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PROGRESS, SATURDAY, JANUARY 11, 1846.

THE DEAD PASSENGER.

The midnight train was due to start in
five minutes. The night was bitterly cold,
a hard frost baving set in shortly after dusk.
The guard of the train appeared to teel the
cold keenly ; yet. instead of pacing the
platform or bustling about to keep his
blood circulating, he stocd shivering in
front of a first class carriage, loocking mis-
erable and dejected in tke extreme.

His restless eyes had fixed themselves
on the entrance to the platform, and a
moment later, without any cheery *‘Thls
way, sir ” he silently, and in a manner
which even at that time struck Mr. Yorke
as peculiar, held up his arm as a signal. It
was a signal which bad been expected, for
it was answered by a similar gesture ftrom
a tall, slender man, who came hurrying
down the platform, pushing in front of him
a bath chair.

The guard's agitation had visibiy in-
creased upon the arrival of this passenger,
but the latter wae cool, rapid in his move-
ments. and as dextrous in his actions as if
he had rehearsed them, when he came to
assist the guard in lifting the occupant ot
the chair into the carriage. Mr. Yorke
saw that the invalid was a lady, well wrap-
ped up in cloaks and shawls and heavily
veiled.

The rice was without incident until, five
minutes after passing through Goodridge
tunnel, the shout of am n, instantly follow-
ed by another, which might have been the
echo of the former, but that it was a dis-
tinctly differént voice, interrupted the mon-
otonous rartle ot the train, and the driver
shut off steam in response to a summons by
the communication cord. At that instant
the up express rushed quivering by.

The cries had both come from the off
side, and putting his head out of the wind-
ow, Mr. Yorke, as his eye grew accustom-
ed to the darkness, found that the guard
bad already ga'n2d the footboard ot the
carriage froin whence the alarm had pres-
umably emanated. There were shouts
from the guard to the driver, much waving
of arms, and then the train backed slowly
tor a tew hundred yards. There the guird
and the passengers dismouunted. Mr.
Yorke tollowed suit. He saw at once that
there had been a ghastly occurence. The
trunk of a woman was lying across the up
line, and the head had been completely sev-
ered from it by the engine wheels of the tp
train.

Mr. Yorke's momentary view of the
lady of the bath chair was sufficient to en-
able him to identify her as the victim of
this midnight bhorror. The wraps were
easily recognizable. lL.ooking closer, he
imagined there was very little blood about
for a mutilation so terrible, and stooping
to touch the band, in spite of the protest ot
the tall passenger, he found something
wtich aroused bis journalistic instincts to
their fullest activity—something which ex-
asperated him strangelv when all his exer-
tions failed to find one. Obviously there
was no medical man hiving near.

Mr. Yorke next turned to the tall pas-
senger, introduced himselt as a newspaper
man. The tall man who had been scowling
blackly over Mr. Yorke's intervention,
looked greatly relieved upon hearing that
gentleman’s profession, ‘and readily con-
sented to give his version of the matter for
publication. Bui, first of all, he desired
that note should be taken, before the guard
went on with the train, that that official
admitted the accident was due to the neg
ligence of the railway company.

“Thart’s right, Mr. Gresswell,” said the
guard, with bloodless lips.

Well, just tell this gentleman about it,”
rejoined the passenger, sharply, and in a
tone of annoyarce.

The guard recovered something of his
composure, apparently, as the effect of his
asperity, and proceeded: ‘‘A few moments
before the— the fatality, I happened to look
along the train, and I noticed that the
handle of this gentleman’s compartment
was not fastened.”

*‘How did you know it was this geunte-
man's compartment from that disiance ?”
interjected Mr. Yorke.

“Of course, he didn’c know till he got
there,” put in Mr. Gresswell, hastily.

““No, of course I didn’t know till I got
there,” repeat:d the guard. ‘I suppose,
looking back now its all over, it would
have been wiser to have stopped the train,
tut we were slacking down our speed pass-
ing Evesham Woods, as we always do, and
th> carriage was nct far from my van, so I
started out to turn the hancle. The lady
fell out just as I was about to reach the
door. With another etep 1 could have
prevented the accident.”

“Did she fall out backwards or face fore-
most ?" asked the journalist.

-*Oh! backwards, sir,” was the answer.

“*No, I think you're wrong, guard,” again
interposead Mr. Gresswell, with a snap.

