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CHAPTER XLIX.

Purrive Miss Havisham’s note in my pocket,
that it might serve as my credentials for so soon
reappearing at Satis House, in case her way-
wardness should lead her to express any surprise
at seeing me, I went down again bythe coach next
day. But I alighted at the Half-way House,
and breakfasted there, and walked the rest of
the distance; for I sought to get into the town
quietly, by the unfrequented ways, and to leave
it in the same manner.

The best light of the day was gone when I
passed along the quiet echoing courts belind the
High-street. The nooks of ruin where the old
monks had once had their refectories and gardeus,
and where the strong walls were now pressed into
the service of humble sheds and stables, were
almost as_silent as the old monks in their
graves, The cathedral chimes had at once a
sadder and amore remote sound to me, as I hur-
ried on avoiding observation,than they had ever
had before; so, the swell of the old organ was
borne to my ears like funeral music; and the
rooks, as they hovered about the grey tower
and swung in the bare high trees of the priory-
garden, seemed to call to me that the place was
changed, and that Istella was gone out of it for
ever.

An elderly woman whom Lhad seen before as
once of the servants who lived in the supple-
mentary liouse across the back court-yard, opened
the gate. The lighted candle stood in the dark
passage within, as of old, and I took it up and
ascended the staircase alone. Miss Havisham
was not in her own room, byt was in the larger
room across the landing., Looking in at the
door, after knocking in vain, I saw her sitting on
the hearth in a ragged chair, close before, and
lost in the contemplation of, the ashy fire.

Doing as Lhad often doune, I went in, and
stood, touching the old chimney-piece, where
she could see me when she raised her eyes.
There was an air of utter loneliness upon her
that would have moved me to pity though.she
had wilfully done me a deeper injury than I
could charge her with. AsIstood compassionat-
ing her,and thinking how in the progress of timeT
t00 had come to be a part of the wrecked fortunes

of that house, her eyes rested om me. She
stared, and said in a low voice, ¢ Is it reall”

“It is T, Pip. Mr. Jaggers gave me your
note yesterday, and I have lost no time,”

“ Thank you. Thank you.”

As T brought another of the ragged chairs to
the hearth and sat down, I remarked a new ex-
pression on her face, as if she were afraid of me.

I want,” she sald, “to pursue that subject
you mentioned to me when you were last here,
and to show you that I am not all stone. But
perhaps you cannever helieve, now, that there is
an%thmg human in my heart £

Vhen I said some reassuring words, she
stretched out her tremulous right hand, as
though she were going to touch me; but she
recalled it again before I understood the action,
or knew how {o receive it.

*You said, speaking for your friend, that you
could tell me how to do something useful and
gog%. Something that you would like dore, is it
no tH

“Bomething that Twould like done, very very
much.”

‘ What is it 87 .

I began explaining to her that secref history
of the partnership. I bhad not got far into if,
when I 'judged from her look that she was think-
ing in a discursive way of me, rather than of
what I said. It seemed to be so, for when I
stopped speaking, many moments passed before
she showed that she was conscious of the fact.

“ Do you break off,” she asked then, with her
former air of being afraid of me, * because you
hate me too much to bear to speak to me P’

“No, no,” I answered, “how can you think
so, Miss Havisham! T stopped because I
thought you were not following what I said.”

¢ Porhaps 1 was not,” she answered, putting
a hand to her head.  “ Begin again, and let
me look ab'something else. Stay! Now tell
me.” ‘

She set her hands upon her stiek in the reso-
lute way that sometimes was habitual to her,
and looked at the fire with a strong expression
of forcing herself to attend. I went on with
my explanation, and told her how I had hoped
to complete the transaction out of my means,
but how in this I was disappointed. That part
of the subject (I reminded her) involved matters
which could form mo part of my explanation,
for they were the weighty secrets of another.

« 801" seid she, assenting with her head, but
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not looking at me. © And how much money is
wanting to complete the purchase

I was rather afrajd of stating it, for it sounded
a large sum. * Nine hundred pounds.”

“II I give you the money for this purpose,
will you keep my secret as you have kept your
0wn ?” . .

“ Quite as faithfully.”

“ And your mind will be more af rest?”

“ Much more at rest.”

