
THE THREE TOOLS OF DEATH

picions. Unless you have some practical evidence,

your mere opinions
"

"Ohl I'll give you practical evidence," cut in

Magnus, in his hacking accent. "You'll have to

subpoena me, Mr. Inspector, and I shall have to

tell the truth. And the truth is this : An instant

after the old man was pitched bleeding out of the

window, I ran into the attic, and found his

daughter swooning on the floor with a red dagger

still in her hand. Allow me to hand that also to

the proper authorities." He took from his tail-

pocket a long horn-hilted knife with a red smear

on it, and handed it politely to the sergeant. Then

he stood back again, and his slits of eyes almost

faded from his face in one fat Chinese sneer.

Merton felt an almost bodily sickness at the

sight of him; and he muttered to Gilder : "Surely

you would take Miss Armstrong's word against

his?"

Father Brown suddenly lifted a face so absurdly

fresh that it looked somehow as if he had just

washed it. "Yes," he said, radiating innocence,

"but is Miss Armstrong's word against his? "

The girl uttered a startled, singular little cryj

eveiyone looked at her. Her figure was rigid as if

paralysed; only her face within its frame of faint

brown hair was alive with an appalling surprise.

She stood lii:e one of a sudden lassooed and

throttled.

"This man," said Mr. Gilder gravely, "actually
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