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Manmade improvements o1l Nature at the Picnic Grounds
consisted of several circles of flat stones to SErve as fireplaces
and a wooden privy in the shape of aJapanese pagoda. The

creek at the close of summer ran sluggishly through long
most disappearing to re-appear

as a shallow pool. Lunch had been set out on large white
tablecloths close by, shaded from the heat of the sun by two
or three spreading gums: In addition to the chicken pie,
angel cake, jellies and the tepid bananas inseparable from
an Australian picnic, Cook had provided a handsome iced
cake in the shape of a hearts for which Tom had oingingI‘y

cut a mould from a piece of tin. Mr Hussey had boiled up
ns of tea on a fire of bark and leaves

g a pipe in the shadow of the drag
hful eye on his horses tethered

dry grass, now and then al

two immense billyca
and was now enjoyin
where he could keep 2 watc

in the shade.



The only other occupants of the Picnic Grounds were

a party of three or four people encamped some distance
away under some blackwoods on the opposite side of the

creck, where a large bay horse and a white Arab pony were
lunching from two chaffbags beside an open wagonette.
‘How dreadfully quiet it is out here,” observed Edith,
helping | herself lavishly to cream. ‘How anyone can prefer
to live in the country I can’t imagine. g111¢$§ of course they
are dreadfully poor.

‘If everyone else in Australia felt like that, you wouldn’t
be n}ga‘king yourself fat on rich cream,” Marion pointed out.

‘Except for those people over there with the wagonette
we might be the only living creatyres in the whole world,’
said Edith, airily dismissing the entire animal kingdom at
one stroke,

The sunny slopes and shadowed forest, to Edith so
still and slent, were aqtually teeming with unheard rustlings
and fW"“‘?fings»sﬂcufﬂings,nsg,rgsghings, the light brush of
e B t%:f*ves’ flowers and grasses glowed and

2 ung canopy of light; cl

ol : ud shadows gave way
- o CEmOtes dancing above the pool where water beetles

-

dangerously situated within inches of Blanche’s yellow
head, pillowed on a rock; Lizards basked on the hottest
stones, a lumbering armour-pléted beetle rolled over in the
dry leaves and lay helplessly kicking on its back; far white
grubs and flat grey woodlice preferred the dank security
of layers of rotting bark. Torpid snakes lay coiled in their
secret holes awaiting the twilight hour when rhq_‘ﬁcjad
come sliding from hollow I‘ogs to drink at the creek, while

“in the hidden depths of the scrub the bu‘ds L«gaiﬁtcakfgrrth.e

heat of the day to pass... .
Insulated from natural contacts with earth, air and

sunlight, by corsets pressing on the solar plexus, by volu-

minous petti co tocki and kid boots, the

drowsy well-fed girls lounging in the shade were no more
a part of their environment than figures in a photograph

“album, arbitrarily posed against a backcloth of cork rocks

and cardboard trees.
Hunger satisfied and the unwonted delicacies enjoyed

to the last morsel, the cups and plates rinsed at the pool,
they settled down to amuse themselves for the remainder
of the afternoon. Some wandered off in twos and threes,
under strict injunctions not to stray out Of sight of the drag;
others, drugged with rich food and sunshine, dozed and
dreamed. Rosamund produced some fancywork, Blanche
was already asleep. Two industrious sisters from New
Zealand were making pencil sketches of Miss McCraw,
who had ar last removed the kid gloves in which she had

absently begun to eat a banana with disastrous results.
Si en log with her knife of a nose in

o

Sitting upright on a fall
a book. and her steel-rimmed spectacles, she was almost
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too easy to caricature. Beside her Mademoiselle, her blond

hair falling about her face, was relaxed at full length on

the grass. Irma had borrowed her mother o’pearl PAenknifE_

and was peeling a ripe apricot with a voluptuous delicacy |
worthy of Cleopatra’s banquet. ‘Why is it, Miranda,’ she f

JJC‘O /y;whispered, ‘that such a sweet pretty creature is a school- 3
/ teacher — of all dreary things in the world . . .2 Oh here |
comes Mr Hussey, it seems a shame to wake her.’

in his line in all Australia. And a fine gentleman, too, You
couldn’t have gone to a better man.’

‘So I understand. Miranda - you have your pretty little
diamond watch - can you tell us the time?’

