
THE THREE TOOLS OF DEATH

"To defend him," repeated Gilder gravely.

"Against whom?"
"Against me," answered the secretary.

Alice looked at him with a ccmiplex and baffling

face; then she said in a low voice : "After it all,

I am still glad you are brave."

"Come upstairs," said Patrick Royce heavily,

"and I will show you the whole cursed thing."

The attic, which was the secretary's private

place (and rather a small cell for so large a hermit),

had indeed all the vestiges of a violent drama.

Near the centre of the floor lay a large revolver as

if flung away ; nearer to the left was rolled a whisky
bottle, open but not quite empty. The cloth of the

little table lay dragged and trampled, and a length

of CO; -', like that found on the corpse, was cast

wildly across the window sill. Two vases were

smashed on the mantelpiece and one on the carpet.

"I was drunk," said Royce; and this simplicity

in the prematurely battered man somehow had the

pathos of the first sin of a baby.

"You all know about me," he continued

huskily; "everybody knows how my story began,

and it may as well end like that too. I was called

a clever man once, and might have been a happy
one; Armstrong saved the remains of a brain and
body from the tareerns, and was always kind to me
in his own way, poor fellow I Only he wouldn't
let me marry Alice here; and it will always be
said that he was right enough. Well, you can
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