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THE HONOR OF THE ROAD.

ERGEANT CAMERON was un
dressing for ted when he tirst
heard the voices through the
weatherboard walls, o les-

than a winutesthere was a knock at
his door.
“Here's
sanu, sir,
vnce.”
“The deuce hesdoes! What abont?”
“He siys he'll only tell you, but he's
‘ridden over in three hours, and be
Jooks like the dead.”
“Give him some whisky, Tyler, and|
tell him I'll be down in two ticks™
So saying, the gray bearded sergeant |
of the New South Wales mounted po
lice tucked his nightgown into his cord
breeches, siipped Into Lis tonie and
hastened to the parlor which served
as courtrvom on occasion, buttoning as
he went. Mr. Hardeastle had a g
to his Ups as the sergeant entered. Ie
was a very fine man of forty, and his
massive framne was crowned with a
countenance as handsome as it was
open and bold. baot at a glance it was
plain that he was both shaken and ex
bausted and in no'mood to hide either
his fatigue or his distress.  Sergeaut
Cameron sat down on the other side
of the oval table with the faded cloth:

Mr. Hardeastle from Ro
Hesays be must see you at

ginss

the younger constable had left the
room when Harderstle called him
back.

“Don't go, Tyler.” said he. *“You|

may as well both hear what I've got to
say. IUs—iCs Ntingaree!™

The name was echoed in incredulons |
undertones.

*But he's down in Vie,” urged the ser l

geant. “lle's been givi ur chaps a !
devil of u time-down there!” ‘
“He's come back I've seen him

with my own eyes.  But 'in beginningz |
at the wronz end first.” sald the squat- |
ter, taking another sip and then sitting
back to survey his hearers. “You know
old Duncan. my overseer?*

The sergeant nodded,

*Of course you know him.” the other
continued, “and so does the whole back!
country and did even before he won
this fortune In the Melbourne Cup
sweep. 1 suppose you've hoard how he
took the news? [Ile was fudaling him-,
self from his own bhottle on Sunday
afternoon when the mail eame. The
first 1 knew of it wax when | saw him
sitting with his letter in one hand and
throwing out the restof his grog with
the other. Then he told us he had won |
the first prize of £30000 and that he
had made up his mind to have his next|
drink at his own place in Scotland. Ile]
Jeft us that afternoon to catch the
coach and go down to Sydney for his
money. He ought to have been back
this eveninz hefore sundown.”

The sergeant put in his word:

“That he ought, for | saw him come
off the coach and start for the station
as soon as they'd run up the horse he
Jeft behind him at the pub. I won-
dered what had brought him if he was
80 set on getting back to the old coun
wy.”

*“1 could tell you." said Hardcastle
alter some little hesitation, “and I may
as well. Poor old Duncan was the|
most generous of men, and nothing
would serve him but that every soul on
Rosanna should share more or less in |
his good fortune. | am ashamed to tell
you how much he spoke of pressing on |
myself. You have probably heard that |
one of his peculiarities was that he
would never take payment by check.
like other people? 1 belleve it was be.
<cause he had knocked down too many |
<hecks In his day. In any case, we|
used to call him Hard Cash Duncan in |
Rosanna, and | am very much afraid |
that when you saw him he must have !
had the whole of his £30.000 upon him
in the hardest form of cash.”

“But what bhas bappened, Mr. Hard-
castle?

*“The very worst.” said Jlardeastle,
stooping to sip. The three heads came
closer together across the faded table-
cloth. “There was no sign of him at 7;
he ought to have been with us before ¢
We had done our best to make it an oc
ecasion, and it seemed that the dinner
would be spolled. So at 7 young Ev
ans, my store keeper, went off at a gal
lop to meet him. and at (wenty-five
past he came galloping back leading a
riderless horse. It was the one. you
saw Duncan riding this afternoon.
There was blood upon the saddle. |
found it. And within another hour we
had found the poor old boy himself
dead and cold In the middle of the
track with a bullet through his heart.”

The squatter’s voice trembled with an
emotion that did him hovnor fu his hear-
ers’ eyes, and the gray bearded ser
geant walted a little before asking
questions,

“What makes you think it is Stinga-
pee?” be inquired at length.

