O

rﬂ
—
—]

!

\

D,
o
OF HENRY




4 S¥lesio

[lustrated by Louis Silvestro

Angus & Robertson Publishers



ANGUS 8 ROBERTSON PUBLISHERS

London = Svdney * Melbourne « Singapore * Marila

This book 1s copyright. Apart from any fair dealing for the
purposes of private study, research, crificism or review, as
permitted under the Copyright Act. no part may be reproduced
by any process without written permission. Inquiries shauld

be addressed to the publishers

This selection first published by Angus & Roberison Publishers.
Australia, 1980
Repninted 1981
© This selection Angus & Robertson Publishers 1980
e |lustrations Lowis Silvestro 1980
Nanonal Library of Australia
Cataloguing-in-publication data
Lawson Henry
Stonies of Henry Lawson

For ¢children
ISBN 0 207 14204 1

I Title
AB21 2
Book and cover design by Steve Hogwood
Printed 1n Hong Kong



STORES

OF HENRY
LAWSON



CONTENTS

Bill, the Ventriloquial Rooster
On the Track

The Loaded Dog
Joe Wilson’s Mates

His Country — After All
While the Billy Boils: Part One

Two Dogs and a Fence
While the Billy Boils: Part Two

The Golden Graveyard
Joe Wilson’s Mates

A Bush Dance
Joe Wilson’s Mates

The Hypnotized Township
The Rising of the Court

An Old Mate of Your Father’s
While the Billy Boils: Part One

The Spooks of Long Gully
Grandfather's Courtship

“Buckolts’ Gate™
The Romance of the Swag

The Geological Spieler
While the Billy Boils: Part Two

A Vision of Sandy-blight
On the Track

The Hairy Man
Grandfather's Courtship

That There Dog of Mine
While the Billy Boils: Part One

Mitchell: A Character Sketch
While the Billy Boils: Part Two

The Drover's Wife
While the Billy Boils: Part Two

Stiffner and Jim (Thirdly, Bill)
While the Billy Boils: Part One

The Mystery of Dave Regan
On the Track

14

19

21

33

36

43

47

53

69

77

83

92

95

97

106

113



“Rats“
While the Billy Boils

Send Round the Hat
Send Round the Hat

At Dead Dingo
Joe Wilson's Mates

The Ironbark Chip
On the Track

The Bush Undertaker
While the Billy Boils

The Buckjumper
Joe Wilson'’s Mates

Hungerford
While the Billy Boils

The Chinaman's Ghost
Joe Wilson's Mates

: Part Two

: Part Two

: Part One

A Double Buggy at Lahey's Creek

Joe Wilson

117

121

138

142

147

156

159

162

165



Bill, the Ventriloquial Rooster

“ HEN we were up-country on the selection we had a
\ ;\ / rooster at our place named Bill,” said Mitchell; “a big
mongrel of no particular breed, though the old lady said
he was a ‘brammer’—and many an argument she had with the old
man about it too; she was just as stubborn and obstinate in her
opinion as the governor was in his. But, anyway, we called him
Bill, and didn’t take any particular notice of him till a cousin of
some of us came from Sydney on a visit to the country, and stayed
at our place because it was cheaper than stopping at a pub. Well,
somehow this chap got interested in Bill, and studied him for two
or three days, and at last he says:

“*Why, that rooster’s a ventriloquist!’

“‘A what?’

“*A ventriloquist!’

“*‘Go along with yer!

“‘But he is. I've heard of cases like this before; but this is the
first I've come across. Bill’s a ventriloquist right enough.’

“Then we remembered that there wasn’t another rooster within
five miles—our only neighbour, an Irishman named Page, didn’t
have one at the time—and we'd often heard another cock crow, but
didn’t think to take any notice of it. We watched Bill, and sure
enough he was a ventriloquist. The ‘ka-cocka” would come all right,
but the ‘co-ka-koo-oi-00’ seemed to come from a distance. And
sometimes the whole crow would go wrong, and come back like an
echo that had been lost for a year. Bill would stand on tiptoe, and
hold his elbows out, and curve his neck, and go two or three times
as if he was swallowing nest-eggs, and nearly break his neck and
burst his gizzard; and then there’d be no sound at all where he
was—only a cock crowing in the distance.

