STINGAREE STORIES.
By E. W, HorNUNG.
VIII..THE MOTH AND THE STAR.

I
CAARLINGHURST GAOL had
never immured a more inter-
esting prisoner than the back-
block bandit who was tried
and convicted under the
strange style and title which
he had made his own. Not even in prison
was his real name ever known, and the wild
speculations of some imaginative officials
were nothing else up to the end. There was
enough colour in their wildness, however, to
crown the convict with a certain halo of
romance, which his behaviour in gaol did
nothing to dispel. That, of course, was
exemplary, since Stingaree had never been a
fool , but it was something more and rarer.
Not content simply to follow the line of
least resistance, he exhibited from the first
a spirit and a philosophy unique indeed
beneath the broad arrow. And so far from
decreasing with the years of his captivity,
these attractive qualities won him friend after
friend among the officials, and privilege upon
privilege at their hands, while amply justify-
ing the romantic interest in his case.

At last there came to Sydney a person
more capable of an acute appreciation of the
heroic villain than his most ardent admirer on
the spot. Lucius Brady was a long-haired
Irishman of letters, bard and bookworm, rebel
and reviewer ; in his ample leisure he was also
the most enthusiastic criminologist in London.
And as president of an exceedingly esoteric
Society for the Cultivation of Criminals,
even from London did he come for a pre-
arranged series of interviews with the last and
the most distinguished of all the bushrangers.

It was to Lucius Brady, his biographer to
"be, that Stingaree confided the data of all the
misdeeds recounted in these columns; but of
~ his life during the quiet intervals, of his rela-
tions with confederates, and his more honest
dealings with honest folk (of which many a
pretty tale was rife), he was not to be persuaded
to speak without an irritating reserve.

“Keep to my points of contact with the
world, about which something is known
already, and you shall have the whole truth
of each matter,” said the convict. ‘“But I
don't intend to give away the altogether un-
known, and I doubt if it would interest you
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f I did. The most interesting thing to me

-has been the different types with whom I

have had what it pleases you to term profes-
sional relations, and the very different ways
in which'they have taken me. You read
character by flashlight along the barrel of
your revolver. What you should do is to
hunt up my various victims and get at their
point of view ; you really mustn’t press me
to hark back to mine. As it i1s you bring a
whiff of the outer world which makes me
bruise my wings against the bars.”

The criminologist gloated over such
speeches from such lips. It would have
touched another to note what an irresistible
fascination the bars had for the wings, despite
all pain; but Lucius Brady’s interest in
Stingaree was exclusively intellectual. His
heart never ached for a roving spirit in con-
finement ; it did not occur to him to
suppress a detail of his own days in Sydney,
the attractions of an Italian restaurant he had
discovered near the gaol, the flavour of the
Chianti, and so forth. On the contrary, it was
most interesting to note the play of features
in the tortured man, who after all brought
his torture on himself by asking so many
questions. Soon, when his visitor left him,
the bondman could follow the free in all
but the flesh, through every corridor of
the prison and every strect outside, to the
hotel where you read the English papers on
the veranda, or to the little restaurant where
the Chianti was corked with oil which the
waiter removed with a wisp of tow.

One day, late in the afternoon, while
Lucius Brady was beaming on him through
his spectacles, and expatiating on the cham-
pagne at Government House, Stingaree quietly
garrotted him. A gag was in all readiness,
likewise strips of coarse sheeting torn up for
the purpose in the night. Black in the face,
but with breath still in his body, the crimin-
ologist was carefully gagged and tied down
to the bedstead, while his living image (at a
casual glance) strolled with bent head, black
sombrero, spectacles and frock-coat, first
through the cold corridors and presently
along the streets.

The heat of the pavement striking to his
soles was the first of a hundred exquisite
scnsations ; but Stingaree did not pcrmit
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“You little scurrilous wretch!” cried the
bushranger, and flung out of the shop that
second. '

It was a miracle. He remembered every-
thing now. Then he had done the world a
service as well as the woman! He thanked
Heaven for the guinea in his pocket, and asked
his way to the Town Hall. And as he marched
down the middle of the lighted streets the
first flock of newsboys came flying in his face.

