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CHADTER 111

Jack Corner’s opinion about Monsienr
Pontneuf naturally produced a vivid impres-
sion upon e for the notion that my guict,
polite, refiucd professor could be the accom-
plice of men whose notions and acts were
Just at this time arousing the horror of the
civilised world, had never entered my head.
Bue when I came to think over it, the idea
was not so ridiculous as it had at first ap-
peaved ; for the position of Monsienr ont.
neuf in my house was just such a onc as
would disarm suspicion, and he had innum-
crable opportunities of corresponding and
plotting and aranging withont the smallest
chance of detection,  Still, there was not
suflicient reason for me to take any action in
the matter, and certainly the scrap of con-
versation 1 had overheard in the summer-
house did not strike e as heing of a par-
ticularly compromising nature ; indeed, the
impression L gained thereirom was thay
Monsicur Pontueut, so far from being *“want-
ed 7 himself, was on the lookout for some-
bhody else. But Jack Corner was nol the
gort of man to hint so grave a suspicion
ngitinst asy ons without good reason, und I
felt sure that he must have overheard or
have learnt something which had warranted
hinuin saying what he did to me.

As we were going to Paris the next dav,
and ax Jack was about to start on what he
callal “his farewell bachelor jaunt,” I
had asked him to dine with us, and it
ocearrediome :hat Mons:eur Pontneof might
join our party, although 1 knew that as o
rile be kept aloof from all social entertain-
nient. To my suvprise, the professor gladly

readily aceepted my  dnvitation s and
red st the appointed time, fanitlessly
-1, amd boking as unlike the ideal
sien of czars d destrayer of public
ws could bie finagined
the dinner, Monsicar T'ontneuf
shewd himself in gquite new colows : all
his 1oserve and shyness disappeared ; he
clarmied my wite with his intelligent tolk,
aid still more so by the masterly manner in
which he operated on a purof ducks, He
el and chatte ! and joked until it be-
citie hard 1o readive that hie was ilentical
with the * Disieal Froggy * of the villagers.

When the ladies had” withdrawn, and a
bottle of y choice Burgundy was placed on
e table, he expanded still further, until I
veally regretted that during se long a peried
1 hast been without the saciety of so charm-
ing a companion.  Jt was now for the first
time 1hat he Jearned that I had been in
Paris during the sicge and under the Com-
mune, and the subjeet seemed 1o interest
Lim very much, especially when I related
the cpirade of Mr. Rayne's wysterious are
rival and departire, [ asked him what he
thought whout Mv. Rayue.

It is plain enough wlhat he was,” re-
plicd the professar.  *¢ e was one of that
rasealiy so-called Farcign Legion enlisted
from the scam of all the great cities of
Europe—men who had nething to lose and
everything to gain, who hailed the supre-
macy of the Commune as an opportunity for
enriching  themselves at the expense of
vthers 5 and to whom is due, quite as muach
a5 1o my own countrymen, the shameful de-
struction of pul lic buildings. He had prob.
ably been eaught pillaging and had escap-
od o vou.”

Jacik Corner spoke villainous Freneh, at
he conld understaond most of what was said.
*Is Monsicur a Republican” he asked,

Eshauldstate heve that hefore the professor
lad arvived, Jack had told me that he in
tended, if possible, (o lind out who ;wnd wha-
cur zuest way, and I knew that with this
simple question Jack was commencing his
* pumping ’ process, especially as he puslee
the hottle to the professor as often as he
could, with the idea, no doubt, of loosening
the professor’s tongue.

‘ No, siv,” replied Monsicur Pontneufl
with true refugee dignity.  ““I am a Bona-
yartist —one of a party almnost as much de-
tested in Paris just now as a Communard or
aGerman, or I'shonld not he teaching my
mative Janguage i England.”

1 teok no part in the conversation which
ensued between the twomen, a conversation
which, under & social gunise, reminded me
very much of n passage of wit between a
clev cross-examining  counsel and an
aqually clever witness, Indeed, I was
rathei interested in the rvesult; and in
order that my presence should not act as o
deterrent, T had another hottle brought on
tauie, and after cntreating my guests not to
hurry themselves, left the room™ on the plea
that T had a few domestic arrangements to

see to.  There was nothing unbecoming asa
host in my doing this, for we never gave
fornal dinner-partics, and I knew that Jack
Corner’s aunt was perfectly happy in the
drawing-room, talking local gossig with my
wife, and lstening to” Helen's old English
ballads at the pianv.

