]

IYRCEE IS "GN

8B R




“How | Became
a Hotel
Hostess™

Alice Behr, Becomes Hos#-

ess-Housekeeper Though
Without Previous Expe-
rience

"Looking for a position with a future,
| decided to enroll for Lewis Training.
After | graduated, their Placement Ser-
vice advised me of a position. However,
| decided to take the position another
hotel offered me as Hostess-Housekeeper.
When | contrast my previous position with
my present well-paid job and the brilliant
future it offers, | feel like celebrating."

STEP INTO A WELL

Well-paid, important positions,
ever-increasing  opportunities
and a sound, substantial future
await trained men and women
in essential hotels, clubs, motels,
institutions, schools and apart-
ment house projects. Lewis grad-
uates “making good” as Mana-
gers, Assistant Managers, Stew-
ards, Executive Housekeepers,
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Send me, the Free Rook., ““Your Blg Opportunity”,
without obligation. T want to know how te quallly
for a well-paid posltion

Lewls Hotel Training School
Room X0-2581
Wanshington 7, D. C.

0O Home Study {J Rextdent Truining

N&ME e e
(Please Print Name and Address)
Address ... e
City ...t Zone .....Btate .. ...,

[ Check here It ellgible for Veteran Tralning.

“How | Stepped

'For twelve years | had worked at routine
jobs. | wanted job security and a posi-
tion | would enjoy. After reading the
Lewis Book, 'Your Big Opportunity’, |
enrolled. Upon graduating, | secured my
first hotel position. Soon | was Manager
of a Florida hotel, with a corresponding
increase in pay. Now Manager of the
Elks' Club in this beautiful city."

PAID HOTEL POSITION

Hostesses, and in 55 other types
of well-paid positions.
Record-breaking travel means
greater opportunities than ever.
Previous experience proved un-
necessary in this business,
where you are not dropped be-
cause you are over 40. Lewis
Training qualifies you at home
in leisure time or through resi-
dent classes in Washington.

FREE book describes this fascinating
field; tells how you are registered FREE
in Lewis National Placement Service.
Mail the coupon NOW!

LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOL

Room XO-2561, Washington 7, D. C.

Course Approved For All
Veteran Training



How's your

BATTING AVERAG

with the boss?

Are you still making a hit? Are you up for the joh
ahead? Here's a sure way to score in any league!

If your boss is like most, he’s casting his critical eye
on everybody these days. He wants to know how you
stack up. Are you making good —or marking time?
When the changes come, will you go up—or out?

This is no time for casual resolve. What you plan
to do six months from now may bhe too late. You've
got to prove your worth—NOW!

FOR REAL JOB SECURITY—GET L.C.S. TRAINING

The quickest, surest way to impress your boss is to
show him that you're better equipped than the next
guy. And here's where L. C. S. can go to bat for you!

I.C.S. training is approved training! Leading
companies know it—and use it! At your request,
your boss will get regular reports of your progress
with I. C.S. More important, he’ll notice the imme-
diate improvement in your work.

LEARN IN YOUR SPARE TIME—SET YOUR OWN PACE

I.C.S. instruction is personalized instruction. No
interference with other activities. No slow classmates
to hold up your progress. You forge ahead as rapidly
as your time and ability permit! .

I.C.S. Courses are practical, up-to-the-minute.
What you learn one night, you apply the next day.
You get bedrock facts and theories plus everyday
know-how. Graduates get (he famous I. C. S. diploma
—recognized everywhere. “I got a break over more
experienced fellows because of my I.C. S. training,”
says M. A.D., Suncock, N. H.

QUICK WAY TO TEST YOUR EXECUTIVE ABILITY

Successful men know how to make decisions. Don’t
put it off! Mail the coupon today!

E Boan Free, illustrated catalog outlining opportunities in the field that interests you. Also 36-page, pocke!-size guide to
1 nk & advancement, "How to Succeed,” a gold mine of helpful tips. Just mail the coupon!

For Real Job Security — Get 1. C. S. Training!

BOX 6012-E, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.

I.C. S., Scranton 9, Penna.
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Our Feature Novel

MURDER BY THE BOOK
by Carroll John Daly .............. 8

In order to turn his knowledge into cvi-
dence that a court would accept, Baldwin
Scott had to force the as-yet unknown cul-
prit to play along with Scott’s own plans.

Novelet

® IN SCARLET PASSING ......... civiiiieriennennnns Mark Carrel

All they knew for sure was that the killer wasn't left-handed!

Short Stories and Features

SPOTLIGHT ON CRI'\iE ........................... Harold Gluck
Mr. Gluck tells of some “Further Recollcctlons of a Police Chief”.

A CASE OF IMMUNITY .......... . ...ociivunn.. Francis C. Battle
Sanders had the full protection of the law, but . . .