“I toll you | saw him on the runm.

| thirey
lIIa 1)

Ptrack
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with my own eyes. this morning. 1
paussed him In one of wmy paddocks, as
close uas | am o you, and asked him
it e wan looking for the howestend
He auswered that he was oniy riding

throuzh, and we neither ol us stop
pred.”

“We'll ride back with yon at once,”
said the sergegnt, “awd tind you a
fresii horse i your own  has  had
enonsh Run up the lot, Tyler., and
Me Hardeastle enn 1ake his chivice. It
sectis clear enongh, continved Cam |
eron, as the trooper disappenred Liut
this is o new departure for Stinzaree.
It's thae very thing 1l very body sald)

Lee would ey

Al yet

climax of

happened

feanl
v
 tirst hilood, as

he

<tle, whon

e ol 1 his glass, <Hido’t he wing
one of your do ¢ Victoria the other |
day?  Your hushran: is bound to!
cotie o it sooner of lefer. He may |
1 profer not to shoat, Lut he has
N Poszainst a4 man of his
t= resolute aud as well

AL to hiave no cheiee 1t

Proor olld Droncan wis e

wenld never have given

fact, we fonm? him with his

ver fast in bis boaod and o

woto the trizzer, but not a )
rrped

it
A 1
*eried Cam |

f1s dismissal

w that settles it and
on foul play,”

doule in

mnst hnve

st lose o sinzle minui

@ on this bhirckzrand's tracks,”

1 petti
Yot it was miduizht bl
I ecavaleade set it upon n

I of over
for arraogsements il
am to bhe sent

tles,

Ine i
the ¢
the mornit

athd coroner first thing in
ad to insure this it was
to disturh the postnmusier
who ocenpled one of the three weath
er bonnd dwellinzs which eonstitnted
the roadsids hamlet of Clear Corner
A rotnd meon topped e samd hills

L esSary

|
|

us (e trio rode away; it was pear its
ahmost  duzziing  zenith when  they
reimed up at the scene of the murder
This was at a point where the samndy
throush a beit of serub, and
ot off o examine the
eround with Hardeastle, while Tyler
mounted  zuard o the saddle. But
pothing of jmportance was discovered

the

on foot, and notiing seen

by the patr

or heard by theie monuted comrade.
They fouwind the station sl astir

and taintly azlow in the veiled day

lisht of the moon A cluster of the
wen stood inoa zlare at the door of
their hut: the travelers' hut betrayed
the dike symptoms of excitement; at
the Kitehen door were more men with
and odd glimpses of a fire
Ht, white capped faee withine  But on
the broad veranda st 1wo young men
with thelr baeks 1o a elosed and dark-
ened window. And behind the window
iay all that remained of an elderly
man, whose brown, gouarled face was

pannikins,

They Examined the Ground While Tyler
Mounted Guard In the Saddle.

searcely recognizable by the new com-
ers In its strauge smooth pallor, but
his grizzied beard weirdly familiar and
still erisp with lingering life.

The coroner arvived In some thirty
hours, which had brought forth noth
ing new. His jury was drawn from
the men’s hut and rabbiters’ tents, and
after a prolonged but fnconclusive in
vestigation the inquest was adjourned
for a week. But the seven days were
as barren as the first and a verdiet
against some person unknown a fore
zone result. ‘This did not satisfy the
many who were positive that they
knew the person, for Stingaree had
been seen a hundred miles lower down
doubtless on his way back to Victoria
ad with his appearnnce altered in a
telltale manner But the coroner
thought he knew better than anybody
else and had his way notwithstanding
the manifest feeling on the long ve
randa where he held his court.

As a coach came by on the main road
the passengers clambered down and
pointed to the spot where they declared
Stingaree, the outlaw, committed his
first murder.

