
Journey to Hughenden 

In July, 1963, Miss A. M. Gray, of Gisborne, New Zealand, 
donated to the Library Board of Queensland a manuscript journal, 
written by Mrs. Charles Gray. Miss Gray is the daughter (by a 
second marriage) of Charles Gray, whose first wife (Lucy, the 
author of the manuscript) died childless in New Zealand in 1879. 
The presentation was made through the good offices of Mr. M. H. 
Blunt, M.R.C.V.S., Research FeUow in Physiology at the Univer
sity of New England, Armidale, N.S.W., and of Mr. AUan Wilkes, 
Archivist of that University. Mr. Blunt is a nephew of Miss Gray. 
The journal describes a journey from Sydney to Townsville in 
1868 by steamer (although the story really starts only when the 
vessel reaches Gladstone) and from TownsviUe to Hughenden on 
horseback. From the time of Mrs. Gray's arrival at Hughenden, 
she goes on to describe outback station life on the Flinders River. 
We have decided to publish the first three chapters of her account 
in this issue of Queensland Heritage. This covers that part of her 
story which ends with her arrival at Hughenden. 

Hughenden Station was taken up by Ernest Henry (later to be 

famous as the founder of Cloncurry, and the discoverer of the 
Great Australia Copper Mine there). In 1863, before the estab
lishment of Hughenden, Henry had been in Sydney and there he 
met his cousin, Robert Gray, who had recently arrived from India. 
Gray agreed to join Henry in his pastoral pursuits, and they 
journeyed to the Mount McConnell area, where Henry already had 
holdings, and where Gray took up a station which was later called 
Conway. This country is on the Burdekin River, near its junction 
with the Sellheim. During this time Henry heard glowing reports 
of the Flinders River district, which had been traversed by WiUiam 
Landsborough and Frederick Walker in their search for Burke 
and WiUs. Late in 1863, Henry set out for the Flinders, examined 
the country, and decided to take it up. Others, however, had 
heard reports of its grazing capabilities as well, and when he 
returned to Mount McConnell he found other intending pioneers 
were on their way to the Flinders. Henry hastily gathered together 
800 head of mixed cattle, and set out for the Flinders. There 
ensued an exciting race, which Henry won, and which has been 
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described in more detail in a recent publication issued to mark 
Hughenden's centenary.^ 

Lodging applications on 7 June 1864, Ernest Henry took up 
runs in the vicinity of the present town of Hughenden, and these 
he called Canterbury, Hughenden, Cumberland, Sussex and 
Somerset. Hughenden was named after Hughenden Manor in 
Buckinghamshire, which was at one time owned by John Norris, 
the grandfather of both Ernest Henry and Robert Gray. These 
runs measured in total 246 square mUes. Henry seems to have 
been in financial difficulties from the start. He transferred his 
interest in the licences to these runs to Henry Beit in 1865, but 
this seems to have been in the nature of a mortgage, and later in 
the same year Robert Gray bought his cousin out. 

Robert's cousin, Charles, the husband of the author of the 
Journey to Hughenden manuscript, visited Hughenden station in 
1865.- Charles Gray had, according to his brother, been running 
the blockade between Liverpool, Nassau and Wilmington in the 
American Civil War, but had left his ship when it was on a visit 
to Calcutta, and had thence apparently taken a ship to Australia. 
On this visit, Charles agreed to enter into the pastoral business 
with Robert. 

We are not informed as to exactly what Charles's next move 
was, except that he apparently returned to England and collected 
his wife and his brother Mowbray, and it is during the final stages 
of Mrs. Charles Gray's journey from Britain to Hughenden that 
the story recorded in her journal begins. 

She wrote this journal as if the separate chapters were individual 
letters written to a friend in England. There is no indication as to 
who this friend was — indeed, one is tempted to think of the 
"recipient" of the letters as a fictitious character. The use of a dash 
after the initials of personalities mentioned in the journal (e.g., 
her husband, Charles, is always referred to as C - ) leads one to 
think that she had plans for publishing her diaries. This conven
tion of anonymity is extremely annoying, for it makes it hard for 
us to solve quite a few identification riddles. For instance, who 
was the "old Mr. I - " (or perhaps "old Mrs. I - " ) who travelled 
up with them by steamer, but whose journey ended at Bowen? 

The handwriting in this journal is extremely difficult to read, 
and in many cases we have had to use shrewd guess-work in 
transcription. For instance, she often speaks of the vegetation, 
but whether she is writing "gum trees" or "green trees" is an 
open question. On what was meant to be page VIII of Chapter 
III, she wrote something which bears no close relationship to the 
immediate context (and which we have, therefore, omitted from 
the transcription at that point) but which explains a view-point 
she adopted in writing the whole journal: 

These letters are to be chiefly about what 1 did, what I saw, 
what 1 thought, etc. Queensland exclusively from my point 
of view; consequently things that are in the foreground in my 
pictures are in the middle distance, or on the far horizon, 
of other peoples'. 

