And it was her brother’s awful death that killed her! He was such a clever, quiet boy!  .  .  .  Oh, dear! Oh, dear!

“She was a brave girl.  .  .  .  Through all that dreadful night she never lost her head. Sick with her wound, bleeding and sore, she showed courage that should have shamed both the Kelly’s and the police.  .  .  .  That is her picture—that one on the wall near the dark frame.  .  .  .  That is her. Dear, brave little woman.

“She wanted to defy the Kellys and the police—wanted us all to run out of the house to some place of safety. When they carried the dying boy away she followed. She said she didn’t care if she was killed—if her dear brother was to die she wanted to die with him.”

“Ned Kelly was most cruel to all of us all day. He said that if he could see his way to burn down the house and those who set the police on to him he’d do it.”

“I have four children living. My son Owen is in West Australia; Terry is a policeman in the West; Headington is a farmer over there; and Tom is a schoolmaster somewhere in New South Wales.

“It was that Inspector Sadleir who made them burn my place down. They hadn’t the courage to rush it and capture the Kellys.”

“My character has always been good. Of course, keeping a small country inn is a rough life, but we came of a good family, and have always kept ourselves decently. My father—His name was Kennedy—Was highly commended to Governor Bourke when he came out here by several big people in Ireland. My father was the first white man on the Buckland. I have lived a good life, and brought up a big family.  .  .  .  And they shot my dear, innocent, brave children—oh; the cowards! And we got no compensation, nothing at all.”

Exhausted with the strain of her narrative, the old woman lay back upon the pillow weeping bitterly. In a broken voice she bade her visitor farewell. “I shall not be long here,” she moaned; “soon I shall see my dear murdered children again! Goodbye! God bless you for letting me shake the hand of an Englishman in this accursed place.”

And the big nightcap turned over to the wall, whilst the body of the wearer, convulsed with sobs, writhed under the patchwork coverlet.

“It was bright sunshine out of doors—a pleasant relief from the gloom of the musty bedchamber. Scarcely a stone’s throw away was the site of the old inn where the unfortunate woman had seen her boy slain, and where her own life had been wrecked. Strange that she could bear to live so near the scene of that tragedy in which she had played so prominent a part. But she is not alone in the exemplification of this weird, inexplicable fascination for the place where the light had gone out of her life. Only a few miles away that other old woman is draining out the bitter dregs of a ruined life, in sight of the place in which she had known the only happiness of her life, and close by to where her sons met their shocking, if well-deserved, fate.

THE MAN WHO SHOT NED KELLY.

STILL HAS THE BLOOD-STAINED CARTRIDGE BAG.

To Sergeant Steele belongs the distinction of having brought down the chief of the notorious outlaws during the night fighting at Glenrowan. Steele had been one of the most implacable of the gang’s pursuers—and one of the cleverest also. And they would have been pleased enough, no doubt, to have accounted for him. But he escaped without a hurt throughout the long hunt.

Sergeant Steele is living in retirement with his grown-up family at Wangaratta. His house, a commodious, well-shaded one, is at once pointed out to the visitor. It is on the top of the river bank. Below, the King and Ovens Rivers merge into one sluggish stream. Sergeant Steele occupies his leisure a good deal in farming. He is as keen as ever on horses—he always did love a good horse—and he finds agriculture an agreeable and profitable pastime.

It was in his pleasant home at Wangaratta that the represantative of the “Sun” saw the man who shot the outlaw chief. Very well, indeed, was the doughty sergeant looking, carrying his years well—even jauntily. After all, a hard life fits a man for the enjoyment of a restful autumn, and the sergeant is one who can appreciate the fact. His is a hardy family. Both his daughters sleep out of doors in all weathers. And neither has ever known what a cold means.

Of course, the pursuit and capture of the outlaws was the principal task undertaken by Sergeant Steele in all his long service in the force. But he speaks of his exploits in very matter-of-fact vein.

He remembered perfectly the stirring events of that memorable night at Glenrowan, especially the grand finale in which he played so large a part. But he was not disposed to discuss it. “It has all been told so often,” he said.

“But, all the same, I may as well say that my success was owing to my using a shot gun instead of a rifle or pistol. It was no use trying to reach a vulnerable place in that man’s armor with a bullet. Shot was the stuff for that job—good, big shot. And that’s what I got him with at last.

“No, strange to say, I haven’t any relics of the battle—none, that is, except one. Let’s see—where is it? Ah! I know.” And diving into a room at the rear he reappeared with a dark-looking object that presently turned out to be a leather bag, with a strap to carry it across the shoulders. The bag was of crescent shape, and the leather was stout. On the front flap was a large, dark stain.

“That,” said the sergeant, “Is Ned Kelly’s cartridge bag. That is the one he was wearing at Glenrowan. I took it off him, with the other things, when he fell. And that stain is his blood. He was wounded in several places, and bled a good deal. Yes; it’s a grim relic—not at all pretty. Let’s put it away.” And he did.

“You know,” resumed the sergeant

To be continued