“And pretty soon we could see that Bill was in great trouble about
it himself. You see, he didn’t know it was himself—thought it was
another rooster challenging him, and he wanted badly to find that
other bird. He would get up on the woodheap, and crow and listen
—crow and listen again—crow and listen, and then he’d go up to
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the top of the paddock, and get up on the stack, and crow and
listen there. Then down to the other end of the paddock, and get
up on the mullock-heap, and crow and listen there. Then across to
the other side and up on a log among the saplings, and crow 'n’
listen some more. He searched all over the place for that other
rooster, but of course couldn’t find him. Sometimes he'd be out all
day crowing and listening all over the country, and then come home
dead tired, and rest and cool off in a hole that the hens had scratched
for him in a damp place under the water-cask sledge.

“Well, one day Page brought home a big white rooster, and when
he let it go it climbed up on Page’s stack and crowed, to see if there
was any more roosters round there. Bill had come home tired; it
was a hot day, and he'd rooted out the hens, and was having a
spell-oh under the cask when the white rooster crowed. Bill didn’t
lose any time getting out and on to the woodheap, and then he
waited till he heard the crow again; then he crowed, and the other
rooster crowed again, and they crowed at each other for three days,
and called each other all the wretches they could lay their tongues
to, and after that they implored each other to come out and be
made into chicken soup and feather pillows. But neither'd come.
You see, there were three crows—there was Bill's crow, and the
ventriloquist crow, and the white rooster’s crow—and each rooster
thought that there was two roosters in the opposition camp, and
that he mightn't get fair play, and, consequently, both were
afraid to put up their hands.

“But at last Bill couldn’t stand it any longer. He made up his
mind to go and have it out, even if there was a whole agricultural
show of prize and honourable-mention fighting-cocks in Page’s
yard. He got down from the woodheap and started off across the
ploughed field, his head down, his elbows out, and his thick awk-
ward legs prodding away at the furrows behind for all they were
worth.

“I wanted to go down badly and see the fight, and barrack for
Bill. But I daren't, because I'd been coming up the road late the
night before with my brother Joe, and there was about three panels
of turkeys roosting along on the top rail of Page’s front fence; and
we brushed 'em with a bough, and they got up such a blessed
gobbling fuss about it that Page came out in his shirt and saw us
running away; and [ knew he was laying for us with a bullock-
whip. Besides, there was friction between the two families on
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account of a thoroughbred bull that Page borrowed and wouldn’t
lend to us, and that got into our paddock on account of me mending
a panel in the party fence, and carelessly leaving the top rail down
after sundown while our cows was moving round there in the
saplings.

“So there was too much friction for me to go down, but I
climbed a tree as near the fence as I could and watched. Bill
reckoned he'd found that rooster at last. The white rooster wouldn’t
come down from the stack, so Bill went up to him, and they fought
there till they tumbled down the other side, and I couldn't see any
more. Wasn't I wild? I'd have given my dog to have seen the rest
of the fight. I went down to the far side of Page’s fence and
climbed a tree there, but of course I couldn’t see anything, so I
came home the back way. Just as I got home Page came round to
the front and sung out, ‘Insoid there!” And me and Jim went under
the house like snakes and looked out round a pile. But Page was all
right—he had a broad grin on his face, and Bill safe under his arm.
He put Bill down on the ground very carefully, and says he to the
old folks:

““Yer rooster knocked the stuffin’ out of my rooster, but I bear no
malice. "Twas a grand foight.’

“And then the old man and Page had a yarn, and got pretty
friendly after that. And Bill didn’t seem to bother about any more
ventriloquism; but the white rooster spent a lot of time looking for
that other rooster. Perhaps he thought he’d have better luck with
him. But Page was on the look-out all the time to get a rooster that
would lick ours. He did nothing else for a month but ride round
and inquire about roosters; and at last he borrowed a game-bird in
town, left five pounds deposit on him, and brought him home. And
Page and the old man agreed to have a match—about the only
thing they'd agreed about for five years. And they fixed it up for a
Sunday when the old lady and the girls and kids were going on a
visit to some relations, about fifteen miles away—to stop all night.
The guv'nor made me go with them on horseback; but I knew
what was up, and so my pony went lame about a mile along the
road, and I had to come back and turn him out in the top paddock,
and hide the saddle and bridle in a hollow log, and sneak home
and climb up on the roof of the shed. It was an awful hot day, and
I had to keep climbing backward and forward over the ridge-pole
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all the morning to keep out of sight of the old man, for he was
moving about a good deal.

“Well, after dinner, the fellows from round about began to ride
in and hang up their horses round the place ull it looked as if
there was going to be a funeral. Some of the chaps saw me, of
course, but I tipped them the wink, and they gave me the office
whenever the old man happened around.

