A PIONEER SQUATTER'S LIFE – By James L Willis
In order to show something of the conditions of life in the new district of Port Phillip, we reproduce in this chapter the previously unpublished diary of James L. Willis, which he kept for five months during 1837. Although not an official document, the diary fills out the story of early settlement with its vivid first-hand portrayal of hardships which had to be endured as a matter of course by all the new colonists, both in government and private spheres.

James Willis (1815-1873) was one of five surviving sons of Richard Willis (1777-1855), a wealthy Londoner who migrated to Van Diemen’s Land in 1823. There the father bred pure merino flocks on his extensive freehold property ‘Wanstead', but quarrelled endlessly with most of his neighbours and his own family.

James and two of his brothers brought more than 650 of their own sheep to Port Phillip in April 1837. With some difficulty they found their way to Melbourne and proceeded up the North bank of the Yarra River until they came to its junction with the Plenty River. Here they decided to 'squat' with the flock and farm a homestead.

One of James Willis's brothers, Edward (born 1816), later married Caroline, daughter of Charles Swanston, and become a partner in some of the extensive Swanston squatting enterprises.

The diary is printed by kind permission of James Willis's great-grandson, Dr R. W. Pearson.
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Sunday, 9th April 1837


Arthur, Edward and I embarked on board the Siren, she being freighted with 659 sheep, the joint property of the said Edward and his two brothers. Charles and William. Reached George Town heads and anchored until the following morning when we weighed and put to sea with a light breeze – felt symptoms of sea sickness — attempted to read "Count Fathom" upon deck — a decided failure - was obliged to lie down — ate nothing until Wednesday when we entered Port Phillip heads, a passage of not more than a mile across, through which the tide runs with immense rapidity.


Thursday, 13th April 1837


Anchored off Gellibrand Point, on which the sheep were loaded without one loss. Edward went on shore with the first boat — was obliged to stand knee deep in the water with his two shepherds carrying the sheep from the boat to the shore, a distance of some few yards, to prevent their drinking the salt water — during the whole day it blew violently from the North, causing a great surf on the beach.

Friday 14th April 1837

The wind still blowing — towards evening it rained. The tent was pitched in shelter the baggage and provisions from the weather. Edward hired a boat and sent most of the goods to Melbourne, the settlement. The horse and cart were loaded.
Saturday 15th April 1837

Left Gellibrand Point. Were obliged to take a circuitous route to the River Yarra Yarra (on the banks of which we had previously determined to sq​​​​​uat) in order to avail ourselves of W. Steele’s guidance, who was proceeding to his station almost nine miles off.
We breakfasted for the first time in this land of promise on tea, damper and bacon which we had with us. Put Jack in the cart, which was about half loaded with such things as we required for present use in the shape of provisions, tools, bedding etc. and commenced our march. Edward driving the cart, Arthur and I following with our guns, Master Buscan, Edward's spaniel frisking about in great glee after the confinement of shipboard, and the two men bringing up the rear with the flock of sheep. Such was the order of the march.
The day fortunately proved fine. Steele's party had started before us so that his marks were our only guide, which the dryness of the ground rendered no easy task to follow.
Reached the Salt Water River about noon, sadly disappointed in our hope of watering the cattle. Water quite brackish — found a dry place, attempted to cross it with the horse and cart. After spending half an hour in doing so the horse backed into a hole of mud. Unloaded the cart and succeeded in extricating the wheels and reaching the bank. Reloaded but found another stoppage a few yards off in the shape of a huge hill — again unloaded — carried the baggage up the hill, and by dint of shouting, thrashing and pushing and making sundry tacks along the side of the hill we gained its summit.
The sun by this time had set. Resolved to encamp for the night, having discovered fresh water higher up the stream and a brush yard which we purposed    
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repairing to fold our sheep in, when we found to our sorrow that it was about to be occupied by a flock of sheep, them coming in an opposite direction.
Set forward again in hopes of reaching Steele's, which according to the distance we had travelled we calculated was about two miles. Came upon a large plain which we began to think interminable until we arrived at a wood on our right, in which we determined to remain for the night, being almost exhausted from fatigue and want of food.

We still thought Steele's must be close to us and I discharged both barrels of my gun. I repeated it a second and a third time - at length we were answered by the report or a gun and we proceeded in the direction of it. It was a beautiful

moonlight night — not a breath of wind and the temperature was the most delicious I ever experienced. I extended myself on the grass — so did Arthur, and being some distance in advance of the cart, which poor Ned was driving (and with which he occasionally stopped to drop some word of encouragement to the

shepherds behind) we were enabled to rest in that position some minutes and enjoy it.
We were soon met by two of Steele's shepherds which he had kindly sent to assist us, and we presently arrived at his station, folded our sheep and entered his hut, where we found the old gentleman had loaded the table with pork, mutton and damper — a portion of which having washed down with a suitable quantity of tea, we spread our beds on the floor, and had it been warmer and less abundantly stocked with fleas we certainly should have enjoyed a few hours rest, but as soon as it was we did not oversleep ourselves.
Arthur was the honoured guest and had a hammock belonging to old Steele, in which he could scarcely keep the bedclothes on, owing to the blankets which were so filled with fleas as to be in perpetual motion the whole night. In the morning his body presented an unusual instance of the industry of these wonderful little insects having covered it entirely with small red spots. Edward and I had the benefit of the invigorating influence of the night air which wafted through the doorway and told us there was the hardest frost we ever remembered to have felt in a similar situation.

