
THE THREE TOOLS OP DEATH

ing no time to unload it, emptied it shot after shot

ail over the floor. The suicide saw a fourth shape

of death, and made a dash for the window. The

rescuer did the only thing he could—ran after him

with the rope and tried to tie him hand and foot.

Then it was that the unlucky girl ran in, and mis--

understanding the struggle, strove to slash her

father free. At first she only slashed poor Royce's

knuckles, from which has come all the little blood

in this affair. But, of course, you noticed that he

left blood, but no wound, on that servant's face?

Only before the poor woman swooned, sue did hack

her father loose, so that he went crashing through

that window into eternity."

There was a long stillness slowly broken by the

metallic noises of Gilder unlocking the handcuffs of

Patrick Royce, to whom he said : "I think I should

have told the truth, sir. You and th young lady

are worth more than Armstrong > obituary

notices."

"Confound Armstrong's notices," cri 1 Royce
roughly. "Don't you see it va be« jse she

mustn't know? '

"Mustn't know what .-' " a&ted Meicon.

"Why, that she killed he father, you fool! "

To&red tht- other. "He'd nave been alive now but
for her. It might craze her to know that."

"No, I don't thiRK t would," remarked Father
Brown, as he picked up ui> hai. " I rather think I

should tell her. Eve . the m ^st murderous blunders
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