ALL THE ANGLES ... ... . i iiiertenonnnnnas Basil Wells

Lee Dunn was sure he'd thought of everything, this time.
SGT. LOGAN'S THREE STRANGE CASES .... Thomas Thursday
And you wouldn't accept any of these if you saw them in fiction!

THE INSPECTOR HAD A HUNCH .............. Walter Kanitz
Everything else had failed to throw light on the mysterious robberies!
LUCKY LUDLOW ....... ... .. ... . ... ....... Wade B. Rubottom

Was it luck — or just a knack for using the slightest turn of fortune?
MY FRIEND GETS HIS MAN (Special Feature) .... J.J. Mathews
PERFECT HIDEOUT .............cccoiiiviiinn, Cliff Campbell

In a dcad man’s shoes, he thought he'd be safe from prosecution — and he was!
BAIT THE HOOK WITH A BLONDE ...... Willlam F. Schwartz

It was like a grade B movie script, except that I didn't know who'd win!
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Check the Kind of Bady

YOU Want!
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COUPON BELOW

... and I'll Prove How EASILY You Con Have It!

SILVER CUP
QIVEN AWAY

UST tell me where you want {¢

—and I'l add SOLID INCH-
ES8 of powerful new muscle 80
FAST your frlends will grow
bug-eyed with wonder!

Do you want me to broaden
your shoulders—put trip-ham-
mer power in your arme—make
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When you develop your strength
through “Dynamic Tenslon" you
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SPOTLIGHT ON CRIME

% FURTHER RECOLLECTIONS OF A POLICE CHIEF %
by Harold Gluck

In our last issue, Chief George W.
Walling told of the great Manhattan
Bank robbery of 1878, and of the cap-
ture of some members of the gang re-
sponsible, and the recovery of most of
the money. However, as we shall see
belvw, certainn persons connected with
thut robbery remained at large, to par-
ticipate in further crimes.

EW YORK'’S Thir-
ty-fifth Precinct is
a straggling annex of
the great city, and
in some parts it is as
sparsely settled as
the Adirondacks. In
no part of it were
there fewer houses
than in the neighbor-
hood of what is
known as “Tramps’ Rock.” This land-
mark is close to the dividing line be-
tween Westchester County and the
County of New York, which runs from
Clara Morris’ country villa to Williams
Bridge over the Bronx River, No more
favorable neighborhood for the com-
mission of crime, or for the concealing
of its results, could be selected.

On the 4th of June, 1884, Mounted
Patrolman E. Johnstone, while riding
over his district was not very much
surprised when he found, near the base
of the rock, the partly decomposed
body of a man who, he supposed, had
committed suicide. There was nothing
startling in the appearance of the body
or its surroundings, so far as casual
observation went. It was carried to an
undertaker’s morgue in Yonkers, where
it remained for some days.

The man appeared to have shot him-
self with a white-handled revolver. The
weapon was found near the body.

Under ordinary circumstances the
body would have been buried at the
expense of the county, and there would
have been an end of the matter. But
loca! reporters for the New York press
investigated the finding of the body,
and published an accurate description
of the corpse and the clothing on it,
Equally singular was the lack of com-
mon prudence displayed by Madame
Mandelbaum, the notorious “fence.” A
“client” of hers—Ge.oge Leonidas Les-
lie, alias Western George, George How-
ard, J. G. Allison, George K. Leslie,
C. G. Greene, etc., ad infinitum—had
been missing for several days. In a
certain sense, Leslie was the chief of
her clique of silk-stealing and bank-
breaking friends, a man who had
brought to her coffers many thousands
of dollars. Mrs. Mandelbaum dared
not appear at Yonkers, but instead
sent her chosen associate, Herman
Steid, to ascertain if the body was that
of Leslie.

Steid’s usual self-possession deserted
him when confronted with the dead.
His emotion was so manifest that the
local coroner felt assured that the vis-
itor could tell something of the sup-
posed suicide. He questioned him
adroitly, obtaining a sufficient clue on
which to base further inquiries, and
allowed him to return to New York.
Pursuing his investigations, the coroner
visited New York and made his errand
public. The press became interested,
and by degrees the particulars of one
of the foulest and best-planned mur-
ders of the age was obtained.

/" EORGE LEONIDAS LESLIE was

by descent an Englishman, his fa-

ther, in 1840, emigrating to this coun-
[Turn To Page 82]
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USED BY U. S.
ARMED
FORCES

NOW—Whether You’re a Beginner or an Expert Mechanic
—You Can “Breeze Through' ANY AUTO REPAIR JOB!
MOTOR’S BIG BRAND-NEW AUTO REPAIR MANUAL Shows
You HOW — With 2950 PICTURES AND SIMPLE
STEP-BY-STEP INSTRUCTIONS.

