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  CHAPTER IX.

 

  Diggers' Yarns.

 

  SITTING at dinner at the public table of a hotel on the gold-fields, the conversation happened to turn on the different articles of food, and nearly every one seemed to have partaken of some unusual dish, betokening diverse experiences. This one had eaten camel's flesh, that one monkey's, and another had made a meal off bear-meat in California.

  "Well," said an old fellow, "you may talk about these things as much as you like, but I've seen sights of scenes and scenes of sights that would make your hair stand on end like porcupines' quills; and talk about eating, I've
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  seen a fellow eat what I'd have been sore put to it afore I'd ha' touched. We were down at the New Highbrides (Hebrides), and some of us went ashore. Me and another chap went up the beach to where we saw a lot of natives, and I'm blowed if the black devils weren't sitting round a fire having a feast of human flesh, and there were rows of human heads hanging round like sheep in a butcher's shop. We thought it best to be civil, and gave the niggers the time o' day, and one of 'em takes an arm up from the fire and offers it to us. If there had not been such a confounded lot of them, I'd have knocked the black rascal down for insulting me, and was turning away when my mate said, 'I am blessed if I don't try it, Bill,' and he lifted the arm and took a bite. Didn't they make it hot for Jack when I told the rest of the crew: we called him Cannibal Jack ever after."

  I was surprised that a shout of laughter should greet this horrible tale, but I learned that the narrator was so addicted to relating
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  extraordinary stories, drawn from his own imagination and other sources, that none of his hearers ever credited a word. My own subsequent experience of the old man amply confirmed this, as he one day had the audacity to tell me the story of Androcles and the Lion, and assure me that the incident had occurred when he was in Moulmain, and that he had seen the man and the lion in the street many a time!

  On the present occasion his story had the effect of turning the conversation from gastronomy to the coloured races with whom those present had come in contact. Various experiences of Red Indians, Chinese, and Australian aboriginals were related, and generally to their disadvantage, especially in the case of the latter. However, the Australian black found a champion in a mild-looking middle-aged man, who said he had long lived amongst them, and that they were a greatly maligned people, and much more intelligent than they generally got credit for. He allowed that they were reticent about
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  many things, and would not converse freely with every one. They had, he continued, many strange legends. One he told us as to how the emu lost his wings, is amusing.

  The emu was not originally an inhabitant of the earth, but came hither from the clouds of Magellan, which he had previously inhabited. Being then possessed of very large wings, he navigated the space lying between Australia and his distant land without much difficulty, but on his arrival in this lower sphere his troubles began. The sight of his vast proportions aroused a universal feeling of terror in the breasts of the feathered Australians, and, when this began to abate, there was mingled with their fear some envy that this clumsy bird should eclipse all their puny attempts at flight. This impression was everywhere prevalent, when the emu one day, in a spirit of friendliness, consulted a native companion as to the possibility of his being able to catch some of the fish which he saw swimming in the adjacent stream. "Nothing can be easier," replied the
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  HOW THE EMU LOST HIS WINGS.



  native companion; "you have only to put your head under the water, and watch till you see a fish come near, and then you can easily catch it." The emu was simple enough to adopt the suggestion, but no sooner had he put his head under the water than the native companion, seizing the opportunity, leaped on his neck, and from this safe position assailed the much-envied wings, and succeeded in twisting them off. So soon as this feat was accomplished, the laughing jackass, struck with the comicality of the emu's appearance when shorn of his wings, burst for the first time into a hearty laugh, which accomplishment both he and his descendants still keep up. The emu was disconsolate for some time, but he was soothed at last by a visit from his mate, who, wearied by his absence, came down in search of him. The faithful bird was overwhelmingly grieved at the sad condition of her spouse, but when she heard the whole story she was stirred with a desire for revenge. Cheering him, she left him for a time, but again returned,
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  bearing with her a supply of fire – an element hitherto unknown on the earth. The pair then set to work, and made a large fire, which soon attracted the attention of the native companions. So soon as these birds arrived on the scene, the emus asked what this strange thing was, and suggested that there must be something valuable in it. "If that be so," said the native companions, "we had better see at once, or these silly monsters will get it," and they with one accord thrust their heads into the flames. They did not lose much time in withdrawing them again, but not before they had lost every feather from their heads and necks, and to the present day they bear the traces of that awful burning. In order not to shame her mate, the perfect emu now tore off her own wings and shared his banishment; and, being thorough Darwinians, their progeny inherited their fate.