“‘J.et me think a moment,” said the
guard, placiog a sbaking hand {o his
clammy brow. **Yes, she fell face foremost,
of course. I can see her now.”

In the meantime the tall passenger—or,
as the guard called him, Mr. Gresswell—
told the journalist the story be desired to
have published. His wite, he said, had
suffcred from a painful ulness, which he
specified, and had been under the care of
Dr. Steinway, of Victoria street. He was
taking her down to the seaside at her own
wigh. Certain suspicions which had been
forming in Mr. Yorke's mind took definite
shape from the moment of this lame ex-
planation. If he now became an appear-
ently more sympathetic listener, it was by
dint ot the simulation which discretion sug-
gested as a cloak to the hestility which be-
gan to take possession of him.

«My wife rose to see it it was raining,”
roceeded Mr. Gresswell, ‘‘and looked out

of the window.”’

An obvious lie, reflected Mr, Yorke, for
the person who was lifted into the carriage
in the helpless condition of this nvald
could not rise and go to the window uuas-
sisted. But he said nothing.

““As I looked around,” continued the
bereaved busband, *‘I saw her falling for-
ward. I clutched at ber, just caught the
edge of her dress, and it came away in my
grasp as she disappeared through the dcor
which had been so negligently left unfasten-
ed. Here is tue piece of material which
was lett i my grasp, and here is the place
from which it was rent,”

Now Mr. Yorke saw the reason for that
contradiction of the guard by Mr. Gress-
well, and the necessity for the story that
the lady fell face foremost. The rent was
exactly in the center of the back, in the
e .

gre he had finished his interview with
Mr. Greeswell the journalist was confident
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that he was treacing upon the heels of a
murder. Ile was not surprised that there
had been no feminine cry of terror. He
telt confiZent that the lady had not met her
death on the line at all, but that she haa
been murdered and then \brown in front of
the express train, in order that her body
might not remain available for the proot ot
the guilty means which hid compassed her
y death. For when he had suddenly stoop-
| ep down and touched the lifeles hand a
minute or two after the alarm bad been
given it was cold and stiff. It bad been
held in the grasp ot health for some hours.

Hencs his chagrin a. the absence of
medical evidenceto prove this all-impor-
tant point. By the time the country doctor
arrived the co dness of the body and the
rigor mortis were symptoms quite com-
pa 1ble with death in the manner the tall
passenger related. The bitter coldness of
the night, said Dr. Truefit, would have led
him to expect similiar appearances ab:u:
the corpse even had he arrived consider-
ably earlier. Nor did the doctor’s in-
spection of the scene wkere the mutilated
body had been found saggest to him
any want ot reconciliation between that
which ne saw and that which he had been
told by Mr. Gresswell. He saw no occa-
sion, he said, to conduct any necropsy te-
fore the Coroner’s inquest was beld.

Mr. Yorke rapidly wrote outa guarded
report of the incidents ot the night, scrib-
bled a letter of instructions to a colleague
in London, and prepared the packet con-
taining these two manuscripts for carriage
by the next train. His next step was to
telegraph to Superintendent James, the
head of the railway company's police, to
send down his smartest detective. Upon
the arrival of Inspector Waring ¢ vents be-
gan to move rapidly. Gresswell, truculent
and abusive, was arrested; the Coroner
was commuricated with, and a post-mortem
examination was ordered. The inspector,
'ike the journalist, felt confident tbat he
was upon the trail of a diabolical murder.

But both, as events proved, were wrong.
They had discovered a crime, but it was
not murder, as the post-mortem examina-
tion subsequently proved by showing that
death bad been due to natural causes. The
whole story came out when the guard was
arrested.

““Murder!” he repeated wildly, when
the charge was made in the station master’s
office at the terminus. ‘' No, before God,
it wasn't murder. 1'll make a clean
breast of it. Listen! Gresswell has been
the curse of my existence. I once placed
myselt in his power by a {oolish act, which
I committed at his instigation. I gave him
the slip in Brisbane, came to England and
had worked faithfully for the company and
forgotten his evil face almost until one day
I met him near the Elephant and Castle.
I baven’t known a happy moment since.
Jail would be a reliet, so long as it helps
me to keep out of his way. He was at me
for weeks before h> could get me to
consent to go in for this thing with him.
He lent me a book—I forget the title
now, but I've got it at home with bis name
in it to prove what I say. It was abouta
murder, and the agony of the murderer
when he came to dispose of the body.