‘P’'m sorry Mam’selle. I don’t wear it any more. I can’t
stand hearing it ticking all day long just above my heart.’

‘If it were mine,’ said Irma, ‘I would never take it
off — not even in the bath. Would you, Mr Hussey?’

Jerked into reluctant action, Miss McCraw closed her
book, sent an exploratory pair of bony fingers into the

‘ng’g not asleep, ma petite — only day-dreaming,’ said |
the governess, propping her head on an elbow with a far-
away smile. ‘What is it, Mr Hussey?’ .
‘I'm sorry to disturb you, Miss, but I want to make
sure we get away no later than five. Sooner, if my horses
are ready.’ T
: ‘Of course. Whatever you say. I shall see that the young
 ladies are ready whenever you are. What time is it now?’
- yetvt Twas just going to ask you, Miss. My old ticker'seem

to have stopped dead at twelve o’clock. Today of all rdays in
the whole bloomip’ year.

folds of the flat puce bosom and came out with an old-
fashioned gold repeater on a chain. ‘Stopped at twelve.
Never stopped before. My papa’s.” Mr Hussey was reduced
to looking knowingly at the shadow of the Ha’n}gyiég
Rock which ever since luncheon had Been creeping c!ovin
to:ya;'d:s( the PlCl‘lIC Crat_,sog the flat. ‘Shall I put the
billy on again for a cup of tea before we go? Say about an
hour from now?’

‘An hour, said Marion Quade, producing some
squared paper and a ruler. ‘I should like to make a few
measurements at the base of the Rock if we have time.” As

: It h.appened that Mademoiselle’s little French clock was
in Bendigo being repaired,

.
‘At Moosoo Montpelier’s, Miss;’
I think that is the watchmaker’s name.’

‘In Golden § ’
quare? Then if >
Well or yourel 4 g 1Y S 895 You've done

aint unmistakable blush belied

both Miranda and Irma wanted a closer view of the Rock
they asked permission to take a walk as far as the lower
slope before tea. It was granted after a moment’s hesita-
tion by Mademoiselle, Miss McCraw having disappeared
again behind her book. ‘How far is it as the cock crows,
Miranda?’ :

‘Only a few hundred yards,” said Marion Quade. ‘We
shall have to walk along by the creek which will take a
little longer.
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‘May I come t0
a prodigious show 0
I can hardly keep awake.
at Miranda and Edith w
Don’t worry about us,
Miranda. ‘We shall only be gone a very
The governess stood a

as allowed to tag along behind.

i

little while.

exclaimed to the empty blue, ‘now I know . ...’
NOW S XTOY

“What do you know?’ asked Greta McCraw, suddenly |
peering up over the top of her book, alert and factual, as 1

et

rassingly tongue-tied. It simply wasn’t possible to explain
to Miss McCraw of all people her exciting discovery
_that Miranda was a Botticelli angel from the Uffizi . . .
impossible to explain or even think clearly on a summer
af;emoon of things that really mattered. Love for instance,
:)r( Pz;yni}; fnif:lwtrmms ago the thought of Louis’ hand

g the key of the L‘little Sevres clock had made

her feel almost ready to faint. She lay down again on the 1

warm scente 5
d grass, watching the shadows of overhanging

branches movi
Ing away from the hamper containing milk
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o2 asked Edith, rising to her feet with ,j
f yawning.  ate so much pie at lunch
> The other two looked enquiringly

Mam’selle dear,’ Smiled

nd watched the four girls walking [ |
off towards the creek; Miranda a little ahead gliding "
through tall grasses that brushed her pale skirts, Marion 3 |
and Irma following arm in arm with Edith bumbling along |
in the rear. When they reached the clump of rushes where
the stream changed its course Miranda stopped, turned
her shining head and gravely smiled at Mademoiselle who
smiled back and waved, and stood tﬁgw ] |
until they were out of sightﬁarmﬁ; bend. ‘Mon Dieu!’ she

v

and lemonade. Sogn it would be exposed to the ful] la

of the sun and she must rouse herself and carry it inti tl:
shade. Already the four girls must have been away for
ten minutes, perhaps more. It was unnecessary to consult a

watch. The exquisitefanguor of the afternoon told her that
this was the hour when p

¢ weary of humdrum activities
tend to doze and dream as she was doing now. At Appleyard
CJE:;? the pupils in the late afternoon classes had to be
continually reminded to sit up straight and get on with
their lessons. Opening one eye, she could see the two indus-
trious sisters at the pool had put away their sketchbooks
and fallen asleep. Rosamund nodded over her embroidery.