“ Are you very unhappy now?” )

She as{ed this question, still without looking
ab me, but in an unwonted tone of sympathy.
I could not Teply at the moment, for my voice
failed me. She put her left arm across the
crutehed head of her stick, and softly laid her
forehead on i, .

I am far from happy, Miss Havisham; but
T have other causes of disquiet than any you
know of They are the secrets I hiave men-
tioned.”

After a little while, she raised her head and
looked at the fire again,

“ It is noble in you to tell me that you have
other causes of unhappiness. Is it true P’

“Too true.”

 Can I only serve you, Pip, by serving your
friend? Regarding that as done, is there no-
thing I ean do for you yonrself ?**

“Nothing. I thank you for the question. I
thank you even more for the tone of the ques-
tion. But there is nothing.”

She presently rose from her seat, and looked
about the blighted room for the means of
writing. Tlere were none there, and she took
from her pocket a yellow set of ivory tablets,
mounted in tarnished gold, and wrote upon
them with a pencil in a case of tarnished gold
that hung from her neck.

“You ave still on {riendly terms with Mr.
Jaggers P’

“Quite. I dined with him yesterday.”

“Lhis is an authority to him to pay you that
money, to lay out at your irvesponsible disere-
tion for your friend. I keep no money here,
bui if you would rather Mv. Jaggers knew no-
thing of the matter, I will send it to you.”

“Thank you, Miss Havisham; I lhave not
the least objection to receiving it from him.”

She read me what she bad written, and it
was direct and clear, and evidently intended to
absolve me from any suspicion of profiting by
the receipt of the money. I took the tablets
Trom her hand, and it trembled again, and it
trembled more as she tock off the chain to
which the pencil was attached, and put it in
mine. Al this she did without looking at
me.

“My name is on the first leaf. If you can
ever write under my name, ‘I forgive her,
though ever so long after my broken heart is
dust~pray do it 1*

“0 Miss Havisham,” said I, “T ean do it
now. There have been sore mistakes, and my
life has been a blind and thankless oue, and I
want forgiveness and divection far too much to
be bitter with you.” -

{ conscience.

She turned her face to me for the first time

since she had averted it, and, to my amazement,

I may even add to my terror, dropped on her
knees at m?r feet; with her folded hands raised
to me in the manner in which, when her poor

heart was young and fresh and whole, they must

often have been raised to Heaven from her mo-

- ther’s side.

To see her with her white hair and her worn
face kneeling at my feet, gave me a shock
through all my frame. I entreated her to rise,
and got my arms about hev to help her up ; buf
she only pressed that hand of mine which was
nearest to her grasp, and hung her head over
it and wept. I hadnever seen her shed a tear
before, and, in the hope that the relief might do
her good, I bent over her without speaking,
She was not kneeling now, but was down upon
the ground.

“0 1” she cried, despairingly. “What have I
dons ! What have I done !”

“1f you mean, Miss Havisham, what have you
done to injure me, let me answer, Very little.
I shouwld have loved her under any circum-
stances.—Is she married #’

13 Yes.’J

It was a needless question, for a new desola-
tion in the desolate house had told me so.

“What have I done! What have I done !
She wrung her hands, and crushed her white
heir, and retwrned to this cry, over aud over
again. ““What have I done!”

I knew not how to answer, or how to com-
fort her, That she had done a grievous thing
in teking an impressionable child to mould
into the form that her wild resentment, spurned
affection, and wounded pride, found vengeance
in, I knew full well. "But that, in shutting
out the light of day, she bad shut out infinitely
more; that, in seclusion, she had secluded her-
self from a thousand natural and healing in.
fluences ; that, her mind, brooding solitary, had
grown diseased, as all minds do and must and
will that reverse the appointed order of their
Maker; I knew equalfy well. And could I
look upon her without compassion, seeing her
punishment in the ruin she was, in her pro-
found unfitness for this earth on which she was
placed, in the vanity of sorrow which had become
a master mania, like the vanity of penitence,
the vanity of remorse, the vanity of unworthi-
ness, and other monstrous vanities that have
been _curses inthis world ?

“Until you spoke to her the other day, and
until I saw in you a looking-glass that showed
me what I once felt myself, I did not know what
I had dome. What havo I done ! What have I
done!”  And so again, twenty, fifty times
over, What had she done!

