
THE THREE TOOLS OF DEATH

grotesque figure on the floor had gone on quite

volubly.

"And now three quite impossible things.

First, these; ho.es in the carpet, where the six

bullets have gone in. Why on earth should any-,

body fire at the carpet? A drunken man lets fly

at his enemy's head, the thing that's grinning at

him. He doesn't pick a quarrel with his feet, or

lay siege to his slippers. And then there's the

rope"—and having done with the carpet the

speaker lifted his hands and put them in his

pockets, but continued unaffectedly on his knees—

"in what conceivable intoxication would anybody

try to put a rope round a man's neck and finally

put it round his leg ? Royce, anyhow, was not so

drunk as that, or he would be sleeping like a log

by now. And, plainest of all, the whisky bottle.

You suggest a dipsomaniac fought for the whisky

bottle, and then having won, rolled it away in a

corner, spilling one half and leaving the other.

That is the very last thing a dipsomaniac would

do."

He scrambled awkwardly to his feet, and said

to the self-accused murderer in tones of limpid

penitence: "I'm awfully sorry, my dear sir, but

your tale is really rubbish."

"Sir," said Alice Armstrong in a low tone to

the priest, "can I speak to you alone for a

moment ?
"

This request forced the communicative cleric
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