Sunday, 16th April 1837


Left Steel's. Arrived within two miles of the settlement. Made a brush yard for the sheep and bivouacked for the night.

Monday, 17th April 1837

Edward and Arthur went into town, the former to arrange for conveyance of the baggage and the latter to remain until the return voyage of the Siren, having tasted enough of the pleasures of squatting. Continued our route up the Yarra Yarra, on the banks of which about six miles from the anchorage is situated the town.


Travelled some four or five miles and arrived at a creek. Inquired of some sawyers if our sheep could be watered; they directed us to a place where the banks were so steep as to render it impossible for cattle of any kind to reach the water; retraced our steps — filled our keg from a hole (a succession of which the creek was composed) and encamped on the opposite bank.
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It being too late to construct a yard, and having ate nothing since morning, we were glad to halt even with the prospect of keeping a watch all night, which we were obliged to do when our sheep were not folded.
Tuesday, 18th April 1837

Being much fatigued with yesterday's exertion, we did not break up our encampment until eleven this morning and proceeded without any considerable difficulty about five miles to Robson's station, the first on the Yarra from town.

(By the way I am mistaken, for Smith and McKillop have two flocks running between Robson's and town).
There it was our intention to halt until we found a suitable spot of land for our station. Edward and I with our guns started on foot to woods about a mile off, where we procured the assistance of old Tom the shepherd, who conducted

us to a creek about two miles off running in a northerly direction. We pursued its course for three miles and found it to be a permanent stream.
We crossed it and came to our present one, which although rather thickly timbered we have every reason to be satisfied with. It is bounded in the South and East by the Yarra. The stream I have alluded to forms its western boundary (which we call Edward's Rivulet, but I perceive the surveyors have on their charts dignified it by the name of the 'River Plenty'), while on the North we have a forest called by us Epping Forest.

Such is the spot selected by Edward for his place of residence for four or five years at the least, when it is hoped he will be able to leave this savage life and move once more among civilized beings to enjoy some of those pleasances which an unreasonable and unfeeling father will for so long a period have deprived him of. To witness his manner of life now one would scarcely suppose that he had lately had the management of his father's estates in Van Diemen's Land (yielding some thousands annually, which the proprietor contrived to get rid of and then upbraided his sons Edward and William with bad management and having ruined him).
His employment here during the day is that of a common labourer, and at night he is in momentary dread of losing all he possesses in the world by the attacks of the wild dogs of the country, his ears being alternately regaled with their hideous howls and yells, the squeaking of the flying squirrels, the corkscrew-like noise of the possums and the gloomy monotonous note of that frightful bird the 'Mow Pork', which "concord of sweet sounds" is not unfrequently accompanied by the report of our firearms and the shouts of ourselves and men to frighten the dogs from us.
Wednesday, Thursday and Friday were employed in erecting a yard at Wanstead, the run (so called after a place of that name known to us in Van's Land) and clearing a ford over Edward's Rivulet.

Saturday, 22nd April 1837
Set out from Wanstead — reached the ford — crossed with the sheep but found the banks too steep to get the horse and cart over. With spades, axes and tomahawks we commenced digging away the bank on each side, but finding at noon that we had still a day's work before us, we walked the horse over and carried
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the contents of the cart across. We then lowered the empty cart by means of a rope into the stream and fastened the horse to it on the opposite side with rope traces.
This plan failed as the horse had no power of draught, so we were forced to pull it out the best way we could. This method succeeded, though not until we had been tugging and pushing and bursting ourselves for about three hours. This Herculean labour being accomplished, we reloaded the cart and ascended the first rising ground, when we found about a quarter of a mile from the ford the yard which Edward and Stockly had built the day previous.
Erected our tarpaulin into a sort of gipsy-looking affair to shelter us from the dews of heaven, and after a hearty meal of damper, bacon and tea we lay down to rest, and although our sleeping place consisted but of the rudest possible contrivance, and in country equally wild looking, we both declared in the morning that we had had visions of feasting and dancing, of splendid apartments, of beautiful women and of delicious music flitting before us all night.

I could hardly avoid a slight shudder when I first awoke to see a huge mass of food lying close to me, which one of the men with a beard ten days old asked for, calling it 'the damper'. Verily it was a damper to the delicate state of my feelings at that instant, but it was but for an instant, for I presently commenced an attack upon it myself and thought it very good feeding for a beggar as I then was, and still am. Just after crossing the ford a ewe was taken ill and died that evening.

Tuesday, 23rd April 1837

Edward went to town. Returned on Tuesday with the baggage and provisions we had stored there. The carter succeeded in upsetting his cart half way, smashed the tea chest, and caused two cases to discharge their contents on the ground—picked up the pieces—fortunately nothing was found missing. Arthur arrived from the settlement, assisted in pitching our tent and making sundry improvements in our domestic arrangements.

Wednesday and Thursday, Edward and Fletcher repairing the brush yard.

Friday, 28th April 1837
Edward and Arthur rode a few miles up the creek, found a small spot of good grazing land five miles off, the space between being almost entirely forest. Arthur left us in the afternoon, taking with him our dispatches for Van's Land.