“ Miss Havisham,” I said, when her ery died
away, ‘ you may dismiss me from your mind and
But Bstelln is a different case, and
if you can ever undo any sorap of what you have
doue amiss in keeping a part of her right
nature away from her, it will be better to do
that, than to bempan the past through s hundred

1 years.”
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“Yes, yes, 1 know it. But, Pip—my
Dear!” There was an earnest womanly com-
passion for me ‘in her uew affection. “My
dear! Believe this : when she first came to me,
I meant to save her from misery like my own,
At first T meant no more.”

“Well, well1” gaid I, *I hope s0.”

“But as she grew, and promised to be very
beautiful, I gradually did worse, and with my
praises, and with my jewels, and with my teach-
ings, and with this figure.of myself always before
her a warning to back and point my lessons, I
stole her heart away and put ice in its place.”

‘¢ Better,” I could not help saying, “to have
left hera natural heart, even to be bruised or
broken.”

‘With that, Miss Havisham looked distractedly
ot me for a while, and then burst out again,
What bad she done!

“If you knew all my story,” she pleaded,

““vou would have some compassion for me and
& better understanding of me.”

“ Miss Havisham,” % answered, a8 delicately.as
I could, I belisve Imay say that I do know your
story, and have known it ever since I first lefs
this neighbourhood. It has inspired me with
great commiseration, and I hope I understand
it and its influences. Does what has passed
between us give me any excuse for asking you
a question relative to Hstella? Not as she is,
but as she was when she first came here #”

She was seated on the ground, with her arms
on the ragged chair, and her head leaning on
them, She looked fall at me when I sald this,
snd replied, ¢ Go on.”

“ Whose child was Dstella £

She shook her head.

¢ You don’t know #”?

She shook her head again.

“But Mr. Jaggers brought her here, or sent
her here 27

“ Brought her here.” ‘

“Will you tell me how that came about?’

She answered in a low whisper and with
great caution: “T had been shut up in these
rooms a long time (I don't know how long;
you know what time the clocks keep heve), when
T told him that T wanted a little girl to rear and
love, and save from my fate. I had first seen him
when I sent for him fo lay this place wasto for
me ; having read of him in the newspapers, before
T and the world parted. He told me that he
would look about him for such an orphan child,
Oue night he brought her here asleep, and I
called her Tstella.”

“ Might I ask her age then "’

«Two or three. She herself knows uothing,

but that she was left an orphan and I adopted | higl

her.” :

o convinced I was of that woman’s being her
mother, that I wanted no evidence to establish
the fact in my own mind. Bub to any mind,
I 1;h01}.xlgh~t, the connexion here wus clear. and
straight.

What more could T hope to do by prolenging

* the interview P
Herbert, Miss Havisham had tcld me all she

I had succeeded on behalf of

knew of Estella, I had said and done what T
could to ease her mind, No matter with whaf
other words we parted ; we parted.

Twilight was closing in when I went down
stairs into the natursl air. I called to the
woman who had opened the gate when I entered,
that T would not trouble her just yet, hut would
walk round the place before leaving, For I had
a presentiment that T should never be there
again, and I felt that the dying light was ‘suited
to my last view of it.

By the wilderness of casks that I had walked
on long ago, and on which the rain of years had
fallen since, rotting them in many places, and
leaving miniature swamps and pools of water
upon those that stood on end, I made my way
tothe ruined garden. Iwent all round it ; round
by the corner where Herbertand I had fought
our battle; round by the paths where Nstella
and I 'had walked, So cold, so lonely, so dreary

all !

Taking the hrewery on my way back, I raised
the rusty lateh of a little door at the garden end
of it, and walked through. I was going out at
the opposite -door—itiof easy to ‘open now, for
the damp wood had started and swelled, and the
hinges were yielding, and the threshold was en-
cumbered with 4 growth of fungus—when I
turned my head to look back. A childish asso-
ciation revived with wonderful force in the mo-
ment of the slight action, and I fancied that I saw
Miss Havisham hanging to the beam. So stron,
was the impression, that I stood undet the heam
shuddering from head to foot before I knew it |
was & faney—though to be sure I was there in
an instant.

