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1, Musquito and the Gipsy’s ‘Daughter

By " ‘.Charm Rowergft

Charles Roweroft, “an English” vicitor ¢~ Australin, - settled
briefly on a Tasmn‘n‘zan pastoral property between 1821 and 1824.
He wivts of his experience in Tales of the Uolonies, or The
Adventures of an Emigrant, first published in London 91°1843.
An edition, with much factual malerial removed and a continuous -
Jictional narrative rétained, was published in Hobarl in 1916
with the title The Perils and Adventures of Mr William
Thornley, One of the Pioneer bettlers O'f Van Diemen’s
Land, 1817-1820. '

The interesting aspect of the extract which follows 15 the
depiction of the historical character, the Abotiginal leader Mus-
quito, as a great chieflain and a noble savage.: Musquito, born
and bred in New South Wales, first experienced white man's justice
when he was sent to Norfolk Island for the murder of a lubra.
From that “ocean hell’ he was transported to Van Diemen’s Land
in 1813. He was employed by the authorities at Hobart Town
iv search out runaway convicts and to track down such formidable
outlaws as Mike Hows. In tim: Musquits became something
ef a rebel himself. Known throughout the island as the < Black
Outlaw, he led a band nf Aborigines, at first peaceably enough but
later oviclently, in raids on settlers propemes in wluth :everal
eolonists were killed. '

Captured late in the year 1824, Mu:qzuto was placed on
tricl along with another ojfender, <Black Fack>>. Henry Melville,
in The “History ‘of Van Diemen’s Liand (1835), - gives an
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tronical view of the legal proceedings:
On the one side was the learned Atlorizy General, pressing,
_as in duty bound, the conviction of the oﬁnders against laws
brougizt by ‘the invaders to the country; and on the bench sat
a Judge to administer impartially these laws, which neither
Musquito nor Black Jack comprehended. * Convict” witnesses
were brought forward, whose evidence was taken and
vy belieped; because it was sworn to; and yet these poor, perhaps
tgu(l{y creafures of the. crime. zmputed to them, (wthh in them
© was no crime, but retaliation), were.. called upon fnrqtfmr
‘ ~dgﬁzme! — what mackery I' The. wretched prisoners were not
aware of one tittle of evidense adduced against them, were totally
~tgnorant of having commgtted crime, and knew not why. or
wherefore they were placed at the criminal’s dock in the
Court . House, and so many epes fixed, upon them., . Both
these. Aborigines underwent the ordeal of trzal taice o;z ang
day, and without counsel...
Both prisoners, being convicted of wilful murdsr, were Izanged in
company with six bushrangers in February 1825. o
Suggested further reading: Musquito loomed- large in the mzmif
-of kis contemporaries, white and black, in Van Diemen’s Land;
and mich has been written about him. For a succinct modern
account of his career, see Robert Travers, Rogues’ March (1973).

Wedrew up on the margin of the tracks of the natjves,
‘which weré¢ in the direction of the ford; and it seemed as
if there had heen about twenty of them, to Jjudge from the
confused prints of their naked feet.

" “P’ll et a guinea,”® said Sanders, “this is what madc
’em hide for a while among those mimosas.> They saw
the natives between them and the ford, and they feared to

-
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face :them.”

“Keep on,” said the magistrate, “their tracks lead to
the fordand I thmk I see séme object on the bank of the
river.”’

He was rlght a few minutes’ trot* brought.us to the
ford, and by the.side of the stream was lying a man in a
fustian® dress, whose countenance I thoughtI remembered.
On examining him more closely the police recognized a
convict.®

The poor wretch was still alive, but his skull was
pounded in by the waddies? of the natives, and his body was
picrced in many places by their thin and pointed spears.

“If we could only get him to speak now,” said the
“constable; “he -might give-us some useful mformatxon.
Scroggs, where’s your bottle ?” -

Upon this the provident® Scroggs produced a' pint
bottle of rum — a sovereign remedy, in his opinion, for
-all disorders.?. - . . 1

“What’s the use of giving him'rum if he’s dead ?”
remonstrated Scroggs; “it’s only wasting it that way.”

“He’s not dead,” said Sanders, “though it won’t be
long first, scemingly. Let us try to make him speak; he
may be able to teil us of the other one. It’s Bill' Sim-
mons, one of the biggest rascals in the whole colony, but
that’s no matter now. Give us the bottle.”

He raised up the expiring wretch, and-Sanders poured
down his throat a portion of the rum, while the magistrate
dashed some cold water from the river over his head and
face. For a considerable time the man gave no other
signs of life than a faint breathing, and it was not until
after the lapse of two hours, which seemed to us two ages,
that he was able to articulate.: '



“They have got the child,” murmured~out the dyiug
man. ’

““Who have got the child ?” .

