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Jresco; tea, coffee, cake, raspberries, gooseberries, - cur-
rants, and other fruits, being bountifully supplied. It
was an era in their lives—an event of pleasing con-
templation to the spectators. The children satisfied, a
like refreshment was next provided for their delighted
parents ; and after some very apposite observations from
the patron, the Rev. Messrs. Manton and Simpson, as
also Major Robertson (elected a member of the Com-
mittee), the state of the funds was declared. From this
it appeared, that a balance of 30s. remained in hand
from last year’s account : that £8 10s. had been collected
the preceding day: that the tea-tickets (1s. each), and’
one or two contributions, amounted to 60s. or 70s.; and
that, therefore, there were between £13 and £14
available for the purchase of next year’s prizes. To the
honour of Port Arthur’s contributions it should be
mentioned, that only a few weeks had elapsed since they
had subscribed above £16 in aid of the Wesleyan Mis-
sionary fund.

On Tuesday we visited the several artificers’ shops,
which are a mere adult duplicate of Point Puer. At the
iron-smith’s we witnessed the operation of file-cutting.
From the factories we walked to the scene of a recent
atrocious, motiveless murder. It is about three quarters
of a mile from the Settlement, in a lonely gloomy dell—
some of the neighbouring trees are still splashed with the
victim’s blood. From the depositions it appears that the
murderer, Belfield, a lad of 18, and Boardman, a lad of
17, were at work in the vicinity. Belfield complained of
thirst, and Boardman went some short distance to show
the other a creek where he might slake it. Both were
seen to leave the gang, but Belfield alone returned ; and
when questioned by the overseer of his comrade, he
declared he had ¢ bolted,” pointing in a direction the
opposite of the path they had pursucd. Boardman
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was accordingly reported as an absconder. A couple
of days elapsed, when a man cutting brooms thought
he heard groans, which as he approached grew more
distinct, until, at . the foot of a gigantic gum- tree,
clotted with gore, and fly-blown, he beheld the hapless
sufferer. Shouting for aid, and hastening to the creek,
he washed the vermin from the mouth of the mangled
creature, who was so disfigured as to be unknown by his
comrade, the person who sought to relieve him.. **Don’t
you know me, Tom? I am Sydney.” Assistance having:
arrived, he was forthwith conveyed to the hospital, where
he sufficiently recovered to .identify his assassin. It
appears that they had no sooner reached the creek than:
Boardman was assaulted by Belfield, who dealt him some.
severe blows on the head: the stick breaking, Belfield
seized a heavier one, and belaboured the poor fellow.
until he became insensible. Not satisfied, the young
monster ‘¢ jobbed” a haftless knife between the spinal
process of the neck, and then fled to concoct the story:
of absconding. Boardman lingered until ‘the 2nd of
January; and Belfield is now in Hobart Town Gaol.-
‘When we saw him in the cells at Port Arthur, he looked
a poor, simple, well-featured boy, with a countenance
expressive of anythingbut ferocity.. He did not attempt:
to deny his guilt to Mr. Manton, but wept bitterly. He
assigned no reason for the bloody deed, and, as no pro-
bable cause can be traced, it is one of utter mystery.

At the dockyard we found most of the people busily
prepared to heave down the Favouritein order to her
thorough refit: a launch for the Lady Franklin, alighter,
and an exquisitely proportioned 18-ton gun-boat,-cal-
culated to carry a long 32-pounder, were in a very
forward state, and .the timber of a ‘100-ton cutter in
process of conversion. We visited the - Favourite, a
cruiser of 430 tons and 18 carronades, with a crew. of
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jolly lads that my quondam acquaintances, Monarch and
Vernon, would have leapt sky-high at. From the Fa-
vourite we made a trip to the Government grounds, in
local parlance styled the garden. Several men were
busily occupied in building a rick of well-saved hay.
This domain is an enchanting spot, of which the
pencil, not the pen, can convey adequate conception :
wood, water, earth, sky,—all contrive to gladden the
eye, and charm the sense. Here at some future (per-
chance not very distant) day, when penitentiary and
penal settlements shall have ceased to exist,—here, in one
of the most beautiful bays, with a shore of the purest
sand, and waters of pellucid hue,—here the Tasmanian
steamers will flock with their joyous freightage of
watering-place visitors ; whilst the present Settlement, an
easy distance off, will eventually resolve itself into one
of the finest and most important naval arsenals—a
Plymouth of the south: the security and amplitude of
the haven, the facility of equipment, and the super-
abundance of choice building materials, all conducing to
the certainty of such result. On our return we boarded
the Lady Franklin, fitting with the utmost dispatch as a
troop and store ship. The brig Zamar shortly after-
wards came to anchor; and in the course of the evening
the beautiful Eliza, so that Port Arthur boasted alarger
fleet than I have sometimes, not many years back, seen
in Hobart Town.