*‘Gresswell used to discuss this story
with me. He brought every conversation
arouund to the one topic, the stupidity of
the murderer in not seeing that the corpse,
so far irom being in the way, was really a
valuable possession. He illustrated this
by saying that his wife was dying rapidly:
that he expected tomake thousands out of
ber body. How ?* I asked, and then he
went on to explain that if he threw the
body >ut of the train and proved that she
fell out through the company’s negligence,
there would be a grand haul for compen-

sation. I resented being asked to join in
this scheme. I told him it filled me with
horror. But he talked me down. It was

not so much the share ot the gain he pro-
mised me. On my oath it wasn’t. But he
seems to have a conirol over me I can’t
explain it, but if ne wanted to make we
put my arm on the line in front of a goods
train, [ believe he could doit. He said
there was nothing horrible mn the affair:
that I was as sentimental as a school girl,
and that, as far as mutilation of the body
was concerned, his wite had always intend-
ed to leave her corpse to some hospital for
the dissecting rcom. Inshort, the villain
he got me to agree to be a party to his
scheme, and then he hurried me along so
fast I could never put the break on. He
got me to explain spots where there were
no dwellings, and, therefore, no doctors;
he got me to lock the carriage] for him,
and to give him the signal when the express
was approaching, and he got me to> prove
that the carriage door was not secured
through negligence on the part of the com-
pany’s servants. e drilled me thoroughly
and—well, you know what’s happened !”
—Black and White.

On Scientific Principles.

“Siy, Jimmie does your ma hit hard
when she licks?”

“You bet she does!”

*‘Mice don’t—so very—baut she hits s
often in the same place!”

Lady Randolph Churchill, accordlng to
gossip, is tattooed with a snake around
one arm. The o-eration took place dur-

ing her visit to India.

Information for the Teacher.

The teacher was asking questions—
teachers ave quite apt to ask uestions,
and they sometimes receive curious an-
swers. This question was as follows :

““Now, pupils, how many months have
twenty-eight days "

““All ot them, teacher,” replied the boy
on the front seat.

AYLONNA,

“It 18 finisked! Congratulate me, doc-
tor !" cried a joyous voice as I entered the
room. He arose from the table, upon
which lay a violin and bow and a pile of
neatly arranged music sheets, and came
toward me with extended hand. ‘I put
i the last note ten minutes ago.”

*“Yes,” I grumbled, noting his unnatu-
rally brilliant eyes and a flush upon his thin
cheek which I did not like to see there,
“‘and put yourself in bed again for a week
more,”

“‘Speak plainly, doctor,” he said, calmly.
“I demand as my right that you tell me the
whole truth, without equivocation or eva-
sion ”

“Well,” I replied, desperately, feeling
myself forced into a corner, ‘‘if you must
know, Victorien, you have a form ot heart
disease which is considered incurable. At
the same time, if you guard yourself irom
excitement, adopt regular hours, avoid
shocks, and——"

“Lave the life of an oyster or a clam,”
interrupted Victorien, ‘*you promise me a
tew years more. Is that it?”

““Yes,” I said, *'you may even attain old
age, my boy. But these wild flarries—
this sonata which is to send your uame
thundering down the ages, though for my
owa part I don’t understand what you'er
d iving at, and—and Aylonna Rivers——"

“*Stop there ? doctor,” exclaimed Victor-
ieu, in a tone so stern and harsh that I
stared at him in amazement. ‘It enough
of life is left me to perform this sonata at
the concert, on the 16th of this month, I
shall have accomplished my ambition. The
world will recognize a master, and she
——" his voice caught in his throat, and
for a moment he bowed his head upon the
table before him.

““Tell me, Victorien,” I asked, ‘‘does
she really understand your genius? Does
she really respect and love you as you de-
serve to be loved ?”

He bent his h-ad upon his hand for a
moment, and when he raised it again there
was an expression, a smile—I know not
what to call it—that glorified bis wan feat-

ures. ‘I do not care!” he said, proudly.
“I love her. I have devoted my genius
to her. I shail make ker tamous, because

I shall dedicate my workto her. Why,
doctor, see "and he burriedly turned
over the sheets upon his table until he
found the one he sought, which I saw was
the title page ot his great composition It
read thus :

AYLONNA.