So jurors and spectators drifted back
to hut and tent and neizhboring sta
tion, the coroner started In his buggy
for Glenranald, and last of all the po
lice departed, leading the borse which
Hardcastle had ridden home from their
barracks and leaving him at peace once
more with his two young men. But o1
the squatter time had told. His tabl
bad been full to overflowing through #t
all, and he sank into a long chair, »

triflc grayer at the temples, a thought
looser in his dress, as the pugarees of
Cameron and Tyler finally fluttered out
of sizht

“1 think we migzht have a drink,” he
said, with a wry smile, to Evans, whe
fetelied the decanter from the store.
The jackeroo was called from a stable
which had become Augean during the
week, and the thiree were still mildly
tippiing when the storekeeper came to
his feet,

“Good Lord,” he cried. 1 thought
ne'd seen the last of the plucky po-
Hoel™

“You don't mean to say they're com

"Ing back

1 do, worse luck! Cameron, Tyler
and some new joker In plain ¢lothes,”

Hardeastle tinished his drink with a
resicned smile and stood on the veran
da ton ve the intraders

“After all, ft will stave off the re-
wetion 1 began to feel the moment they

The Passencers Climbed Down and
Pointed to the Spot of the Murder.

had  turned  their backs,” said he.
“Well, well, well! 1 thought I'd just
ot rid of you fellows, and back you
come like base coin.”

“You mustn’'t blame us,"” said the
sergeant,  first to  dismount.  “*We
couldn’t know that Superintendent

Cairns had been sent up from Sydney,
much less that we should ride right
into him in your horse paddock!”
The squatter had stepped down from
the veranda with polite alacrity.
“Glad to see you, Mr. Cairns,” said

he. *I ouly wish you had come be
fore.”
The creature In the plain clothes

looked about him with a dry smile
and n sharp eye upon the younger men
and the empty glasses, as he and the
sergeant accompanied Hardcastle to
the veranda, while Tyler took charge
of the three horses. The fame of
Calrns had traveled before bim to Ro-
sanna, but none had been prepared
for a figure so weird or for a counte-
nance so forbidding and malign. His
manners were equally uncouth. He
shook his bent head to decline refresh
ment. He pointedly ignored a gen
ernlization of Hardcastle’s about the
crime, und when he spoke it was In a
gratuitously satirical style of his own

“May 1 ask, Mr. Hardcastle, If you
are the owner or the manager of this
lodge In a howling wilderness?"

“I'm sorry to say I am both.”

“] am sorry to be one of so many
intruders In such a season, Mr. Hard-
castie. but | shall not trouble you long.
I hope to take the murderer tonight.”

“Stingaree?”

“Not quite so loud, please. Who else.
should youn suppose? You may be in-
terested to hear that he has been In
hiding on your run for several days,
and so have I, within fairly easy
reach of him. But he is not a man to
be taken single handed without fur
ther loss of life; so | Intercepted you.
sergeant, and now you are both en
lightened. Tonight, with your assist-
ance and that of your young colleague,
I count upon a bloodless victory. But
1 shouid prefer you, Mr. Hardcastle.
npot to mention the matter to the very
young men whom I noticed in your
company op my arrjval.”

Hardeastle had given his word be
fore the request was rounded to that
pedantic neatness which characterized
the crabbed utterances of the round
shouldered dictator.

“That is well,” be went on. “for now
I can admit you both into my plan of
campalgn.  Suppose we sit down here
on the veranda, at the end farthest
from any door. Be good enough to
draw your chairs nearer mine, gen-
tlemen. It might be dangerous If a
fourth person heard me say that I had
discovered the murderer's 11l gotten
hoard!™

“Not you, sir!™ cried Cameron,

“Good God!" exclaimed the squatter,

“The discoverer was not divine and
indeed no human being but myself,"
the bent man averred, turning, with
mischievous humor from one to the
other of his astopished hearers. “Yes.
there was more gold than I would
have credited a sane Scotchman with
carrying through the wilds, but the
bulk was in small notes, and the whole
has been buried in the scrub close to
the scene of the murder doubtless to
avoid at once the detection and the di-
vision of such unusual spofl.”

“You are thinking of his mate?

It was Cameron who had asked the
question. but Mr. Hardcastle followed
immediately with ancther.

“Did you remove the spoil?”

