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The Mystery Solved 
at Last.

CHAPTER XLI.
After the Crisis.

Sir Fielding walked back, and the 
doctoi» stole to the bedside and bent 
over the lovely face that might be an 
angel’s before the sun quite set, and 
watched the lips closely.

"She has not spoken—the lips hqve 
not moved?” he asked of Carlotta, 
anxiously.

She shook her head sadly, and 
whispered back:

“No; she has not spoken since the 
night a- month ago, when she called 
for him.

• ****•• •
The same sun that shone upon poor 

Maud’s wasted face, lit up the road 
from London, and fell in a bright, 
glorious stream of crimson upon a 
horseman, who, with the perspiration 
pouring from his face, lashed his 
horse with lash and spur almost to 
racing pace.

At the foot of a hill leading to the 
next town of Warrington he slacken
ed pace—of a necessity—and, lifting 
his soft, wide-brimmed hat from his 
brow, muttered :

“Nightfall before I can reach it. 
What in Heaven’s name possesses 
me? Am I mad? The people look at 
me as though they thought me so! 
What am I tearing like a demon 
along the road for—what—ah, ’tis 
useless. How can I argue with the 
intense longing, the maddening desire 
to reach the place? Since the night 
I heard her call the longing has con
çu in my soul like fire. If she be
d' i#---- Away with the thought! or
I sfall be mad indeed.”

Having reached the summit of the 
hill, he once more urged the horse to 
its full speed.

At a tollgate the man, before he 
stooped to pick up the coin the be
spattered one threvr him, stared with 
astonishment; the landlord of the 
wayside inn, a mile beyond, called his 
wife to stare after him; a passing 
wagoner shouted to him to stop; and 
a mounted patrol tried to bar his 
way; but, like a man riding for life, 
he looked neither to the right nor the 
left, but sped on.

The sun sank and the clouds of 
night rolled up thick and majestic.

The tired, jaded steed commenced 
to breathe painfully and falter at the 
hit, and, groaning aloud, the rider, 
at last obliged to acknowledge to 
himself that the animal coulfl go no 
farther, pulled up at the lighted win
dow of a little cottage and dismount
ed.

The next inn was a mile on. He 
must lead the exhausted steed on and 
leave it there until it could be fetch
ed. There was no fear of its stray

ing, even now it staggered as it stoo l 
and looked ready to fall.

While he stopped for one moment, 
deciding what course to pursue, th 
cottage door opened and a man wall 
ed hurriedly out, saying :

"Ah, doctor, you be come at last 
only just in time—only Just in time.

The horseman turned, and the man 
seeing his mistake, touched his fore 
head, and, staring at the foaming 
beast, said:

"Beg pardon, your honor, but 
thought it were the doctor. We hav 
sent for him and the parson, for 
body as is likely not to need aythcr 
on ’em if so be as they don’t come 
quick.”

“Dying?” said the horseman, with 
a hesitating look that gave place to 
groan as his conscience reminded him 
of his duty.

"Ay, nigh dead, sir. I'm thinking 
that lie’s only kept up through having 
made up his mind not to die till the 
parson comes. He seems a good bit 
uneasy, something on his mind loiko, 
and do keep moanin' and squeamin' 
loike, that I do wish the parson 
would come.”

The horseman's head sank upon his 
breast, then he looked at the horse 
and up the road swiftly, and with an 
impatient sigh, said:

“I am a clergyman, my man. 
will see the dying man if you wish 
it.”

“Thank'ee, sir,” said the man, evi
dently not expecting a clergyman in 
such mud-bespattered gaiters. “P’raps 
you'll walk this way, sir.”

The traveler tied the bridle of the 
horse against the wooden fence, and 
followed the man into the cottage.

For some few moments the dim 
light did not reveal the low bed and 
the dying man stretched upon it, and
when the traveler saw them he re- 
ihoved his hat and walked toward 
its head.

A woman in the room at that mo
ment stepped before the candle, and 
so thoroughly obscured the man’s 
face.

When he heard the approaching 
footstep, the dying man raised him 
self on his elbow and gasped:

“Are you the—priest?"
The traveler started slightly at the 

voice.
"I am a clergyman,” he said, 

gravely.
"Ah,” said the dying man, “not 

priest. What is the difference? What 
—matters it? Come closer. Soh! I— 
I am dying; going fast Fever- 
fever, starvation, and—are you listen
ing?—remorse! Remorse!" and, re
peating the word with an accent of 
agony, he fell back upon the bed.

The traveler stooped over him and 
tried to see his face—his own had 
grown strangely moved—but the 
light was still hidden.

Presently, while the man still lay 
recovering strength to speak, and the 
traveler stood watching, the door 
opened and two persons entered—the 
cle -JBian and the doctor. ,

The owner of the cottage hastily 
explained the state of affairs, and
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bowing courteously to the motionless 
figure at the head of the bed they ap
proached.