Sonata Appassionate, ar Julie
Victorieu.

“1 know my composition will live,” he
continued. *‘‘And it is no touch of egotism
which causes me to say so. I know I have
done a great work, but I have done 1t
wholly tor her sake Evenif she never
so much as grants me her hand to kiss, I
have been well repaid in the knowledge
that I have toiled and suffered for her dear
sake—oh my love! my love! My queenly
Aylonna! My peerless one !”

He rested bis head upon the table and
sobbed aloud in what I recognizad. as a
phyeician, was sheer physical weakness. I
managed to quiet his unhea!thy excitement
by asking bim to play those pa.ts of his
sonata which were arranged for the vielin.

He sprang up at once, and even with the
tears glistening on his lashes, put his violin
beneath his chin and began to play. Ilove
music, though I am no ironclad critic ot
technique ; but I listened to that marvelous
performance until I grew entranced.

¢ Oh!” I cried, as the last strain wailed
away into silence, ‘‘that is surely one of
the greatest compositions ever written.
Why, my dear Victoricn, itis certain to
make you tamous.”

“‘But what will she say ?” he murmered,
laying aside the violin. *‘It is all for her.”

It she does not adore you, Victorien,
she is worse than a tool,” I replied with
conviction. ‘' No, no” he murmered sadly,
‘‘gshe does not understand me ; she does not
care for -

He hesitated a moment, then he brought
out a package from a drawer of the table,
“l have written her a letter telling her
ay love, and I have enclosed a copy of the
sonata. Do you—don’t you think, doctor,”
he looked at me with his wisttul expression
that moved me to the heart, ‘‘that she
might care tor me after all ””

“I haven’t a doubt of it,” I said posi-
tively, though 1 was far trom believing my
own words ; for I knew the shallowness ot
Ayionna Rivers’ nature. ‘‘Have patience
my boy, or you will not be able to play
your sonata at all.”

““The sixteenth ot the month is not far
off.” he murmered, gathering up his pa-
pers, ‘‘and then we shall see. [ will play
it, I tell you, alive or dead.”

“Yes,” said I, ¢‘‘then we shall see.
Alive, you will make a hit; dead—"1
shrugged my shoulders smiling.

On the afternoon of the sixteenth I was
with Victorieu, feeling that the concert
which was to take place on that evening
would be the crisis of bis life. I knew that,
in his state of bealth, the strong excitement
he was about to undergo in the perfor-
mance ot his sonata must be perilous, and
I had resolved to be at hand to aid him
should he require, as was only too prob-
able, my protessional skill.

“Doctor,” he said, pausing betore me,
‘I bave put my fate to the test, as 1 told
you I meant to do.”

““The conétrt——" 1 began.

“No, I meant Aylonna’s desision,” he
answered, feverishly. “‘I asked her to
wiite me to day. To tell me if she will ex-
cept my love and the homage ot my sonata.
O4! Doctor, ift—1t——"
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*‘Hark ! I interupted, **there is the post-
man’s whistle. A letter for you.”

“Yes,” he cried, as he picked up the let-
ter which fell through the slit in the door.

“From her! I know her writing.” He
pressed bis lips to the perfumed envelope,
then stood, hesitating.

He tore it open, glanced at the half-dozen
lines traced upon the sheet ; then with such
an expression as I hope never to see upon
mortal face again, he silently banded the
letter to me. It ran:

“‘Dear Mr. Victorien: I cannot say how
highly flattered I am by the dedication of
your beautiful sonata to me. Mr. Anson
Giray, to whom I am to be married on our
return from our trip abroad, unites with me
in thanks and most sincere regards.”

‘*As wicked and bitter a letter as ever
was penned,” I burst out, angrily. Then
I arose hurriedly and went over to where
Victorieu sat in his chair, with his chin
upon his chest and his hand aangling at
either side. A glance told me the truth.
He was dead. ‘

I had loved the poor boy, as the old and
world-worn live the young and innocent,
and for a moment the cellous composure
of the hardenad practitioner gave way, and
I wept over him in deep sorrow. Then I
called in assistance, and we laid him upon
his bed and .overed him decently. When
we finished our mourntul task the clock
struck 7, and I remembered that Victor-
1en’s sonatata was the second number on
the programme, and that some notification
should be given of what had happened to
the managers ot the concer t.

