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In demoriam,
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THE HONOURABLE CHARLES MEREDITH,

Born at Poyston, Pembrokeshire, 29th May, 1811 ;
Died at Launceston, Tasmania, 2nd March, 1880.

HE from whose noble character a few features are feebly portrayed in these pages,
has been removed by death from the scene of his benevolent purpose and earnest
effort ere their publication,

The following extract, from one of the many warm tributes offered to his memory
by Colonial writers, has been selected by his sorrowing wife as a loving tribute for
which no apology need be asked, since the chief interest to be found in this book
consists in his adventures, which are therein faithfully narrated :—

““ He was the very Rupert of debate—fearless, earnest, honest, truthful, witty, and
withal uncompromising. Few cared about breaking a lance with him. His enmities
were political ; he did not make them personal., Ever ready, after a fearless denunciation
of a political opponent and his principles, or a bitter passage of arms in debate, to
welcome the friend with a warm greeting outside, even those who most suffered under
the withering sarcasm of his scathing tongue, whilst they feared, honoured the man,
and paid tribute to his dauntless nature,

“ Charles Meredith was considerate, full of energy, kindly, generous, and lovable,
a staunch friend, and, what is more, an honourable foe. He was sensitive to the pain
which mars God’s beautiful earth; courageous in action as in idea ; as a man, honest—
as a friend, faithful—as a magistrate, fearless ; whilst not the least of the characteristics
which helped to make his noble nature so lovable was his tender thought for God’s
speechless creatures. He truly wore

* The white flower of a blameless life
Before a thousand peering littlenesses.’
Another of Tasmania’s sons, one of her most trusty friends, of her most honoured
servants, who has left his work on the scroll of time, is gone; but his name will be
remembered, and in every remembrance honoured—honoured and loved as that of one
¢ Who reverenced his conscience as his king ;

Whose glory was redressing human wrong ;
Who spoke no slander—no, nor listened to it." "

Sydney Town and Coundy Journal, April 3, 1880.
L. A M

LAUNCESTON, TABMANIA,
June 8, 1880.



PR EFACE,

N the following pages are gathered and woven into connected sequence some

of the incidents and observations which a residence of thirty-nine years
in Tasmania has served to collect. Every adventure narrated is strictly true;
and the anecdotes of birds and animals are facts, set down simply from our own
experience, The one feature in the book in which Fiction may claim a share,
is the personnel of the characters, and the slender thread of domestic story on
which the beads of reality are strung. Even though some reader of enquiring
mind may think he can identify some members of the Merton family, he will
vainly seek originals for the inmates at the “Pines” or “ Walloora.”

Since writing the chapters on our native animals, I have, for the first
time, read the following observations upon them in the article “Marsupialia”
in Chambers’s Encyclopedia, vol, vi,, p. 342 :—

“In accordance with this condition of the brain, these animals are all
characterised by a low degree of intelligence, and are said (when in captivity)
‘not to manifest any sign of recognition of their feeders.”

Whilst regretting that so unjustifiable an opinion should be held by
men of science, I am fain to rejoice over those pages of my unpretending
book, which I think will supply evidence that the engaging and affectionate
animals whose brief memoirs they contain were far from deficient in

intelligence. The gentle usage and freedom they enjoyed with us would
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very probably be more favourable to the manifestation of sense and attach-
ment than the dreary lives they would pass in large zoological collections,
where the bestowal of a daily dole of food might be all the kindly notice
they would receive. The young brush kangaroo, of which the longest
account is given, showed most decided knowledge of, and preference for,
certain individuals. In a morning, before his breakfast of bread and milk
was given to him, he would follow me or the parlour-maid from place to
place until we fed him; but he only so followed us because no one else was
in the habit of feeding him at that hour, In the garden he hopped round
and round in merry races with our sons (then children), seeming as fond of
the fun as they were, or with his little fore paws took hold of one of my
husband’s hands or mine, licking them fondly, and evidently liking to pace
the walks with us in our sedater manner; but at the sound of an opening
gate he would quickly and warily rear himself erect, and glance round, with
his ever alert and mobile ears intently listening, and should an unfamiliar
step approach, he invariably took flight, leaping away at racing speed to hide
himself amongst the shrubs, Here, surely, was evidence of clear discrimination.