My two gnests, however, must have been
vnst.fy absorbed in their talk, for I had heen
an hour in the drawing-room before Jack
camein. I noticed that he was rather pale,
and when he turned over the leavesof Helen's
music, that his band shook ; so I took the
first opportunity of asking him wiat had
passed between him and the professor, and
why the Frenchinan had not come in.

““ Ile'sa mystery —that’sall I can tell you.
Ihaven’t got much out of him, for he is far
too wide awake, and he has gone off without
a word.”

‘Gone off” I exclaimed. ¢ What do
you m2an, Jack ? 1 hope you haven’t offend.
ed him ¥

I hope not,” replicd Jnck, smiling. ** But
1 think he began to sce the drift of my talk,
and I don’t think he Jiked it. However, I
may be mistaken, and after all, it is perhaps
only his eccentricity.”

Helen and Jack sang duets together, and
Jack gave usa rollicking song of the sca,
and then we sat dowu to a quict rubber of
whist, which occupiced us until eleven o’clock,
when Miss Corner, an old laudy of the
““smiler” type, pleased with everybody and
everything showed signs of fatigue,

I escorted them to the gate and afterwards
took a stroll alone in the moonlight. Of
course the chiet place in my thoughts was
occupied by the professor, and I could not
satistactorily account for his sudden disap-
pearance frommy house, for, so faras1 could
Judge from his usual behavior, he was the
very last man to commit such a breach of
good manners as Lo go away without a word
of explanation or farcwell.” The result of a
prolonged meditation, during which I had
wandered almost as faras the smumer-house,
was, that I felt convineed thut Jack had been
right, and that Munsicur Pontnenf was in
reality a great deal more importand a per-
sonage thun he chouse to be taken for,
whatever the mystery that surrounded him
might he.  The distar:t boom of midnight
from the chevch tower warned me that I
had gone far enough, if I wished to have
& good night's rest before my journey on the
nextday, and I was turning homewards,
whien a black pateh on the light sandy soil
altracted my attention, Stooping down
and touching it, 1 found it stained my finger
a dark color,  Istruck a light, and saw it
was blood. I am not a very nervons man ;
but I must admit that the coming upon this
appalling indication of a dark deed at such
a lonely spol, at such a weird, stil kour of
the night, produced o fecling within me
which was closely akin 10 tervor. Then 1
noticed that there was blood farther on,
{m(ch after puteh, as if some one had

et wounded and  dragged  or  had
dragged himseli atorg, 1 followed it until
it stopped ; but the trampled avd torn
appearance of the bushes on the stream
side of the path showed wme that
some one had passul down towards the
stream, which at this place forms
deep wide pool.  Down L went in the bright
moonlight, gnided by the appearance of the
bushes, until, as T anticipated, all further
traces were lost at the water'sbrink. I looked
carciully about for sonse tell-tale relic of
what had happened—u shred of cloth or an
article of clothing ; but there was nothing.
T felt sure that sometlnng terrible had been
enacied heve, and instantly 1 nssocinted
Monsicer Pontnenf with it, although I
searcely dave think that Jack Corner was
the vietim,

[ stood horvor-stiu:k for some moments,
tinable to collect wy thoeghts, irresolute as
to kow [ shotld act o and the longer I stood,
the more firndy I becatne convineed that my
suave, trbane professor wus, as Jack Corner
had suspected, aticud in haman shape—that,
Jack Ll spoken too freely of hissuspicions,
ad had beannndean example of the saying
that “ dead men tell no tales.”

Then I strode off in the direction of the
Cedars, Jack Corner’s house, situnted but a
quarter of an honr'’s walk from my own, in
n sequestered little dell near the London
Rond. Tt was apmosched throngh a lodge-
gate which opencd on to a winding rond
through dark fir-trees ; bat Jack, who was
of vnostentatinus halits, hud dispensed witl
the services of n Jody - keeper, althongh, a
the London Road wis lonely and mnch infest
ed by tramps, the gates were sceurely locked
at niglit. My surprise, therefors, may boim-
agined when I found the gates wide open,
and wmy suspicious as Lo iny poor friend’s fute
were thereby contived, for £ knew that it
Jack had returned beme in the usual course,
he wiuld have seon tint his promises were
closed for the night. \With a courage which

could only have been the fruit of despair, |
almost ran up the gloomy, weirdly shadow-
cd road to the house. It was dark and silent
and although I rang and hammered at the
docr for a quarter of an hour, I could get
neither rerﬁy nor admittance.

