
In which this History is Ended 513
In t)u> librury I f,„ni<l Sir Ricliard, find Mr. Gniinmr,

vvlio grirtcd iiu' with his prcrisi' h'ttic bow.

^

"I huvo to coiiunitulatL' voii. Sir IVter," he iR'^ran,
• not only on your (hstilll^^Ii^hl(l iiiarria<r(., and acci>s"ion
to fortune, hut upon the fact that thf— ah - unpleasant-
ness conncc'tuia; u cortain Peter Smith with vour unfortu-
nate cousin's late decease has been entinlv removed l)y
means of the murderer's written confession,* placed in my
hands some days u<ro i)y the Lady Sophia."

I^A written confession — and sjie hrou^'ht it to vou?"
"Galloi)ed all the way from Tonhridne, by'CJad'"

nodded Sir Hichard.
"

"It seems," pursued Mr. Graln^rer, "that the— ah —
man, John Strickland, by name, lodged with a certain
preadier, to whom, in Lady Vibart's presence, he con-
fessed his cnme, and willingly wrote out a deposition to that
effect. It also appears that the man, sick though he was,
wandered from the J'reacher's cottage, and was eventually
fonnd upon the road, and now lies in Maidstone gaol, in
u dying condition."

Chancing, presently, to look from the window, I beheld
a groom who led a horse up and down before the door; and
the groom was Adam, and the horse —

I opened the window, and, leaning out, called a name.
At the sound of my voice the man snn"led and touched his
hat, and the mare ceased her pawing and chafing, and
turned upon me a pair of great, soft eyes, and snuffed the
a.r, and whinnied. So I leapt out of the window, and down
the steps, and thus it was that I met " Wings."

« o- ^ll'". 'r
'" ^'"' J""'' "' ^"'i<''^'""' ^iiV saiiPAdam proudly

;

Sir Richard bought 'er— "

"For a song!" added the baronet, who, with Mr
Grainger, had followed to bid me good-bv. " I really rrot
her remarkably cheap," he explained, thrustin-r his' tTsts
deep into his pockets, and frowning down mv thanks. Rut,
when I had swung myself into the saddle, he came and laid

I" " ' '"/ "-I -'-^ .

"You are going to— find her, Peter.?"


