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To take s good straight look at Governor
Bowen, one wounld conciude, qnite wrongly,
that there, sight before one, stood 8 comfort-
able Devooshite farmer with oot less than 200 acres of pas.
ture land. One's first impression was, that Bowen was in-
tended by nature to be a British yeoman—a man quite un-
sophisticated in the craits and eu of my excellent
friend Barbades, For some reason he did not go down the
wine on that occasion. But he came out on the balcony of
the cslebrated Shamrock Hotel, at Bendigo, and sbowed
his pleasant form and ligure to, L shonld say, 10,000 peopla
—-mostly miners and their families. In less than fifteen
minutes he bad all those people in ecatacies abouti
him. He buttered up those horny banded sone of toil to a
nicety, and their wives and their dear littie children (if they
had any) ; and showed how titles and rank were next door
to nothing at all, whilst honest labour—and especially
mining labour—was everythiog in this world. What said
the puet of the people Robert Burns 1
Is there, for honest poverty

“Thai hangs his head, an’ a’ that
The coward slave, we pass him by,

We dare be poor for a’that | .
For a' that, an’ a' that,

Qur toils obscure, an’ a' thag;
The rank is but the guinea at.:t.lmp'
at!

Bowen on

Bendigo.

‘I'he man's the gowd for &'

thooeand throate ; hat waving,
of admiration from Cornish men
from Newcastle men ; from Laocs, and Pats, and Sandies;
while the women were in psrfect raptures.  And there stood
the Governur smiling—nevar turning a hair ; beaming wish

1 s and graci He knew the sort of thing that
poor bumanity liked—and he gave it to the multitade,

Cheern; ¢cheers from ten
i t, exclamati

At an agricultural show in the Ballarat dis-
trict [ last met Sir George. There was an
immense crowd there, too—but an agricul-
taral crowd. Sir George spoke, of course, to the great
gathering—and he collared them, in fitteen minutes, all the
same. Heo told them that rank and titles were of no account,
that labour—bucolic labour, the ploughman’s labour ; the
dairymaid’s labonr—agricultaral toil—was the only thing
worth counting. What said the poet—Oliver Goldsmith,
the poet of the villager?

Princes and lords may flourish or may fade,

A breath cah make therm, ar a breath bax made;

Hut & hold peasantry, their country’s pride,

‘When once desiroyed, can never be supptied,
{heers again, of course: Waas there ever so splendid a
Governor as this Governor—cheers ; applause ; coogratula-
tions ; excitement—and again Sir George smiled, and never
turged a hait, Wherever he went, ho was equal to the oe-
casion, apd dido’t be know how o lay it on !

Bowsn at
Batinghup,

‘Whean the show was over and the reception
done with [ began to think how [ waa to get
back to Maryborough. An expresa train, I
wan informed, wounld convey the Governor there at
5 pm. So I took things easy, and about five strolled
down to the atation. There hissed the engine gaily
decorated with gom branches. Thers was but one
carrisge — an immense thing, capable of seating 100
persons. I wna about opening the door, when the
guard interropted e — *this way pleass,” ha said—
and as be invited me dowa to the attached waggon,
be twld me that the carriage I was sbout enter-
ing was the Governor's carriage—' but this is for the
gentlemen of the press’ he observed—and opened the door
of the waggon. There were three rather dejected beinge
veated therein. Said I ‘This waggon waa origipally intended
for cattle—it won't suit me, nobow. There is plenty of
Toom ln the carriage—three men only don's require all the
space of 100! Ae for the Governor he himsslf says that
raok Is nothing whatever, but that labour—the labour of
the pen wan, of the pross man—is everything.’ The guard
esaid that Sir George Bowen only said those sort of thiogs on

The Express

Train,

BY Th€ RUTOGRATIG IDLER.

balconiea, addressing large andiences. Anywey I refused
point blank to enter the waggon and in & few seconds T was
standing on the platform and the train with the Governor
was moving on, &t the rate of 60 miles an honr, There was
no other available mode of conveyance so I had to walk
about 18 milea—and to be with the Governor gll the time—
& feat which I accomplished quite easily as you may learn
when I finish this atory.