My tame bandicoots, which used to run up, like great mice, into the folds
of my dress, or creep into my sleeves, never attempted such familiarities with
any other person; and the one which died would cry uneasily if any hands
but my own touched it after it became sick.

A great forest kangaroo, which long ago belonged to the wife of one
of Mr. Meredith’s servants, always accompanied her everywhere, as a
faithful dog would do, but never followed anyone else; and the wombat
attaches itself to particular persons with touching fidelity.

My simple, truthful records relating to individuals of the marsupial tribes
cannot prove aught as to their comformation of brain, but may, I venture to
believe, in some degree vindicate them from the suspicion of stupidity or
ingratitude,

Beyond the hope that this homely chronicle may interest young readers,
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and perhaps some older ones, whose love of Nature may give it favour in
their eyes, I have one earnest purpose ab heart—the desire to devote the best
help which I am capable of bringing to the good work of showing to all, but
especially to the young, how full of healthy, refining, vivid pleasure is that
habit of mind which to ardent, reverent admiration of the Creator’s works unites
tender care for the comfort and happiness of our dumb friends and companions,

I do not presume to offer scientific information on any subject, but have
given the proper names of most objects alluded to, so that works of authority on
Natural History may readily be consulted by the inquiring or studious reader.

For his goodness in affixing their proper names to the list of birds and
reptiles observed in Riverina by my son Charles, I offer my best thanks to
Professor M‘Coy, F.G.S, &e., &c., of the Melbourne University.

For the names of the fish with whose portraits I have illustrated some of the
descriptions, I am indebted to my friend of many years, the late Mr. Morton
Allport, F.L.S, F.ZS., F.R.CL, &c., &c., of Hobart, whose scientific attainments,
and whose ready kindness in imparting knowledge to others, rendered his hife
one of active usefulness, and his recent early death such a loss to the interests
of general science (in Australia especially) as is simply irreparable. That his
hearty praise was given to my drawings (and he was a true artist) is the best
guarantee I can offer for their accuracy.

I have to thank another Tasmanian naturalist, Mr, M, Johnston,* for his
assistance in enabling me to name some long-known favourites among our ferns,

To Professor Agardh of Liind I offer grateful acknowledgments for so
valuable a requital for parcels of Tasmanian Alge as the names of those I have
sent to him, the list of which I add to this volume, in the belief that it may
be interesting to collectors.

My gifted artist friend, Mr. N, Chevalier, too, must here see the repetition
of my thanks for his charming sketch of Dumpy the Wombat.

* Author of Field Memoranda for Tasmanian Bolanists.
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Moy, Gould, whose peerless works have won for him the gratitude of all the
world, most kindly permitted me to use copies of some of his admirable pictures
of Tasmanian animals and birds; and whether such form any part of these
illustrations or not, my sincere thanks for his liberality are equally due,

The desire of my publishers for an increased number of coloured drawings
has caused considerable delay in the appearance of this book, my fast-failing
eyesight rendering the task of making them a longer one than I should have
found it some years ago.

Perhaps it may not be altogether irrelevant to add that these final lines
of the book, in which divers experiences in the past lives of both my dear
husband and myself find utterance, are written on the fortieth anniversary
of our wedding-day,

L A M,

MALUNNAH, TASMANIA,
April 18th, 1879,
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TASMANIAN FRIENDS AND FOES.

'

CHAPTER I

A rural home, whose simple annals yield
No stately theme for Fiction's florid pen,

But truthful tales of trial, that may teach
Patience and thankfulness to many men.