  "Humph!" said a digger, gruffly, "I can't stand black fellows any way, and I don't see how such stupid nonsense as that makes them
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  THE DIGGER'S STORY.



  any better." "Perhaps not," responded the narrator of the fable, "but as I owe my life to their kindness, I must confess I have rather a soft side to them. I lost myself in the bush, on the Sydney side, once, and after I had wandered about for four days, with nothing to drink and only a 'possum to eat, that my dog caught the first day, I came across a camp of blacks, and they gave me both food and drink, which, I can tell you, I was glad to get."

  "Oh! I don't call that anything; and as for saving your life, I have had many as near a squeak for it as that," remarked the first speaker, surlily.

  "Tell us some of them," I said, which proposition he seemed inclined at first to pooh-pooh, but, rising from the table, he drew his chair towards the fire and said, "Well, then, I'll tell you the first fright I got. I think I remember it best, from its being the first. We were working a first-rate claim, with about 100 feet sinking, and were doing very well. We had worked out the greater part of the grounds,
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  and had sunk a couple of shafts in the claim, and had not used a stick of timber in either, for it was capital standing ground. One day one of my mates and I, the only ones below, were going up to dinner. Just as I put my foot in the rope, I remembered I had left my pipe in a hole near where I was working, and I set off along the drive to get it, and left my mate to go up first. Before I had got the length of my pipe I heard a loud noise, and, looking round, I saw that the shaft had caved in, and that the stuff must have carried the other fellow down with it. My first thought was that it was a good job that I had not gone up first, and then I thought of poor Joe, that was my mate. I went forward, but could see nothing of him; there was evidently tons of stuff on the top of him. I saw it was well that I was so far from the bottom of the shaft, for if I had been standing in the beginning of the drive, even in a safe enough position from anything falling down, I should certainly have been killed or badly hurt by the earth and stones which had been jammed
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  into the drive for a considerable distance. I saw and thought of all this in less than half the time I have taken to tell you, and then I thought, how was I to get out. 'Great heaven!' I exclaimed, 'am I spared a sudden death to die a lingering one from suffocation or hunger?'

  "There was the other shaft, it was true, but then it had not been used for a long time, and for some months back we had been building the tunnel leading to it up with the large stones that we did not send to the top. I began to pull down this thick wall of heavy stones. I had a feeling that it was little use, but I could not settle down to die quietly. I worked as I never did before, and the blood began to come from the points of my fingers, and, to make matters worse, my candle soon burned itself out. However, I worked on in the dark for some time longer, and was like to drop exhausted, when I thought I saw a faint ray of light, which gave me fresh strength, and I soon after made my way into the bottom of the other shaft. I sat down for a while to recover my
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  breath, but then I felt that I must get up before the excitement went off, or I might not have strength left to climb. I 'shinned' 3 up the shaft with difficulty, and reached the surface in safety. I staggered towards a mob of fellows I saw standing round the fallen-in shaft, and I heard one of them say, 'It's no use sinking, for long before we could get down he would be dead, if not that already – -which it's no doubt Joe is – and you would take as long to get in by the old shaft, on account of the stones being built up there.' I was wild to hear them speak like that, and said, 'You're a set of cowards to leave a man to die in that style.' Man! they all looked as if they had been shot, and would hardly believe me when I told how I had got out. It does not seem much to tell, I daresay, but it was a pretty near go for me, I can tell you." I expressed my surprise that he should make so light of it, for, I remarked, I
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  could imagine nothing more dreadful than to be buried alive in such a manner.

  "It must have been a pretty awkward fix," another fellow said, "and I know something of what it must have been, tho' I never was buried alive in the ground. I was over in Campbell's gully," he continued, "the time so many were lost in the snow, and I was caught like the rest. The country was new to us, and we did not look for anything of the sort, and were quite unprepared for it. When the snowstorm came on I was in my hut, which stood about half-a-mile up the gully from the store. After I had my supper, I looked out and put a tin dish on the top of my chimney, to keep the snow from coming down; and though I saw it was going to be a wild night, I did not think anything of it, and turned in between the blankets to read one or two old English papers I had borrowed. I lay and read till I was tired, and then, blowing out the candle, fell asleep without giving more than a passing thought to the storm. I have often thought
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  since it was well for me that I did so, for if I had not, I might have got frightened at the snow and tried to make my way down to the store, and that was how so many of the poor fellows must have been lost, in attempting to leave their huts in the darkness.