The mournfulness of the place and time, and
the great tervor of this illusion, though it was
but momentary, caused me to feel an inde-
seribable awe as I came oub between the open
wooden gates where I had once wrung wy Lair
after Bstella bad winng my heart, Passing on
into the front court-yard, I hesitated whether to
eall the woman to let me out at the locked gate
of which she had the key, or first to go up-
stairs and assure myself that Miss Havisham
was as safe and well as I had left her. I took
the latter course and went up.

I looked into the room where I had left her,
and T saw her seated in the ragged chair upon
the hiearth close to the fire, with her back to-
wards me. In the moment when I was with-
drawing my head o go quietly away, I sawa |
great flaming light spring up. Iu the same
mometit I saw hier ruuning at me, shrieking, with
a whirl of fire blazing all about hex, and sosring
at least as many feet above her head a8 she was

igh.

%‘L'lmd a double-caped great-toat on, and over
my axm another thick coat, That I got them off,
closed with Ler, threw her down, and got them
over her; that I dragged the great cloth from the
table for the same-purpose, and with it dragged
down the heap of rottenness in the midst, and
all the ugly things that sheltered there; that we

were on the gromnd struggling like desperate
enemies, and that the closer I covered her, the
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more wildly slie shrieked and tried to free herself;
that this occurred I knew through theresult, but
not through anything X felt, or thought, or knew
I did. I knewnothing until I knew that we were
on the floor by the great table, and that patches
of tinder yet alight were floating in the smoky
air, which, a moment ago, had ‘been her faded
bridal dress. )

Then I looked round and saw the disturbed
beetles and spiders running away over the floor,
and the servants cowing in with breathless cries
at the door. T still held her forcibly down with
all my strength, like a prisoner who might es.
cape ; and I doubt if T even knew who she was,
or why we bad struggled, or that she had been
in flames, or that the flames were out, until I
saw the patches of tinder that had been her gar-
ments, no longer alight but falling in a black
shower around us.

She was insensible, and I was afraid to have
her moved, or even touched. Assistance was
sent for and T held her until it came, as if T un-
reasonably fancled (I think I did) that if I let
her go, the fire would break out again and con-
sume her. When I got up, on the surgeon’s
coming to her with other aid, I was astonished
to seethat both my hands were burnt’; for T had
no knowledge of it through the sense of feeling.

On examination it was pronounced that she
had received serious hurts, but that they of
themselves were far from hopeless; the danger
lay, Lowever, mainly in the nervous shock. %y
the surgeon’s directions, her bed was carried into
that room and laid upon the great table: which
happened to be well suited to the dressing-of
her injuries. When I saw her again an hour
afterwards, she lay indeed where I had seen
her strike her stick, and bad heard her say that
she would lie one day.

Though every vestige of her dress was burnt,
as they told me, she still had something of her
old ghastly bridal appearance; for, they had
covered her to the ttroat with white cotton-
wool, and as she lay with a while sheet loosely
overlying that, the phantom air of something
}hat gad been and was changed, was still upon
ser.

I found, on questioning the servants, that Es-
tella was in Paris, and I got a promise from the
surgeon that he would write to her by the next
post. Miss Havisham’s family I took upon
myself; intending to communicate with M.
Matthew Pocket only, and leave him to do as
lie liked about informing the rest. This I did
next day, through Herbert, as soon as Ireturned
to town.

There was a stage that evening when she spoke
collectedly of what had happened, though with a
certain terrible vivacity., Towards midnight she
began to wander in her speech, and after that it
gradually set in that she said innumerable times
i a low solemn voice, * What have I done!”
And then, *“When she first came, I meant to
save her from misery like mine’” And ihen,
“Take the pencil and write under my name,
‘I forgive her I’ 8he mever changed the
order of these ihree sentences, but she some.

times left out a word in one or other of them;
never putting in another word, but always leay-
ing a blank and going on to the next word.

As I could do no service there, and as T had,
nearer home, that pressing reason for anxicty
and fear which even her wanderings could not
drive out of my mind, I decided in the course
of the night that I would return by the early
morning coach : walking on a mile or so, and
being taken up clear of the town. At about six
o’clock of the morning, therefore, I leaned over
her and touched her lips with mine, just as they
said, not stopping for being touched, “* Take the
pencil and write under my name, ‘I forgive her.’