Sunday, 30th April 1837

Edward repeated his visit to Melbourne in the hopes of finding letters from home. Returned on Monday disappointed.
Tuesday, 2nd May 1837


I walked to the settlement in three hours—dreadfully warm. Arthur still waiting for the Siren. Parsons and Naylor looking for an opportunity to Van's Land. They had succeeded in ascertaining the truth respecting the murder of Gellibrand

and Hesse, which it seems was perpetrated by a tribe of blacks who had never before seen a white man, whilst the unfortunate gentlemen were in the act
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of quenching their thirst at a lake about 60 miles to the westward of Geelong.

There are several lakes there situated, I am told, in the most delightful country yet seen about Port Phillip. One is said to be 60 miles in circumference, another 25 and there are many smaller.

They have laid out a very handsome town at Melbourne which at present consists entirely of turf and weather-boarded huts, a very primitive looking place. Three stores are already opened, all seem to be doing a tolerable business.

Fawkner keeps a board and lodging house. His one-eyed genteel wife makes things as comfortable as one can expect. He has plenty of books and suffers his lodgers to read them without any additional charge, which is very liberal of the man. I enjoyed myself for a few hours there amazingly, I could spend a few days among his books pleasantly enough if Mrs F. made herself less cheap, for she and her elegant spouse preside at meals and her extreme condescension and affability to her guests is sometimes quite overwhelming. Closed and delivered our letters to Arthur for Van Diemen's Land.
Wednesday, 3rd May 1837

The Hetty and Henry arrived from George Town. Read some newspapers. Nothing new except that the Colonial Times has discovered that Sir John Franklin has faults as a Governor as well as Colonel Arthur, and that the Montagu and Forster influence still prevails.

From 11 o'clock to five Fawkner’s room was converted into a Court House. Captain Lonsdale (the whole inhabitants of the town being his listeners) took examinations against an Aboriginal man brought up from Geelong, having a coat supposed to have belonged to Mr Hesse. Buckley acted as interpreter, but the black was too cautious in his replies to enable them to draw from him how he acquired the coat, indeed strong suspicions were entertained of his being concerned in the murder. He had the very aspect of an atrocious villain.

Dined as soon as the Court broke up. Praised Mrs. Fawkner's curry which was of rabbit and certainly excellent. About 8 o'clock in the evening Parsons, Naylor, young Gellibrand, old Learmonth and old Hopkins went down the river to the Henry — a precious cargo for Launceston.
Parsons is a jolly good fellow. Mr Naylor I like exceedingly, he is a very nice gentlemanly man. He promised me he would visit Wanstead on his way to Hobarton. I think our dear Mama would like him much. By the bye he told me he was a fellow passenger with Charles Birthon from England. He thought him a very decent fellow, though rather peculiar in his appearance. I forget now how the subject came about.
I had some conversation with Arthur today respecting my entering the firm again, which he seemed to think would be desirable, having no prospect of doing anything for myself except as a quill driver, and being at enmity with my affectionate and forgiving father (an event deeply to be lamented) I could not expect to be successful in an application for a Government appointment. I therefore consented to his procuring my re-admission into the Hobarton house, or, in the event of an establishment at Port Phillip, to his fixing me at that place. He very much regretted my ever having left Garrett, with whom I should soon have been as comfortable as I could desire, it being his father's intention
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shortly to make me a partner. But the fates would have it otherwise. They never intended that I should be prosperous long together, I am convinced. Some are born under a lucky star, and some an unlucky star. None of the former could possibly have been shining at my introduction into life. An income of some four or five thousands a year would make this world to me a very beautiful world, but as it is I have ever found it as much the reverse as possible. For more than seven years have I been a clerk—a paltry clerk, and now I find myself even poorer than a beggar. I certainly have not acquired the valuable art of making money during that period.

About half past eight this evening it commenced raining and continued for several hours, accompanied by thunder and lightning the most terrific I ever witnessed. I congratulated myself on being comfortably housed and thought of poor Ned at the Inn, as this was the first rain we had had since our landing. I laughed very heartily at his description of it on my return although it was beyond a joke while it lasted.

He said that it must have been about ten o'clock when in a sound sleep he was awoke by a desperate rush in the sheep fold. At the same instant he heard the two men shouting and hallooing in the most vehement manner, and one flash of lightning which illuminated the tent was followed by a deafening clap of thunder. He sprang from his bed expecting to find all the sheep scattered and an easy prey for the dogs, for so dark was it that you could not see beyond your nose.


The first thing he did was to cheer the men on by his voice. Another blaze of lightning for some moments blinded all three of them and they reeled about insensible. Fletcher ran against a tree, a branch of which had wellnigh ripped his bowels open, and then measured his length on the ground where he lay several minutes in momentary expectation of being swallowed up in the earth. Stockly at a short distance from the yard called to Fletcher to open the gate, for he thought he was driving the sheep before him; when undeceived he ran up to the fire and enquired 'whose fire that was', his hair literally stood on end, he was in his shirt and presented a picture of the most unutterable despair.

During this time the rain descending, the wind blowing and the repeated peals of thunder was such as to appal the heart of a lion. Fully convinced that the wild dogs had got among the sheep the men shouted, yelled and uttered every variety of noise to frighten them away. They both behaved uncommonly well throughout, but such was the tremendous war of the elements that they anticipated nothing short of an earthquake as they declared to me afterwards.

