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oY THE SAME AUTHOR

THE ESCAPE OF SIR WILLIAM HEANS
(AND THE MYSTERY OF MR. DAUNT)

A ROMANCE OF TASMANIA IN 1840

SELECTIONS FROA NOTICES HY THE FRESS.

THE ATHENAUN —* The scene of the story 15 Hobart, Tasmania 3 the
time between 1830 and 1840 . ., acd the plot—bew Sic William
Heane, an English geptleman, transported for a chme against
soqiely, hinds his captivily insuppartable, and makes three altempis
to escape, of which the thicd is spoves={z]. Dol this simple plat is
anly the stem pushicy op painlully iolo the forbidden light ; from
it there grow maty dack, inicate beanches and ashy frits ; the
hall-bhivd bitle @irl, Abelia, clings to it riathering and. pale like
a clematis, and always wandering near is the ald native woman,
andpann}' with her hidden bracetel of black kaic, .

“AHN 15 bathed in the voendwrable hali-light and Ricker {hat
commes before a storm - great pofis of wind blow throagh the
bock, the sea arises, tossing and shaking—and the storm pever
breaks. . . . 8o, when Sir Williamn finally escapes, his ordeal and
his suiferings in the bush seem quile siinple and endurable. We
alttiost lose zight of im before he reaches the bay, where the Jittle
broken-down ship saila in At Lask to rescoe him. .

YItwas a moment therefore of intense relief whken the sbip jybed abonh and moved
i.l'n‘perﬁp‘tal.gl awnay on the souch-saetern tack, Slowly the sonnd of e wratecall

slowly the pErest walls dimsosd over tbe slenl poal and slowly the
slranK noeter fhe uﬁ'l._n;'i and pinnacles nf the foresks, while those with their tho :.uu.n.;

shvulderog sontlncts slowly—rery plowlp—soliensd dn the amoks of mornlag.” "

THE MoryING PosT.—" A curionsly powerial and enlhealling story. . .
Thizisabook apart ; the foteor hassurely made his corner in Action.™

Boorman,—" 1t must be confessed Mr. William Hay has succeeded
in composing d most origioal and enthrafling romance. ™

SATURDAY RE‘I.-':Erw.u""L‘ir'iLl hold a lasting place in the ranks of early
Colomal fiction,”

CourTry LiFe—"This i3 a book Lo be smg]cd out from the mass |
ay ameng the best novels of recent yrars.

BoorxeMouTH DiRECTORY.—" The book gives ihe impression of a
pre-Raphaelite landscape, in which every leaf and Hower of fore-
groand and background has been cargfully copicd from nature,”

SypxEy HULLETIN.—If not the mast powserfol Aostralian novel yet
wrikten, it doss mol fall far short of that, . . . There are 200000
words of i, and there is nol & dull page fnoit all<hardly, it might
be vendured, a -dufl or unoecessary ling, . o o Such bocks as theze
—such sane, careful, and artistic books—are rare, and their rarty
makes them precons”

Erispaxe Darwy Mamu,—* Onpe {2 given an  exiraordinarily vivid
glimpse af *dear dead women," with re sloping shoulders and
clusters of side curls, their movements reflected in the candledight
gleaming in the polished floocs of the old Colonial houses.™

SypweEyY Sunpay Tves.—' A book 1o read grafefully, and afler that
to live wilh."

LONDON : GEORGE ALLEN & UNWIN LTD.
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AN AUSTRALIAN RIF VAN WINKLE

N some states of Australia—espectally in the South—
there are those curious survivals to be seen as you
thread the wild ranges in maotor or coach—the roads that
lead nowhere. Many will recopnize the phenomenon
indicated. There used to be scores of them threading the
hills and Hats that rise immediately over Encounter Bay,
And it is the same to-day ; as you flash along the fine valley
causeways, you see winding up into the uninhabited bush-
land on either side, these tracks of white sand, just wide
enough to take a vehicle, and choosing one, you can some-
times trace it with the eye before vou are away—ruibboning
for miles over the silent piney ranges.

Of course those neat little roads leading so persistently
where by all human conjecture there is nothmg, and never
was anything, of permanent consequence (appearing so
startlingly in the boundless scrub like a path in an enchanted
shrubbery) have quite a steady romantic interest for youth,
and a certain family of children which this story concerned,
who sometimes took their pleasure on these high #ats over
the sea, would often turn their cobby little horses into some
specially inviting road to ssiwlere, only to find it breaking
off into lesser new ones, or threading unalteringly into the
unknown, beyond their courage or the daylight,

The charm of these roads may be painted in a paragraph.
The soil of the uplands is almost entirely whitsh sand,
and as bush-fires are not infrequent, there is hardly any