COVERS EVERY JOB ON EVERY CAR BUILT FROM 1940 THRU 1954

ES, it's easy as A-B-C to do

any “fix-it” job on any car
whether it's a simple carburetor
adjustment or a complete overhaul.
Just look up the job in the index of
MOTOR’S New AUTO REPAIR
MANUAL. Turn to pages cover-
ing job. Follow the clear, illus-
trated step-by-step instructions.
Presto—the job is donel

No guesswork! MO-
TOR’S Manual takes
nothing for granted.
Tells you where to start.
What tools to use. Then
it leads you easily and
quickly through the en-
tire operation!

Over 2,950 Pictures! So Complete,
So Simple, Yoo CAN'T Go Wrong!

BIG BRAND-NEW REVISED
Edition. Covers everything you need
to know to repair over 685 chassis
models—including ALL 1954 CARS.
ONE THOUSAND giant pages, 2,950
¢This-Is-How" pictures. Over 290
“Quick-Check' charts — more than
22,598 essential repair specifications.
Over 225,000 service and repair facts.
Instructions and pictures are so clear
you can’t go wrong!

gasaline

Even a green beginner mechanic
can do a good job. And if you're a
topnotch mechanic, you'll find short-
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got! Unless you agree
this is the greateat
time-saver and work-
saver you've ever seen
—return book in 7
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Mail coupon today!
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Book Dept., Desk 473,
250 West 55th St.,
New York 19, N. Y.
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Had Alice Farrington killed her father while she walked
in her sleep, or was the sleepwalking act a cover-up for first
degree murder? Or, could some bit of evidence which
seemed to clinch the case against Alice point in still another
direction? More than this girl’s life was at stake ...

gun held her fingerprints.



MURDERBY
THE BOOK

Feature Novel Of Strange Mystery

by Carroll John Daly

r g \HE CRIME itself was a particularly tragic one. A young, cultured
and highly educated girl killing her own father.
“I can’t believe it,” I said to Baldwin Scott. “It was too bizarre,”
“Murder, my dear Corey, is hardly ever conventional.”

9




10 SMASHING DETECTIVE STORIES

Since he had flown across the coun-
try at his own expense and we were
now driving the twenty-five miles to
Palm Springs from my desert home in
Indio, I mentioned the matter of mon-
ey to Baldwin.

“If we prove the girl innocent, sure-
ly we’ll be amply paid for our time,” he
said; “she’ll be heir to a great fortune.
If she is guilty of murder, then the
widow—the young, and I- presume
beautiful, second wife of the dead
banker—will inherit the money, since a
convicted murderer cannot inherit in
California.”

“I wouldn’t count too much on that,”
I advised him. “The girl was found un-
conscious beside her father’s body in
the guest-house where the retired bank-
er worked on his book; the gun was by
her hand. She says she has no recollec-
tion of what happened, but admits that
she walks in her sleep. Indeed, that has
been proved. Murder while asleep—
unique in crime?”

“Rare—very rare—but not unique.
You must recall the classic crime of
the French detective who, after trac-
ing down a murder, discovered the
murderer to be himself—while walk-
ing in his sleep. Then, there was the
case of Mabel Thompson in Ver-
mont—Ilate in the eighties. A middle-
aged spinster.” .

We.rode along in silence. I recalled
Baldwin Scott’s interest in crime back
in our college days. But he had only
played at it. Then suddenly, he made a
name for himself. The last time I had
visited him in New York, he had
cracked the Haymeyer case, and almost
on top of that came his startling solu-
tion of the Robinson-Turner murders
that involved nearly half a million dol-
lars. Now I asked him about his sud-
den success.

“My mental gymnastics or mental
hokus-pokus, as you called it at school,
paid off when I began to read those de-
tective novels you saw in my bag. They
put me into the big time,” he said,

“You’re not serious.” I looked at
him, then back to the road. “Surely,
the detective of fiction can have noth-
ing to do with the detective of fact.
Why, the author simply plans what
the criminal will do and—"

“The detective of fact should do the
same thing,” he interrupted me. “I
mean it, Corey; detective stories are
the text books of crime.”

“But the crimes and their solutions
are all planned ahead.”

“Of course they are—and so is your
life, or it should be. Crime is a puzzle,
a game of chess—the Maneuvering of
an army in the field. Your own -ac-
tions should direct the actions of the
criminal you seek.”

“But good Lord, man, if you don’t
know who the criminal is?”

“You solve puzzles without knowing
who concocted them,” he ‘told me.
“You defeat an opponent in chess by
forcing him to make certain moves.
The game might be played by mail
with an opponent you have never seen
or heard of. A general in the field so
maneuvers his own forces as to direct
the movement of the opposing army. Is
directing the criminal any different?”