  "When I woke up next morning, I tried to open the door to get some sticks to cook my breakfast, but found I could not; it was blocked up with snow. I opened the shutter of the hole I had for a window, and saw that it was still snowing. I did not know what to do, and, cheering myself with the thought that it would soon stop, I breakfasted on what scraps of cooked meat I had left. I consoled myself as best I could with my papers, but they did not prevent me from turning frequently to the bole-hole each time to find it snowing, still snowing. I began to get alarmed, but was afraid to attempt to make my way out, for I thought I would be sure to be smothered in such a depth of snow. The succeeding night I passed very differently from the previous
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  one, for I lay thinking of my position, which I now knew to be a serious one. In the morning I again looked out, but the snow was now piled above my window. I could see nothing. I had improvidently eaten largely the previous day, with a view to keeping out the cold, and had not a day's provisions left, so that the fearful alternative presented itself of dying there of starvation or forcing my way out, and probably perishing in the snow.

  "I resolved to attempt the latter, and breaking down the door, began to dig at the snow, but as the side of the hut in which was the door, looked from the wind, the snow was deepest there, and after digging for some time with apparently no other result than the filling up of my hut, I gave it up in despair. A new fear took hold of me from the depth of snow on the hut – no light gained admittance anywhere, and I thought, what if such a weight of snow causes the whole to collapse? I lay down on my stretcher thinking I would have another pipe, for I had plenty of tobacco and
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  matches, and then go at the digging again, but, strange to say, I fell asleep. I don't know how long I may have slept, for since the light was shut out I could not judge of how time passed. When I awoke I was about to recommence the digging, when I thought it would be better to try the chimney. Accordingly, I scrambled up, and pushing the tin dish with my head, I was thankful to feel I could move it. I pushed and struggled, and succeeded in forcing it through the snow to the surface, and in a moment more I was free.

  "The storm had ceased, and it was fine overhead, but how the aspect of everything was changed: there was nothing visible that I could recognise. I started in search of the store, and more by chance than anything else took a pretty straight line for it. It had luckily begun to freeze, and the snow to some extent sustained me, but I often broke through the crust, and the difficulty I had in getting over that half-mile between my hut and the store was worse than anything I ever went through. The store,
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  standing in an exposed situation, was pretty free from snow, and when I at length reached it I found over a dozen men there all storm-stayed.

  "The store-keeper, who never kept a very large quantity of provisions, had allowed his stock to run low; and the packer, who had been almost hourly expected, did not get in before the storm came on. When I reached the place nothing was left but some oatmeal, a few boxes of sardines, and a single bottle of gin. A nip of the spirits revived me a bit after my recent exertions, and I was just in time to dissuade the boys from attempting to cross the range that day. Next night it again froze hard, and in the morning the resolution was come to, to make an effort to get out of the gully. There were sixteen of us started, and we all kept together at first; but differences of opinion arose as to the best way to take, and we split up into several small parties. There was, of course, no sign of the track, and the party of four, of which I found
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  myself one, took as straight a line as possible to the crest of the range. I can tell you we had a tough job of it toiling up the mountainside on the snow, but at last we reached the top, and after a short spell commenced the descent, which we found almost worse than the ascent had been, as the sun had partially melted the surface of the snow; but we all struggled on for a time, when one fellow gave in and refused to go farther; nothing could induce him to move, and as we had enough to do for ourselves, we could not carry him. Night was coming on, and there was nothing for it but to leave him. We continued the descent, and got safely down to the Molyneux valley, just at the darkening and as the snow began to fall again. Besides the poor fellow who gave in, there were other two, who just after the start had separated themselves from the main body, and then a fourth, who all left their bones on the mountain."

  "You must have had a bad time of it," said another of the diggers; "for my part, I never
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  was bothered with the snow in this country, for I never went high enough, but I had plenty of that and cold in my young days to last a lifetime. I went on a whaling cruise to the north pole, or some place not far off it I am sure. We were frozen in, and I have always kept out of the reach of cold weather such as you speak of since then. Talking of that time reminds me of a scrape I got into with the skipper, that ended in my leaving the ship. Our captain had a very long rifle, and was a great hand at shooting; he often knocked over the polar bears that used to come and prowl round the ship. One day one of the brutes that had been making towards the ship suddenly veered off on the other tack. The skipper had been waiting with his rifle resting on the bulwarks to get a shot, but when he saw the bear clearing out, he called me and told me to come with him, as he was not going to lose a shot in that style.