The punctuation in the manuscript is inconsistent and ill-
defined, as in many nineteenth century journals and private letters. 
Often the only mark is a dash, and this quite obviously implies 
different punctuation in different contexts. We have had to render 
punctuation in whatever way we thought Mrs. Gray would have 
rendered it, had she been preparing a manuscript for a printer. 
Coupled with this difficulty is her annoying habit of doodling on 
the paper; small designs and blobs which only a Freud could 
interpret in relation to the text, and which we could scarcely 
ask a printer to reproduce! 

We do not know the name of the steamer by which Mrs. Gray, 
her husband Charles, and her brother-in-law Mowbray, travelled 
from Melbourne to Sydney. It certainly was not the same one that 

took her from Sydney at least as far as Bowen, for on this part of 
the journey she travelled by the steamer Boomerang^ of 445 tons. 
Captain Hariey. The passenger list for this vessel includes the 
names of Mrs. Gray, Mrs. Edkins, and Messrs. C. Gray and M. 
Gray. The Boomerang left Sydney on the afternoon of 19 Septem
ber 1868, and arrived at Gladstone at daylight on 25 September. 
Apparently more cabin passengers embarked at Gladstone, for on 
arrival at Bowen the following people are listed, in addition to 
Mrs. Edkins:^ Miss Seaward, Messrs. H. Spring, Murray, Isley, 
G. Smith, Whitbread, Homan and Melfit. On leaving Sydney there 
were six in the steerage, though their names were not listed in 
the passenger list. On arrival at Bowen there were 14 steerage 
passengers. Interestingly enough, Mrs. Gray, her husband and 
brother-in-law are not listed on the vessel's arrival at Bowen, 
but this can be explained by the fact that they were destined for 
Townsville, and the Port Denison Times seldom listed those who 
had not chosen to disembark at the local port. There was a good 
deal of jealousy between Bowen and Townsville. 

The Boomerang left Gladstone at 5 p.m. on 25 September 
1868, and arrived at Bowen at 1 p.m. on the foUowing day. She 
had strong head winds throughout the voyage. As the vessel does 
not seem to have left Bowen for Townsville until the following 
Monday (28 September) it seems likely that Mrs. Gray and the 
two Messrs. Gray transferred to another vessel, for she says that 
she left Bowen on the evening of the day of her arrival, and 
arrived at TownsviUe on the Sunday morning. Unfortunately, we 
have no Townsville newspapers or official shipping lists to confirm 
our suppositions. 

We do not know the date on which the party left TownsviUe 
for Hughenden on horseback. Robert Gray tells us^ that they 
arrived at Hughenden on 11 October 1868. A thorough study of 
Mrs. Gray's journal does not tell us exactly how many days the 
ride took, but some idea can be gained from the following 
summary: 

First day. They reached the Alice Hotel in the afternoon, 
had supper, and rode another fifteen miles to camp at the 
foot of the range (Hervey Range). 
Second day. They climbed the range, and rode on to stay at 
a station, probably Dotswood. 
Third day. They came to the Burdekin River about noon, 
had a double issue of lunch, and rode on to a station (called 
Reedy Lake here) for the night. 
Fourth day. They rode on to a station on the bank of a 
"brimming river" and camped near this station (probably 
Southwick). 
Fifth, Sixth and possibly the following day. They rode 
through a "fair specimen of Australian bush". There is no 
clear indication of how many days they took to do this, but, 
at the rate they were travelling, they probably reached Nulla 
Nulla Station on the evening of the fifth day, and Reedy 
Springs on the evening of the sixth day. 
Last day but three. They reached Mount Emu Plains Station. 
Last day but two. They met an aboriginal groom, sent by 
Robert Gray, with Mrs. Robert Gray's horse Euclid, for 
Mrs. Charles Gray. Euclid led them astray, and they reached 
Wongalee well after nightfaU. 
Last day but one. Euclid had wandered off in the night, 
intent on returning to Hughenden, but careless as to whether 
he had a rider or not. By the time he was brought back to 
Wongalee, no progress could be made that day. 
Last day. They reached Hughenden. 

* * * * * * * -Hj 

Cleveland Bay. 
Since I wrote to you from Melbourne we have continued our 

voyage, in different" steamers, up the coast, taking about ten days, 
not counting the time we stopped in Sydney. 
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Steamers going North keep near the coast on account of the 
currents, so you get a succession of views, more or less pretty 
all the way; rarely seeing any sign of life or habitation except in 
the ports, & here & there among the hiUs the smoke of the 
blacks fires. 