“But—" I was amazed, “is that the
way you always work it out?”

“No,” he shook his head. “I have
no hard and fast rule, any more than
the good detective in fiction has. The
readable detective of fiction uses in-

_stinct and reason and when they meet

and merge, he knows who his man is.
But he knows, too, as does the detec-
tive of fact, that knowledge is not evi-
dence—therefore, he plans to turn that
knowledge into evidence with a dra-
matic denouement. He makes his plans
and forces the criminal to fall in with
those plans; this pleases the reader in
fiction and this, too, pleases the public
in fact. Right?”

“It’s right if it works,” I agreed.

“Oh, it works,” he said tapping the
suitcase at his feet. “If more law-en-
forcement officers would read the lit-
erature of their profession, more crimes
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would be solved. Where do you think
the boys and girls who write this lit-
erature get their ideas? Why, from
people. And who commits our crimes?
People. The police say, Smith mur-
dered Jones. Reason tells me they are
right—but something inside of me
which I call intuition or instinct, but is
in reality the knowledge of people—
tells me that Smith didn’t murder
Jones.”
“Then what?”

“Then we have a situation. Reason
and instinct are in conflict; we must
bring them together. If Smith killed
Jones, reason is right. But once reason
and instinct agree, you have a solu-
tion.”

“And your instinct was wrong.”

‘&No,” he shook his head. “My wuse
of instinct was wrong. For you see, if
my instinct is right, then it is not rea-
son that is wrong—but the use of rea-
son. I stick pretty close to the books,
for who knows more about crime than
the one who both commits and solves
them?”

T DID NOT know now if Baldwin

Scott was serious or not. I never
had known even when we roomed to-
gether at college. But he was a most
successful crime consultant; the news-
papers called him the mental detective.

After a bit, I got back to the murder
that had brought him nearly three

thousand miles. “You find this case—
particularly appealing?” I asked.

“Murder while asleep,” he said, “has
its points. We also must entertain the
possibility that the girl murdered her
father while awake and tried to ac-
count for her presence near his body by
telling them that she was sleepwalk-
ing.”

Yes, I could see that. He thought her
guilty. Everybody did; that is every-
body except my Aunt Cornelia, who
said simply, “I don’t believe it. Not
such a nice young girl—and her own
father.” At Baldwin’s suggestion then
1 went over the details of the murder
again.

Alice Farrington did walk in her
sleep, but not often lately. She did not
get along with her stepmother—a nat-
ural feeling of jealousy there. The step-
mother, a former small bit-movie cutie,
was now only thirty-one. But that was
not the trouble Alice Farrington had
with her father.

First, it was her desire to go on the
stage. This was no whim of a foolish
stage-struck girl; she was a very fine
and talented dramatic actress. That
had been desnonstrated over and over in
her appearance with the Palm Springs
Little Theatre group. The second trou-
ble was, and it so far overshadowed
the other that the first was forgotten,
the boy she was determined to marry.
He lived the year around in our great
winter playground and owned and op-
erated a gas station.

“And the father’s objection?” Bald-
win Scott wanted to know.

“Position, quite evidently. I know
this Robert Morse, a nice young fel-
low. Old Benjamin Farrington didn’t
spend a fortune educating his daugh-
ter to marry the operator of a gas sta-
tion; he was class conscious.”

“Not necessarily.” Baldwin shook
his head. “Perhaps it was simply a fear
of incompatibility of interests. And the
father laid down an ultimatum?”

“He threatened to disinherit his only
child, Alice. Even sent for his lawyer,
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but whether it was to change his will
or not, the lawyer doesn’t know. He
was dead before the lawyer saw him.”

“If he changed his will, would the -

widow inherit the entire estate?”

“No—she wouldn’t; he spoke of
leaving the bulk of his wealth to char-
ity. As the will stands now, the daugh-
ter, Alice, gets most of it and the wid-
ow a fair income for life if she does
not remarry. Everyone seems to know
exactly what was in the will. Farring-
ton was having trouble with his wife
over her brother, Paul Strout, who was
living at the Farrington house.”

“So Farrington didn’t get along with
the brother—either. Not a very con-
genial household.”

“I guess not,” I agreed. “The dead
man was fond of his wife;, but the
brother gambled, and the sister would
do anything for him, and I guess Ben-
jamin Farrington was afraid he’d chisel
the money out of her. He’s sort of ir-
responsible—but a rather likable
chap.”

“Most of them are,” Baldwin nod-
ded. “Now to the murder again, Corey.
The newspaper accounts have been
scanty; verbose enough on the sleep-
walking part, but nothing I could get
my teeth into.”