“Well, Page came along with his game-rooster. Its name was Jim.
It wasn’t much to look at, and it seemed a good deal smaller and
weaker than Bill. Some of the chaps were disgusted, and said it
wasn't a game-rooster at all; Bill'd settle it in one lick, and they
wouldn’t have any fun.

“Well, they brought the game one out and put him down near
the woodheap, and routed Bill out from under his cask. He got
interested at once. He looked at Jim, and got up on the woodheap
and crowed and looked at Jim again. He reckoned zAis at last was
the fowl that had been humbugging him all along. Presently his
trouble caught him, and then he'd crow and take a squint at the
game ’un, and crow again, and have another squint at gamey, and
try to crow and keep his eye on the game-rooster at the same time.
But Jim never committed himself, until at last he appeared to gape
just after Bill's whole crow went wrong, and Bill spotted him. He
reckoned he'd caught him this time, and he got down off that
woodheap and went for the foe. But Jim ran away—and Bill ran
after him.

“Round and round the woodheap they went, and round the
shed, and round the house and under it, and back again, and round
the woodheap and over it and round the other way, and kept it up
for close on an hour. Bill's bill was just within an inch or so of the
game-rooster’s tail feathers most of the time, but he couldn’t get any
nearer, do how he liked. And all the time the fellers kept chyackin’
Page and singing out, “What price yer game 'un, Page! Go it, Bill!
Go it, old cock!” and all that sort of thing. Well, the game-rooster
went as if it was a go-as-you-please, and he didn’t care if it lasted a
year. He didn’t seem to take any interest in the business, but Bill
got excited, and by and by he got mad. He held his head lower and
lower and his wings further and further out from his sides, and
prodded away harder and harder at the ground behind, but it wasn't
any use. Jim seemed to keep ahead without trying. They stuck to the
woodheap towards the last. They went round first one way for a

4
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while, and then the other for a change, and now and then they'd
go over the top to break the monotony; and the chaps got more
interested in the race than they would have been in the fight—and
bet on it, too. But Bill was handicapped with his weight. He was
done up at last; he slowed down till he couldn’t waddle, and then,
when he was thoroughly knocked up, that game-rooster turned on
him, and gave him the father of a hiding.

“And my father caught me when I'd got down in the excitement,
and wasn't thinking, and /e gave me the stepfather of a hiding. But
he had a lively time with the old lady afterwards, over the cock-
fight.

g“Bill was so disgusted with himself that he went under the cask
and died.”




The Loaded Dog

at Stony Creek in search of a rich gold quartz reef which

was supposed to exist in the vicinity. There is always a rich
reef supposed to exist in the vicinity; the only questions are whether
it is ten feet or hundreds beneath the surface, and in which direction.
They had struck some pretty solid rock, also water which kept
them bailing. They used the old-fashioned blasting-powder and
time-fuse. They'd make a sausage or cartridge of blasting-powder
in a skin of strong calico or canvas, the mouth sewn and bound
round the end of the fuse; they’d dip the cartridge in melted tallow
to make it watertight, get the drill-hole as dry as possible, drop in
the cartridge with some dry dust, and wad and ram with stiff clay
and broken brick. Then they'd light the fuse and get out of the
hole and wait. The result was usually an ugly pot-hole in the
bottom of the shaft and a half a barrow-load of broken rock.

There was plenty of fish in the creek, fresh-water bream, cod,
cat-fish, and tailers. The party were fond of fish, and Andy and
Dave of fishing. Andy would fish for three hours at a stretch if
encouraged by a nibble or a bite now and then—say once in twenty
minutes. The butcher was always willing to give meat in exchange
for fish when they caught more than they could eat; but now it was
winter, and these fish wouldn't bite. However, the creek was low,
just a chain of muddy waterholes, from the hole with a few bucket-
fuls in it to the sizeable pool with an average depth of six or seven
feet, and they could get fish by bailing out the smaller holes or
muddying up the water in the larger ones till the fish rose to the
surface. There was the cat-fish, with spikes growing out of the sides
of its head, and if you got pricked you'd know it, as Dave said.
Andy took off his boots, tucked up his trousers, and went into a
hole one day to stir up the mud with his feet, and he knew it. Dave
scooped one out with his hand and got pricked, and he knew it
too; his arm swelled, and the pain throbbed up into his shoulder,
and down into his stomach, too, he said, like a toothache he had

Davz REcaN, Jim Bently, and Andy Page were sinking a shaft
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once, and kept him awake for two nights—only the toothache pain
had a “burred edge”, Dave said.