Gladstone, the first place we stopped at, after leaving Sydney: 
we thought very pretty. Even if you did not feel the change in 
temperature, you could see that you were in a different climate. 
The smooth deep blue, landlocked sea, the brUliant green of the 
mangroves, covering all the low lands, and growing out into the 
water — the turquoise blue of the hills behind stretching away to 
the north. Little patches of clearing, with low wooden shanties 
& further up the valley at the end of the harbour, a larger 
congregation of houses, all wooden, low spreading, with wide 
verandahs, clumps of bananas & hedges of prickly pear. 

A number of people came down to the jetty, & on board the 

steamer, its arrival being the chief event of the week. Every one 
wore white, light brown or yellowish clothes, their complexions 
matching, without any shade of red, tawny beards prevailing, & 
immense Hats, of every variety of shape, devised to keep out the 
sun & heat, without being heavy — generally piled up with 
folded white muslin "Puggaries".' [See sketch at left.] 

We went for a walk in the bush armed with umbrellas . . . but 
in spite of them it was very hot. We saw some blacks with their 
dogs sitting in their camp. They did not take the least notice of 
us. Not even to beg. I must say that in detail the "bush" here at 
least is disappointing. Everything is so dry & burnt up under the 
trees & trees, although they look bright & green at a distance, 
are the same. We came upon a deserted house on the top of a 
hill — a beautiful situation — lovely views all around. The house 
had been a good one, but the windows were aU broken, the doors 
off their hinges. We heard afterwards that it had been a hotel — 
the proprietor, finding that U did not pay, went away, as no one 
wanted the house. He had no alternative but leave it. The ant 
heaps, & beds, were most curious — in one place where the 
stones were too hot to touch, the ants were running to & fro 
over them — intent on their work — did not seem in the least 
to mind the heat. 

We had to await until the after noon for the high tide to get out 
of the harbour."* The next morning when we came on deck we 
were passing among lovely islands, with clumps of pines & 
smooth grassy slopes coming down to the white lines of the beach 
and the clear green water. The islands were on both sides like 
this sketch. [See sketch at foot of page.] 

We could not see where we had come in, or how we were to 
get out. The passage seemed very intricate, yet on the return 
voyage steamers generaUy passed through in the night. In the 
afternoon we reached Bowen, a little town built in the bend of a 
wide bay. Looking at it from the sea it was flat & uninteresting; 
& one wondered that such a situation should have been chosen 
instead of some of the beautiful islands we had passed -—• but when 
we landed we discovered that the view from the flat where the 
town stood — was sheltered & pretty. It has a pretty white 
jetty extending about a mile into the Bay — it is a favourite 
promenade of the people living there. We were [told] that in the 
hot weather, & when the mosquitoes are bad, people carry their 
mattresses out there to sleep. 

Old Mr. I -^ who had travelled up with us asked us [to] spend 
the afternoon & dine & sent us away laden with fruit, flour 
& pleasant impressions of Bowen & its people. We left that 
evening for Cleveland Bay — where we arrived early next morn
ing. Everyone had told me that it was a dreary, ugly place, but 
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as I have often found the generality of people don't know what 
is pretty, unless they are told. Australians, especially, don't seem 
to care for any place that is quite wUd & uncultivated. They 
prefer trim, well-kept gardens, & open country without many 
hiUs or trees. 

We had anchored in a wide bay with mountains [of] every 
shade of blue violet gray stretching away to the north & the 
interior, suggesting an infinity of lovely places. In a short time a 
little puffing dirty steamer came off, to take us on shore, about 
3 mUes from the anchorage, the landing place is up a creek, 
as they caU it here, where there was the usual crowd of pale-faces, 
in big hats & light clothes. On account of the different gold 
diggings in North Queensland, TownsvUle (rather an absurd name, 
but it was caUed after a Capt. Towns who was one of the 
founders?)I*' has grown into a large town in less than a year." 
The business part consisting of a long street with stores facing the 
creek where the wharf & customs house is. The hotels & houses 
of the principal merchants are on the beach or the hUl facing the 
sea. I was surprised to see such large substantial buUdings made 
entirely of wood. The hotel where we stopped was quite [well] run, 
very clean & airy. We had pleasant room opening on a wide 
covered balcony on which you [could] promenade all round the 
house . . . 

[part of the page is missing] 
We were just in time for table d'hote breakfast, where we had 

an opportunity of studying the inhabitants as most of the 
merchants etc unless they are married, live at hotels American 
fashion. There were brown, bearded men from the interior, pale 
faced clerks, & men of business living in the town, travellers 
like ourselves just arrived from North or South, going or coming. 
AU men, except two ladies who were on their way to Sydney by 
the steamer in which we had come up. Of eatables there was a 
great variety, including vegetables, not particularly good or bad, 
but judging by the way the dishes were emptied highly approved 
of by the company. 