Suddenly it became fair and they found that Master Bush, one of the sheep dogs, in his alarm had jumped in among the sheep as if he sought shelter from them during the dreadful convulsion. Edward stood some minutes at the door of his tent and on reviewing the scene he had just witnessed could scarcely refrain from laughing when he saw the two men in their shirts running about like maniacs they knew not whither with their hair standing on end and bawling, squalling, shouting and screaming in the most frightful manner and falling prostrate on the ground, and then tumbling over a log. Another, mistaking the fire he had just left for some strange fire, fancying he was driving all the sheep into the yard when he called out to have the gate opened. A few of the sheep got out when the rush was made, but in the morning they were found standing quietly beside the fence.
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Thursday, 4th May 1837

I returned to Wanstead—showery all day. Until now we have been very fortunate in the weather which has been delightful. Mornings and evenings chilly, but as soon as the sun is above the horizon it is too warm to take much exercise. March and April I should consider the most pleasant season of the year — the Autumn.
Found Ned had been fishing today. I ate part of a splendid eel which I thought a very desirable change from salt pork—our bacon being all expended. The season for fishing is almost past. The first Sunday after our arrival here I caught half a dozen very fine black fish, decidedly the most delicious fish I ever tasted.
Talking of eating reminds me that last week one of the ewes E.W. was taken ill. Edward bled her — no better for two days — when it was deemed advisable to save her life by cutting her throat [sic] which was accordingly done in most butcher-like style by Stockly. The dogs had a most glorious feast on the offal. They come off rather poorly in the eating way in this country, all kinds of wild animals (save the wild dogs) being scarce owing to the enormous appetite of the natives. Opossums are rarely seen.

The ewe proved very poor meat. Fletcher made us sea pies of it so long as it lasted, a great treat to us. One of Wood's shepherds, old Tom, happened to drop in just as we were going to dine off one of them. He had tasted nothing but salt pork for twelve months and therefore made a most desperate attack upon this pie — I was exceedingly amused to see the poor fellow enjoy it so much and wondered to see him walk after such a prodigious meal — enough to keep me for three months.
Friday and Saturday both wet, evident symptoms of the approach of winter. The temperature colder.
Sunday, 7th May 1837

Edward went to Melbourne, found the Siren had arrived. He and Arthur pulled down the river where she was lying, six miles — no letters — very much annoyed to have had his trouble for nothing — raining all the way down—delightful.
Monday, 8th May 1837

Showery. Edward returned, bringing a fine kangaroo dog with him who has gained some celebrity as a destroyer of the wild dogs — gave only thirty shillings for him — very cheap if he prove as good as he is reported.

Tuesday, 9th May 1837

Very wet. Drawing logs for the sheep yard. Hard work, as well as dirty, lifting those same logs. Smoked a cigar, went to bed — wished myself anywhere but at Port Phillip.

Before I left Van Diemen's Land I had entirely abandoned the filthy practice of smoking, but since my arrival here from the first I have found it quite a luxury to smoke a cigar after breakfast, dinner and supper, sometimes two there is a soothing, enervating influence produced by a cigar which when one wishes to do nothing but lounge and think, or dream, or whatever it may be
Page 191

called — is very agreeable but then one must not be disturbed, or be obliged to undergo the labour of talking — I have spent some delicious tho' idle hours in that way here — particularly when Edward has been away and I have had a fit of the blues. I have then run to the tent for a cigar and puffed away at a furious rate lying basking in the sun.

Still showery and cold in the occasional gleams of sunshine during the day. Drawing logs for the yard. It would amuse some of our friends in Van Diemen's Land to take a peep at us. We take our meals in the open air unless the rain be so violent as to wash the tin plates and pannikins off the table, which cannot be put upon legs until placed in the hut we propose to commence next week — it is at present supported by four logs about six inches from the ground, one of which, the thickest, serves us as a seat on one side.

Our fire is in front of us with a kettle of tea, tea pots being superfluous at Port Phillip. We are surrounded by three or four hungry dogs watching for a mouthful. There is a lump of salt pork in a tin dish, and a damper weighing about twenty pounds, sometimes relieved by a few birds or fish, the latter very seldom now. The men sleep under the tarpaulin, which also protects from the weather a cask of pork and divers other stores.

Our tent is pitched a few yards off, one side is piled with flour, sugar, tobacco, and our two trunks placed one on the other, form a dressing table covered by a thing intended to look white, its original colour, but being spotted with ink, gunpowder and a variety of other ingredients which have occasionally dropped thereon, together with drops of rain and marks of dust, it would at present be a hard task to convey to anyone the pleasing diversity of colour it presents to the admiring eye of the beholder. We think at some future period of getting it washed.
Our mattresses are laid on the ground, each with a gun case along its side by way of uniformity. A sheep skin serves for a carpet, a trunk of books for a chair; a bag of soiled linen at night keeps the door closed. My writing desk is now on my pillow and I am half reclining, half sitting at it. If I am in want of a bright thought, I have only to turn to the right and cast them on a bar of soap or a bag of sugar.

Wednesday, 10th May 1837

Fine day rained in the evening. Edward and Fletcher putting up the log yard. 
Thursday, 11th May 1837

Fine all day, rain during the night. The log fence still the order of the day. 
Friday, 12th May 1837

Showery in the afternoon. I watered old Jock at the ford. Had a famous wash there. Water cold. Tom and Shepherd met me on my return home — invited him to dine. Much amused by his original manner of describing his encounters with the wild dogs. A very droll old fellow. After telling all his good stories, which he had only given us some twenty times before, he lighted his pipe, a short black one — and toddled after his sheep. The Mary a new cattle ship and the Enterprise
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arrived from Launceston, the latter with John Wood. Expect letters by him.

Left a piece of pork boiling — the water boiled away. The rain extinguished the fire and Master Buscan inserted his nose in the pot and withdrew the contents which he managed to discuss before the affair was discovered, leaving us to sup off some birds we fortunately had just shot. Sentenced him to starvation for one day. Ned and I smoked a cigar and retired for the night. Talked of friends in Van Diemen's Land. I lay thinking until three o'clock in the morning — went to sleep — dreamed I was not a beggar.
 

Saturday, 13th May 1837

Rain and sunshine at intervals throughout the day. Completed the yard four logs high, the fifth log to be placed after the hut is finished. Much rain during the night.

Sunday, 14th May 1837

Breakfasted off pancakes and fish — drizzling rain for an hour. Went out shooting — took Spring and Buscan — saw two kangaroos — came to some very beautiful country about four miles from Wanstead. Edward talks of making a second run there some day or other. Spring caught a kangaroo rat much larger than in Van Diemen's Land. Shot some parrots—returned home about 3 p.m. quite fatigued. Washed, shaved and dined.

The parrots of which there are a great variety here are splendid, far surpassing even the rosella in V.D.L. — the colours scarlet, sky blue, black and green are all to be seen on one kind, forming the most gorgeous and brilliant plumage I ever saw.
Monday, 15th May 1837

Wet and miserable all day — preparing posts for the hut. Had a very splendid sea pie for dinner containing the following agreeable medley, viz., two kangaroo rats, two quails, four parrots, one wattle bird, two satin birds (of the magpie species) and a few slices of pork.

It was served up in a large black iron pot and was most delicious — poor Ned was filling his plate a second time. He took some pains to select the most savoury morsels and was just emptying the last spoonful of gravy when the log on which his plate rested slipped and its contents were deposited on a heap of ashes, and great was the laughing at the fall thereof, the dogs being the only animals benefited by the display of Ned's taste in helping himself. Went to bed. Read aloud to Edward an hour.
Tuesday, 16th May 1837
Fine — no rain — commenced the hut - beautiful sunset moonlight night - heavy dew — dreadfully cold. Read aloud until Ned went to sleep.
Wednesday, 17th May 1837
Lovely day — warm - windy in the evening, could not keep the lamp alight in consequence — moon shining fortunately. Had a stew of birds for supper - capital tho' it would have been all the better flavoured with ketchup — a little port
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wine would have improved it too. Smoked my last cigar how shocking. Shall I sport a clay pipe? No, I won't, it is a disgusting habit when it comes to that, besides it destroys one's teeth and complexion.
Thursday, 18th May 1837

Cloudy all day but no rain. Warm and pleasant, no wind. Splitting logs for the hut. Very much overcast in the evening, but an occasional glimpse of the moon nearly at the full. About seven o'clock a good deal of sheet lightning playing just above the horizon looked beautiful. Fletcher fishing — Stockly making legs for the table. Edward reading, so beautifully calm was it as to allow of the light burning.
I was very industrious — sitting on a bucket turned upside down and watching the embers of the fire, thinking of a thousand things. I often am inclined to think there must be some mistake about my present condition. I fancy I could spend so amazingly well an income of some five or ten thousands. What a delightful thing it is to have the command of money. How easy it would be to make people patronise you. What an excellent nice fellow I should become all at once. The magical influence of that same filthy lucre is truly surprising. I believe I never shall be a rich man - I have a sort of presentiment that it cannot be. I shall never be able to do more than earn a subsistence — drag on a mediocre kind of existence without having any very beautiful visions to look back upon, such as delicious music, captivating women, grand and mighty cities and a thousand pleasures and enjoyments that can be procured by money and when once seen one may almost live upon the remembrance of them. 
Friday, 19th May 1837

Dull morning, bright afternoon. Splitting for the hut. Cloudy night.
Saturday, 20th May 1837

One of the most superb days I ever witnessed, a clear and cloudless day. Warm and delicious as a summer's day. The sun set only to allow the woods and valleys to sleep beneath the sad and softened light of the moon which was at its full. It was indeed a most lovely evening, clear, cold and frosty, and after the labours of the day as we sat by the fire, or stood rather, we were able to enjoy it.
I have thought that the moon sheds a stronger light here than in Van Diemen's Land. Perhaps it is only owing to me taking more notice now in our house - less condition, than when nailed from morning 'till night to an odious desk — I used often to think that it is quite impossible for a clerk to be a gentleman — if I were an independent man I should certainly be confirmed in that opinion; but at this present time of scribbling I don't like to judge hastily and therefore won't say what I think.

Sunday, 21st May 1837

The tinkling of sheep bells awoke me about seven o'clock. Peeped through the door of the tent. Saw a heavy fog all round, which was presently dispelled by the welcome rays of the sun. Surprisingly cold. Had a splendid black fish for 
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breakfast (about two feet long and weighing nearly four pounds) which we found greatly improved by some essence of anchovies. Still without news from V.D.L.