HAD ONLY the barest of facts my-

self. “There’s isn’t much,” I told
him. “The bell rang in the butler’s
room in the main house at two o’clock
that fatal morning last week. Not un-
expected, but nevertheless alarming.
The banker’s heart was not too good,
and the butler, Simms, thought he had
an attack. He slipped on his trousers
and dressing-gown, and hurried across
the patio to the guest-house. He found
the banker dead in his chair and the
girl, Alice, lying by the open fire, the
gun by her hand. One of the heavy
andirons was overturned, and she had
quite evidently hit her head on it and
knocked herself unconscious.” And
when he said nothing, “That is about

all. Except—well, her fingerprints
were on the gun, or so they say.”

“The police version?”

“Since the girl was in her pajamas,
they cater to the idea that she either

- walked in her sleep, or planned it so

that if she were discovered, it would
appear that she walked in her sleep.
They say she got out of bed, went be-
low to her father’s study, in the house
itself—took his gun from a drawer of
the desk, crossed the patio to the guest
house, and shot her father through the
head. Perhaps the shot awoke her, and
aghast and shocked at what she did—
or panic-stricken and awake all the
time—she turned, ran wildly and
brought up at the fireplace, hit her
head on the andiron, and fell uncon-
scious to the floor, knocking the and-
iron over with her.”

“And the bell. How did the father
ring that?”

“As they surmise it, the father
turned, saw her entering the room with
the gun in her hand. The bell was there
on the desk; he had but to press the
button. And—and he did.”

“The girl—what does she say?”

“That she remembers nothing after
going to bed a little after eleven, until
she came to in the guest-house with
Simms, the butler, bending over her—
and the body of her father there in the
chair. If she is telling the truth, it must
have been quite a shock to her.”

“Oh, quite,” he agreed. “And your
theory?”

“I fancy the sleepwalking. It is in-
conceivable to me that she could have
been thrown into such a panic if she
had cold-bloodedly and voluntarily
shot her own father. dead. If she was
asleep—and the report of the gun
awoke her to the realization of what
she bhad done, then I can understand
the wild panic—and the subsequent
crash against the heavy andiron. She’s
in the hospital now under police guard.
She’s suffering from shock. But here is
Palm Springs.”
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ALM SPRINGS is
a bustling little city
during the winter
months. To say that
it is informal is put-
ting it mildly. Wom-
en in playsuits wan-
der in and out of the
stores and restau-
rants; men do the
same in jeans and
cowboy boots and big hats or in shorts
of various colors. Figure, form, or
good taste do not dictate the dress, or
rather undress, of the winter visitor.
One sees some strange and weird
sights.

We swung into the village that lay
there in the desert at the foot of the
mountains.

Sergeant Randolph at the police sta-
tion received us pleasantly. He had
heard of Baldwin Scott, which indeed
he should have, since I had played him
up in my weekly newspaper.

“Well,” the Sergeant said, “I see no
objection to your visiting Miss Far-
rington if Doctor Johns doesn’t. I
don’t know what good it will do; I'm
not much up on sleepwalking. I sup-
pose it will be a plea like insanity.
Frank Bronson is a good lawyer, but I
should think he’d get legal talent from
Los Angeles. Why not? There is a lot
of money involved. The girl is not
charged yet—simply being held as a
material witness.”

Sergeant Randolph spoke freely
about the killing. He had arrived at the
scene of the murder before the cor-
oner; he had found Alice Farrington
hysterical and crying out, “Why did
I do it? How could I do it?”

“I feel sorry for that young girl.”
He shook his head, “Mind you, I don’t
say she was awake or asleep.” Putting
a friendly hand on my shoulder, he
added, “Between you and me, Corey,

I think the D.A. would jump at the
sleepwalking angle; it sort of turns
your stomach otherwise.”

The Sergeant said, quite frankly,
that they felt the case was solved. He
had questioned the members of the
family and the servants, and even Rob-
ert Morse, the girl’s fiance. That was
simple routine; he didn’t suspect any
of them. He couldn’t, under the cir-
cumstances. He had placed them all at
the time of the crime. Dolores Farring-
ton, the young wife and now widow,
was in bed and asleep. So was her
brother, Paul Strout. The same went
for Robert Morse.

“So,” Baldwin said, “all the alibis
are no alibis at all.”

“I didn’t look on them as alibis,”
Sergeant Randolph explained. “Simply
sworn statements of fact; it’s natural
for people to be in bed and asleep at
two in the morning. You haven't got
other ideas, have you?”

Baldwin shook his head. “No ideas
at all, Sergeant. Corey asked me to
cover the story for his paper. Isn't it
possible that the girl didn’t commit
the murder? That she found her fa-
ther dead? Was struck on the head by
the murderer and the gun placed by
her hand? Then all memory blacked
out by shock.”