  "We descended from the ship and made for the bear, which saw us coming, and, facing round, came to a halt. When we got within range,
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  the captain made use of my shoulder as a rest for his rifle. On our stopping, the animal began to advance, and thinking he was getting too close to be pleasant, I turned and called, 'Fire, captain, or I won't stand!' At the same moment the skipper fired, but my movement having disconcerted his aim, he missed his mark. I did not, however, wait to see the result, but bolted towards the ship, and only stopped when I had left the skipper well in the rear. When I looked round again, I saw the captain following me, trailing and loading his rifle, and the bear still at a safe distance. Feeling rather ashamed of myself, I waited till he came up, and said, 'I'll stand like a rock this time.' The skipper took aim again, and I, to redeem my character, never moved, though he allowed a second or two to elapse before he fired. His aim was a good one, for he struck bruin in the head and tumbled him over; but so long as I remained in the ship he never forgave my bolting."

  " Well! that be hanged for a yarn," was the
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  critique which escaped from one of the auditors. "No," said another, "I'm certain it's true: it was so like Joe to run away." With a laugh at Joe's expense, they by mutual consent adjourned to that almost invariable adjunct of a diggings' hotel – the billiard-room.



 3 The shafts in such claims are so narrow that a man can go up and down by putting his feet in notches made in either side. This mode, which is mostly used in shallow ground, is called "shinning."


      
  
    
    [image: Cover Image]

   
       

 CHAPTER XVI.

 Page 214
  CHAPTER XVI.

 

  Avocations.

 

  I HAVE already alluded to the diversities of employment which some men in the colonies undertake, but besides this there is a great difference between the duties to be performed in connection with many occupations here, and similar callings in the parent country.

  A British bank clerk has a very humdrum life, and so has a colonial one, in a large town, but their work has little resemblance to that of a "banker" at the diggings' agency. The different banking institutions oppose one another very hotly at times in the colonies, and when this is the case the opposition is sure to be fiercest on the gold-fields. From this cir-
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  cumstance an irregular manner of conducting business, especially in the matter of hours, has been introduced. The banker must be ready to buy gold at almost any time of the day or night; in fact most business is transacted in the evening, and even till late at night, as the miners prefer selling their gold after dark, as this does not break in upon their working hours, and I have seen a bank clerk turn out of bed at a very early hour in the morning to oblige a customer, which he did though in deshabille. This is very tiresome to one who has been accustomed to the regularity of a large town, where the door is strictly closed to the outside public early in the afternoon.

  But strange though this may be, it is not so strange as the going long distances to buy gold. The contest for gold is so keen that the bank agent sometimes spends as much of his time in the saddle as in the office. Instead of waiting till the miners and storekeepers bring in their gold for sale, he starts off with as much, or even more than a couple
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  of thousand pounds in bank notes in his valise, and a revolver in his belt, to visit such outlying diggings as are not large enough to support an agency, and sometimes he will be away from home on these journeys for a night or two, returning with a considerable weight of gold. This species of banking begets in a novice a great feeling of responsibility, but it is astonishing how quickly it wears away.

  I can vividly recall my own early experiences in this department on the occasion of my first journey, carrying a large sum in cash to buy gold. I had a lonely road, or rather bridle track to travel through the hills, and on my way I frequently felt for my revolver, and made sure that it would slip from its case easily. Arrived at my destination, I sought out the party of miners with whom I expected to have dealings, and found they were not ready, and would not be till the evening. While I was waiting about, and hugging my bag of filthy lucre in a most affectionate manner, another banker arrived on the scene from the opposite direction, belonging,
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  of course, to an opposition establishment. Then an attempt was made by the miners to get an advanced price out of either of us. Eventually I was successful in securing the parcel, and I proceeded to the miners' hut to clean and weigh the precious metal.