After making a most elaborate toilet Ned mounted his horse and rode off for Melbourne. High wind until the afternoon. Edward took with him letters from me to the following, Mama. Ellen. Richard and Corbett. As my memory is none of the best I make this mem. to refresh it when I return in case I should be taken to task for not writing. I have now addressed epistles two to my dear Mama, ditto to my very excellent brother Richard, one to my delectable sister Ellen. ditto my fine brother Charles and two to my very much valued friend William Henry Corbett. Fletcher made one of his distinguished sea pies of birds, last week's sport. Very good, that the dark pepper had discoloured the paste and the pork made it savour too much of its saltness.

About dusk this evening a violent gale of wind came on, which lasted half an hour and was followed by a heavy fall of rain. It was almost a hurricane, sending the fire before it and raising the ashes in a cloud into the air. I was surprised to see the tent withstand its violence. It only loosened the pegs on the side exposed to it, giving it the appearance in the morning of being lopsided. A few more 'its' would make this sentence most harmonious.
Monday, 22nd May 1837
Rain and wind all day. Edward returned front Melbourne, bringing letters from Charles, William and Kate and a very hurried note from dear Mama evidently written under feelings of considerable excitement caused by a renewal of my father's brutal conduct towards his children, whom it seems he has exposed to insults from his servants, and because they resent it he (the delicate-minded father) threatens to kick them out of his house, and that in presence of his wile, their Mother. So much for his gentlemanly feeling, his notions of decency and decorum in presence of a female, to say nothing of that female being his Wife and the mother of his children. 
This state of things cannot last long. Some fearful crisis is at hand. Some impending calamity awaits our family. I dread to conjecture when my father's unnatural conduct will have an end – he has driven all his sons from his roof and by heaping indignities and unjust reproaches upon his wife seems either to wish her to follow them, or seek rest in another world, being resolved that in this she shall find none.
I dare say I am not singular in my opinion on this subject, but it matters little to me whether I am or not. Such is my firm conviction of its truth that nothing now could induce me to think otherwise. Nor would I deliberately write (altho' only in this paltry thing I call a journal) what I should hesitate to avow to the man himself - to all the world were it necessary. But this is too painful a theme to dwell upon. I could say a great deal more. I could explain the cause of this infatuation prompting in his heart hatred towards his family; but I grow disgusted at the very remembrance of it — I have already polluted this sheet of paper with the name of a father who loathes the sight of his child — of a husband who does anything but honour and protect his wife, who outrages her feelings and strives by every possible means to render her home as miserable as it should be happy — I have therefore said enough. 
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Tuesday, 23rd May 1837
Fine morning. Wet afternoon. Drawing logs for the hut. Slow work — no hired men — all done by our own hands. Ned acts carpenter — he is adzing logs — says it makes his back ache. Two ewe lambs have been missing some days. Still wanting. We have given them up — they have been searched for in vain — both very sickly.

Moonlight night. Ned reading the 'Corsair' — very beautiful tale. Byron is a great favourite of mine. I shall buy his life (and writings) by Moore unless I can get some good natured person to present the vols. to me as a 'token' of their esteem, regard and affection.
Wednesday, 24th May 1837
Dull all day. Looked threatening but no rain. Lambing has commenced some days. Nine already dropped — six of which are males. On Sunday while Edward was in town I amused myself for half an hour by practising at a target with a pistol, cleaned and reloaded it. Took the pocket pistol — found a difficulty in pulling the trigger — loaded a second time with buck shot. The pistol burst in my hand, the lock and barrel flying in one side behind me, leaving nothing but the stock (split across the trigger) within my grasp — fortunate escape — might have caused my sudden exit from this world of woe.
Thursday, 25th May 1837
Cloudy morning. Afternoon warm, bright, and delightful. Breakfasted. Washed at the rivulet. Shaved. Shot two parrots — dined. Shot two more. Admired a very beautiful sunset. Heard the tinkling of the sheep bells. Saw them walk into their yard or fold — supped. Our ears were regaled some two or three hours with the highly intellectual conversation of John Fletcher and John Stockly, the shepherds. Warmed my toes. Went to rest much edified — dreamed of Aborigines — building chimneys — sheep — split stuff — and London. 
Friday, 26th May 1837

It commenced raining this afternoon and continued all night. Reading 'Tom Jones'. Edward accompanying 'Peregrine Pickle' to see 'Emilia'. 
Saturday, 27th May 1837

Still raining. We remained in bed until the afternoon when it ceased for an hour. Ned walked to Wood's to get John to assist us in roofing the hut, which it is highly expedient we should inhabit before our beds are washed from under us, seeing also that at this present time of writing we have both bad colds which we attribute to our present houseless condition.
Sunday, 28th May 1837

Dull and miserable — at supper this evening Fletcher made sundry attempts to light the lamp before he could succeed. The night was dark and cloudy and there was some wind. The light resisted the puffs of wind until we had all seated ourselves round the table when to infinite confusion, and as I was in the act of cutting a slice of pork, out went the light, away flew the candlestick, which 
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Fletcher had perched upon a huge tin dish and had placed on the weather side of it a board, by way of protecting the luminary from sudden gusts - I rose with the laudable desire of assisting Fletcher in re-lighting the lamp, for I saw that his stock of patience was nearly gone, my knee struck the table which was not proof against this unexpected shock, it gave a lurch, tottered, and fell, when the pannikins of tea, the pork, damper and rice, together with the plates and knives and forks were all thrown in wild disorder around us.

