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T THE

AUSTRALIAN SQUATTER OF THE OLD SCHOOL

THIS BODK I8 DEDICATEL.

“OHE WAS A MaN, Tax® HIx For ALL IN ALL,

WE SHALL BOT LODE TPEOY I8 LIEE AGAIN.'






PREFACE.

WitnouTt the aid of fiction | have endeavoured to
portray scenes and events which are vividly pictured
in my memory, Often huve I been tempted to
throw down my pen in disgust, fecling my utter
inability to form at its point words conveying
even a shadow of the occurrence. Truth being
often stranger than fiction, I rely on the frudh,
however inndequately expressed, and with anxiety

await the verdict my chaplers may receive.®

THE AUTHONG

* Unfortunstely the Authee's death occurred befare his work
wag in the press,






INTRODUCTION,

—_—

AUSTRALIAN squatting is sick unto death. For forty
years I have followed its fortunes, It is nearly
forty years since many of the events happened
which I am about to relate. In years T was only
a boy when, having arranged with a squatter to
acqnire colonial experience on hiz cattle station
near Twofold Bay, the steamer Warafak, on her
way to Melbourne, landed me and my trunk on
the beach at Eden, my intention being fo wait at
Falconer's Hotel until the bullock dray from the
station should fetch me. I have, therefore, known
squatting in its highest vigour, in its decling, and
in its death strugrles.

Had I, like Rip Van Winkle, fallen asleep in the
early fifties, and remained unconscions until this
year of grace 18g4, the Anstralian bush would
now appear a ferra {ncognfle to me, so changed
1s it in every respeci.