  Whilst I was engaged in doing so, I learned that the remains of a woman, who had been a servant at the hotel at which I had put up rather more than a year before, and who had disappeared suddenly no one knew where, had just been discovered in a wild gully far up the mountain behind the township. There was no doubt as to the identity of the skeleton; the teeth in the upper jaw, being of peculiar form, were recognised by several people. Conjecture was rife as to how she had met her end, but all concurred that there had been foul play. By the time I had cleaned, or "blown" the gold, it was too late to think of returning, so I went back to the hotel, with the intention of sleeping there. As it was already pretty late, and I was desirous of making an early start next

 Page 218
  morning, I proposed at once retiring to rest. The landlord, whose appearance was very far from prepossessing, so much so that he might be said to have "Hobart-town in every feature," was excessively greasy and officious. "He'd give me a room behind the bar, next his own, where I would be both secure and comfortable. Mr. So-and-so always occupied the same room when he stayed over-night." I wished him goodnight rather sulkily, for I felt sufficiently anxious without his adding to it by his disagreeable manner.

  When left alone, my imagination ran riot. I associated this ugly old publican with the murdered woman, and instead of proximity to his bed-room imparting a feeling of security, it was now the reverse. I could not lock the door, for lock there was none, and if there had been it would have proved but of slight service, for the door was only a wooden frame covered with green baize. The walls on three sides were of the same material, while the fourth was of calico, papered. I was tired with the, to me,
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  unwonted exercise of riding, and very sleepy from the exposure to the fresh air; but the horrible thought would intrude itself, that if I did fall asleep, I should only awake to feel a cold steel at my throat, and then know nothing more. Two hundred ounces of gold, besides several hundred pounds in cash, was a prize worth securing. I strapped my valise to my leg, and lay with my hand on the butt of my revolver, ready for any emergency, and thus passed a sleepless but uneventful night. Very soon I got accustomed to this kind of work, and laughed at myself for my idle fears, but the acquisition of the experience in the first instance was not pleasant.

  I think it says a good deal for the honesty of our population, that in Otago there have been almost no cases of highway robbery, or "sticking up," as it is spoken of in the colonies. In the first few years of the diggings there were, I think, two, or at most three cases of gold buyers being stuck up, and, considering the number of opportunities, and the facilities

 Page 220
  for committing the crime, this number must be considered small.

  I have spoken of cleaning the gold before buying it. To accomplish this well is the first requirement of a bank clerk on the diggings. The means adopted is very simple, and yet it requires skill to effect it thoroughly. The gold, when it is such as is usually obtained in Otago, is in water worn pieces, from the size of a small bean or pea down to the finest dust. The miners leave a considerable quantity of sand amongst this, which has to be got rid of by means of blowing. The gold is placed on a flat pear-shaped metal dish, with a perpendicular rim or edge, except at the point of the pear, where there is no rim. This is moved in such a manner that the gold is tossed up, and all the finer particles and dirt are worked forward towards the opening, out by which the operator blows the sand. The tossing and blowing are repeated again and again till the whole is sufficiently clean. Sometimes the process is much more arduous than at others, as, where the
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  sand is heavy and the gold fine, the task of separating them is harder. In any case it is tiresome work to have much of it continuously.

  Bank agents at stations had often to put up with very inferior accommodation for conducting their business; at first they had merely tents, afterwards sheds covered with the thinnest of iron. Now the size of the building is improved, but the material is still for the most part wood or corrugated iron. But even a tent was deemed quite secure when the agency possessed a safe. A fellow-clerk in the same bank told me that he had, he believed, injured his health by his anxiety while carrying on business in a tent, at the first of a rush, without a safe, and that when a Milner's patent at length arrived, he felt more relieved than he could express. Other difficulties besides those I have mentioned have sometimes to be encountered. I have known of a bank agency so destitute of stationery, which was not to be procured on the spot, that recourse was had to sixpenny passbooks
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  for ledgers and brown paper for credit and debit slips.

  It might be thought that the business of the learned professions would be conducted in much the same manner here as in the old country; and as regards divinity and medicine there is little if any difference. Some years ago the fair fame of the medical faculty was sullied by its numbering in its ranks several knaves and charlatans. Happily those quacks have been driven to seek fresh fields for the indulgence of their empiricism by the interference of the legislature, which requires every medical man to register his diploma, and prevents him practising unless he does so. A slight acquaintance with therapeutics is very desirable knowledge for a colonist, as the services of an amateur have sometimes to be called into requisition, and happy the patient if the quasi-doctor is not one who has more idea of treating a horse or a cow than a human being.