The following mormng (Wednesday, the 12th) we
accompanied the Commandant on a visit to the Probation
Station at Flinders’ Bay, one of the numerous indenta-
tions of Norfolk Bay. Our course was by the tramway,
and a part of the route by which we first reached Port
Arthur. Flinders’ Bay is a new and very primitive
station, under the superintendence of Mr. Smith. There
are 200 convicts at present under his charge, with a
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serjeant and 12 privates of the 96th regiment. They are
as yet domiciled in bark huts; but slab ones are pre-
paring, as also cottages for the Superintendent, Mr.
Kilgour the surgeon, Mr. Dove the catechist, and the
several assistants. It may save repetition -if I here
remark, that a complete probation station is governed by
a superintendent, three assistant-superintendents, a com-
petent number of overseers . (all free men), a surgeon, a
catechist, and a military detachment: in addition, a
visiting magistrate is placed in such a part of the country
that two or more stations may come within his inspection.
The men are employed in the erection of all the requisite
buildings, forming roads and bridges, grubbing, fencing,
and cultivating land, which in an improved condition
will, it is presumed, at some future day be sold for the
public behoof. As their probationary terms expire, the
convicts are removed to Slopen Island, a station whence
they are subsequently otherwise disposed of. Flinders’
Bay party is yet in the earliest of these stages, being
employed in felling, burning off, and clearing land, and
providing themselves with the necessary quarters.. Itisa
magnificent-looking location, with an ample supply (even
at this dry season) of water. ,

The land seems poorand exceedingly stony, but, after
the soil I have seen reclaimed and made productive, it
would be extremely rash to pronounce Flinders impracti-
cable. Advantageous position frequently compensates for
inferiority of land ; and certainly this position is one of
very great advantage. Having made the tour of inspec-
tion, we set sail for Eagle Hawk Neck,—a hummocky,
sandy isthmus, situated at the extreme of a deep bight.
This isthmus is about a quarter of a mile in length, and
300 yards in breadth. Sentries are posted night and day ;
and, as a yet more infallible security, a chain of 13
ferocious dogs is placed at intervals across its breadth;
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these dogs receiving a regular ration from the Com-
missariat. Atnight a row of lamps, in the same direction
as the dogs, is lit up, a measure which precludes the’
possibility of escape. This singular formation is thus
the secure key of Tasman’s Peninsula ; and what is very:
remarkable, there is a like key (East Bay Neck) to
Forestier’s Peninsula. The first is a subaltern’s guard ;-
the latter is only now being made a post. These singular
formations lead one to the almost natural conclusion,:
that Tasman’s and Forestier’s Peninsulas were designed
for the purpose to which they have been applied.

