
To: Joseph Allen

Address: 132 Martin St, Dublin, Ireland


From: Anton Edwin Nelly

August 8, 1899


Dearest Joseph, 


It has been an eventful past few months. As I consider you an almost blood-brother, it is appalling 
to me that I haven’t sent you a letter in so long. Please accept my sincerest apologies for the lack 
of communication. Please do tell me how Mary is going. Would I be correct in saying Johnny is 
four now?


As you know, I have recently been offered a job at Broken Hill Propriety Company Ltd (which I will 
now refer to as BHP). It focuses on mining, and I was requested to survey a quaint town near 
Strahan, Tasmania, called ‘Queenstown’. At first, I was unsure of taking the offer, as I would have 
to travel approximately 18,000 kilometres from Ireland to Tasmania and transport my wife, Lizzy, 
with me. However, the pay is quite substantial and they were willing to let me explore Hobart first. 
Hobart sounds relatively dull in comparison to Dublin, but it interests me due to its history as a 
colonial port and its booming trade connections. Hence, I took the job.


2 weeks ago I arrived in Strahan, and I thought it to be a good time to send you a letter to update 
you on my happenings. I will start with Hobart. 


We strolled along a regal and bustling street called Salamanca Place that stretches for a few 
kilometres near the bay. People were bustling here and there, reminding me of bees buzzing 
around their hive. I think it would be a great location to hold a weekly market. The architecture 
gave me some pangs of homesickness as it much reminded me of the colonial architecture in 
Ireland. We also went on a lovely afternoon walk near Mt. Wellington. The view was stunning and 
Hobart looked quite meek in comparison to the landscape. I gained some insight into the 
Romantic ideology of the Sublime. 


The next day I left for Strahan. We travelled by a grand boat made out of Huon Pine. Apparently, 
this wood never rots, making it perfectly suitable for ship making. It took around one week to 
travel from Hobart to Macquarie bay near Strahan. The waves became quite rough at times, but 
you know I have a reputation for having an iron stomach so I wasn’t bothered. Lizzy didn’t take to 
it so well so we ended up resting for a few days at Sarah Island.


We stopped at Sarah Island before we got to Macquarie Harbour. We had to go through Gordon 
River to do this. I thoroughly enjoyed observing the natural environment and lush forests and 
considered the profit I could gain from logging. I might revisit that idea later. Sarah Island is an old 
penal colony that was run from 1822 to 1833. Many of the old brick and sandstone buildings 
remained, albeit fairly run down. Originally, the convicts were asked to clear all of the trees on the 
island, but the wind was so strong that they had to build fences up to 18m tall. The green of the 
grass was very vivid and almost neon in colour, and daffodils, buttercups and daisies could be 
spotted everywhere. For me, the most beautiful part of the island was a half-destroyed sand-
stone building that overlooked the water. It was on the top of a cliff, and at the bottom long grass 
led to the bay. I can certainly see why people referred to Sarah Island as ‘Hell on Earth’, but it has 
regained some of its natural beauty over time.


To reach Strahan we had to pass through Hell’s Gates which was perilous due to the narrowness. 
I find the repetition of the word ‘hell’ in naming places around here amusing, if not a bit daunting. 
The captain of our ship told us that even 10 years ago we would’ve barely been able to enter 
Macquarie harbour, but fortunately, some dedicated settlers added sand that widened the 
passage. 


Arriving in Strahan was a relief as I am not accustomed to spending such long periods of time in 
ships. However, I was glad to see more of Tasmania. Strahan is similar to Hobart but on a much 
smaller scale. I prefer the lively atmosphere of Hobart but I can definitely see some opportunities 
for growth in Strahan. The houses are somewhat rickety yet extremely charming, and I imagine an 
idyllic destination for a retiring couple.




My first task was to visit Queenstown and inspect gold. Travelling to Queenstown was extremely 
difficult as we had to trek through dense jungle and across rivers with torrential currents. It took 3 
days of consistent hiking to get there. Queenstown is a tiny hole in the ground with a few hastily-
assembled tents set up by gold-hungry miners. At first look, I knew there was no gold. I did still 
felt that there was potential. 


The next day I scouted more of the area and found an abundant source of copper. At first glance, 
copper is a seemingly worthless metal, but I realised that I may have stumbled upon my own 
‘gold’ mine. The copper was extremely good quality and could be found in virtually any rock one 
picked up. Hence, I decided to make an offer to the original owners of Queenstown. I let them 
know that there was no gold and proposed a deal in which I would take the land off their hands. I 
did leave out one minor detail, being the copper. I believe that I was doing my duty and I would be 
the best person to run a copper mine. I am extremely excited by the prospect of setting up a mine 
and I know I can make quite a profit. Do not be surprised if you receive more gifts this 
Christmastime! 


There is one major problem with the location of Queenstown, which I briefly described before. It is 
simply too inaccessible and practically impossible to transport copper from. Thus, I have decided 
that it is compulsory for us to build a railway line. Steam trains have had vast technological 
improvements and I think would be perfectly suitable to use. We would also have to build various 
bridges in order for the locomotive to have a smooth journey. Eventually, the railway could also be 
used for visitors to view the area as the surrounding natural environment is beautiful. I am 
envisioning stations in Lower Landing, Dubbil Barril, Rinadeena and Lynchford. I was even 
thinking that we could set up an annual railway trip that transports residents from Queenstown to 
Strahan so they can spend a day in the ‘big’ city. So many diverse areas of nature can be 
observed, one seemingly skips from one biome to another. Occasionally one has views of 
glistening bodies of water in the distance and rainforests climbing up the sides of cliffs. You 
wouldn’t believe the size and number of mountains either. 


I sent in the check to purchase Queenstown around a week ago and my venture has been 
approved by BHP. The wife isn’t too happy with the idea of moving to the west coast but I think 
she’ll change her mind when she sees Strahan. 


To celebrate the approval of my idea, a few days ago I visited Cradle Mountain with my wife. We 
went on a lovely bush walk around Dove Lake and visited a charming little cottage right on the 
water. The lake was still as could be and reflected the environment around it. Some of the trees 
around Cradle Mountain are old and gnarled with rough and peeling bark. At times, mist-shrouded 
the air giving it a mysterious atmosphere. Open fields of a mossy green colour also surrounded 
the mountains, and in the distance trees lined the horizon. Several wombats could be seen 
ambling through the fields. The hike reminded me of the walk to Queenstown due to the diverse 
natural environment. We crossed through a dense, rainforest-like area which seemed suddenly 
transformed into a muddy pathway. Snow lay in patches atop of mountains in the distance.


I am now back in Strahan and writing this letter to you. I hope it has not bored you as it is 
extremely long, but I felt it was necessary for me to include everything I have been up to. I am 
looking forward to you sending an equally long letter back. Do not hesitate to include even the 
most minute of details. 


Yours truly, 


‘Bowes’ Nelly 