“My dear Mr. Hardcastle, bow you
must lack the detective Instinct! Of
course 1 left everything as nearly as
possible as I found it. The man camps
on the spot or very mear it. He lights

i S

no fires and s careful to leave no!
marks, but I am more or less convineed
of it.  And that is where I shall take
him tonizht, or, rather, carly tomorrow
morning.*

“1 wish youn could make it tonight”
said Hardeastle, with a yawn that puat
a period to a paise of sotge duration

“Why " demanded the detective, tils
ing open eyes tor onee |

: cause I've Liad desperate week
of it.,” replied Hurdeastle, “and
dead with sleep.”

The other ried his growinz genial
ity to the length of an almost Leart)
lauzh I

“My dear sir, do yon suppose that |
thoughit of taking you with us®  Nuo

Mr. Hardeastle, the rishs of this st
of enterprise are for thoe who
paid to run them And there is
risk., If we timed our artack too ear
or too late there woudd be Liood<hod t
a certainty. But ot 2 o ook the aver
e wan s fast asleep AU a0 gquarne:

after | therefore ©starr with Serseqnt
Cameron and Constabide Tylor™

Hhrdeastle yawned aszain.

“1 should ke to have been with yon
but there are compensations,' siaid b
“I doubr if 1 Sty up
see Vo off*”

I you Qid you wonld <it up alone”

shall even L

returned  the superintemdent “1 in
tend to turn in omyself for three o
four hours, and It will be in the oo
of all my wishes, serzeant, if jan
and Tyler do not do the sotoe

reason to tell him what o short o
it's to bes it mizht pr ut s young
fellow like that from getting auy slevy
at all.”

They had their simple dinger ot hal)
past 7. when the detective took it ot
himselt to entertain the party amd sm
ceedod so well that the entertsinment
was continued on the veranda for tin
better part of another bour Donlded
up in his chale, abmormal, weird, In
recounted In particular the exploits of
Stingaree (included a garlded version
of the recent finsco across the Murray
with a zest only equaled by his oo )
dent nndertaking to avengze the death
of Robert Duncan before anothor day
was out. Al listened inoa rapt silence
and the younger men were daly disap
pointed when the party broke up pre
maturely between 9 and 10, But they
also had played thele part in o fatigu
ing week. By the later hour all were
in their rooms. and before very long
Rosauna Station lay lighted ouly by
the full white moon.

Cameron wondered if It could possi
bly be 2 o'clock, while Tyler sat up in
sensute with the full weizht of his
first sleep, when their chief erept inte
the double bedded room in which th
two policemen lhad been put He
owned himself before his time by anp
hour and more. but explained that he
had an idea which had only struck him
as he was about to fall asleep.

“If we bunt for the fellow In the
dark.” said be, “we may give him the
alarm before we come on him, But il
we go now there is at least a chance
that we may find his fire to guide us
I am aware | sald be wouldn't light
one there. but everybody knows that
Stingaree uses a spirit lamp. In any
case, it's a chance.”

The sergeant dressed without more
ado, as did his subordinates on learn
ing the nature of their miduight er
rand. Meanwhile the disturber of
slumbers was gone to the horse yard
to start saddling. The others followed
in a few minutes. And there was the
horse yard overflowing with moon
shine, but empty alike of wun and
beast.

“l1 wonder what's got
mured the bewildered
easlly.

“Old Harry, * r all | care!” mutter
ed the other. *~I'm no such nuts on
him, If you ask me. There's a bit too
much of him for my taste.”

In his secret breast the sergeant en-
tertained a similar sentiment, but he

him 7"
sergeant

mur-
un-

And the New Day Found Them at the
*Farther Gate.

wias too old an officer to breathe dis
affection fn the ear of his subaltern.
He contented himself with a mild ex
pression of surprise at the conduct of
the Sydney authorities in putting a
“towny”™ over his head without so
much ag a word of notice.

“And such a ‘towny! " echoed Tyler
“One you never heard of in your Iife
before and never will again!™

“Speak for yoursell!” rejoined Cam-
eron, Irritated at the exaggeration of
their case. *“I have heard of him ever
since 1 joined the force.”

“Well, he’s a funny jJoker to have
shoved over us, a blooming little hunch-
back like that.”