It was the first and the last time that I ever
touched her in that way., And I never saw her
more.

CIIAPTER L,

My hands bad heen dressed twice or thilce in
the night, and again in the morning. My left
arm was a good deal burned to the elbow, and,
less severely, as high as the shoulder; it was
very painful, but the flames had set tn that
direction, and I felt thankful it was no worse.
My right hand was not so badly burnt but that
I could move the fingers. It was bandaged, of
course, but much less inconveniently thad my
left liand and arm; those L carried 1n a sling ;
and I could only wear my coat like a cloak,
loose over my shoulders and fastened at the neck.
My bair had been caught by the fire, but not my
head or face.

When Herbert had been down io Hammer-
smith and seen his father, he came back to me
at our chambers, and devoted the day to attend-
ing on me, He was the kindest of nurses, and
at stated times took off the bandages, and
steeped them in the cooling liquid that was kept
ready, and put them on again, with a patient
tenderness that I was deepfy grateful for.

At first, as I lay quiet on the sofa, I found it
painfully difficult, I might say impossible, to get
rid of the impression of the glare of the flames,
their hurry and noise, and the flerce burning
smell. If I dozed for aminute, I was awakened
by Miss Havisham’s cries, and by her running
at me with all that height of fire above her
head. This pain of the mind was much harder
to strive against than any bodily pain I suffered ;
and Herbert, seeing that, did hus utmost to hold
my attention engaged.

Neither of us spoke of the boat, but we both
thought of it. That was made apparent by our
avoidance of the subject, and by our agrecing—
without agreement—to make my recovery of the
use of my hands, a question of so many hours,
not of so many weeks.

My first question when I saw Herbert had
been, of course, whether all was well down the
river?  As he replied in the affirmative, with
perfect confidence and cheerfulness, we did not
resume the subject until the day was wearing
away. But thew, as IHerbert changed the ban-
dages, more by the light of the fire than by the
outer light, he went back to it, spontaneously.

“T sat with Provis last night, Handel, two
good houys,”
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“Where was Clara

¢ Dear little thing 1 said Herbert, ¢ Shewas
up and down with Gruffandgrim all the evening.
I-]I.Je was perpetually \pegging at the floor the mo-
ment she left his sight. I doubt if he can hold
out long, though. What with rum and pepper—
and pepper and ram—I should think his pegging
must be nearly over.”

«And then you will be married, Herbert 8

“How can L take care of the dear child other- |i

wise P—Lay your arm out upon the back of the
sofa, my dear boy, and LIl sit down here, and
get the bandage off so gradually that you shall
not know when it comes. I was speaking of
Provis. Do you know, Handel, Le improves #”

“Lsaid to you I thought he was softened, when
I last saw him.”

“So you did. And so he is. He was very
communicative last night, and told me more of
his life. You remember his breaking off hers

-about some woman that he had had great trouble

avith.—Did I hurt you ?”

I had started, but not under his touch, His
words had given me a start.

“I had forgotten that, HMerbert, but I re.
member it now you apeak of it.”

“Well! He went into that port of his life,
end a dark wild part itis. Shall I tell you?
Or would it worry you just now 2

“Tell me by all means, Every word I

Herbort bent forward to look at me more
nearly, as if my reply had been rather more
hurried or more eager than he could quite
account for. ¢ Your head is cool?” lLe said,
touching it.

“ Quite,” said I.
my dear Herbert.”

It seems,” said Herbert, “—there’s abandage
off most charmingly, and now comes the cool
one—muakes you shrink at first, my poor dear
follow, don’t it? but it will be comfortable
presently—it seems that the woman was a young
womarn, wnd a jealous woman, and a revengefti’l
woman ; tevengelul, Handel, to the last degree.”

“To what last degree P

“ Murder~Does it strike too cold on that
sensitive place #”

“I dowt feel it. How did she murder?
Whom did she muvder £

“Why, the deed may not lave merifed quite

¢ Tell me what Provis said,

so torrible a name,” ‘said Herbert, “but she

was tried for it, and Mr. Jaggers defended lier,
and the reputation of that defence lirst made bis
name known to Provis. It was another and a
stronger woman who was the vietim, and theve
bad been a struggle—in a barn,  Who begau it,
or how fair it was, or how unfair, may be doubt.
ful; but how it ended, is certainly not doubtiul,
for the victim was found throttled.”