“The natives they attacked —— me in
~—— the ford.” *

“And your companion, where is hc ? P : .

“I saw him swimming in the river —— but —— in
his haste he abandoned the child to save himself
and the natives took the child —— the (npsy
the Gipsy the Gipsy’s child > . .

“Did the natives kill the child ?*’:asked I, full of an-
xious horror at the probable fate of the poor girl.

“They —— have killed ‘me. Their waddies
—— my head spears —— child: carried off

L)
—

. “How long 4s it,” asked the ma.gmrate, “since they
attacked you ?” :

“I don’t know it —»— was just:
at daybreak. I didn’t -—- like to pass the bridge
so —— I made for the ford —— and the natieves

-—— attacked us
”
“ What s o’clock ?’ asked Sanders.
“Half-past ten,” said I.
“Then the natives have got the start of us by about
four hours and a half,” resumed the constable; “and if they
have taken to the hills it will be a difficult JOb to follow
them on horseback.” g

“We can easily track thein in the snow,” observed the
magistrate.

“While the show lasts,” replied the constable; “but,
by the look of Ben Lomond, we shall have a charge of

and they have taken the —— child
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weather, and there’s a northerly wind ‘this morning, and
that, with.the sun, will sooni melt this snow. Following
the natives in the bush is no easy matter. A white man
might as well try to track a bird as a native in the bush 1’10

“I chall go after them,” said the magistrate; “what
do you say, Thornley; shall we lcave this little glrl to the
mercy of the savages 7’11

“I’m ready to go with you,” said I, “but let us go
prepared; this is a4 bad time of the year for bushing it.1?
Is there no place near here, Sanders, where we could
borrow some kangaroo rugs,’ 13 and get a supply of provl-
sions P’

“I have it ! said Sanders; “Mark’s sheep-ttihlé is not
more than two miles from the ford, atid if he will let one
of his shepherds, Black Tom, go with us —‘he’s a Sydnéy
native — we’ll set a black-fellow to hunt black fellows 15
and come over them that way.” ‘

“Come on, then,” said the magistrate; “and lose no
time. I will go with you te remaove any objection. Stay !
the dying man is going to speak again. I think he undér-
stood what we were saying. What is it, my man?’ he
added, in a soothittg tone to the dying man} what have you
got to 'say ?”

““Mus
last breath.

“Musquito !”” said Sanders, “then there’s no time to
be lost; that’s the crucllest savage that ever tormented a
colony; he kills for killing sake, without reason.”- ‘

“I have had a taste of him,” said the magistrate.
“There’s np time to- be lost, if we are to save theé ‘child.”

The magistrate, guided by Sanders, immediately gal-
loped off; and in less time than we expected, they returned

quee

to}” said the man,; with his
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at a brisk pace, laden with kargaroo rugs, and various
necessaries for a bush expedition, and followed Ly Tom, a
fine tall native of the continental island of Australia, dressed
with muych neatness, in a cloth jacket and trousers of good
texture; the civilized natives soon -catching the colonial
predilection for cloth of a superior quality, .

“Will not the native, being on foot, retard us ?” in-
" quired I. “He ¢an never keep up with our horses.”

“Never fear,” said Sanders; “if our horses can keep
up with him we shall do very well. Now, Tom, my. boy,
are you ready ?” C

Tom nodded his head. .

“Which way are you going to take us !” Tom looked
at the tracks, among which the prints of tiny feet were
plainly discernible, and pointed to the hills.

“Now,” said the magistrate, ““for another adventure,
I never had a hunt after natives before. Not the best of
weather for lying out at nights; but it would never do to
leave that-little girl to be butchered by Musquitc !”

We moved on at a good pace, Tom with his long
legs keeping our horses just beyond a quick walk, and
we were soon buried in the deep recesses of the woods.
The dense mass of spreading branches, with their winter
leaves of sombre green, which formed a canopy high above
our heads, had allowed but little snow to fall on the forest
ground; but therc were ample signs of the natives to
enable the sagacious Sydney black to guide us through
the intricacies of the tall straight stems of the stringy-
bark trees, with their ragged, shreddy coats, without
hesitation. . Ever and anon he would turn roqnd to us;
without discontinying his coursc, and displaying, with a
selfssatisfied grin, his formidable rows of ivory teeth, he
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would point to the track, and seek, with his ‘piercing and
restless ‘black eyes, deep set in his woolly head, for our
approbation of his sagacity.

It cccupied us nearly two hours to pass through the
forest, and we thén emerged into an ample plain nearly
tlear of the trees, resembling a vast park. The noonday
sun had melted nearly all the snow, and it was only here
and there, under the shade of some gigantic gum-treets
or umbrageous mimosa, that any signs of it were visible:
We were glad to get rid of the snow, as, under the guidance
of the black, we had no fear of losmg the tracks‘of the na-
tives; and we pushed on without stopping for nearly twenty
miles, in a south-easterly direction, over a fine country of
undulating hill and plain, till we came to the foot ‘of a~

ier of low hills, on which weré scattered a few trees ofthe

she-oak. These trees present' a scraggy appearance to
the eye, but their wood is much prized as fuel, from its
pleasing fragrance and good qualities for burning. Tt-is
not easy to get a plank from these trees of more than six
or eight inches in width, but, when polished, it is admira-
bly adapted for ornamental furniture. Heie - we made
a pause to rest our horses, which we tethered out by the
hide ropes,’” which wé' carried with usien the front of our
saddles, giving them_the range ofa cirele of about eighty
feet in diameter to feed on the native grass, shifting them
occasionally as their food grew stanty. The constables
kindled a fire and proceeded with the usual arrangements
for a bush meal.

They put a handful of black tea into the kcttld, whlch
Scroggs bore in his portion of the luggage, and set-it on
to boil-téa -forming the tfavourite heverage of' settlers
of every degree in their bush expeditions. The dexter-
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-ous black, who carried a longshanked, narrow axe, ¢uicks
ly sliced from an adjacent gum-tree some pieces: of bark,
which formed extempore plates and dishes, and some stéaks
of young beef being; duly. boiled, aided by one of ihe dam-
pers,’* which formed part of our provisions, w¢ made,
with the relish of hunger, a satisfactory repast. Tx.c con-
stables then got up a second edition of the feast with some
additional supplies, for Black Tarm, not liking to remain
idle during our banquet, had contrived ta catch three kan-
garoo-rats and a.bandicpot, which he disembowelled with
much delicacy, and threw them in their firry coats on some
close embers of the fire.!® Scroggs produced from the
recesses. of a mysterious garment a boettle of ruin, but it
was. unanimously decided that this laxury shonld be, re-
served as a medicine- for special gceasions. Much to the
disappointment of that thirsty individual, therefore,. the
-cork remained undrawn, and the_ disccnsolate Scroggs
was obliged to solace himself with a pannikin of hat tea
from-the boiling kettle. . .Our zough repest ended, we pro-
ceeded on our way. till. the sinking of the sun behind the
snow-topped mountains to the west warned us to turn our
attention to the means of passing the ‘night; for the nights
in the winter season in Van Djemen’s Land® arc tgo cold
to allow of their being passed with impunity in the open
air.® . As we felt the fullest confidence of coming up with
. the natives, we:did not push our horses to the extreme, for
we knew that Musquito and his mob would not travel many
days without making a stop in some locality favourable for
the collection of gum and the resort.of, .opossums.? We
had but one: axe among us, but.there were more. than ene
. who knew Wwell how to use it, the cleverest of whom was the
Sydney black; so that in a short time they managed. to erect
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~ two bush-huts well covered in with heavy branches. The
opening of the huts being next to the fire, which was kept
up all night, we contrived, with the aid of our warm kan-
garoo rugs, to pass the night ‘without inconvenience.
Towards the early morning the air became frosty, and
the next day, under a clear sky and a bnlhant siin, we con-
tinued our’ pursuit of the natives.- At noori the air became
mild and warm, and if it had. not been for our apprehens
sions of the calamitous fate of the child to whose rescue we
were hastening,® we should have enjoyed the beautiful
scenery of the almost unexplored: country through which
we travelled; but a second day and night having passed
without coming up with the natives, . our uneasiness in-
creased to apitch of painful anxiety. We could discover no
trace of the little foot, nor indeed could our léssiacute sense
of sight detect any marks of the retiring natives, although to
the black’s stronger and more sensitive organs- the marks
were 0 plain as to ¢ause him no apparent trouble to pursue.
We consoled ourselves, however, with the reflection that the
absence of any mark of the'child’s foot which Tom ¢ould
not trace might be accounted for by her having been.car-
ried in the arms of the natives, though what could be their
object, or the object of Musquito in bearing her away, ‘we
were at a loss to conjecturc, and feared the worst.2s . |
“How cold it is,” said Scroggs to Sanders; “and cold
water.is poor stuff to put heart into a man. A fire is very
well to warm the outside, but theinside is the place to keep
up the heat; then it spreads all.over one in a glow ! It’s
surprising how small a quantity of spirit — a”single- glass
or so, F'vc often tried -it—will warm a man’s wholc body,-
to the'very tips of one’s fingers !” : :
“To the tip of your nose, you ought to say, old buck %
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