“l always heard that he was none
the worse for what he couldn't help.
and now I can understand it.” said the
sergeant. “for he's not such a hugeh™-

The men lnoked at each other in the
moonlight, and the ugly word was
pever finished. A dozen hoofs were
galioping upon them. their thunder
muffled by the sandy road. and iInto
the tank of moonshine came two

horses. homnded by the

biele o the thill

aml they ¥
docic™ hee paanted Fut ¥t
ated 1 It et

sy p b B Gy s ot e

the 1

the ot

Lopso
the o
shows fig

Nov thie g
one b either sticrap of
chief, les s the two b
to o tree, vutlh of a smbdey the whok

party Lalted as one

They had roun

ed a bend in thie rodnd with 2

tion, for they all Kuow swhere the
were.  Bat ondy one o them was e
pared for the position of the Lzl
which thashed into their exes from the

heart of the scrub |

It was a tiny Holit, set low upon th
grouwnd, and yet it fashed throneh
forest lilke o diameond i o Lundle of
hay. It burmt at little
from the track, for at o moment i was |
lost. bLut It was hundreds  of!
yards  nearer  the than  tln
scene of the mueder The ehlef whis
pered that this was where he had found
the buried booty, and over half the !
distance he led the way, winding i
amd out amonz the troes, now throw
ing a leg across his horse's withers
avoild a bole, anon cmbracing its nect
to escape contact with the bennehes. Iy
wits lonz before they could discerr |
anything but the Hgbt itself amid the!
trunks amd branches of the serul, |

Suddenly horseman  stopped |
beckoning s free Land o Ilnl
palr atoot. pointing at the tive witl|
the one that held the reins, and as
they crept up to Lim he stooped in the
stirrups till his mouth was close 1o the
sergeant’s ear.

o distanee

Some

station

the
with

“He's sitting on the far side of the
light. but you can't see his face. |
thought he was a log, and 1 still be
lieve he's asleep. Creep on him like
cats till he looks up, then rash hin
with your revolvers Lefore he can draw
his, and Ull support yon with mine!"

Nearer and nearer stole Cameron
and Tyler. The rider manazed to conx!
a few more noiseless steps from his|
clever mount, but dropped the rq-uul

and squared his elbows some twoenty
puces  from  the light-——a
lamp now in the sharpest focus. The
policemen crawled some yards nhwull
All three carried revolver in hand
But still the unsuspecting flzure sat
motionless, his chin upon his chest,
the brim of his wideawske hiding his
fuce, a Mitle heap of gold and notes
before him on the ground  Then the
superintendent™s - borse  flung  up it: |
bhead.  Its teeth ehamped upon the MI;'
the man sat bolt uprizht, and the light
of the hurricane lamp fell fuil upon
the face of Hardeastle the squatter

“Rush him, rush him! That's the
man we want!”

But the momentary stupefaction of
the police bad given Hardeastle hbis!
opportunity  The hurricane lamp lh-w:
hetween them, going out where it fell. |
and for a minute the revolvers spat|
harmlessly in the remaining patchwork
of moonshine and shadow,

“Get belild trees! Shoot low! Don't
Kill him!” shouted the chief from his
saddle.  “Now on to him before he
can load again! That's it! Pin bim!
Throw your revolvers away, or he'll
snatch oue before you know where
you are! Ah, I thought he was too
strong for you! Mr, Hardeastle, l'll‘
put a bullet through you wyself lli
You don't instantly surrender!”

And the fight ended with the bent
wan leaning in Lis stirrups over uw.
locked and  waylug group as he bran l
dished  his vevolver

burricnne

to suit deed 1o

word. It was a heavy blow with the
long barrel that tinally turned the
sceile.  In a few secomds Hardeastle

stood a prisoner, the handeufls fitting |
his large wrists like gloves, bis great |
frame panting from the fray and yerl
a marvel of monstrous manhood In its|
stoical and defiant earriage.

“For God's sake, Cairns, do what you
say!™ he eried.  “I'ut three bullets |
through me and divide what's on lhe'
grourd between you!™

“1 half wish we conld for your sake,”
was the reply.  “Bat it's idle to speak
of It. and I'm afraid you've committed |
u crime that places you beyond the
reach of sympathy.”