The doctor, bending down, took the 
hand of the dying man, but at his 
touch raised himself again, and, slow
ly shaking his head, he gasped :

"Too late, too late! I—I want the 
priest; the priest!”

At this the traveler drew back, and 
the priest, who had just entered, took 
his place.

“Father!” gasped the dying man, 
clutching at his hand.

“My son,” replied the priest 
“I am dying—dying fast. Holy 

Mary, spare me until I have confess
ed. Father, listen—no, no, det them 
stay. I want them to hear. I want— 
listen! My name is Lorenzo Spazzola. 
Ah! who is that?” he gasped, as the 
traveler suddenly started, uttered a 
low cry, and bent forward for a mo
ment.

“Nothing, my son, proceed,” said 
the priest, who had not noticed the 
cry at the announcement.

“I—I—am Lorenzo Spazzola, a:i 
Italian-----”

Here he breathed hard and looking 
at the doctor signed for him to write.

The doctor took out his notebook 
and wrote down the statement, word 
for word as it issued from the pant
ing lips.

“I wish to confess before I die, my
sins, especially two great ones. I-----
Holy Mother! Father, I shall die
before—before I----- Write, write, I
am the husband of Felise Faustine, 
who died, was murdered two years 
ago in the Black Pool at Grassmerc! 
Write, write. Quick! Hold me up. I 
—we plotted to marry her to a rich 
young Englishman. She was a fiend, 
a beautiful fiend, fond of drink, faith
less; I was tired of her! He a mere 
infant at Venice. She lived as his 
wife, and, maddened by her bad con
duct he fled from her. I planned this,
I followed him to England, followed 
and tracked him. I forged her certi 
ficate of death, took it to his house 
one stormy night. I—Holy Mother 
give me breath, spare me—these— 
few moments. Felise, the womari, my 
wife, traced me here. She wanted to 
frighten the money from the English
man, who believed himself to be her 
husband. She had heard he was to 
be married, and gave me the ’ slip 
came, tramped down to Grassmere, 
went up in the storm to the great 
house on the hill, saw him, got—him 

to walk into the forest with her. 
followed and watched, watched them 
together in the soaking rain; saw him 
give her money, waited till he had 
gone”—here the man’s voice grew 
excited and harsh—“tracked her
footsteps and," rising in bed with up 
lifted arm, “ran my stiletto through 
her bosom.”

The priest started, the doctor turn
ed pale, but the figure at the head of 
the bed stood like stone, immovable, 
motionless.

The dying man with another effort 
raised himself and fixing his fast
glazing eyes upon the priest conthr- 
ued more faintly and with greater 
difficulty:

I emptied her pockets of the gold, 
and—and dragged her body to the 
pool, then tramped back to London 
and hid. I knew I was safe,” he went 
on, a cunning leer distorting his livid 
face. “I knew that they would fix the 
little business on him, and—ah!, ah, 
they did, the idiots. He could not 
commit murder, though he fired on 
me once. They offered a reward for 
his apprehension, he had fled the 
night of the murder, thinking the wo
man was his rightful spouse, but they 
could not take him—no, no. Lucian 
is too fleet—too swift to be tracked, 
by such slow dogs! Father! that is 
all. You have written gdl, doctor. 
Give me the paper—hold my hand. 
I—I—will .sign it.”

The two men, pale and petrified 
with horror, knelt down; one held 
the book while the other supported 
the thin, wasted, blood-stained hand.

The murderer slowly penned his 
name, “Lorenzo Spazzola,” and at the 
last letter sank back upon the bed 
struggling in the last gasp.

The priest hastily wrote his name 
as witness and the doctor his, then 
looked up and said:

"Are there any other witnesses?”
The traveler, as if awaking from a 

trance, stepped forward.
“One more,” he said, in hohow, 

broken tones.
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“May I ask your name, sir?” said 
the priest.

“Maurice Durant,” replied the deep 
voice, solemnly.

As the tones reached the dying 
man’s ears, he sprang up in bed, and, 
with starting eyes, pointed his lean, 
quivering finger at the dark, sombre 
form.

“That’s him!” he shrieked in agony. 
“That’s him—Lucian—Maurice—come 
at last. I knew he would. He has 
come to take me away.”

With a long, quivering, despairing 
wail the blood-stained soul of Lor
enzo Spazzola fled from its miserable 
tenement.

“Maurice Durant!” cried the doctor, 
starting to his feet.

"Ay, Maurice Durant, sip,” said the 
traveler, sternly. "Take charge of 
that confession, sir, as you would 
your own soul and follow me to the 
nearest magistrate. Sir Fielding Chi
chester,” and dashing out he leaped 
on the priest’s horse, which happened 
to he nearest the door, and sped away.

The doctor, bewildered and half 
frightened out of his life, got upon 
the other and galloped after.