The felons know the hopelessness of escape—that the
least appearance of smoke would betray their whereabouts,
because its existence would be communicated from every:
signal-hill ; that -they could not possibly ford the cordon
on either isthmus; and therefore that, being without
food, fire, or water, they had but one of two alternatives—
a lingerihg death, or inevitable surrender. Under such
considerations it must be self-evident, that no place could
be better chosen than Tasman’s and Forestier’s Penin-
sulas.- The former comprises an area of about 45,000
acres, the latter of 15,000, nearly one half whereof is
available, and much of it very excellent land ; land that
the probation parties mst, ere long; turn'to good account;
land which, whenever the peninsulas become free settle-
ments, will be the object of earnest competition, inter-
sected, as it will be, by capital roads, and accessible
on ‘so many points to water-carriage. '

It was on Forestier'’s Peninsula that Captain Booth,
some three years since, had nearly perished. In theanx-
ious desire to make himself personally conversant with
certain localities, he became entangled in an almost im-
pervious scrub, until at length extrication was beyond
his power. - The hammer of one pistol broke in  the
attempt to strike a light; the other was so saturated
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that it refused to give fire. Quite overpowered, he laid
himself down and slept. He awoke chilly and torpid, again
to sink in a state of exhaustion. In this horrifying state
did this excellent officer witness the fall of four successive
nights—the dawn of five successive days, without drink,
without food, without hope. His toes had begun to mortify
(the flesh sloughed away), and a lingering and agonizing
death seemed at hand. Suddenly the woods echoed to the
bugles of his anxious comrades, but their commander was
too far gone to utter a response. Itseemed a mockery—an
offer of life, but beyond his power of reach. His two faith-
ful kangaroo dogs clung to their master’s side. He saw
them lick the hoar.from the frozen leaves, a hint whereby
he profited, and felt: in some degree revived. .God at
length was gracious; the numerous parties in quest of
the missing . Commandant drew near—the dogs sprung
to greet them ; and, after a hundred hours of famine and
horror, Captain Booth was snatched from death, but
with an enfeebled frame and impaired constitution.

: Mr. Wilson, of the 96th, the officer. in ¢ommand at
Eagle Hawk Neck,—a merry, good-natured, generous
young man,—was on the look-out, and entertained us !
most hospitably at his quarters. The further shore of

the isthmus is washed by”the mighty Pacific, which

throws its - billows into the beautiful sandy cove called
Pirates’ Bay. . In this bay portions of the cliff’s base

assume the complexion of natural works, as remarkable

as- Staffa, or the Giant’s Causeway. This consists.in.

layers of rock, in square, long, oblong, lozenge, trian-

gular, and other shapes, all jointed with the most beautiful

and perfect regularity—some bound, as it were, with an

iron band, some perfectly smooth on the surface, some

ridged and fluted, some rounded in the centre, with a fine
cut-down border. Altogether it is a formation as beau-

tiful as it is singular; and although dissimilar, yet, in
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defaultof a more appropriate definition, has been styled the
tesselated pavement. Some of the officers of the Erebus

. and Zerror removed a portion, which may probably find
its way to the United Service Institution. In fature
times this pavement will become as much the object of
Tasmanian, as Staffa and the Causeway are of Scotch or
Irish, pride; and it is paying Pirates’ Bay no small com-
pliment when I pronounce its cliffs and promontories to
be fully equal to the bold and varied scenery of the
Antrim Coast. On our return #o the house of Captain
Booth, we had .an idea of the speed of the tramway.
There .is a shoot of a mile and a half near the head of
Long Bay, which is traversed at the rate of forty miles
an hour. It requires some little nerve at first to keep
one’s composure ; because, once in motion, there are no
stoppages, and the least obstruction would, as Jonathan
says, ‘“send carriages and their contents to immortal
smash.” The officers of the French frigate .Artemise
were in extacies with this descent, which, on a larger
scale, reminded them of the Montagnes Russes of Paris:
down they went, hollowing, shoutmg, screaming like
madmen.

The night of Wednesday was a turbulent one,
blowing half a gale; but thé morning sun that was to
light us .on our homeward path broke forth bright and
genial. However disagreeable to its constrained visitors, .
we found Port. Arthur a place of beauty, kindness,
courtesy, and good-will; a place where we enjoyed all
the comforts, and many of the luxuries of life ; and these
imparted with a cordial welcome devoid of affectation.

To take a summary of our five days’ residence,—a space
sufficiently long to see and form a correct opinion of
every thing,—we arrived at the conclusxon, that the main
purposes of its creation were wrought out with consum-
mate skill and great humanity. The discipline is, of
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