C - began at once to make'- arrangements for our passage up 
country, buying horses etc, of which I shall be able to tell you 
more in my next 

CHAP 2 
We stopped three days in Townsville, while C - was getting 

horses etc for his journey. I made acquaintance with two ladies 
who were staying at our hotel. They had just come down from 
stations inland, & told me their experiences of living and travelling 
there. One of them had only been on a visit & thought every
thing "very jolly". The other knew more about it, having had 
many years "up country". She complained of the want of servants; 
shops, & society; & told me I should find everthing "very rough", 
which I was quite prepared to do. 

We rode out in the evening by moonUght. Such delicious yellow 
light and deep purple brown shadows, not like the cold blue & 
silver of EngUsh moonlight — We rode through the bush behind 
the town. I imagined "bush" meant scrub, here it was a forest of 
tall trees, without undergrowth chiefly gums but others with 
delicate [feathery?] foliage mixed with palms, which looked 
lovely against the clear green, shading into deep blue, of the sky. 
I must say that when I saw the same place & trees in the shadow
less noonday it looked very different. Australia as far as 1 have 
seen, ought to be seen in the early morning, evening, or by moon
light. In few places is the colour enough to bear full white day
light. We had a delightful canter home on the sands, along the 
bay. We passed a camp of the blacks & saw them sitting by their 
fires, they sleep by them in summer as well as winter, as they 
are very much afraid of evil spirits in the darkness. There are 

numbers of them in this town in the daytime, but they are aU 
obliged to decamp at sundown. There was a large camp — judging 
by the fires — across the mouth of [the] creek, opposite the 
town. In the evening & morning we used to watch them from 
the hotel, trooping across : old & young even the gins with their 
picanninies, though the place abounded in sharks. White people 
would not venture to bathe there. The blacks did not seem afraid 
— though they had to swim (unless it was low water) carrying 
their clothes on their heads, & in the evening, whatever spoil 
they had gotten or earned in the day. People employed them 
cutting wood, drawing water, etc, & gave them old clothes, food, 
tobacco (which they like best) or money. It would be much 
better for them if they were not allowed into the town, they only 
learn what is bad, & after aU, get a miserable living, compared 
to what they do in their wild life — (game of all kinds leaves the 
settled districts) — & if the blacks do not go as weU, they must 
find some other way of living. It is said that even fish leave the 
coast — but after a time come back when they have grown 
accustomed to the normal sights & sounds. 

The other morning I watched a party of gins wading across (it 
was half tide) arranging their very scanty toUets as they came 
along. One very fat one, talking and laughing, as joUy as possible 
till she caught sight of me — immediately down went the corners 
of her mouth, her eyebrows up, her shoulders huddled together as 
if she were suffering from extreme cold (thermo about 90°) & 
in the most pitiful voice said "Me hungaree, hungaree". In the 
afternoon I saw an interesting figure in a ffowing white dress 
sailing along the wet sands. I watched, curious to see who it 
could be out at that time of the day without an umbrella. As she 
came nearer I saw that it was a gin arrayed in thin white muslin 
marching along with a queenly air, her head thrown back, a long 
yam stick in her hand, her dress flowing out in a long train, her 
slender black figure showing through. [See sketch below.] 

The blacks seem miserable enough to people who cannot 
imagine happiness without comfort, but reaUy in their free open 
air life, they are far happier than the poor in crowded alleys and 
close rooms of large towns. We think they must be wretched 
having to eat rats and snakes: they consider them delicacies, & 
there is no very great difference between rats & rabbits, snakes 
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& eels, except taste & customs. They rarely suffer from hunger & 
disease untU they come in contact with civilization, learn to wear 
clothes, to drink, smoke, etc, etc. Never having been accustomed 
to clothes they know nothing of the danger of damp or chills 
they are out in the rain, their clothes are wet, they have no idea 
of changing or drying them any more than they would of drying 
their skins after a shower or bathing. 

They seem to enjoy bathing immensely, not with any idea of 
being clean, but just like any other wUd animal. On a hot morn
ing you may see large parties for an hour or more gambolling 
in the shallow warm water on the beach. 

C met two gentlemen who were going up country in our direc
tion & arranged to go with us. They knew the road, all the short 
cuts, best camps, etc. as they often travelled up & down. C. or 
M.̂ ^ knew nothing about travelling in the bush, where you have 
to do everything, provide everything for yourself. There are a few 
inns on the road but they are generaUy noisy & dirty, so we made 
arrangements to camp out every night, taking a tent, provisions, 
etc. We were to have started in the morning but it was afternoon 
before everything was ready & we set out, our Party consisting of 
Mr C,̂ '* Mr C, C, M and myself, two pack horses with blankets, 
tent, provisions, etc. The town straggles a long way into the bush, 
the houses getting smaller, & farther between, until the last are 
little more than wooden boxes with an iron roof, doors etc. It 
seems hardly possible that people can live in them, in such a 
climate. 