Another horrible notion crossed my mind
as I stood there in the atilly night, wender-
ing what my next step should be. Suppose
that, nfter having disposed of Jack Corner,
the murderer, in order more eflectually to
secure his escape, had gone to the house had
made away with Miss Corner and poor
Gabriclle, and that a torced entrance into it
would reveal their lifeless bodies?

Before, however, giving the alarm and
procuring the assistance of the police, 1 de-
termined to visit Pontneuf’s lodging in the
village ; and I began to retrace my steps
down the avenue. I stopped short after I
had gone a little way, and for the first time
T remembered Jack Corner’s coachman, who
was algo man-of-all-work—reported to be the
favourced swain of Gabrielle--who slept over
the stable, and who, although he was suf-
ficiently far from the house Lo be unaware
ol anything thut may occur there, might aid
mein my investigation. Accordingly, Iturn.
ed off 1o the stable ; and here another sur-
prise awaited me.  The doors of the conch-
hr.use were wide open, and the little pony-
trap, whicli I kuew Jack kud bought as a
wedding present for my Holen, was not
visible. [ called out to the coachmanabove,
but could get no reply ; so I lit a stable lan-
tern, and prepared for further horrors,
ascended the stairs, The man's door was
open, and he was lying on his bed, so gagged
with his own neckcloth that he could neither
see nor speak, whilst his arms and legs were
securely fastened with carriuge straps ; but I
was relieved to find that at anyrate he was
alive, for upon my catering the room, he
moved. T guickly released him from his
bonds, and, stammering with excitement and
fright, he told me that he had gone to bed
as usual at ten o’clock, and had fallen asleep;
that he was violently awakened by feeling
the neckeloth ticd tightly over his face;
that on attempting torize, he found that his
legs had alveady been bLound, and that, in
spite of his struggles, his arms were pre-
sently bound wleo. Ho could not tell me who
had done it: but said that immediately
aflerwards he heard the pony put into the
trap and driven off.

To my mind, therefore, it was clear that
Poutneuf had escaped. However, with the
coxchman I went on to the cottage where
the professor lodged, and after some diffi-
culty, sueceeded in awakening the owner.
** Is Monsieur Pontneuf in ¥ I'asked.

*“ Yes, gir, I believe so0,” replied the man,
**I've been abed since nine o'clock, so I
conldn’t say for sartin sure, but hegenerally
is in at this time.”

**Get a light, and let us sec,” I said.

The man hesitated. Perhaps he thought
I had been drinking, to make such a re-
quest, for every one knew that I hada small
dianer-party that evening, and that the
Frenchman had been one of Lhe guests.

“Do you hear? Look sharp! IUs a
matter of life and death,” I continued ; and
this brought him to his senses, for he pre-
sently appeared with o candle.

We went to the professor’s room ; the
door was open, but the room was empty,
although the F'renchiman’s portmantean was
there. I opened it, and within I found his
dress-clothes, rammed in cvidently with
haste, soaked with water, torn, and be.
dabbled with clay and blood.

The two men stood gaping wonderingly
at the clothes, for of course they knew
nothing of what I suspocted ; but to me the
case was clear.  \Words must have passed
between my poor friend and the professor
upon the subject ot Socialism over that
sccond bLotile of wine.  The Frenchman had
(i'onc out, had waylaid Jack, and, after a
desperate struggle, had killed him, and
flung his body into the stream. Then he
must have gone on to the Cedars, perhaps
have male away with Miss Corner and
Gabrielle, bound and gagged the coach-
man, and escaped in his victim's pony-
chaise,

So I impressed scciecy on the two men,
but not with the faintest bhope that they
conld keep such a boune bouche of gossip to
themselves, locked the door of the prolessor's
voum, and turned homewarde, troubled in
Iy mind not only how to take the imnedi.
ate action which was necessary, but how to
brenk the news to my wifle und my poor
Helen.

