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STINGAREE STORIES. s

“Well, you ran against a snag that time,
Mr. Sanguinary Stingaree !”

“I couldn’t resist turning Howie into the
bishop and making myself his mouthpiece.
I daren’t let him open his lips! It wasn’t
the offertory that was worth having; it was
the fun of rounding up that congregation on
the homestead veranda, and never letting
them spot a thing till we showed our guns.
There hadn’t been a hitch, and never would
have been if that old bishop hadn’t run all
those miles barefoot over hot sand and taken
us unawares.”

Made with wry humour and a philosophic
candour, alike germane to his predicament,
these remarks seemed natural enough to one
having no previous personal knowledge of
Stingaree. They seemed just the sort of
things that Stingaree would say. But there
were other things that his chief listener had
to say, that he had been rolling on his palate
all the morning, and he may have listened
the less critically in consequence.

“You ran against a snag,” he repeated,
“and now your mate’s run against another.”
He gave the butt of his ready pistol a
significant tap. “And I'm the worst snag
that ever either of you struck,” he went on
in his vainglory. “ Make no mistake about
that. Do you know who I am?” :

“ Not an idea,” yawped our own Stingaree.

“ Ever heard of Superintendent Cairns?”
proceeded the other, digging him with his
barrel in the corded ribs. “ Ever personate
kim in your time—eh ?—before you looked
so high as bishops? Well, I’'m the real
Simon Pure !”

Stingaree was gazing squarely on his man.
The hump was by no means so pronounced
as he had made it on Rosanna ; it looked
more like a ridge of extra muscle across a
pair of abnormally broad and powerful
shoulders. There was the absence of neck
which this deformity suggests ; there was a
great head lighted by flashing and indignant
eyes, but mounted only on its mighty chin.
Such was the bushranger’s first impression of
one with whom he had latterly enjoyed every
hostile relation short of the personal en-
counter. He was conceited enough to find
in the flesh a coarser and more common type
than that created by himself for the honour
of the road. But this did not make the
real superintendent a less formidable foe.

“The most poetic justice!” murmured
Stingaree, and resumed in an instant his
apathetic pose.

“Jt serves you jolly well right, if that’s
what you mean,” the superintendent snarled.

“You’ve yourself and your own mighty
cheek to thank for taking me out of my shell
and putting me on your tracks in earnest !
But it was high time they knew the cut of my
jib up here ; the fools won't forget me again
in a hurry. And you, you demon, you sha'n’t
forget me till your dying day !”

On Stingaree’s off-side Sergeant Cameron
was also hanging an insulted head. But the
bushranger laughed softly in his chest.

“Someone has got to do your dirty work,”
said he. “T did it that time, and the bishop
has done it now ; but you shouldn’t blame
me for helping your fellows to bring a
murderer to justice.”

“You guyed me,” cried Cairns through
his teeth. “I heard! I heard! You guyed
me, blight your soul!”

Stingaree felt that he was missing a strong
face finely convulsed with passion—as indeed
he was. But he had already committed the
indiscretion of a repartee, which was scarcely
consistent with an attitude of extreme despair.
A downcast silence scemed the safest
policy.

“It used to be forty miles to the Corner,”
he murmured, after a time. ‘ We can’t have
come more than ten.”

“Not so much,” snapped the superin-
tendent.

“Going to stop for a feed at Mazeppa
Station ?”

“That’s my business.”

“It’s a long day for three of you, in this
heat, with two of us.”

“The time won’t hang heavy on owr
hands.”

“ Not heavy enough, I should have thought.
I wonder you didn’t bring some of the boys
from Mulfera along with you. They were
keen enough to come.”

Superintendent Cairns brayed his high,
harsh laugh.

“Yes, you wonder, and so did they,” said
he. “But I know a bit too much. There’ll
always be sympathy among scum like them
for thicker scum like you!”

“You're too suspicious,” said Stingaree,
mildly. “But I was thinking of the bishop
and the boss.”

“ They’ve done their part,” growled Cairns.
“They aren’t goin’ to interfere no more—
not with me.”

That had been his attitude on the station.
Stingaree had heard it through his weather-
board prison walls ; but the man had neither
the sense nor the selfcontrol to attempt
concealment of the fact. He revealed his
character as. freely as an angry child, and,



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



STINGAREE STORIES. 7

Stingaree set his teeth, lurched either way,
—and toppled out of the saddle in the
path of the cantering hoofs. His lashed feet
held him in the stirrups; the off stirrup-
leather had come over with his weight; and
there at his horse’s hoofs, kicked and trampled
and smothered with blood and dust, he
dragged like an anchor, without sign of life.