“It was the dead man’s own gun
taken from his own desk in the house.”
The Sergeant shook his head.

“That complicates things, I'll ad-
mit,” Baldwin agreed. “But it is still
possible; she might have seen the gun
on the floor and picked it up.”

The Sergeant smiled. “Anything is
possible. But you’d hardly fancy that
andiron as a weapon; it is pretty awk-
ward to handle.”

“Yes,” Baldwin admitted, “and it
does strain the credulity somewhat to
have the girl walk in her sleep the very
night the murder is planned by some-
one else. Yet,” he stopped and rubbed
his chin, “I think we better see the
girl’s lawyer.”
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RANK BRONSON, the lawyer, was

crowding sixty. “I don’t know,” he
shook his head when Baldwin suggest-
ed the girl’s innocence; that she was
attacked at the scene of the crime. “It
is a lot for a jury to swallow. Alice Far-
rington did row with her father about
her marriage. He did threaten to
change his will,” and spreading his
hands far apart, “Again, if we discard
the sleepwalking, we have her visit-
ing her father at two in the morning
in her pajamas and barefooted. It was
a fairly cold night. No, I hate to throw
over that sleepwalking defense.”

“You think she killed him then?”
Baldwin asked.

“I feel about it exactly as my client
feels about it.” Bronson stiffened
somewhat. “I don’t know.” He leaned
forward. “I'll tell you this, gentlemen.
Do it or not do it, the uncertainty is
driving her mad; I can hardly get a
coherent word out of her. I appreciate
your irterest, Corey, bringing Mr.
Scott on to aid her.” He burst out sud-

denly, “How can we place Alice Far-

rington at the crime—innocently at the
scene of the crime? That’s what is
bothering me.”

Doctor Johns, the coroner, had spent
his life in Palm Springs. He was a ro-
tund, sharp-eyed, little man of about
the lawyer’s age. He had been the Far-
ringtons’ local physician for many
years.

“People,” he said, “have done
strange things in their sleep; 1
wouldn’t ventgre an opinion one way
or another. What goes on inside the
mind I don’t pretend to know. Yes—I
knew she walked in her sleep—but I
understood she was outgrowing it.”

“If she was growing out of it, Doc-
tor, would there be any reason for her
walking—on that particular night?”
Baldwin wanted to know.

“A disturbance, a sort of mental up-
heaval, I suppose would cause it.”

“Such as an argument—a wiolent ar-
gument with her father?”
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“It could, conceivably, it could—
yes.”

Mrs. Dolores Farrington proved to
be our expected blonde—but not the
sylph-like creature we had thought.
Five years of marriage had not aged
her, but had fattened her consider-
ably. Her painted face was round and
marshmellowy, though more than a
hint of former beauty remained. She
fluttered a bit, and cried a bit—and
tried to be helpful. Only occasionally
did the shrewdness creep in, and that
was when Baldwin spoke of money.

“Someone has to have the money,”
she said, “and I’'m sure Benjamin in-
tended to leave it to me; he died be-
fore he could. He thought I was too
liberal; he never understood my broth-
er, Paul. Benjamin said money had
nothing to do with happiness but that
was because he never knew the need of
money; he always had nice things, nev-
er just wanted them. That poor child,
Alice—she resented me, as if I were
trying to take the place of her own
dead mother.”

“And her marriage?” Baldwin asked.
“Were you against that, too?”

“I pretended to be,” she leaned for-
ward and spoke with the air of a con-
spirator. “I pretended to agree with
Benjamin; he expected that of me—
but really I thought it was kind of
cute. Nice boy, Robert. Benjamin
wanted college and family and—
and—"’ she thought a moment, “back-
ground he called it. But killing her
own father—" she took out a bit of
lace and daubed at dry eyes. “It is too
terrible; I can’t believe it.”

“You knew that Alice walked in her
sleep?” Baldwin questioned.

“Yes, yes,” she nodded. “When she
was a little girl, I was told, they used
to put chairs up against the bedroom
door. I wish they still had.”

“Did you ever see her walk?” Bald-
win asked suddenly.

“See her?” Dolores Farrington
seemed surprised and then, “Yes—I
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did—” and when Baldwin waited,
“Yes—I did see her.”

“When?”

“When—well now—since we came
down here. A month, two months ago.
I saw her twice. That’s right. Twice.”

When we had left the house and
were going toward the gate, I whis-
pered to Baldwin: “She was lying. She
never saw that girl walk in her sleep.”

“Fairly obvious,” Baldwin agreed.
“I’m afraid, though, we can draw no
conclusion from that. If she is be-
lieved at a trial, it will aid Alice if the
defense is sleepwalking. So it may be
simply her kind heart—for she is that
type of female who would be indiffer-
ent to a bit of perjury.”