  I remember one fellow, a storekeeper, telling us how once on a time he had treated an
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  unfortunate miner who had got his leg badly cut while at work in his claim, and who sent to the store for a box of Holloway's Ointment. The storekeeper had none, but he was equal to the emergency, and, spreading a little salt butter on a rag, hastened to the scene of the accident and bound up the wound. The injured man protested that the salve gave him great additional pain, but he was assured that arose from the nature of his wound alone, and was requested to pay half-a-crown down at once for the box of ointment he was supposed to have had. The storekeeper admitted he was a little non-plussed when next day the man sent for the remainder of his box, but he got out of the difficulty in a manner which was more satisfactory than creditable to himself, by saying that he was not going to keep a half empty box of ointment knocking about, and that he had thrown it away.

  As regards the profession of law, the chief difference between the colony and England lies in the non-separation of the two branches of the profession. Nominally they are distinct,
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  but a barrister may practise as a solicitor and vice versa. Consequently many who are really solicitors devote themselves to the bar, and such anomalies exist as a firm of solicitors giving a brief to one of their own partners, with, as a matter of course, the usual fee. Lawyers absolutely swarm, and the profession is now overcrowded – admission to its ranks not being a matter of very great difficulty, and premiums for articled clerks having hitherto been almost unknown. Members of the bar, and solicitors who have been admitted to practise in England or her dependencies, are permitted to practise here on passing an examination in New Zealand law. One of our judges (they being the examiners) was in the habit of putting one or two hard general questions to such candidates for admission, "to see what they were made of," and an answer once given him to a viva voce question has seldom been surpassed for cool readiness. The formula adopted in putting the question was, "If a client told you so and so, what course would you pursue?"
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  "Ask for a payment to account of costs," was the prompt reply.

  One species of the genus lawyer is rapidly becoming extinct in Otago. They are called "bush lawyers," and flourished chiefly on the gold-fields and in up-country towns, whence they are being supplanted by the younger branches of the profession. The bush lawyers, or mining agents, which is the name they accept, are often men who have acquired some knowledge of law as lawyers' clerks, and are of great use to the diggers. Miners are rather a litigious set of fellows, induced no doubt by their having to make many of their applications in respect to mining matters, to the warden in open court, when objections are heard, and the application decided judicially. Consequently some bush lawyers made money, and if a bill of costs which I inspected was a criterion of their charges, it was no wonder. In the case I refer to, a will had been prepared, which could with ease have been written on a sheet of ordinary note paper, for which eight guineas
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  was the modest remuneration demanded, including an item of three guineas "for waiting up all night to get the will signed," a proceeding, I was informed, wholly unnecessary, and induced mainly by a desire to partake freely of the sick man's "grog." The mining agents did not by any means confine themselves to conducting mining cases, but also appeared in the district courts, and I have seen a gentleman whose designation was "of the Middle Temple, barrister-at-law," engaged in arguing a case, his "learned friend" on the other side being an ex-sergeant of police. It was said of this latter worthy, who, except when "on circuit," devoted his energies to keeping a public-house, that he amassed two thousand pounds in less than four years by his practice as a bush lawyer. Some idea of his fitness may be formed from his remark to the district court judge, when talking about a stream which lost itself in a shingly plain. He said, "The water sinks into the shingle and perlicates down to the river."

  Such men, however, were perhaps quite good
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  enough to conduct cases in the early times, before some of the justices who acted temporarily as wardens. One of these gentlemen, it is said, after getting through a petty case with some difficulty, and desiring to inflict the extreme penalty, expressed his disapproval of the defendant's conduct in most severe terms, and was winding up his peroration with the words "I fine you," when he suddenly stopped, looked puzzled, and asked the clerk of court in a stage whisper, "What should it be?" Receiving no reply, he appealed to the sergeant of police, but that functionary seemed to have his whole attention rivetted to a spot on the opposite wall; the justice lost all patience, and burst out with, "I fine you the whole lot, sir!" rather a puzzling sentence, certainly.

  The entire surroundings of justice in those times were hardly such as to inspire awe. A court-house of canvass lined with druggeting is not an imposing edifice, at least, in one instance, it apparently was not sufficient to convince a raw Irish policeman, who was filling the post
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  of crier, of his inferiority to the dignitary on the bench; for on being told to call the plaintiff in a case, he went to the door and, after lustily bawling the name, returned saying, "No appearance; dishmiss the case."



 

      
  