“ Was the woman brought in guilty P

“Noj she was acquitted.—My poor Handel,
1 hurt you I

“It is impossible to be gentler, Herbert.
Yes? What else!”

“This acquitted young woman aud Provis,”
said Herbert, “had a little child: a little child
of whom Provis was exceedingly fond. On the

evening of the very night when the object of her
jealousy was strangled, as I tell you, the young
woman presented herself before Provis for one
moment, and swore that she would destroy the
child (wlich was in her possession), and he
should never see it again; then she vanished.
—There’s the worst arm comfortably in the
sling once more, and now there remains but the
rigbhb hand, which is a far essier job. I can do
it better by this light than by a stronger, for my
hand is steadiest when I don’t ses the poor
blistered patches too distinctly.~—~You don’t
think your breathing is affected, my dear boy ?
You seem to hreathe quickly.”

“Perhaps I do, Herbert. Did the woman
keep her oath #”

“ There comes the darkest parf of Provis’s
life. Shedid.”

“ That is, he says she did.”

“ Why, of course, my dear boy,” returned
Herbert, in a tone of surprise, and again bend-
ing forward to geb a nearer look at me. “He
saysit all. I haye no ofhier information.”

 No, to he sure.”

“ Now, whether,” pursued Herbert,  he had
used the child’s mother ill, or whether he had
used the ohild’s mother well, Provis doesn’t say;
hut she had shared some four or five years of the
wretched life he described to us at this fireside,
and he seems to have felt pity for her, and for-
bearance towards her. Therefore, fearing he

should be called upon to depose about this |

destroyed child, and so be the cause of her
death, he hid himself (much as he grieved for
the child), kept himseli dark, as he says, ouf of
the way and out of the trial, and was only
vaguely talked of as a certain man called Ahel,
out of whom the jealousy arose. After the
acquittal she disappeared, and thus he lost the
child and the child’s mother.”

“ I want to ask—"

“ A moment, my dear boy,” said Herbert,
“and I have done. That evil genins, Compeyson,
the worst of scoundrels among many scoundrels,
knowing of his keeping out of the way at that
time, and of his reasons for doing so, of course
afterwards held the knowledge over his head as
o means of keeping him poorer, and working
him barder. It was clear last night that this
barbed the point of Provis’s hatred.”

“ T want to know,” said I, *“ and particularly,
Herbert, whether he told you when this hap-
pened P’

“ Particularly ? Let me remember, then, what
he said as to that. His expression was, ¢a round
score o’ year ago, and a’most directly after I took
up wi’ Compeyson’ Tow old were you
when you came upon him in the little charch.

rard £
e T think in my seventh year”

“Ay, It had happened some three or four
years then, he said, and you brought into his
mind the little gixl so tragleally lost, who would
have been about your age.” L

* Herbert,” said I alter a shorb silence, in a
hurried wag, ©can you see me best by the light .
of the window, or the light of the fre?”

i

j
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“ By the fivelight,” answered Herbert, coming
close again.

¢ Look at me.”

«T do leok at you, my dear boy.”

“ Touch me.”

¢ T dotouch you, my dear boy.”

“ You are not afraid that Tamin any fever, or
that my head is much disordered by the accident
of last night

“ No, my dear boy,” said Herbert, after
taking time to examine me. ¢ You are rather
excited, but you are quite yourself.”

“ I know I am quite myself. And the man
we have in hiding down the river, is Estella’s
Father.”

A TWO-YEAR OLD COLONY.

Farre in the youngest child, is a family failing.
Mother Britannia has a large family of colonies,
some of them old enough to be established inthe
world as independent heads of households ; bub
at present she is more than a little proud of her
youngest daughter, whose bivthday is in this
present month. She was born in the London
(Gazetie on the third of June, two years ago.

By official proclamation, bearing that date,
Moreton Bay was taken as a new colony, named
Queensland, out of the northern territory of
New South Wales, just as Port Phillip had been
taken, as a new colony named Vietoria, from
its southern tervitory eight years before, On
the tenth of December, gir George Bowen, the
governor, arrived at Brishane, the new colonjal
capital, and proclaimed Moreton Bay a colony
under the new name, which was, e said, “en-
tirely the happy thought and inspiration of her
Majesty herself,” On the tenth of December,
then, only a year and a half ago, this last-born of
the colonies began to run alone.