Mr. C took the pack horses on before. We could trace their 
course a long way off as they jogged along, every jog sending off 
a fresh cloud of white dust. As the wind blew it straight out on 
one side it looked like guns going off. Mr C told me that there 
were trees all the way along the road. I pictured to myself 
delightful shady roads, alas they were not at all what I imagined. 
Trees there were in plenty but so ugly, tall & straight, very few 
leaves in proportion to their size, & those set on edgeways giving 
the least possible shade. A beech or oak the same size I should 
think would have as many leaves as a dozen of these gums. In 

the river beds or on the banks some of the trees are very pretty: 
one called "tea tree" with slender drooping branches bright green, 
others with tropical looking foliage, broad leaves & delicious 
shade. 

About 15 miles on our way we stopped at the "Alice Hotel"'"' 
(all the inns are Hotels) a rough wooden house with the usual 
wide verandah where travellers arriving deposit their baggage, 
saddles packs bags etc. A big rough looking woman came out & 
after inspecting, welcomed me like a sister & took me into the 
house & the funniest little box of a room nearly filled up with a 
large four post bed. [Sketch of hotel shown below.] 

We had ridden fast and fifteen miles seemed a long way in the 
dust and heat. I was glad enough to have a rest & a bath. My 
hostess brought me in an immense iron tub & bucket after bucket 
of water. This Vv-as an expression of great hospitality, as it v/as all 
brought up a steep bank from the creek behind the house — I 
envied the others who bathed in the creek itself, a delightful 
shady place. When we assembled for supper v/e aU looked better 
for our ablutions — 1 was so hungry I could have eaten sawdust 
— but I much preferred the fare provided — tea, good bread, 
fresh eggs butter cream, fried bacon & pork in various shapes — 
which (our hostess who waited on us herself) was very anxious 
that we should eat. She had reared, tended fattened, & finally 
cooked it herself. Its brothers & sisters quite unconscious of its 
fate were grunting about outside. After supper the horses (who no 
doubt thought their days work was done were quietly feeding, their 
bells tinkling as they moved about, close by) were brought up 
& saddled again as we had to go to the foot of the range 15 
miles further where we were to camp for the night. 

I might describe the country we passed through after leaving 
the inn as "wooded" but you, in England, could not imagine any 
kind of wooded country so utterly ugly. The trees were the ugliest 
kind of gum tall & bare, just a few leaves at the top. The moon 
rising behind us, shining on the smooth white stems made them 
look like gigantic bleached bones, & among them were weird 
looking ant hUls of fantastic shape nearly white in the moonlight. 
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I don't know what colour the grass was, pale drab I think. The 
road was white, clouds of white dust, nothing dark, except the 
sky, which in this dry clear air looks almost black at night the 
blue is so deep. 

After a time, hills began to loom through the trees on either 
side & we crossed several creeks, large trees with tropical looking 
foliage crowding the banks & sometimes almost filling the bed, 
which showed that we were getting into a different region. C & 
I were riding behind. M & the others had gone on before to 
prepare the camp. I was beginning to feel very tired & thought 
the hUls receded from us in a most unaccountable way. We rode 
on mile after mile, yet they seemed as far away as ever. At last on 
coming to the high bank of a creek, we saw the welcome light of a 
fire on the opposite bank. 

I wanted to sleep in the open air, but the dew was very heavy 
& I had my first experience of "camping out" under a tent. Mr C 
had cut a quantity of rushes which made a most luxurious bed 
but I was so tired from the ride, (for I had not ridden for nearly 
two years) & the novelty of the thing, that I could not sleep. 

The next morning we had to go up the ranges, at the foot of 
which we had camped. The road was very steep. We started 
riding, but were glad to walk higher up. The horses left to them
selves followed in zigzags, stopping in every little patch of shade 
to take breaks. 

About half way up we crossed a narrow steep guUy, at the 
bottom there was a lovely bit of tropical fruit palms, wild bananas, 
& trailing fern & above this tall pines. A few more steep ascents 
and we were at the top from which we had a lovely view looking 
back towards the sea, the mountains on either side.'" All the 
country we thought so ugly last night looked soft and green, over 
the tree tops stretching away to the sea, with the blue hills of the 
islands in the distance. At the top we expected a descent equally 
steep but we found ourselves in level tolerably bare open country 
— Near the top there is an inn^" craftily placed at the end of the 
difficult ascent to catch travellers, especially dray men generaUy 
well disposed just [when] they get there to refresh themselves. We 
saw some drays at the foot preparing to come up. They first put 
the bullocks of two teams, about 30, into one. The next step was 
a preliminary beating all round with heavy whips & sticks, the 
poor creatures not attempting to move until the word of command 
is given, & then they start & puU up steadily, aU the company 
shouting & swearing at them by way of encouragement. They say 
some drivers make them pull without beating, but I fancy they 
all do it when the roads are bad. 

