
THE INNOCENCE OF FATHER iiROWN

form your own conclusions, and you won't want

me to go into details. That is my whisky bottle

half emptied in the corner; that is my revolver

quite emptied on the carpet. It was the rope from

my box that was found on the corpse, and it was

from my window the corpse was thrown. You need

not set detectives to grub up my tragedy; it is a

common enough weed in this world. I give myself

to the gallows; and, by God, that is enough I

At a sufficiently delicate sign, the police

gathered round the large man to lead him aw^
but their unobtrusiveness was somewhat staggered

by the remarkable appearance of Father Brown,

who was on his hands and knees on the carpet in

the doorway, as if engaged in some kind of undig-

nified prayers. Being a person utterly insensible

to the social figure fie cut, he remained m this

posture, but turned a i..»^M round face up at the

company, presenting the appearance* of -^ quad-

ruped with a very comic human head.

"I say," he said good-naturedly, "this really

won't do at all, you know. At the beginning you

said we'd found no weapon. But now we're find-

ing too many; there's the knife to stab, and the

rope to strangle, and the pistol to shoot; and after

all he broke his neck by falling out of a window 1

It won't do. It's not economical." And he shook

his head at the ground as a horse does grazing.

Inspector* Gilder had opened his mouth with

serious intentions, but before he could speak the
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