“That he has!™ ecried the sergeant. |
wiping blood from his gray  beard.
“It's plain as a pikestaff now. And to
think that he was the one to come and
fetch us the very night he'd done it!
But what licks me more than any-
thing Is how in the world you found
him out, sir."”

The bunchback tooked down upon|
the stalwart prisoner stauding up 1
his last inch between his two captors. |
There was an impersonal interest ip!
the man’s bold eyes that Invited »
statement more eloquently than the
serzeant’s tongue,

“1 will tell yon.” said the horseman.
smiling down upon the three on foot
“In the first place. | had my own rea
sons for kpowing that Stingaree was

£t gy —

Lt pear this place on the nigh
e tnrder, for 1 happen to have

' s tracks for some time

Whoo Bnew ol abont the dead man's
5 ! ek s insane preference
! ool the time of his return?
M hacdoastle tor o, Who swore

t et Stinzaree face to face
| "ot riit Mr Hardeastle alone
Flien = not o osonl to corroborate

L Who was in need
Mr. Hard
and us he prac
when we dis
ol onomy arrival
vof my man before |
tdary fence, but 1 was
wed boefore 1 had spent
<on his veranda,™

il poumls?
| Pt

! " tead

Tad s

e me

© smiled sardonleally In
The policemen gazee

——

d

2 e tandant

The Crook Super From
Sydney Was Sitting Strangely Up-
right In His Saddle.

with awe upon the man who had solv
ed a nine days’ mystery in fewer bours

“You must remember,” be continued
“that | bhave spent some days and
nights upon the run.  During the dayt
1 have camped In the thickest scrub )

| could find, but by night 1 bhave beem

very busy, and last night | bad »
stroke of luck. 1 stumbled by acel
dent on a track that led me to the
place 1 had been looking for all along
You see, | had put myself in Hard
castle’s skin, and | was quite cleas
that | should bave buried a lapful of
gold and notes somewhere In the bush
until the hue and cry had blown over
Not that 1 expected to find it so near
the scene of the crime—1 should cer
tainly bave gone farther afield my
self.”

“But 1 can’t make out why thal
wasn't enough for you, sir,” ventured
the sergeant deferentially, “Why didu't
you ¢come in and arrest him on that?"

“You shall see In three minutes
Wasn't it far better to catch him red
handew us we have? You will at leass
admit that it was far peater. 1 say )
have the place. 1 say we are all going
to it at 2 in the morning. 1 say let us
sleep till a little after 1. Was It not
obvious what would happen? The only
thing 1 did not expect was to find him
asleep with the swag under his nose.”

Then Hardeastle spoke up. “i
“1 was not asleep,” sald bhe. *)

thought I was safe for an hour or two,
und 1 began to think. | was wonder
ing what to do—whétbher to cut my
throat at once’'—

And his dreadful voice died away
like a single chord struck in an empty
rogm.

“But Stingaree.” put in Tyler, in the
end. “What's happened to him’”

“Ie nlso has been here. But he was
many a mile away at the time.”

“What brought him here?”

The erooked superintendent from
Syduey was sitting strangely upright
in his saddle. [His fuce was not to be
seen, for his back was to the moon.
but he seemed to rub one of his eyes.

“Ile may have wished to clear his
character. He mny bave jtched to up-
hold the honor of that road of which
he consider himself a not imperfect
kuight. He may have found it so jolly
cusy to play policeman down fn Vie-
toria that he couldn’t resist another
shot in a better cause up here. At his
worst, he never killed a man In 84 his
life. And you will be good enough to
take his own word for It that be never
will®™

He had backed hls horse while he
spoke. [e turned a little to the lighe,
and the eyeglass bleomed In his eye.

The young constable sprang for-
ward.

“Stingaree™ he screamed.

But the gray sergeant fung his arms
round their prisoner.

“That's right!” cried the bush ran-
zer as he trotted off. “Your horses
and even your pistols are out of reach,
thanks to a disclpiine for which 1 love
you dearly, You bang on to your
bird In the hand. my friends, and nev-
er aczain misjudge the one In the
hush!™

And as the trees swallowed the can-
‘erinz horse and man, followed by a
futile shot from the first revolves
which the young copstable had picked
up. an embittered admiration kindled

In the captive murderer’s ayes. |