After we left the top & the view of the sea, the country was 
very monotonous low hills covered with different varieties of gum. 
In some places where the soil was thin & poor they resembled 
stunted apple orchards — small whitey gum trees scattered evenly 
over the hUls — We stopped in the middle of the day to have 
lunch. The horses were hobbled (his fore feet strapped together) 
& turned out as at night — & a fire made on which the "billy" 
(a round tin can) is boiled for tea. When the water is boiling the 
tea is put in, on the water. When in about five minutes the leaves 
sinks, & it is ready to use. Tea is supposed to be very good made 
in this way & when I got accustomed to taking it without milk 
I thought so. I fancy the chief ingredient is appetite, taking it 
when one is inclined to think everything good in the way of 
eating or drinking. 

WhUe tea is in progress each one picks a shady place to rest 
— I chose the shady side of the trunk of an immense gum, but 
I found that it was occupied by a swarming colony of ants & 1 
had to content myself with the little shifting patch of shade which 
the leaves gave. 

The rest of that afternoon was very hot & dusty, stunted trees. 

brown grass, no shade, no water, no life; the horses plodding 
along knew very well how far they had to go, but I did not, & I 
was very tired of it. Suddenly we came to an end of the glare & 
dust — we found ourselves among thick trees, looking down on 
lovely, cool shining water, overhung with drooping trees & alive 
with screaming cockatoos & innumerable parrots. We had stiU 
some distance to go & the road lay along the bank of the river, 
at times crossing or following the bed. The trees were beautiful 
with slender hanging branches like wiUow very bright green & 
immense stems, which looked as if they were wrapped in quanti
ties of whitey brown paper. 

To a stranger it seems as if the houses were always built in the 
ugliest places. We left all this shade & greeness behind us when 
we came to the station'^ out on a dusty "flat" in level open 
ground — the first thing one sees is the hideous gallows, (for 
hanging slaughtered beasts not people) the stockyards, raUs & 
fences — then a collection of wooden houses of various size & 
shape. Here the manager's house stood apart in a garden with 
shrubs & flowers. We were hospitably taken in, fed, & cared for, 
& the next morning we proceeded on our journey & arrived 
about midday on the banks of the Burdekin, in the dry season, 
only [a] narrow stream in a wide sandy bed. We had a most 
picturesque camp, in the angle of a great bend in the river under 
taU shady trees. We had established ourselves comfortably, the 
fire made, tea in progress, when a black policeman came up with 
a peremptory order from his inspector''•* who was close by to 
decamp. It appeared that we were in a police reserve. Several 
messages to & fro & a long parley ended in a polite invitation to 
come up to the inspector's house to lunch. However by this time 
we had finished ours. Nevertheless we went, & had a second 
edition. This time, delicious tea with cream & excellent cake. 
When we went Mr M. insisted on our taking a huge piece — 
which lasted us several days. The verandah of the house was 
festooned with pretty creepers framing a view of an immense 
sweep of the river below. 

We had to go seven miles further to the station where [we] are 
to stop for the night. We crossed the river: the road lay along 
the opposite bank for some time, & then went back again to 
stony ridges & stunted trees & all at once we came upon a 
delightful scene — an expanse of shining water under the setting 
sun, myriads of ducks & water fowl & along the margin such 
lovely beds of water lilies, pale lilac, deep purple, & white, with 
immense crimson lined leaves. The name of the station was Reedy 
Lake.-" I imagined the house on the pretty sloping bank of the 
lake, but, no, we left the lake & after a short ride through the 
bush we came to a clearing, where we saw the house, quite a 
grand one for this part of the world. The open space was strewn 
with queer looking lumps of basalt & dotted with stumps of trees. 
From the verandah there was a view of the river before it opened 
itself out into a lake — but the ugliness of the general surround
ings struck one after the pretty place we had passed. In the early 
days of a colony, in choosing the site for a house the chief thing 
is convenience. A good site is one that combines advantages in 
the way of wood water & grass — chiefly water. Early settlers 
often have to retire from the banks of river on which they have 
settled, having pitched their camp below flood level. Although it 
was ugly outside the house was most comfortable inside & the 
people most kind. Mrs - is an exceUent housekeeper and gave us 
all kinds of good things. After tea we sat in the verandah in the 
moonlight— there were a number of people like ourselves, passing 
travellers, sitting here & there smoking & talking: Some are 
accomodated with beds. The rest roll themselves in their 
blankets & sleep in the verandah. The next morning they are all 
<off on their different ways again — I was very much refreshed 
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by a good night's rest. I always enjoy "camping out" sleeping under 
the sky, the picturesqueness of a camp, & when the novelty was 
over I could sleep very well, & the discomfort of dressing in a 
litde tent has only the effect afterwards of making an ordinary 
dressing room, seem a great luxury. 

The night after we left Reedy Lake, we camped on a brimming 
river called here as usual a "creek" — covered with lovely water 
liUes — I did not admire them so much when I found that they 
were so thick on the bank that I could not bathe. 