3

HE MAN caught up
to us before we
reached my car. A
fine, handsome man
of thirty-five, in
white flannels and a
multi-colored shirt.
This was the broth-
er, Paul Strout.
“So this is the
great mental detec-
tive—Baldwin Scott.” Strout managed
to grasp both of us by the hand. “You
know,” he said, “I don’t believe Alice
did jt—asleep or awake; there must be
some other explanation.”
“Can you suggest one, Mr. Strout?”
Baldwin asked.

“I can suggest a hundred, more con-
ceivable, than a lovely girl like Alice
killing her own father,” and his smile
going and his face drawing up. “She
couldn’t have done such a thing in her
sleep, could she? It’s impossible, isn’t
it?”

“Not impossible—no,” Baldwin said
as he looked over the strong, muscular
six feet of handsome bronze. Then he
asked suddenly, “You didn’t hear the
shot?”

“No—no one heard the shot; no one
could. Benny liked to play with his
book on banking out in the guest-
house. Spent nights there lately. Didn’t
like to disturb Dolly.”

I smiled to myself as I recalled the
somber, aristocratic Benjamin Farring-
ton, and wondered if Paul ever had
called him Benny to his face.

Baldwin didn’t get much chance to
question him. Strout threw his own
questions so fast. Had Baldwin seen
Alice? What did he think? Was a
mental detective something like a psy-
chiatrist? Couldn’t a tramp have done
it? Finally Baldwin got in one ques-
tion. Was Paul on good terms with the
dead Farrington?

“As good as anyone ever was,” Paul
Strout laughed. “He was hinting that
I should leave the house ever since I
came here; said I drank too much and
gambled too much. He was about to
drive his own daughter out. He crabbed
at Dolly about the amount of money
she spent. You don’t want to believe
those stories about Dolly.”

“We’ll try not to,” Baldwin said as
if he knew all about it. “Which story
were you referring to?”

“Good Lord! Is there more than
one?” Paul Strout seemed genuinely
surprised and then in admiration,
“Dolly is a smart one; we’re not too
conventional, you know. Benny was all
for the conventions—in Palm Springs,
of all places. No harm in it, under-
stand. Dolly never was interested in
men—as men; she just liked a good
time. Crazy about dancing. Why,
Frankie de Carlos was little more than
a hired dancing-partner. Between you
and me, I stayed around and put up
with Benny because of Dolly.”

There was one more question, and
Baldwin finally got it in. He wanted
to know if Paul Strout ever saw Alice
Farrington walk in her sleep.

“Good Lord, no,” Paul Strout said,
then he puckered up his lips and half-
closed his eyes. “I think I heard talk
that she wused to walk in her sleep,
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though. I suppose she could have
again. I never saw her walk—never
even thought of it until—well, the
story of how the murder happened.”

E HEARD about Frankie de

Carlos from Robert Morse. With
Morse, our reception was enthusiastic
and sincere. I had already told the boy
that I was bringing Baldwin Scott over
to help Alice.

Robert Morse was both indignant
and alarmed that he wasn’t allowed t0
see Alice. “Why talk about being in-
nocent until you are proved guilty?
She might die in that hospital for all
they care. Mrs. Farrington and de
Carlos? Honestly, I don’t think there
was any harm in it, and I don't think
Mr, Farrington knew about it. I know
Alice never told him. Dolly danced—"
he reddened slightly, “Mrs. Farrington
insisted I call her Dolly; everyone did.
She never seemed like Alice’s step-
mother—not a bad scout at all,” Morse
said.

“Alice disliked her stepmother?”

“Resented her—not disliked her; no
one could really dislike Mrs. Farring-
ton. That was the only disagreement
Alice and I had. I still think I was
right—but I can see why Alice didn’t
like it.”

“Right about what?” Baldwin want-
ed to know.

“T told Alice she had no more right
interfering with her father’s marriage
than he had to interfere with hers.
Sure, Alice admitted I was right; Alice
was always honest that way—but she
didn’t like it all the same.” He grinned,
then, and it was a boyish grin—not the
sophisticated grin of Paul Strout, nor,
later, the smirking grin of I'rankie de
Carlos.

Morse’s trouble scemed to be fear
for the sanity of Alice Farrington. He
believed whole-heartedly in her inno-
cence. He told us: “She couldn’t have
done it, asleep or awake. It isn’t in
Alice to harm anyone—to hurt any-
one.”

I thought Baldwin would want to see
Alice Farrington, but he wanted to
meet up with Frankie de Carlos.

“My Aunt Cornelia,” I said, “was
very anxious for you to see the girl.
She says Alice’s strongest defense is
Alice herself.”