Dave got an idea.

“Why not blow the fish up in the big waterhole with a cartridge?”
he said. “I'll try it.”

He thought the thing out and Andy Page worked it out. Andy
usually put Dave’s theories 1nto practice if they were practicable, or
bore the blame for the failure and the chafiing of his mates if they
weren't.

He made a cartridge about three times the size of those they used
in the rock. Jim Bently said it was big enough to blow the bottom
out of the river. The inner skin was of stout calico; Andy stuck the
end of a six-foot piece of fuse well down in the powder and bound
the mouth of the bag firmly to it with whipcord. The idea was to
sink the cartridge in the water with the open end of the fuse
attached to a float on the surface, ready for lighting. Andy dipped
the cartridge in melted bees-wax to make it watertight. “We'll have
to leave it some time before we light it,” said Dave, “to give the
fish time to get over their scare when we put it in, and come nosing
round again; so we’ll want it well watertight.”

Round the cartridge Andy, at Dave’s suggestion, bound a strip of
sail canvas—that they used for making water-bags—to increase the
force of the explosion, and round that he pasted layers of stiff
brown paper—on the plan of the sort of freworks we called “gun-
crackers”. He let the paper dry in the sun, then he sewed a covering
of two thicknesses of canvas over it, and bound the thing from end
to end with stout fishing-line. Dave’s schemes were elaborate, and
he often worked his inventions out to nothing. The cartridge was
rigid and solid enough now—a formidable bomb; but Andy and
Dave wanted to be sure. Andy sewed on another layer of canvas,
dipped the cartridge in melted tallow, twisted a length of fencing-
wire round it as an afterthought, dipped it in tallow again, and -
stood it carefully against a tent-peg, where he’d know where to find
it, and wound the fuse loosely round it. Then he went to the camp-
fire to try some potatoes which were boiling in their jackets in a
billy, and to see about frying some chops for dinner. Dave and Jim
were at work in the claim that morning.

They had a big black young retriever dog—or rather an over-
grown pup, a big, foolish, four-footed mate, who was always
slobbering round them and lashing their legs with his heavy tail
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that swung round like a stockwhip. Most of his head was usually a
red, idiotic slobbering grin of appreciation of his own silliness. He
scemed to take life, the world, his two-legged mates, and his own
instinct as a huge joke. He'd retrieve anything; he carted back most
of the camp rubbish that Andy threw away. They had a cat that
died in hot weather, and Andy threw it a good distance away in
the scrub; and early one morning the dog found the cat, after it had
been dead a week or so, and carried it back to camp, and laid it just
inside the tent-flaps, where it could best make its presence known
when the mates should rise and begin to sniff suspiciously in the
sickly smothering atmosphere of the summer sunrise. He used to
retrieve them when they went in swimming; he'd jump in after
them, and take their hands in his mouth, and try to swim out with
them, and scratch their naked bodies with his paws. They loved
him for his good-heartedness and his foolishness, but when they
wished to enjoy a swim they had to tie him up in camp.

He watched Andy with great interest all the morning making the
cartridge, and hindered him considerably, trying to help; but about
noon he went off to the claim to see how Dave and Jim were
getting on, and to come home to dinner with them. Andy saw them
coming, and put a panful of mutton-chops on the fire. Andy was
cook today; Dave and Jim stood with their backs to the fire, as
bushmen do in all weathers, waiting till dinner should be ready. -
The retriever went nosing round after something he seemed to have
missed.

Andy’s brain still worked on the cartridge; his eye was caught by
the glare of an empty kerosene-tin lying in the bushes, and it struck
him that it wouldn't be a bad idea to sink the cartridge packed with
clay, sand, or stones in the tin, to increase the force of the explosion.
He may have been all out, from a scientific point of view, but the
notion looked all right to him. Jim Bently, by the way, wasn't
interested in their “damned silliness”. Andy noticed an empty
treacle-tin—the sort with the little tin neck or spout soldered on to
the top for the convenience of pouring out the treacle—and it struck
him that this would have made the best kind of cartridge-case: he
would only have had to pour in the powder, stick the fuse in
through the neck, and cork and seal it with bees-wax. He was
turning to suggest this to Dave, when Dave glanced over his
shoulder to see how the chops were doing—and bolted. He explained
afterwards that he thought he heard the pan spluttering extra, and
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looked to see if the chops were burning. Jim Bently looked behind
and bolted after Dave. Andy stood stock-still, staring after them.

