
THE THREE TOOLS OF DEATH

tween them, managed to cut the rope before I

fainted."

"I see/* said Father Brown, with the same

wooden civility. "Thank you."

As the girl collapsed under her memories, the

priest passed stifily into the next room, where he

found Gilder and Merton alone with Patrick

Royce, who sat in a chair, handcuffed. There he

said to the Inspector submissively

:

"Might I say a word to the prisoner in your

presence ; and might he take off those funny cuffs

for a minute? "

"He is a very powerful man," said Merton in

an undertone. "Why do you want them taken

off?"

"Why, I thought," replied the priest humbly,

"that perhaps I might have the very great honour

of shaking hands with him."

Both detectives stared, and Father Brown

added: "Won't you tell them about it, sir?"

The man on the chair shook his tousled head,

and the priest turned impatiently.

"Then I will," he said. "Private lives are more

important than public reputations. I am going to

save the living, and let the dead bury fheir dead."

He went to the fatal window, and blinked out of

it as he went on talking.

" I told you that in this case there were too many
weapons and onl^one death. I tell you now that

they were not weapons, and were not us^ to cause
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