We camped close to Mr S station-^ — he was not at home but 
Mr C went up to the house and brought back a supply of eggs 
milk & meat. Afterwards as we sat by the fire he entertained us 
with stories & adventures of his bush life — I had a most luxurious 
seat, a pUe of rugs against a log, opposite the fire, made of a huge 
fallen tree, which sent up showers of sparks against the dark 
sky. All round, within the circle of firelight most picturesque 
figures — in the cosy attitudes men unencumbered with formal 
clothes, fall into naturally. I had to sleep in the tent as the 
mosquitos were troublesome. The smoke of a fire which C made 
at the door kept them away. 

The next day and the day after we had a fair specimen of 
Australian bush. The same thing mile after mile, scattered gum 
trees, without undergrowth, except grass, at this time of the year 
very brown. I found it very wearisome & monotonous. Bush roads 
are mere tracks made in the first instance by drays picking their 
way through the trees, & wind in & out among them in a most 
roundabout way. At first it seemed to me great gain to cut off 
the bends. I soon found that as the horse preferred the beaten 
track the longest way round was the shortest way home for the 
same reason other people keep to the winding track until it is 
worn into a wide road. Sometimes a little way on the trees look 
thicker & greener. I hoped we were coming to some change, but 
no, the road dipped into the dry bed of a sandy creek, wound out 
again on the other side & so on for miles. 

[Chap] III 

The weather seemed to grow hotter every day, the season being 
very dry made it worse. Once or twice we had to travel all day 
with only what water we could carry in a water bag. They are 
most ingenious contrivances made of strong canvas —• which after 
it is thoroughly soaked holds the water. It is rather more porous 
than unglazed pottery, which only serves to cool the water — they 
are made Uke this-^ with the neck of an ordinary bottle sewn in. 
It is strapped on to the saddle by straps passed through the bar 
at the top. Unfortunately we had only one. One very hot dusty 
day when we had a long stage to go without water — at least 
without good water — early in the day we passed some but as it 
was alive with young mosquitos, tadpoles etc. we thought perhaps 
the next would be better. At the next place where it ought to have 
been there was none, & we began to think water with tadpoles 
might be very good. M & I tried a pot of jam which only made 
matters worse — certainly the country was very dry & ugly, up 
& down, up & down stony hills covered with uninteresting scraggy 
trees & brown grass — & in the steep guUeys where there ought 
to be water only the hot gravelly beds. Looking as if there never 
had been never could be water in them. At last we emerged on a 
wide plain which at first seemed pleasant especially as we saw 
remains of an old hut & a sheep yard, but it was worse if possible 
than the hiUs; the ground was covered with great lumps of basalt, 
which kept the horses at the slowest possible walk, at least mine 
for I very soon found myself a long way behind C who was driving 
his pack horses. At last various fences & wooden buUdings came 
in sight which proved to be the station^^ where we were to stop 
for the night. We were most hospitably welcomed. One must have 

been out all day in dust glare & heat to appreciate as I did the 
luxury of a bath in a cool shady room. 

The T's-' were a large family of boys & girls. They had no 
servants but did everything themselves in the happiest possible 
way. The girls cooked & helped their mother in the house, the 
boys helped their father. 1 was very much amused at seeing a little 
fellow about five or six lead up a big horse to an old stump & 
clambering on his back with great difficulty canter away quite at 
home. The eldest girl was cook the second nurse the youngest 
housemaid. There were quantities of excellent things to eat, the 
cook herself appearing at table cool & neady dressed. We never . . . 