“Run, Andy! Run!” they shouted back at him. “Run! Look
behind you, you fool!” Andy turned slowly and looked, and there,
close behind him, was the retriever with the cartridge in his mouth
—wedged into his broadest and silliest grin. And that wasn't all.
The dog had come round the fire to Andy, and the loose end of the
fuse had trailed and waggled over the burning sticks into the blaze;
Andy had slit and nicked the firing end of the fuse well, and now
it was hissing and spitting properly.

Andy’s legs started with a jolt; his legs started before his brain
did, and he made after Dave and Jim. And the dog followed Andy.

Dave and Jim were good runners—Jim the best—for a short
distance; Andy was slow and heavy, but he had the strength and
the wind and could last. The dog capered round him, delighted as
a dog could be to find his mates, as he thought, on for a frolic.
Dave and Jim kept shouting back, “Don’t foller us! Don't foller us,
you coloured fool!” But Andy kept on, no matter how they dodged.
They could never explain, any more than the dog, why they
followed each other, but so they ran, Dave keeping in Jim’s track
in all its turnings, Andy after Dave, and the dog circling round
Andy—the live fuse swishing in all directions and hissing and
spluttering and stinking. Jim yelling to Dave not to follow him,
Dave shouting to Andy to go in another direction—to “spread out”,
and Andy roaring at the dog to go home. Then Andy’s brain began
to work, stimulated by the crisis: he tried to get a running kick at
the dog, but the dog dodged; he snatched up sticks and stones and
threw them at the dog and ran on again. The retriever saw that
he’d made a mistake about Andy, and left him and bounded after
Dave. Dave, who had the presence of mind to think that the fuse’s
time wasn’t up yet, made a dive and a grab for the dog, caught him
by the tail, and as he swung round snatched the cartridge out of his -
mouth and flung it as far as he could; the dog immediately bounded
after it and retrieved it. Dave roared and cursed at the dog, who,
seeing that Dave was offended, left him and went after Jim, who
was well ahead. Jim swung to a sapling and went up it like a native
bear; it was a young sapling, and Jim couldn’t safely get more than
ten or twelve feet from the ground. The dog laid the cartridge, as
carefully as if it were a kitten, at the foot of the sapling, and capered
and leaped and whooped joyously round under Jim. The big pup

9
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reckoned that this was part of the lark—he was all right now—it
was Jim who was out for a spree. The fuse sounded as if it were
going a mile a minute. Jim tried to climb higher and the sapling
bent and cracked. Jim fell on his feet and ran. The dog swooped
on the cartridge and followed. It all took but a very few moments.
Jim ran to a digger’s hole, about ten feet deep, and dropped down
into it—landing on soft mud—and was safe. The dog grinned
sardonically down on him, over the edge, for a moment, as if he
thought it would be a good lark to drop the cartridge down on Jim.

“Go away, Tommy,” said Jim feebly, “go away.”

The dog bounded off after Dave, who was the only one in sight
now; Andy had dropped behind a log, where he lay flat on his face,
having suddenly remembered a picture of the Russo-Turkish war
with a circle of Turks lying flat on their faces (as if they were
ashamed) round a newly-arrived shell.

There was a small hotel or shanty on the creek, on the main road,
not far from the claim. Dave was desperate, the time flew much
faster in his stimulated imagination than it did in reality, so he
made for the shanty. There were several casual bushmen on the
veranda and in the bar; Dave rushed into the bar, banging the door
to behind him. “My dog!” he gasped, in reply to the astonished
stare of the publican, “the blanky retriever—he’s got a live cartridge
in his mouth—"

The retriever, finding the front door shut against him, had
bounded round and in by the back way, and now stood smiling in
the doorway leading from the passage, the cartridge still in his
mouth and the fuse spluttering. They burst out of that bar; Tommy
bounded first after one and then after another, for, being a young
dog, he tried to make friends with everybody.

The bushmen ran round corners, and some shut themselves in
the stable. There was a new weatherboard and corrugated-iron
kitchen and wash-house on piles in the backyard, with some women
washing clothes inside. Dave and the publican bundled in there and
shut the door—the publican cursing Dave and calling him a crimson
fool, in hurried tones, and wanting to know what the hell he came
here for.

The retriever went in under the kitchen, amongst the piles, but,
luckily for those inside, there was a vicious yellow mongrel cattle-
dog sulking and nursing his nastiness under there—a sneaking,
fighting, thieving canine, whom neighbours had tried for years to
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. stood smiling in the doorway.

The retriever . .