Then I thought of Miss Corner and
Gabrielle ; agin turned back, called up the
lacal constable, and with I procceded to
thee house.  We broke it open ; we searched
every nack and corner from attic to base-
meut ; but uwot a trace of either iliss Corner
or of Gabriclle could we find, although their

belongings were in their rooms. This com-
pleted the veil of mystery around the aflair;
and I felt that I had bLeen completely out-
witted by this scoundrel, whom Ihad wel-
comed 10 my own hearth as a friend.

Early next morning—or rather that same
morning, for it was past three ero T crept
home to my auxious wife, whoso curiosity 1
had to satisfy with a relation of what had
bappened—men were sel to work to drag the
strexm for the body, which I felt eure lay
hidden somewhero. But nothing was found
—a strange fact, considering that the pool,
although deep, was very small, and that the
strean was both shallow and eluggish.
There was picked up, however, a torn,
bloodstained handkerchief, with the initials

When I returned home, heartbroken, and
not knowing how next to act—for, during
my quiet, monotcnous life in thislittle place
my faculties for grappling with sudden
emergencies had rusted—I found that my
wife had told Helen of my suspicions. The
poor girl’a agony at this cruel dashing sway
fromn her lips of the cup of bappiness she
was about 10 tasle, was the most painful
thing I over witnessed ; and I resolved that
1 would spare no time or trouble or ex-
pense in evdear oring to bring the villan to
Jjustice who had so foully wronged her.

We had a London detective down to aid
the local police in their rescarches; but
their united industry and sagacity conld
throw no light on the mystery ; and at the
end of three wecks we were as much in the
dark as Le‘ore.

'hen the clothingfound inthe professor's
porimanteau was searched, there was found
a small notebook, on the fly-leal of which
was written the name of De Busy. The book
was alphabetically avranged with proper
names of all nationalities followed by ad-
dresses in l'aris, London, Vienna, Berlin,
and St. Petersburg. One leaf alone was
torn off alinost from the top, and, to my
amazement, I eaw on the remaining frag-
ment the name Rayne.  Jack Corner’s sur-
mise had evidently been correct ; the soi-
dixant professor was nothing else but a seeret
agent of the Socialist party ; and I wus con-
vinced that the nawmcs in this book were
those of other agents in various parts; and
that the Englishman who had taken refuge
in my room at the Rue de Douai six years
previously was one. That this particular
lcaf, and this only, was torn was to me very
significant.

CHAPTERIV.

Helen's health became a subject of ssch
anxicty tore, that I determined to remove
ber for a while from the neighbourhood of
scenesfraught with such painful associations;
s0 we closed our house and staried on a
prolonged and foreigntour. We travelled
for three months in Ialy, Sicily, and the |
Riviera, and at the end of Septeinber arrived
in Paris, where we proposed to remain a few
days previous to veturning home.

I am an old habitue of Paris, and I have
always remarked how, in the absence of any
startling crime, the complaint rises of the
lack of news. Politics are all very well, and
serve to keep the flancurs of the boulevards
rnd a certain section of the people provided
with topics for eonversation and discussion;
but the typical Monsieur ’'rudhomme likes
nothing better than a good startling crime,
with plenty of harrowing details, and a
strong spice of inystery about it.

We were not very long in Paris before we
found out that the all-absorbing topic of
interest was ‘I'nflaire Arosa.” Wherever we
went, we heard of nothing but ‘Vaflaire
Arosa.” The hawkera cried it on the boule-
vards ; in trams und omnibuses and trains
it was the subject of convcersation ; the
waiters at the hotel whispered about it
during the intervals between the course at
the tabled’bote ; the first part of the daily
paper attached was that which was headed
‘I'aflaire Arosa.”

The name Arosa scemed familiar to me;
at anyrate, I remembered to have heard it,
but for. the life of me, I conld not recall
when or under what cirenmstances; so I
bought a Ganlois with the view of enlighten-
ing myself about ‘I'aflaire Aresa,” and on
the chance tnat something therein wnight
Iring to my mind the circumstance with
which, in my memory, the name Arosa
wag associated. I had not read half-a-
dozen lines before 1 was earrird back
in amagination to the Ruc de Domi during
the seven days of the Commune and
was again face to face with the poor cower-
ing wretch who had given | is name to me as
Dixon Rayne. The following isa free trans-
lation of what T read *Jt was elicited
in tLo conrse of cxamivalion that the accus.
ed, whe' although an Englislonan by birth,
is a cosmopolitan in crime, and spenks half-
a-dozen Kuropean languages fairly well, had