By a sheer effort of will Mademoiselle made herself count
over the nineteen girls under her care. All except Edith and
the three seniors were visible and within easy call. Closing
her eyes, she permitted herself the luxury of continuing an
interrupted dream. ot

Meanwhile the four girls were still following the
winding course of the creek upstream. From its hidden
source somewhere in the tangle of bracken and dogwood
at the base of the Rock it approached the level plain of the
Picnic Grounds as an almost invisible trickle, then suddenly
for a hundred yards or so became deeper and clearer,
mooth stones and presently
opening out into a _ljt_gc_gf‘)?_l»ringed by grass of a brilliant
vm}é;r: Which no doubt had made this particula.r
spot the ch01ce of the party with the wagonette for their
picnic. A stout bewhiskered elderly man with a solar topee
tipped over a large scarlet face was lying fast asleep o his
back with his hands crossed over stomach swathed in a

running quite swiftly over the s
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scarlet cummerbund. Nearby, a little woman in an elaborate 4 ‘ ;
silk dress sat with closed eyes pr opped against a tree anda
pile of cushions from the wagonette, fanning herself with
a palmleaf fan. A slender fair youth - or very young man —in
English riding breeches was absorbed in a magazine, while F |
another of about the same age, or a little older, as tough |
and sunburned as the other was tender and pinﬁk of cheek, |
was engaged in rinsing the champagne glasses at the edge f | ‘
of the pool. His coachman’s cap and dark blue jacket with =
silver buttons were thrown carelessly over a clump of reeds, &
exposing a mop of thick dark hair and a pair of strong “f‘
copper-coloured arms, heavily tattooed with mermaids, “‘
Although the four girls following the endless loops and |
turns of the wayward creck were now almost abreast of |
the picnic party, the Hanging Rock remained tantalizingly ¥
hidden behind the screen of tall forest trees. ‘We really must |
find a suitable place to cross over,’ said Miranda, screwing 5‘
up her eyes, ‘or we shall see nothing at all before we have fv |
to turn back.” The creek was getting wider as it approached 4 ;‘
the pool. Marion Quade produced her ruler: ‘At least four
feet and no stepping stones.’

Tvote we take a flying leap and hope for the best,’ said

[rma, gathering up her skirts, “Can you manage it, Edith?’

Miranda asked.
T'don’t know, I dop’s want to wet my feet.’

‘Why not?” asked Marion Quade, ‘
‘I might get p 1 i =
(e onia and die and ¢ [
_ teasing ine and beﬁ%—: ————— |
" The bri i »
e rtlhgebf lfas't-ﬂowmg water was crossed without
, ObVIous approyal of the young coachman
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who had greeted their approach with a low penetrating
whistle. As soon as the girls were out of earshot and
walking away towards the southern slopes of the Rock, i
the youth inriding breeches threw down the Hlustrated [
London News and strolled down towards the pool. ‘Can

Ilend a hand with those glasses?’

‘No, you can’t. 'm only giving ’em a bit of a lick over

so Cook won’t rouse on me when I get home.’
‘Oh...Isee...I'm afraid I don’t know much about*

washing up . .. Look here, Albert . . . I hope you won’t mind
my saying so, but I wish you hadn’t done that just now.’
‘Done what, Mr Michael?’
“Whistled at those girls when they were going to jump

over the creek.’
‘It’s a free country as far as I know. What’s the harm

in a whistle?”
‘Only that you're such a good chap,’ said the other,
‘and nice girls don’t like being whistled at by fellows they

don’t know.”
Albert grinned. ‘Don’t you believe it! The sheilas is all

alike when it comes to the fellers. Do you reckon they come

from Appleyard College?’
‘Dash it all, Albert, I've only been in Australia a few

weeks — how should I know who they arge? As a matter of
fact I only saw them for a moment when I heard you whistle

and looked up.’ :
“Well you can take my word for it, Albert said, ‘and

Ive knocked about a fair bit —it’s all the same ifit’s a bloody
m or the Ballarat Orphanage where

college they come fro
me and my kid sister was dragged up.
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Michael said slowlys msorty, I didn’t g we‘r
an orphan. m cleared out with a blok

‘As good as. After me mu
from Sydney and me dad walked out on the two of u ;
That’s when we was clapped into the bloody orphanage,’

‘An orphanage?’ repeated the other, who felt himself
listening to a first hand account of life on Devil’s Island. -
“Tell me - if you don’t mind talking about it — what’s it |
to be brought up in one of those places?’