# MAMM&, when you have quite finished your letters, I want to talk 1o you.”

The speaker was a girl of seventeen, slight and tall for her age, with a
bright, earnest face, full of energy and intellicence. An open letter, in round
childish writing, was in her hand, and, after reading it through a second time,
she had sat for a while in deep thought before addressing her mother, who was
still intent on her correspondence. The English mail had been received that
morning, and Mrs. Merton had many dear friends and relatives in the Old
Country, whose long letters were an undiminished delight and solace to her,
although many years had passed since she had bidden them farewell, and, as a
young bride, accompanied her husband (who had lived in the Australian colonies
from early boyhood) on his return after a visit to England,

Of the many trials and vicissitudes, losses and crosses, which befel the brave
young couple in the early years of their colonial life, it is not our present purpose
to speak. At the time when Lina sat reading her letter, the family dwelt in a
pleasant country-house in Tasmania, some miles distant from any village or
neighbours of their own class, and surrounded by bush and forest. The house,
called * Loorana™ (an aboriginal word signifying brushwood), stood on a pretty.

knoll, encompassed on two sides by a small, but never-failing river. In the
B
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valley around it, some extensive paddocks had been cleared and cultivated, which
bore abundant crops of grain and roots. Sheep and a few cattle occupied the
areater part of the estate, which was but of moderate extent, for Mr. Merton had
neither inherited wealth, nor drawn prizes in the golden lotteries of Australian
speculation. Five children, and their needs of food, raiment, and education,
sometimes pressed almost too heavily on his mind and means ; but the household
was nevertheless a cheery one, and such privation as was inevitable was shared
bravely, if not even merrily.

In the pleasant room, where the mother and daughter sat beside the table
strewn with letters, newspapers, and book-packets (welcome gift-guests), the
furniture, though simple and inexpensive, was well-kept, comfortable, and
evinced an amount of taste in colour and arrangement that is too often lacking
in more pretentious apartments. The pretty wall-paper (put up by Mrs.
Merton's own clever hands) harmonised with the fresh chintz covers of the
easy-chairs and sofa, and with the warmer hues of the carpet, whilst a few fine
old family pictures and choice engravings told both of pride of ancestry and
love of art,

Putting her last letter back into its envelope, Mrs. Merton turned to
Lina.

“ And now, dear, what have you to tell me ?"

“ You ’ll not laugh, Mamma, please ?”

« That must depend upon there being anything to laugh at.”

« Well, Mamma, I've been thinking. You see Sibyl's letter says how
amused she was with the account I wrote her of our poor magpie, and she wants
to hear more about our pets, and native things of all sorts, for she thinks that
opossums and kangaroos must be much prettier than the rabbits and guinea-
pigs they keep at Woodlands. So I've been thinking, that if you and Papa
would help us, Guy and I could write a good many little bits about the live
things here that would interest Sibyl, and our other cousins too. Don’t you
think we can ?”

« T think—nay, T am sure you can, if you like to try.”

« And if we always use paper the same size, and write plainly, Sibyl can
stitch the leaves all together ; and if you will draw something nice for the cover,
Mamma, she will have quite a little book.”

Mrs. Merton smiled. * You are certainly galloping to conclusions, Lina, to
talk of binding your book before you begin to write it. But it is a good idea,
and T advise you to put it in practice ; only, do not weary of your scheme, as I
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have known young people do, of intentions which seemed equally charming at

the outset.” : : :
« Ah! that terrible old subject! You never will forget it. I wish youn

would, Mamma.” :
«T am glad your conscience is so tender, Lina; I named no particular

instance of fickleness.”

« For all that, I know what you mean—my beginning to press plants for
a collection, and not going on with it. But you know, Mamma, how they
would dry up, and go brown and ugly, and black and brittle, and not look a bit
like the real live darlings. It seemed quite cruel to squeeze them to death
in that way.”

“Very well ; we will not say any more about the Herbarium; only let its
mémur}f serve you as an admonition not to undertake any scheme until you
are satisfied that you can carry it on to completion, even though the task should
grow difficult or distasteful.”

“ But, Mamma dear, how could it grow distasteful ?”

“T do not think it ought to do so. I only warn you to ‘count the cost’
before you incur responsibility by making promises to Sibyl, which you may
break, and so disappoint her.”