“ Escape of Stingaree! ILscape of Stin-
garee!  Cowardly Oulrage on IFamous
Author !  Escape of Stingaree!!”

The damp pink papers were in the hands of
the overflow crowd outside the hall ; his own
name was already in every mouth, continually
coupled with that of the world-renowned
Hilda Bouverie. It did not deter the con-
vict from elbowing his way through the mass
that gloated over his deed exactly as they
would have gloated over his destruction on
the gallows. “I have my ticket; I have
been detained,” he told the police ; and at
the last line of defence he whispered, “ A
guinea for standing-room !” And the guinca
got it.

It was the interval between parts one and
two. He thought of that other interval,
when he had made such a different entry at
the same juncture ; the other concert-room
would have gone some fifty times into this.
All at once fell a hush, and then a rising
thunder of applause, and someone requested
Stingaree to remove his hat ; he did so, and
a cold creeping of the shaven flesh reminded
him of his general position and of this
particular peril. But no one took any notice
of him or of his head. And it was not Hilda
Bouverie this time; it was a pianiste in
violent magenta and elaborate lace, whose
performance also was loud and embroidered.
Followed a beautiful young baritone whom
Miss Bouverie had brought from London in
her pocket for the tour. He sang three
little songs very charmingly indeed ; but
there was no encore. The gods were bumn-
ing for their own ; perfunctory plaudits died
to a dramatic pause.

And then, and then, amid deafening salvos.

a dazzhng vision appeared upon the plat-
form, came forward with the carriage of a
conscious queen, stood bowing and beaming
in the gloss and glitter of fabric and of gem
that were yet less radiant than herself.
Stingaree stood inanimate between stamping
feet and clapping hands. No; he would
never have connected this magnificent woman
with the simple bush-girl in the unpretentious
frocks that he recalled as clearly as her former
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self. He had looked for less finery, less
physical development, less, indeed, of the
grand operatic manner. But acting ended
with her smile, and much of the old innocent
simplicity came back as the lips parted in
song. And her song had not been spoilt

" by riches and adulation ; her song had not .

sacrificed sweetness to artifice ; there was
even more than the old magic in her song.
Is this a dream?
Then waking would be pain!
Oh ! do not wake e ;
Let me dream again.

It was no new number even then; even
Stingaree had often heard it, and heard great
singers go the least degree flat upon the first
“dream.” He listened critically. Hilda
Bouverie was not one of the delinquents.
Her intonation was as perfect as that of the
great violinists, her high notes had the rarefied
quality of the E string fincly touched. It
was a flawless, if a purely popular, perform-
ance ; and the musical heart of one listener
in that crowded room was too full for mere
applause. But he waited with patient curio-
sity for the encore, waited while curtsy after
curtsy was given in vain. She had to yield ;
she yielded with a winning grace. And the
first bars of the new song set one full heart
beating, so that the earlier words were lost
upon his brain.

She ran before me in the meads ;
And down this world-worn track

She leads me on ; but while she leads
She never gazes back.

And yet her voice is in my dreams,
To witch me more and more ;

That wooing voice ! Ah me ; it seems
Less near me than of yore.

Lighuly I sped when hope was high,
And youth beguiled the chase ;

I follow—follow still ; but I
Shall never see her Face.

So the song ended ; and in the ultimate

quiet the need of speech came over
Stingaree.

“¢The Unrealized Ideal,’” he informed a
neighbour.

“ Rather !” rejoined the man, treating the
stale news as a mere remark. ‘‘ We never let
her off without that.”

“T suppose not,” said Stingaree.

“Its the song the bushranger forced her
to sing at the back-block concert, and it
made her fortune. Good old Stingarce !
By the way, I heard somebody behind me
say he had escaped. That can’t be true?”

“’The newsboys were yelling it as I came
along late.”