‘Lousy.” Albert had finished the glasses and was neatl
putting away the Colonel’s silver mugs in their leather cas

‘Lord, how revolting!’

‘Oh, it was clean e;ough in its way. No lice or anything
except when some poor little bugger of a kid éets sent there
with nits in its head and Matron gets out a bloody great
scissors and cuts off its hair.” Michael appeared fascinated
by the subject of the o'rpl‘lanage; ‘Go on, tell me some more
about it . .. Did they let you see much of your sister?’ ‘

‘Well, you see, there was bars on all the windows in m:
day - boys in one classroom, girls in another. Jeez, I havgn.’.t.é a
thought about that bloody dumpmfor—donkey’.s' years. s
" Don’t talk so louc}. If my Aunt hears you swearin

»‘ she’ll try and make Uncle give you the sack.’

‘Not him!* said the other, grinning. “The Colonel :
E;OVV:; iIs ll(‘;‘)l;vaefltlerhhis horses damn well and don’t drink
bEmers s-ﬁnk o,f tl;u'dly ever, Tell you the truth I can’
it N.e stuff. ThlS ‘ere French fizz of your
s w ice and l-lght on the stomach.” Albert’s

dsimati as unending. Michael was filled with
aamiration, > ——

—

!
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‘T say, Albert ~ I wish you'd cut ou that p; Michael
stuff. It doesn’t sound H.ki Australia and anyway my name’s

Mike to you. Unlesskmy Aunt’s listening.’

‘Have it your own way! Mike? Is that short for the
.HQI,!OUI'?MQ Michael Fitzhubert what’s on your letters?
Jeez. What a moq;h{gl! I'wouldn’t recognize mine if I \;as
to see it written down in print.

To the English youth whose own ancient name was a
Z?,l‘l?d., pel ?9!‘3! possession that travelled everywhere with !
him, like his pigskin valise and well-filled notecase, this ‘

somewhat startling observation needed several minutes ||
A

of silence to digest, while the coachman surprisingly went

on, ‘My Da‘d} used to change his name now and then when
‘he got in a tight corner. I forget what they signed us up at

the orphanage. Not that I bloody well care. As far as ’'m
concerned one bloody name’s the same as another.” p
I like talking to you, Albert. Somehow you always get

me thinking.’ CLAD /
" “Thinking’s all right if you have the time for it,’ replied

g for his jacket. ‘I’d better be harnessing

the other, reachin
wants

up Old Glory or your Auntie’s fur will be flying. She
to get off early.

‘Right-o. I'll just stretch my legs a
Albert stood looking after the slim boyish figure grace-
fully clearing the creek. and striding off towards theKRct)EMk,.
st e o't mind betting he wants anothet

Stretch his legs is it?  don’t mind w
look at them sheilast .. 2That Jittle beaut with th? bla;k
curls.’ He went back to his horses and began stacking the

bit before we go.’

ndi sket \
nto the I dian straw ba M ;

5 )1‘('0 (\7 1

cups and plates i




ady out of sight when Mike

The f irls were alre
g He looked up at the

came out of the first belt of trees.
vertical face of the Rock and wondered how far they would

go before turning back. The Hanging Rock, accordmg
to Albert, was a tough proposmon even for exp erienced
climbers. If Albert was right and they were only schoolgirls
about the same age as his sisters in England, how was it =
were allowed to set out alone, at the end of a summer
g_ft_e;gggn He reminded himself that he was in Australia
/" now: Australia, where anything mlght happen In England i
o everythmg had been done before - quite often by one’s own _
¥ ancestors, over and over agam He sat down on a fallen log,
" heard Albert calling h1m through the trees, and knew that
thxs was the country where he, Michael Fitzhubert, was
going to live. What was her name, the tall pale girl with
straight yellow hair, who had gone skimming over the water |
like one of the white swans-on his Uncle’s lake? |
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