“ Well, Mamma, as you have so little faith in my perseverance, I will only
make the promise to myself, but go on all the same, sending her what we write ;
and when we cannot think of any more to say—why, then, of course we must
leave off.”

“ Bravo, Linny! That’s what Papa calls a self-evident proposition,” cried
a hearty boyish voice at the open window, and an outstretched hand held up a
bunch of native berries, which Lina, with a glad ery, sprang up to receive.

“(Qh, Mamma! what a lovely spray of Snow-balls!* Is it not? And
how purely snowily white they are, with the bright red seed-cells just smiling
through the crevices in the snow ; and how prettily the crimson tint is repeated
in the hairy stems! Thank you, Guy—thank you. Do draw them, Mamma:
they will make such a pretty group, with some of the dark blue-purple onest
by way of contrast.”

S

* Gualtheria hispida.—The *‘ Snow-berry,” or “ Wax Cluster,” is also called native Arbutus,
from the form of the white flowers which precede the fruit. The latter is of a peculiar brioche-like
form, and as the deep clefts open, the erimson seed-cells peep through.

t Billardicra longiflora, the well-known beautiful climber, with pale greenish bell-flowers and
purple fruit,
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“If you do, Mother,” said Guy, “ pray put in that rare butterfly I found
for you—the ‘ Emerald King’ you called him—-all black velvet and green, with
his long-tailed wings;* and you must paint the underside—the lining of his
royal robes—as well, for it is quite different from the upper surface. Well,
Linny, and what is it you are going to do before you leave off 2"

“ Come in, and 11l tell you all about it.”

Guy Merton was a year and a-half younger than Gwendoline (whom we
have already introduced by her pet name of “Lina”), a tall robust lad, with a
broad, bold, frank face, and clear, blue-grey eyes that could not look a falsehood,
even were his lips to speak one—which they never did. His mother had
earnestly desired to see him placed in some profession, and after she had
instructed him herself till he was eleven, he was sent to the (then) best colonial
school ; but after four years the means were wanting to continue his education,
and, to Mrs, Merton’s bitter disappointment, he remained at home assisting his
father on the farm, and her cherished hope of his future bright career had to
be reluctantly resigned. y

If Guy himself as yet regretted the change, is doubtful. To a boy of his
age, energy, and health, an out-door life seems full of charm and enjoyment,
whilst to be confined to desk-work is looked upon as little short of purgatory.
The hard rough labour, early and late, through heat or cold, wet or dry—the
unending anxiety of a settler's life, and the small proportion which the gain
bears to the toil, are alike unknown and unconsidered by many a thoughtless
boy who, because he enjoys a holiday with gun or fishing-rod, thinks he *“would
like to be a farmer.” And not until too late are the advantages he possibly
rejects in a profession—the daily comforts and refinements of civilised life, the
triumphs of intellectual power and culture, and the pathway to affluence and
distinction—seen in their true colours, and estimated at their proper value.
During his school-days, Guy’s inclinations led him, too, to esteem the happiness
of a country life above all others; but the final decision lay not with him to
make. Long ere he had expected the change, daily labour took the place of
study.

“ And the long and the short of it is, Linny, you want te write a book,”
was Guy’s laughing remark, when Lina’s little scheme for her cousin’s
amusement was duly laid before him.

“ Oh no, Guy, I cannot do it by myself; but I thought if you would help,

* Emerald King— Papilis sp.—name not known.
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and write what you know about wild things, and if Papa would write down
some of the stories he tells us, that we might

“ Collect scraps enough for your patchwork ?” interrupted Guy. * All right.
You begin, and show us what you want. I’m not much of a hand at spinning
yarns, and besides, I've got lots to do now; but I suppose you go on the
beggar’s-wallet principle—* The smallest contribution gratefully received’?”

“That’s not a pretty speech, Guy,” said Lina, with a little grimace. “ But
very near the truth, I dare say,” she added, laughing.

““And now make haste and clear the table, Lina,” said Mrs. Merton, gather-
ing up her letters. “ Your father is coming up the hill, and dinner is ready.”

1































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