The wind now abated considerably and we succeeded in keeping the lamp alight which revealed to our view a most delectable chaos. A scramble ensued, in which the dogs persisted in joining, and it was with difficulty that we managed to satisfy ourselves with the fragments rescued from their devouring jaws. 

Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday, 29-31 May 1837

Hard frosts, as severe as I ever felt, followed by clear and lovely days. 
Thursday, 1st June 1837

No frost, dull and cloudy morning. Edward went to Melbourne for nails to put the roof on the hut. Assisted Stockly to fold the sheep. Lambs becoming numerous. Very troublesome. Most superb sunset. Went out shooting today — saw a kangaroo very large.
Friday, 2nd June 1837

Drizzling rain. Breakfasted off pancakes. Shaved. Shot a splendid parrot — also a tomtit and a robin — the latter very handsome. 
Saturday, 3rd June 1837

Edward arrived from Melbourne with some gentlemen who came overland from Sydney. Two of them drove a gig the whole way, the rest on horseback, having crossed four rivers and met with no kind of impediment. They accomplished the journey in about a month. Edward with his visitors after dining returned to town, where he has to arrange respecting the payment for two allotments he purchased for Willis Macintyre and Co.
This evening the wild dogs made a tremendous howling. I discharged about a dozen rounds, which silenced them for a short time, when they again commenced and kept up a concert of the most frightful and diabolical music I ever heard in this place among the canine race. I let Spring loose and he bounded away and did not return for some hours — we heard his barking and went out in the direction but could not see him. We think he was chasing a kangaroo which was more than a match for him and caused his barking.
Sunday, 4th June 1837
Beautiful day, deliciously warm. Breakfasted, read. Wrote to Connell. Shaved — did nothing — expected Edward with letters — basked in the sun for an hour — had a rice plum or plum rice pudding for dinner.

Monday, 5th June 1837
Frost—fine day—Edward returned from Melbourne. Only one letter — from 
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Charles reporting the continuation of the war which is not likely to terminate until some domestic or pecuniary calamity befalls the oppressor. Such a one as may cause him to repent having tyrannised so long. 
Tuesday, 6th June 1837

 Frost and fine weather.
Wednesday, 7th June 1837

 Frost and fine weather.
Thursday, 8th June 1837

 Wet and windy. We were honoured by a visit from John Wood, our next-door neighbour, who had not many days arrived from Van Diemen's Land — his first enquiry was for tobacco, which having been given him he produced from his waistband pocket a very black and tasty looking clay pipe from which he puffed away, seemingly much to his satisfaction, during his stay, a period of some twenty minutes — when he borrowed Edward's horse and rode off. He is a good-natured little fellow though his manners are not the most refined.
Friday, 9th June 1837

Last night it blew so violently that we could not close our eyes until morning, we expected nothing less than to have the tent fairly carried away from over us, leaving us to admire the beauties of nature at our ease as we lay in bed.

Saturday, 10th June 1837
Dressed myself and walked to Wood's, where I mounted Old Jack and rode to Melbourne. No arrivals. Left some letters with Fawkner, who promised to put them on board the first vessel for Van's Land. Looked over the latest papers. Complimented Dame Fawkner on her good looks. Asked if she had any news or scandal to treat me with. Enquired for letters at the Post Office. Had my horse fed. Got some nails, pipes and other things, which having carefully packed in my saddle bags, I mounted my horse and returned to Wanstead.
Saturday, 15th July 1837

It is now more than a month since I took up this monotonous record of our still more monotonous life, during which time, brief though it be, many wondrous events have transpired. Richard is a second time a father, while our affectionate parent has kicked out those sons who were still within his doors (and who might have contributed, one would suppose, to his comfort and assistance), and seems almost to repent ever having imposed upon himself the duties of a husband and a father!

Things have come to such a pretty pass that Charles is now on his way to England on an embassy from us all to remove from the minds of our uncles the highly prejudicial impression received in consequence of the misrepresentations of our truly generous father.

Corbett, who by the bye has never written to me since my arrival here, is
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no longer the discontented needy bachelor I left him, but is absolutely a happy married man. He is an excellent fellow and deserves his good fortune.

Edward has not yet heard from his father, from whom he parted apparently on the best terms with wishes for his success, and even with a promise of sending him further assistance. Such unkind and inconsistent conduct could not fail of exciting our astonishment, did we not feel convinced that the man must be labouring under some unhappy delusion of the brain respecting his family.

Last Sunday week John Wood and young Stewart came to breakfast with us, having agreed to start with them on an excursion into the interior of the country.

Accordingly so soon as breakfast was discussed we mounted our chargers. Being provided with blankets and tin pots, and provender for three or four days, it was our intention to go to Stewart's place, from thence to Solomon's, Sams., etc. and then into the settlement, but when we had traversed the course of our creek the ‘Plenty' (or Edward's Rivulet, as we call it) some five or six miles, we came upon a tract of most excellent grazing land, which Master Ned thought so much superior to his own run that he and Wood, after holding a consultation between themselves, just discovered that they must return home instantly to dress sheep, Ned being determined in his own mind to move to this desirable spot forthwith and without delay.