Among all disputants as to the direction
in which we may look for mnew supplies of
cotton, the claim of Quecnsland almost alone
passes unquestioned. The colony lies partly
within the tropies, but the average climate is
about that of Madeira ; thewhole territory, when
its houndaries are ﬁnajly determined (as they are
not yet), will probably be about three times as
large as France. The settled districts are already
as large as the mother country, meaning thereby
not Great Britain. only, but Great Britain and
Ireland, Our last quarter of the year is Quecns-
land spring, our spring is Queensland autumn,
and the winter there begins on our Midsummer-
day. 'There is magnificent timber and much
coal; the vine and olive grow there; so do maize,
cotton, and sugar-cane; wheat, oranges, and
nutmegs. Owu the coast are pearls. There is
also a fishery for the dugong, which yields a
valuable oil, good meat like veal or pork, and
very marketable bones for the turner, solid as
ivory. But of all this great land of plenty, the
population.is at present only about tﬁirty thou-
sand, which is less by seven thousand than that
of the English Ipswich, after which one of the

, Queensland settlements is named.
There is, perhaps, no part of the Australian

continent so well watered and supplied with
navigable rivers as this Queensland,” There is
Clarence River, navigable for vessels of two
hundred and fifty tons, fifty milesup. The Rich-
mond, though only a hundred miles from source
to mouth, has three hundred miles of navigable
water on the main river and its various branches
or arms. There are the rivers watering a
strip of boundznriy that Queensland claims bug
New South Wales at present holds. There
is the Tweed, up which small vessels penetrate
twenty or thirty miles, on behalf of the colonia}
cedar trade. There are the Arvowsmith and
the Logan; there is the Brisbane River navi-

gated by large steam-boats for sixty-five miles; !

the Pine, the Black Swan, aud the Mary Rivers,
the Boyne, the Tifzroy, and so forth ; and all
these rivers are fed by a network of little streams
that fertilise the land. ‘

Then there is Moreton Bay, which, until lately,
gave its name to the whole region. That was
discovered ninety-ome years ago by Captain
Cook, and nine years afterwards was examined
by Captain Flinders, who overlooked the mouth of
Brishane River, hidden by two flat islands. He
had previously anchored four-and-twenty hours
in Shoal Bay, intowhich the Clarence River flows,
and supposed that he saw only a shoal bay, with
gloomy mangrove-trees upon its shores. The
Clarence River was accidentally discovered by
some sawyers, in search of cedar, only twenty-
three years ago. Brisbane and the Boyne Rivers
had been also fallen upon byaccident, filteen years
earlier. The Australian rivers, in fact, bring down
much earth, and form their mouths in such a
way that from the deck of a vessel on the coast
they are often not to be detected. Moreton
Bay is made not by a reach of land, bub by
three islands, so disposed as to form a sort of
inland sea, sixty miles long, and about twenty
wide, studded with islands, especially towards
the south, where it narrows into a mere river,

A suggestive hint of the fertility of the soil
in the southern or least tropical parts of the
Quecnsland, is given by the E{ev',. Dr. Lang, of
Sydney, a member of the parliament of New
South Wales, who has been an active and effec-
tual promoter of the secession both of Vietoria
and Queensland, and who is the author of anew
book on Queensland, from which we derive the
best part of our information. In a garden necar
Grafton, on Clarence River, his attention was
attracted by a young peach-tree, about eight
feet high, covered with blossom. The tree had
grown from a stone planted on the preceding
January, only eight months before. "Dr, Lang
does not like to find insucha region seftlements
called Deptford or Casino. Ile has a rhyme as
well as a reason against it.  * Ilike,” Le says:

“ I like the native names, as Paramatta,
And Ilawarra; and Woolloomoolloo.
Toongabbee, Mittagong, and Ceolingatta,
And Yurumbon, and Coodgisgang, Meroo,
Euranarina, Jackwa, Bulkomatta,
Nandowra, Tumbarumba, Waogaroo ;
The Wollondilly and the Wingyecarribbee.
The Warragumby, Daby,and Bungarribbee.”

{Conducted by '