Directinz the attendants to remain be-
side the body during my absence, I hasten-
ed away and reached the concert hall just
as the hands of the great clock before the
building marked 8 30. Ihurriedly enter-
ed the hall but paused, amazed and doubt-
ing my own ears and eyes, at the entrance,
for from the orchestra rang the opening
chords of the Sonata Aylonna.

Yes, there could be no question of it.

Those weird lovely strains bad never yet
ceased to haunt my brain. And who was
he that stood there, with the violin at his
shoulder, drawing strains from the sense-
less instrument that held the vast audience
breethless, spellbound, wondering? Who
but Julio Victorien? Yes, by heaven!
Victorieu himselt! Victorieu ghastly as
death, with large eyes staring straight be-
fore him, playing as it without care or heed
of any one. At length the marvelous
sonata was done. Without salutation of
recognition ot those before whem he had
played, the preformer glided away, when,
awakening from their stupor, the audience
burst into thunderous applause and de-
manded the reappearance of the wviolinist.
He was nowhere to be found. Nor had
any one seen him leave the building.

In something approaching a nightmare
I hurried back on the room where I had
left the mortal remains of Julio Victorieu
and found the two attendants sitting upon
either side of the bed. where I had left
them. And there, as [ left it, lay the body
of my poor friend.

During the ride back from the concert
hall | had recovered somewhat of my or-
dinary composure, and was thus able to
question the two watchers in terms ot pro-
tessional usage. They had nothing to tell
me, except that about 8.30 they had been
st.rtled bo aloud, sharp sound, which on
examination proved to have proceeded
from the violia case belonging to the dead
man. On opening the case it was found
that every string on the instrument had
snapped. | AT s S 194

When I came to look over my poor
friend’s effects I discovered a copy of
the Aylonna Sonata in his handwriting,
but so blotted, torn and defaced as to be
wholly indecipherable. Whether Avlonna
Rivers—now Mrs. Anson Gray—has pre-
served hers I do not know.

Protection for Newsboys.

A new woman movement which was
started recently in Worchester, Mass., Las
been scorched by the municipal authorities.
During the hard times of the past year or
80 a great many girls started in the busi-
ness of selling newspapers on the streets,
and soon the newsboys were hard pressed
and in danger ot being driven out of the
business. It has just been determined not
to allow girls to sell papers on the streets,
because of the physical hardships and dis-
comforts, and of the evil influences to which
they are exposed.

Adding Insult to Injury.

Old Lady—That parrot I bought of you
used dreadtful language.

Bird Dealer—Ah, mum, you shouid be
werry careful what you sez afore it; it's
astonishing how quick them birds pick up
snything.

THE WM, S. BOLL CASE

Bladder-Stone of Wonderful Dimensions Got
Rid of.

An Kasy Escape From Grave Danger—
Great Recovery by Using Dodd’s
Kidney Pills.

Fredericton, N. B., Jan. 6,— (Special) —
The people ot St. Mary’s, a usually quiet
suburb of this city, are excited over a stone
of unusual dimensions, now in the pos-
session of a physician here. This stone
passed from the bladder of Mr. Wm. S.
Bull, after taking one box of Dodd’s Kid-
ney Pills. The facts as told by the suffer-
er himself are as tollows :

““About a year ago I began to suffer
with severe pains in my back, accompanied
by lethargy impossible to overcome.

-Continuing for some time and]gradual-
ly getting worse, I employed a physician,
who gaie my ailment a high sounding name,
and 1 was freatly alarmed when in spite of
treatment I began to urinate blood.

“Jt was at this juncture that a friend ad-
vised me to use Dodd’s Kidney Pills, and
it was after using one box that I got rid of
tLe stone mentioned-

““You may judge of my gratitude for an
escape at such small expense from the ter-
rible suffering caused by the passage of
such a stone. ;

“The third box ot Dodd’s Kidney Pills
effected a complete and radical cure, and
for the past six months I have felt co re-
turn of any suffering.

““As I used no other medicine whatever
since commencing the use of Dodd’s Kidney
Pills I am positive that I owe my recovery
entirely to their virtue.”

Dodd’s Kidney Pills are sold everywhere
at 50 cents a box or by mail from the Dodd’s
Medicine Company, Toronto, Ont.
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