Maud’s face still rested on Car- 
lotta’s soft bosom, the loved* ones still 
stood watching around the bed.

The sun sank, the room grew dark, 
the shaded lamp was lit and the doc
tor grew anxious.

“The crisis is coming,” he said, 
“coming quickly. If—if-----”

"If what?” said Sir Fielding, al
most mad with grief.

“If she calls for any one, and he 
or she is not here or cannot be pro
duced, I cannot answer for the con
sequences.” i

Sir Fielding grouped.
“What makes you think she will 

ask for some one?” he said, in a whis
per.

‘Because,-" replied the doctor, “she 
has always a wistful expression upon 
her face, a watching, waiting look, 
sometimes hopeful, sometimes de
spairing. See, now! I am inclined 
to think that—ahem—the person’s ab
sence has been the cause—not en
tirely, mind, but the primary, princl- 
ptl, cause of the danger. If I am 
right she will immediately, in coming 
to consciousness, ask tor him.”’

Sir Fielding hid his face in his 
hands and prayed. His agony was al
most unbearable.

Chudleigh camp and placed his 
hand on his shoulder and whispered 
some words of comfort.

(To be Continued.)
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Black satin and Irish lace are here 

combined. The style is also good for 
serge, gabardine, taffeta, nun’s veiling 
duvetyn, for linen, linene, chambrey 
and lawn. The waist is made with 
vest portions, over which the side 
fronts are shaped. The skirt front 
and back forms a panel, and the 
sides are gathered under belt portions. 
This model comprises Ladies’ Waist 
Pattern 1994, and Ladies’ Skirt Pat
tern 1981. The Waist is cut in 
sizes 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and: 44 inches 
bust measure, and the Skirt in 
sizes: 22„ 24, 26, 28, 30 and 32 inches 
waist measure. It requires 8% yards 
cf double width material for a 36-inch 
size, for the entire dress. The skirt 
measures about 2% yards at the foot.

This illustration calls for TWO 
separate patterns, which will be mail 
ed to any address on receipt of 10 
cents FOR EACH pattern, in silver or 
stamps.
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GROWING GIRL.
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If the top of the stove Is crowded 
the oven can be used for cooking ve
getables.

A little meat cooked with a quantity 
of vegetables extends the meat flavor 
to them.
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1983—Girls’ Dress.
Blue serge with trimming of blue or 

black soutache braid would be nice 
tor this model. Plaid or checked suit
ing, or a combination of either with 
plain material, is also good. The 
dress is made with a side closing. The 
sleeve has a deep, shaped cuff. The 
Pattern is cut in 4 sizes : 8, 10, 12 and 
14 years. It requires 4 yards of 44 
inch material for a 12-year size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10 cents 
in silver or stamps.
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War New:
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Previous to 9 A]
MORE VILLAGES TAKEN BY BJ

ISH.
LONDON, March 

The official statement from 
British Headquarters* to-night 
South and southeast of Peronne| 
have advanced repeatedly during 
last 24 hours, and reached pi 
some ten miles to the east of 
River Somme. We have occ 
another forty villages in this 
Between Nariu and Arras the e 
is beginning to develop conside 
resistance at a number of pi 
nevertheless his rearguard is l 
steadily driven from their posit 
and our progress continues. We 
Tied out successful raids during 
night east of Arras and northea 
Neuville St. Vaast. A hostile rai 
party east of Neuville St. Vaast 
repulsed. The enemy blew a 
tliis«morning southeast of Ypres, dj 
aging his own trenches. There 
been considerable artillery duringj 
day by both sides in tile neighbor 
of Armentieres and Ypres.

No.
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moment.
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Coughs and Colds can be cured 
by using Stafford’s Phoratone 
and Stafford’s Liniment.

Ï** ABB’S LINDESNT HMD

HENRY BLAIR.
Sextants,

Quadrants, Logs, etc

COLD WEATHER.
LONDON, March 

Stormy weather with severely 
winds and frequent snow squalls 
tinued during the night in the r 
over which the British armies 
France are following the retrei 
Germans. Although these corn!it] 
add to the discomfort of field 
paigning, says Reuter’s represel 
five at British headquarters 
have had no bad effect on the sur 
of the ground, which in the ne 
occupied area remains quite pra 
cable for movements of horse, f< 
troops and guns. Notwithstam 
the work of destruction which 
Germans are carrying out as t 
withdraw, the British troops 
shelter in the villages they occ 
Large proportions of the houses 1 
been gutted, but in most cases 
walls remain standing, so that co| 
for the troops is improvised ea 
Many places which the British li 
taken in the past two days con 
civilian inhabitants. It is repo 
that the Germans evacuating 
towns and villages on the line of 
treat are sending civilians in 1 
numbers back instead of forw 
so that they will not have so n: 
mouths to feed. The correspon 
reports the joy of the civilians
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