Provided one does nct stand right in front of
it, an express train, travelling along the rails
at over sixty miles an hour, with & governor
like Sir George Bowen aboard, 1a a mugpestive object for
contemplation. It’a (the engine’s) long stream of steam
and of vapour, accompanied by sparks and glares trom
the roaring furnaces make one think, when datk-
nesn gathers in, of the fiery tail of Dongti’s comet,
the exact length of which even the Editor of the Wel-
lington Post cannot measure to an inch. There was
the train bearing His Excellency away to Palaver Land
and Happiness ; and there was I, a solitary being, on the
platiorm ; and whether to langh at Bowen, or at myself, or
&t the general plan on which things are constructed in this
world—I really dida’t know, nor indeed care muech. For
the Queen’s highway was quite close at hand, and it was
the privilege of any subject who could not command
carriage of any sort, nor yet dog cart, to walk npon it. I
watched the train till it dissppeared altogether ; the snort-
ing and the potfing of the iron Lorse grew fainter and
fainter, and soon the clonds of smoke were lost in darkness.
Perhaps no teain in this world ever carried, or wil! ever
carry, & greater prince than the express earried, just then,
He did not, exteriorally, resemble a prince of any sort very
greatly—but he was a great prince alt the same--a vice.
regal Prince Baranm—and not & bad fellow at all, but only

A Vice-regal

Barnum,

a—hem 1

That 1 was an idiot for not taking s seat in
the waggon will, [ dare say, be patent to
everybody but mysell. And for even pre-
tending to take Governor Bowen seriously, | was a still
greater ass. There is no doubt whatever ibat the three
rather dejected ones in the waggon, representieg the Mel-
bourne Argus, the Ballarat Star, and the Muddy Guily
Trombore, concluded I was a fuol before the train was oub
of sight. They bad a8 much comfort aa nien could wish
§or : plenty of champagne and other coarser liguove ; and
the wing of & turkey was availablein one of the hampers pro-
vided for that oceasion, in the waggon. Then the Governor
of Victoria waa actually within & few feet of them—
separated from them ouly by a board, and by that admir-
able contrivance called a railway buifer. Quite another
sort of buffer sent me tramping on the dusty bigh road
through bush cogntry ;: noting the gnarled trunks of anciant
gum trees asenme all sorts of fantastic shapes in the dark.
ness : listening to silence sud to solitude, and fancying that
the stars hiad something pregnant to divulge to humanity,
and would not be allowed to utter one word, but only te
wink ! Somewhere about midnight a sharp moaning wind
—a sndden and sad rustling of the leaves in the trees, is in.
variably heard in the Aunstralian forest. That mournful,
melancholy, rapid breath of nature strikes the hour in those
lonely regions ; aod oue can quite depend on ita accaracy,
It is the herald of the mew day: it whispers through ten
million billion leaves, that ancther morping is born to the
weary, tiling, struggling children of men! 1 heard the
whisper, and passed on.

The Morning
Whispar,

When I paced through the High-street of
Maryborough, thers were the usuval two or
three persons whom one alwayas observes talking mys-
terionsly at street cornera in the early morning, in all towns,
buat with that exception, not a soul wes to be reen. At the
MeIvor Hatel, His Excellency was, no doubt, fast asleep by
this time ; bot by the aid of the atreet lamps I could see
that the balcony of that sstablishment had been recently
the scene of loyal demonstration, and the Union Jack still
fluttered there. Aw for the office of the Muryboreugh Ad-