“Well,” said Stingaree’s neighbour, “if he
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placed at the disposal of the prima donna ;
the boudoir was like a hot-house with the
floral offerings of the evening, already taste-
fully arranged by madame’s own Swiss maid.
But the weary lady walked straight through
to her bedroom, and sank with a sigh into
the arm-chair before the glass.

“Who brought this ?” she asked, peevishly,
picking a twisted note from amid the golden
furniture of her toilet-table.

“I never saw it until this minute, madame!”
the Swiss maid answered, in dismay. “It
was not there ten minutes ago, I am sure,
madame ! ”

“ Where have you been since?”

“Down to the servants’ hall, for one
minute, madame.” )

Miss Bouverie read the note, and was an
animated being in three seconds. She looked
in the glass, the flush became her, and even
as she looked all horror died in her dark-
blue eyes. Instead there came a glitter that
warned the maid.

“1 am tired of you, Lea,” cried madame.
“You let people bring notes into my room
and you say you were only out of it a minute.
Be good enough to leave me for the night.
I can attend to myself for once ! ”

The maid protested, wept, but was ex-
pelled, and a key turned between them ;
then Hilda Bouvere read her note again :—

Escaped this afternoon. Came 1o your concert.
Hiding in boudoir. Give me five minutes, or raise
alarm, which you please. —STINGAREE.

So ran his words in pencil on her own
paper, and they were true ; she had heard at
supper of the escape. Once.more she looked
in the glass. And to her own eyes in these
minutes she looked years younger—there was
a new sensation left in life !

A touch to her hair—a glance in the pier-
glass —and all for a notorious convict broken
prison! So into the boudoir with her grandest
air ; but again she locked the door behind
her, and, sweeping round, beheld a bald
man bowing to her in faultless evening
dress.

“Are you the writer of a note found on
my dressing-table ?” she demanded, every
syllable off the ice.

“1am.”

“Then who are you, besides being an
impudent forger ?”

“You name the one crime I never com-
mitted,” said he.  “ I am Stingaree.”

And they gazed in each other'’s eyes ; but
not yet were hers to be believed.

* He only escaped this afternoon ! ”

“T am he.”
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“With a bald head ?”

“ Thanks to a razor.”

“ And in those clothes?”

“I found them where I found the razor.
L.ook ; they don’t fit me as well as they
might.”

And he drew nearer, flinging out an
abbreviated sleeve; but she looked all the
harder in his face.

“Yes. I begin to remember your face ;
but it has changed.”

“It has gazed on prison walls for many
years.”

“] heard . . . 1 was grieved . . . but it
was bound to come.”

“It may come again.
after this!”

And his dark eyes shone, his deep voice
vibrated ; then he glanced over a shrugged
shoulder towards the outer door, and Hilda
darted as if to turn that key too, but there
was none to turn.

“It ought to happen at once,” she said,
“and through me.”

“But it will not.”

His assurance annoyed her ; she preferred
his homage.

“I know what you mean,” she cried.
“You did me a service years ago. I am not
to forget it!”

“It is not I who have kept it before your
mind.”

“ Perhaps not ; but that’s why vou come
to me to-night.”

Stingaree looked upon the spirited, spoilt
beauty in her satin and diamonds and pearls ;
villain as he was, he held himself at her
mercy, but he was not going to kneel to her
for that. He saw a woman who had heard
the truth from very few men, a nature
grown in mastery as his own had inevitably
shrunk : it was worth being at large to pit
the old Adam still remaining to him against
the old Eve in this spoilt darling of the
world. But false protestations were no
counters in his game.

“ Miss Bouverie,” said Stingaree, * you may
well suppose that I have bome you in mind
all these years.  As a matter of honest fact,
when T fiest heard your name this evening, 1
was slow to connect it with any human being.
You look angry. 1 intend no insult. If
you have not forgotten the life I was leading
before, you would very readily understand
that I have never heard your name from
those days to this. That is my misfortune,
if also my own fault. It should suffice that,
when 1 did remember, I came at my peril to
hear you sing; and that_before 1 dreamt of

I care very little,



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