And it was worse even than it looked, for
the life never left him for an instant, nor ever
for an instant did he fail to behave as though
ithad. Minutes later, when they had stopped
his horse, and cut him down from the stirrups,
and carried him into the shade of a hop-bush
off the track, and when Stingaree dared to
open his eyes, he was nearer closing them
perforce, and the scene swam before him with
superfluous realism.

Cairns and Cameron, dismounted (while
the trooper sat aloof with Howie in the saddle),
were at high words about their prostrate
prisoner. Not a syllable was lost on Stingaree.

-“You may put him across the horse
yourself,” said the sergeant. *“I won’t have
a hand in it. But make sure you haven’t
killed him as it is—travelling a sick man like
that.”

“Killed him? He’s got his eyes open !”
cried Cairns, in savage triumph. Stingaree
lay blinking at the sky. Do you still refuse
to do your duty?”

“Cruelty to animals is no duty of mine,”
declared the sergeant: ‘“let alone my fellow-
men, bushrangers or no bushrangers.”

“And you?” thundered Cairmns at the
mounted constable.

“ I'm with the sergeant,” said he.
had enough.”

“ Right!” cried the superintendent, pro-
ducing a note-book and scribbling venomously.
“You both refuse! You will hear more of
this ; meanwhile, sergeant, I should like to
know what your superior wisdom may be
pleased to suggest.”

“ Send a cart back for him,” said Cameron.
“It’s the only way he’s fit to travel.”

Stingaree sought to prop himself upon the
elbow of the splintered wrist and hand.

“‘There are no more bones broken that I
know of,” said he, faintly. “ But I felt bad
before and now I feel worse.”

‘“ He looks it, too,” observed the sergeant,
as Stingaree, ghastly enough beneath his
blood and dust, rolled over on his back once
more, and lay effectively with closed eyes.
Even the superintendent was impressed.

“Then what’s to be done with him?” he
exclaimed, with an oath. “What's to be
done ? 7

“ He'’s

“If you ask me,” returned Cameron, “I
should make him comfortable where he is;
after all, he’s a human being, and done no
murder, that we should run the risk of
murdering him. Leave him to me while you
two push on with his mate; then one of
you can get back with the spring-cart before
sundown ; but trust me to look after him
till you do.”

Stingaree held his breath where he lay.
His excitement was not to be betrayed by
the opening of an eye. And yet he knew
that the superintendent was looking the
sergeant up and down, and he guessed what
was passing through that suspicious mind.

“Trust you!” rasped the dictatorial voice
at last. “That’s the very thing I'm not
inclined to do, Sergeant Cameron.”

“Sir!”

“Keep your temper, sergeant. I don't
say you’d let him go. But I've got to
remember that this man slipped through your
fingers once before, led you by the hand like a
blessed old child, and passed himself off for
me! Look at the fellow; look at me; and
ask yourself candidly if you’re the man for
the job. But don’t ask me, unless you want
my opinion of you a bit plainer still. No;
you go on with the others. The two of you
can manage Howie ; if you can’t, you put a
bullet through him! This is my man; and
I'm his, by the hokey, as he’ll know if he
tries any of his tricks while you're gone !”

Stingaree did not move a muscle. He
might have been dead ; and in his disappoint-
ment it was the easier to lic as though he were.
Really bruised, really battered, really faint
and stiff and sore, to say nothing of his
bonds, he felt himself physically no match
for so young a man—uwith the extra breadth of
shoulder and the extra length of arm which
were part and parcel of his deformity. With
the elderly sergeant he might have stood a
chance, man to man, one arm to two ; but
with Superintendent Cairns his only weapons
were his wits. They had stood him in some
stead so far; he lay and reviewed the situa-
tion, as it was, and as it had been. In the
very moment of his downfall, by instinctive
presence of mind, he had preserved the use
of his right hand, and that was a still un-
suspected asset of incalculable worth. It had
been the nucleus of all his plans; without a
hand he must have resigned himself to the
inevitable from the first. Then he had split
up the party. He heard the sergeant and
the constable ride off with Howie, exactly
as he had intended two of the three
captors to do. -His, fall alone introduced




Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN





