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OUR ;
AUSTRALIAN
TCEIRY:

Poppy and the Thief

Poppy is on the road again, heading
to the town of Wahgunyah. On the
way she meets a stranger who seems
to know something about her past,
and her special letter with the
red tiger seal. But the more time
she spends with this boy, the more
difficult he becomes. Should Poppy
trust him?

Join Poppy again on her adventure in
the third of four exciting stories
about a Gold Rush girl who dreams
of a better life.
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%the beautiful face of Poppy ﬁ
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Western Australia

Poppy travels the countryside all on her own in
search of her brother who has gone to find gold.
Share in Poppy’s exciting adventures as you -
read this story of a brave Australian girl.
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Poppy has run away from Bird
Creek Mission to look for her
brother, Gus, who is heading to
Beechworth in search of gold.
She is disguised as a boy to
protect herself from people
who might be looking for her -
Mother Hangtree from the
Mission and the police! Along
the way she has shared a meal
with a bushranger and been
taken in by a kind homestead
family after hurting her ankle
very badly. Luckily she has a
loyal dog named Fisher to look
after her as there are many
more obstacles and dangers in
Poppy’spath . . .



A s Poppy galloped away from Summerhill,

.there was a gnawing emptiness in the pit
of her stomach. Saying goodbye to Tom and
Noni had left her heavy with sadness. I always
seem to be leaving, she thought, always saying
goodbye. But until she found her brother, Gus,
this was her life. The people at the camp said
Gus was on his way to Wahgunyah. Well, now
so was she. Poppy couldn’t stay any longer in
case that policeman from Tocumwal discovered
the truth about her — that she was a runaway
from Bird Creek Mission.
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But now she was back in her boy’s disguise
and on the road again. ‘Come on, Fish, she
called out to her dog. She kicked Gideon’s
flanks and the big black horse lengthened his
stride.

Riding bareback had been hard at first.
But Tom’s words had echoed in her mind and
helped her along: You just do it, over and over.
Don’t worry you no good. Get good soon enough.
Gideon’s spirit was tied to hers, Tom had said.
And she knew that to be true. The horse had
done everything Poppy had asked him to since
their escape from Summerhill.

Wahgunyah lay in the colony of Victoria,
on the other side of the Murray River. Bird
Creek Mission was in Victoria too. But after
hiding on the paddlesteamer heading up
the Murray, Poppy had been forced to sneak
off the boat at Tocumwal, in New South
Wales. Poppy had been on the wrong side

ever since. Now she had to get back across,
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but the river was wide, and deep.

And Poppy couldn’t swim.

Would Gideon want to go in the water?
Tom had assured her that horses were natural
swimmers. But what if he loundered when
they were in the deepest part?

As the miles from Summerhill lengthened
behind her, Poppy worried about the river

crossing to come.

Several hours later they came to the Murray.
What had Tom called it? Oh yes, Tongala.
Poppy drank thirstily with Fisher and Gideon
at the water’s edge. Then she rose and washed
the dust from her face. The ride had been
tiring. Finally she dared to look up and across
the river. It was so wide! Poppy felt her heart
falter.

No! she thought. How will we ever get

across? She stood up, took oft her boots and
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tied them together by the laces, slinging them
around her neck.

‘It’s time to go,” she said to Fisher and
Gideon after a moment.

Fisher wagged his tail and ran into the
water, barking excitedly.

‘It will be all right,” she told Gideon as she
climbed onto his back. ‘Even if you’ve never
been in water before, you can swim. Come
on now. Poppy made clicking sounds with
her tongue, urging him forward. And slowly,
with a few encouraging jabs with her heels,
he entered the water.

‘Good boy, Gideon. Good boy,” she said.
“You can do it. You can do it

Suddenly Gideon lunged forward. He was
swimming!

The water was freezing but the horse
was warm agaiﬁst Poppy’s legs. Then she
felt herself floating oft his back. She quickly
grabbed chunks of Gideon’s mane and gripped



THE CRAZY BOY 5

tightly. As long as she didn’t let go she would
be all right.

Gideon held his head high. His lips were
parted and he was making soft snorting
sounds. He seemed to be enjoying the swim.

Poppy then remembered Fisher. He had
been swimming alongside her. But where was
he now? The current was strong, maybe too
strong even for Fisher.

Then she saw him, way downstream,
struggling to reach the bank.

‘Fisher!” she called. But he disappeared,
swept around a bend. She was helpless to
do anything except pray that he would not
drown. He’s swum this river many times
before, she told herself. Please, Fish, please be
all right.

It took ten minutes to reach the other side.
As soon as Gideon stepped out of the water
he lowered his head and shook himself. Poppy
held on tight. She didn’t know horses shook
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water from their coats like dogs did. When he
was still, she slipped off his back and looked
downstream for Fisher. She began to worry
even more when she couldn’t see him. But
then she heard a bark and he came into view,
running along the sandy shore towards her,
his tongue lolling from the side of his mouth.

‘There you are!” She knelt down to give
him a big wet hug. ‘“You’re my darling boy,
Fish,” she said.

While Poppy’s clothes dried over a branch, she
sat on the bank watching Gideon graze nearby.
He was a handsome horse and his wet coat
gleamed in the afternoon light.

Soon she would have to send him back to
Summerhill as she had promised Tom she
would do. How she would miss this wild horse
whom she had grown to love, whose spirit was

tied to hers.
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Maybe one day Gus and I will have horses
of our own, she thought. We’ll ride until our
muscles ache and our lungs are near bursting.
But there will never be a horse like Gideon.

Fisher licked her face as if sensing her sadness.

Poppy dressed and led Gideon down to the
water’s edge. She stroked his soft muzzle and
put her cheek next to his. “Thank you, my
beauty. I will never forget you.’

Gideon blew softly into her hair and
nickered.

Holding back tears, Poppy said, ‘Off you
go, now. Tom will be waiting, and if you don'’t
get back soon, he’ll worry.” She patted him on
the rump.

Gideon hesitated a moment and stepped
into the water.

‘Good boy, Gideon. Go on, now. Go home.’

Poppy shaded her eyes against the sun as she
watched Gideon swim to the other side. He

stood on the bank, lifted his head and sniffed