The next day was quite as uninteresting ugly country, stony 
roads, dry & hot.-"' Half way we met a very smart black groom 
leading a pretty gray horse. He pulled up on meeting us & pre
sented C with [a] letter — which explained that R-*' had sent him 
to meet us — with L's-' horse for me thinking that I might not 
happen to have a nice one. 1 had ridden two on the way up but 
neither of them good travelling horses. I was very glad to change 
to L's which was delightful, keeping up a fast walk without any 
trouble. For the rest of the day instead of being far behind I was 
generally a long way on in front. EucUd (the grey) knew the road 
home, at least 1 thought so, for we came to travel roads Euclid 
seemed to prefer — the one on the right that seemed the most 
frequented. C had not heard of two roads so we took the right 
(our friends who had been travelling with us had stopped at the 
last station). After a rest the same day we arrived at sundown at 
the creek which we supposed was Wongalee-^ thirty mUes from 
H-" where we were to camp that night. C left M & I with the pack 
horses while he looked for water. He rode up a long way & down, 
but could find none — we began to think that we should have 
to camp without water — a most appalling idea — worse even 
for the poor horses than for us as they had had no water aU day. 
C would not give up & went away again to look — by this time 
it was dark. M tried digging in the sand in the dry bed of the 
creek, the horses looking on as if they knew quite well what he 
was doing. Just then we heard C's voice talking to some one, 
which sounded more hopeful. He came up & said he had met a 
man who told him that we had taken the wrong road — that 
[not] only there was no water here but that we were only five mUes 
from — station. We lost no time in setting out again—but the five 
miles seemed very long in the dark. The faithless Euclid redeemed 
his character by picking out the track & C drove the pack horses 
after him. It was so dark that we could not see the track except 
here & there — at last a light appeared in the distance across a 
plain — as we came nearer we could see a number of buUdings 
scattered about promiscuously. The most imposing proved to be 
the woolshed — the house itself was such a funny Uttle box but 
comfortably arranged & decorated with quantities of coloured 
prints. We were most hospitably received by the manager & his 
wife — then followed the washing and eating so very delightful 
after our experiences of dust, thirst & hunger. We were to have 
started eariy the next morning but master Euclid was not to be 
found. Towards the middle of the day the black groom brought 
him back having overtaken him 6 mUes on his way home. It was 
too late to start that day. I was very glad to stay. The house was in 
an ugly place — but behind there was a deep gorge with pretty 
deep pools & shady trees — here they call any piece of water, 
pool or pond, a water hole. You would not expect to see anything 
pretty about a "water hole" but sometimes they are beautiful, 
shaded by tall drooping trees, lovely water lilies & frequented by 
water fowl & quantities of parrots & other bright coloured birds. 
We started eariy the next morning on the last stage of our journey 
(the whole distance 273^" miles). For twelve miles the road was 
very pretty winding down a narrow gorge, crossing & recrossing 
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the dry rocky bed of the river: here & there the water had 
remained in deep shady pools lying asleep under the shelter of 
some high rock till the season of storm & rain came again, when 
it would have to join the other in a race for the sea. Some miles 
further on we left the gorge & mounted the range,'" at the top we 
saw spread out before the land to which we were journeying. Our 
Canaan, & certainly Moses from Pisgah could not have seen a 
fairer prospect — wide grassy plains, wooded slopes, timber 
vaUey, & far away low blue hiUs in which might be a paradise. 
The black boy pointed out to us the exact position of the station 
which was still — miles-" away. 

I must confess that on nearer acquaintance the country was 
uninteresting at this season. It was very hot & of water there was 
only v/hat C carried in his water bag which he dispensed with 
impartiality. One of the pack horses was knocked up. C had to 
leave him behind with the black boy. There was no road, not 
even a track. C keot the general direction & after a time we came 
to a place which seemed like beautifully planted shrubberies — 
pretty trees & shrubs growing in clumps — I thought the station 
must be near. There v/ere quantities of tracks — cattle & sheep — 
going in one direction which we followed, & found ourselves 
on the banks of an immense sandy bed of a dry river '̂̂  — at the 
opposite side (some black shepherds in very airy costumes were 
watering sheep). I thought of Jacob & his flocks. I daresay he was 
as dark as these S.S. Islanders-^' who manoeuvred their flocks & 
drew water for them from the well pouring it into troughs just as 
Jacob might have done. There v/as a pump but they seemed to 
prefer the more primitive one. 

They told us that the station was only a mile further. We soon 
found ourselves there. About the station the country was quite 
bare of grass. I thought it very ugly but there were low blue hills 
in the distance which mads the view pleasant. R & L came out to 
v/elcome us'*"' & tUl I saw them I felt as if we were leaving 
civilization & everything belonging to the old life we had been 
accustomed to behind us — but here we came upon it again. L 
with her white hands & pretty cool dress did not look much like 
roughing it & inside long shelves of books — photos etc looked 
very home like & comfortable — & a very pleasant ending to our 
peregrinations. I was very glad that we had no further to go. In 
my next I shall tell you how life goes on here etc, etc. 

end of chapter 
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(Gray, Robert.—Reminiscences of India and North Queensland, p. 86.) 
A small sketch of a water bag is here drawn in the manuscript. 
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desire on Mrs Gray's part to suppress this information, but because 
she did not remember the distance at the time she was writing. It 
would have been about seven miles as the crow flies. 
The Flinders River. 
Robert Gray explains in his book how he obtained these South Sea 
Islanders. "A month or two before shearing," he says "owing to the 
difficulty in obtaining white labour, I had obtained a few South Sea 
Islanders, whom I had indented for when down in Bowen. They were 
from Lifu and Tanna. During the time they were with me (three 
years) they were very useful, made good shepherds, and were fairly 
good at lambing and bush work", (op. cit. p. 117.) 

35. Robert Gray says in his Reminiscences:— 
I had recently heard from my brother Charles that he contem
plated coming out to join me, and on 11th October he and my 
brother Mowbray arrived, the former accompanied by his wife, 
who had ridden with them two hundred and thirty-six miles from 
Townsville. The heat at this time was intense, the thermometer 
standing at 106 to 108 degrees in the shingled verandah, during 
many hours of the day. The long-continued dry weather had 
parched up the grass and the ground was saturated with heat. 
(op. cit., p. 143.) 
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