We therefore rode to the top of a high hill, from which we enjoyed a view of the surrounding country for twenty miles and more in every direction, and had a pleasant ride to Wood's where we spent the evening. 
Edward went home the next morning before breakfast, leaving his horse for me to bring at my leisure. Upon search being made for his and Stewart's horses, they were nowhere to be found. They had been left loose with tethers, and we thought they would not leave Wood's mare who was tethered out. Stewart and I for two days amused ourselves in looking for them.
Wood went to Melbourne leaving us in possession of his cottage. On the third evening as Stewart and I were engaged at a game of drafts, Edward came to assist us to kill time, and for the first evening since our arrival here we played whist and discussed tea and red herrings for supper at the expense of our absent host. In fact we continued to get rid of one evening in a most satisfactory manner.

The next morning, by way of a little recreation after our exertions in tramping after the horses we must needs, all three of us, start off to walk to Melbourne, which wonderful feat we achieved in something more than two hours. There we found our truant host who looked rather debauched — he said it was with eating salt pork. I was inclined to impute his looks rather to liquids than to solids.
Thursday, 30th August 1837

I bless my stars that the winter is now over, for really one must have the constitution of a horse to stand sleeping in such a tent as ours, unlined, and our mattresses on the ground sans bedstead, sans anything to prevent the warmth of our bodies imbibing the pretty considerable quantity of moisture from the earth, the fruits of which I have been enjoying for the last month to my heart's content, or rather discontent. I was seized with violent and agonising pains in 
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my testicles. I was obliged to keep to my bed, where for three days and three nights I lay in torture, neither able to eat, drink or sleep and at night keeping poor Ned awake with my groans.

On the fourth day the doctor arrived, and finding that I was suffering from inflammation caused by cold, he ordered me to be immediately removed to town before he would venture to bleed me. With Ned's assistance I dressed and was lifted (being from pain and debility quite incapable of lifting a finger) on the horse which carried me to Wood's, two miles. I shall not soon forget the kindness I received from John Wood. Two servants followed me with my bed and I remained that night in his snug cottage.

Such was his anxiety for me that he rode that evening into town, and returned next morning with the only gig in the settlement which he borrowed off Mr Batman, who very kindly offered me a room in his house for which, as I was a stranger to him, I took the earliest opportunity of thanking him for such a gentlemanly piece of civility [that] was quite unexpected. But I thought it better to decline his offer as he was at that time an invalid himself, and moreover I was rather afraid of encountering the bright eyes of his daughter — for she might have evinced something like that tender solicitude for the wounded Knight's recovery which the gentler, the fairer, and the softer sex are never without, and which might have prompted something like gratitude in my breast towards the sympathising damsel, admiration probably would follow, and then God knows what. But it seems that the fates have reserved me for a better, or perhaps a worse des-tiny than would in such case have been the inevitable result.

However, be that as it may, I thank God that I am at length quite restored to health, indeed I think I enjoy better health and better spirits than I did before my illness. 
When I returned home about a week ago, I found that Ned had removed his sheep and headquarters to a far more desirable spot about seven miles higher up the 'Plenty' and for the first time we found ourselves in a snug turf hut eleven feet by thirteen, with a thatched roof and neatly whitewashed inside.

Ned has a very respectable bedstead in one corner built of wattle sticks; one in the opposite corner is being made for William, whose arrival we are expecting. A rude contrivance bearing some faint resemblance to a sofa stands in the corner near the chimney; it answers the double purpose of sofa by day and my bed at night.

Our table is a very ingenious affair, being a hair trunk placed upon four stakes knocked in the ground, which with two wooden seats entirely of a new fashion and to which we have given the name of chairs, completes our stock of furniture. I should not omit our bookcase, which is composed of three long wattle sticks reaching from wall to wall on either side of the hut, along which our extensive and valuable collections of books appear in formidable array, having their backs, however, towards the company.

On various parts of the wall are skins of birds, and preserved amongst which the tail of a black cockatoo extended in shape of a fan, its feathers being black and crimson alternately, is handsome; several wings and tails of parrots—three kinds—are beautiful — as well as the entire skins of parrots having almost all the colours of the rainbow, some of which are the most rich and lovely I ever saw. 
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Sky blue, lavender, crimson, scarlet. orange, green and black are the most conspicuous, all being exquisite contrasts to each other.

With respect to the climate of this country, I am by no means disappointed, for although we have felt some intensely severe frosts in our tent, some few weeks of rain, and a few very high winds, yet I never knew more than once that we had two days successively of rain, and rarely that the frosty morning was not followed by a bright and beautiful day. During the whole winter I don't recollect seeing more than three or four slight fogs at our station, which is thickly timbered. They were dispelled before breakfast, and at Melbourne where the country is less wooded such a thing has not, I believe, been known.
Mr and Mrs Rusken arrived about ten days ago and are delighted with the climate — indeed so pleased is he with his brief experience of the place that he vows he will fix himself entirely in so desirable a country. The weather during this present month of August has been delicious with very few exceptions.

Speaking of this enraptured personage reminds me that I shall probably in a month be a resident at Geelong in charge of a store under his orders, and in connection with a certain well - known mercantile firm styled Willis Garrett & Co. The last arrivals brought us no news of interest from our Wanstead friends. Garrett has replied very kindly to my letter. Corbett, having spent his honey-moon, has found time to think of his banished friend and he has filled three sheets of matter as interesting, friendly and satisfactory as I could desire, which has served to allay my wrathful feelings towards him. 
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