Ourk Buns,

verliser i6 was in total darkness outside, and very little
light was there, therein. This was the jouraal that Sir
Julios Vogel for a iderable period duncted ; but it ia
& fact that he was totally nnable to get to the front and to
shine, either at Maryboroogh or anvwhere slsa in Victoria,
and nobody thought much of his ability in the township men-
tioned—nor yet in any other township, till he cames to
New Zealand. This present writer filled, for thres years,
the place on the Acfverticer previonsly ocenpied by Vogel.
He—this present writer—dida't shine, any more than Vogel
did, in the eolony of Victoria. Nor does he shine—aa Vogel
did—in New Zealand. In the structure of the Universe (it
is somewhat of a consolation 40 know) thera arn snns —and
some of them gigantic suns—which never shine. Ne mortal
recognises any light in them ; for they haven’t got any.
But they occupy space; and go on revolving—and flling
some purpose or another in the awfol and mthereal regions
beyond Neptoune—all the same. What that parpose is,
Heaven only knows. Sometimes s dark sun presents a
wonderful phenomenon to mankind. It begina to shed
light, and to brighten, It goes oo, shedding more and more
light (just as Vogel did), and brightening more and more,
finally glittering with an effulgence equal to that of Sirine.
Then it goes out utterly like & rocket : like Aspinall the
greatest geniva that ever landed on thesa southern shores ;
or like Buckle whose brillinnt dazzling light was spuifed
out so suddenly and so disastroualy.

Thepowerful establishment wasin gloom. The
proprietor bad gone home (after waiting for
hours) in a toweriog rage, (as I hadn's turned
up}; and nearly everybody elee bLelonging to the premisea
had gone also. The editor was resting hia weary brain
between his bands, with his elbows on the tabla—and he
hadn’t the common couriesy even to look upas | entered.
I hout sBome trouble in getting things in train, and set going,
for everybody thought it was useless to attempt starting at
that hour to tell the story of the Governor's progress. DButa
friendly and sagacious and nil desperandum foreman was in
charge, rnd soon enough between ua (and he did the most
of the work}, copy poured into the composing rcom faster
almost thau they could take it away, We said very little
about the Agricnltaral Show, for that wasnot pressing, and
we knew all aboutit. About the Governor's progress and re-
ception—abont which we konew very little —we said ever so
much. The express journey was fully described ; and evens
Radicalbull, whichran in a large paddeck along the line, and
whichrushed to the railway fence inaveryinfuriated manner,
as the train approached, was mentioned, and the gross demo-
eracy of the animal duly condemned, while it wasnuggested
that the owner of the bull was to some extent responsible
for bis conduet and want of manners, as well as for hia too
evident political basia.

A Radical
Bull.

Between Raringhup and Maryborengh there
is & rural distriet called Carisbrook, where,
a8 wa koew, a halt was to be made to enable
His Excellency to be seen, and to apeak a few words from
the balcony of the Wheatsheal Ion to the farmers and
sottiers of that district. We dido’t bear the speech, but we
made it—made it quite essily for His Excelleney—all the
same. Is was, in fact, the rural speech of Sir (ieurge
Bowen. His Excellency complimented the farmers and the
farmers’ wives and children—if they had any—on their
happy and contented, and prosperous sppearance; and re-
ferred, in feeling terms, to the dignity of their industrial
avocatioos, which, after all, was the only dignity in thia
world worth thinking about. What were titles and rank,
compared with yeomanry or yeowomanry ; whas so grandly
musical as the whistle of the ploughinap, or the song of the
churn, mweking butter? The poev v the rural pecple of
Ireland bad answered the question, and Utiver Goldsmith
himselfl bad said :— .
Princes and lords may fourish. or may fade;
A breath can mako Lhem, s & breach has mpdeo ;

But a bold pearsantry, thuir rountry ‘s pride
When once destroyed, ean nover Le supplicd.

Rural Carls-
brook,

And 26 amid cheere and huzzas and applause, and cries of
*Thav's the sort of Governor we like I’ His Excellency de-
scenda from the balcony; and smiles, and shakes handa
with His Worship the Mayor and a few others—and the
journey is resunmed.

Although the distance between Carisbrook

Minlng . )

Marybo " and Maryborough is only & few miles, the
AryROrouEn: swo places are very ditierent, as also are the

populations, This latter in & ouce-celebrated mining din-

trict ; indeed Kong Meng, the wealthy Chinese merchiant
who recently died in Melbourne, got his lirst start there ;
and there is & well known quartz mine, snd indeed » line
of reef called afler him, 1o this day) Keeping these
matters in view, and remembering that the population
were moatly miners, it was easy enough to get on here quite
as well as st Uarisbrook. The Mayor of Maryborongh
bappened, st that time, to be an underiaker; and
we had to make & speech Jor him also. Now
there isn’t the alightest diiliculty aboot an ordibary