“I know,” he told me. “My interest
in the case, so far, has been purely
academic. But I am getting the feel of
the Farrington household; de Carlos
probably plays no part in our little
drama, but his name has been shoved
into the cast—and I want a look at
him.”

We ran down Frankie de Carlos
in a sidewalk cafe. A little Latin, a lit-
tle smooth, a little oily—and altogether
shifty. But he was nervous and was
careful to call Dolores, Mrs. Farring-
ton, without any slips.

“Very tragic—very sad,” he laid it
on. “A fine gentleman, Mr. Farring-
ton—a very devoted couple. Mrs. Far-
rington was very talented, you know,
and wished to keep up with her danc-
ing, and if I may say so—" he paused,
smirked a bit, then talked on and on.

He didn’t say so exactly, but he left
us with the impression that Dolores
Farrington was more or less a client,
and that her husband approved most
heartily of their dancing. Since Bald-
win was not acting in any official ca-
pacity, he didn’t question the man or
ask where he was at the time of the
crime—just got the feel of him, as he
called it.

“He’s lying a lot,” I said, when we
left him,

“Probably,” Baldwin smiled. “His
kind has a lot to lie about; he was
quite capable of talking a lot and say-
ing nothing.”

“But, is he a killer?”

“Oh, yes,” Baldwin nodded. “1’d say
he was a killer, all right—but the
stakes would have to be very high, the
situation desperate, and his chances of
getting away with it absolutely as-
sured.”

“Tough, if true,” I couldn’t help but
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say; “Palm Springs is full of such
characters in the season.”

“Potential murderers, all of them,”
Baldwin smiled. “But the condition
which would provoke them to murder,
would be difficult to find—so I don’t
believe you need fear any sudden out-
burst of violence.”

“Have you any reason to think one
of those people we just talked to killed
Benjamin Farrington, and Alice is
not—"

“Easy does it, Corey,” he cut in on
me with a laugh. “I am simply getting
the feel of the people who are most in-
terested and in some way must have ef-
fected Alice Farrington. My mind is
open to receive impressions. Intuition
and instinct and hunches are sponta-
neous impressions, but reason is
thought, and thought is a concentra-
tion, and concentration demands time
and solitude.” He looked at his watch
then. “I’d like to see the girl now,” he
said abruptly.

HE HOSPITAL was
a low rambling
building  covering
plenty of ground. I
had no trouble get-
ting Baldwin in to
see the girl. Alice
Farrington was sit-
ting up in bed. She
may have been
young and beauti-
fut, but she didn’t look either, now.
Though her hair was brushed back
making the livid mark, where she had
fallen against the andiron, stand out,
and her robe was a gay yellow, her
face was white and lined and her lips
pale. Her eyes with the deep darkness
under them were troubled and fright-
ened.

Baldwin was assuring and soothing.
He sat down on the side of the bed and
took her hand. It was plainly trem-
bling. “Not sleeping too well?” he
smiled down at her.

“It is impossible to sleep much,” she
said. “Are you a doctor?”

“No,” Baldwin shook his head,
“though tonight you might call me a
doctor of the mind—your mind. We are
here, Alice, to find out the truth from
you, you walk in your sleep?”

“Very seldom lately,” she said slowly
and then added hurriedly, “But I do—I
must have, you know, to be where I
was and not in bed.” She avoided all
mention of her father, but her slender
body shook and her sunken eyes grew
wide. She seemed to have trouble in fol-
lowing what was said.

Baldwin talked to her then about
her childhood and when she first began
to walk in her sleep. He said he had
heard that the slightest sound often
awakened sleepwalkers, and that was
why people never shouted at them if
they were on window ledges or other
dangerous places. It was as if he was
simply trying to make conversation
and put her at her ease about sleep-
walking. I didn’t see any point in his
rambling at first; but there was a point
and he built up to it.

“I don’t know about others,” Alice
told him after an effort. “But I always
woke up if anything happened—I
mean, before I'd fall or get in a dan-
gerous place. I remember once I was
on the diving-board of the pool, and
there was no water in the pool—but I
woke up before I dove in. I never do
anything foolish; I always protect my-
self before—oh!” She stopped, start-
led, and ran a hand quickly up over
her mouth.

Baldwin did not seem to notice the
break. He came in quickly, talking in a
light conversational tone about an im-
aginary niece who walked in her sleep,
but always knew it the next morning.

“I could hardly believe her,” he said.
“I thought she made it up—always
knowing, I mean. She couldn’t explain.
Said she sort of felt it. That was rather
silly; don’t you think so?”

“No, no,” Alice was looking toward
the window where I stood. “You do
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feel it and—" she paused and swung
her eyes back to him.

He didn’t give her a chance to see
where he was leading her. He broke in
quickly. “Did Mrs. Farrington, your
stepmother, ever see you walk in your
sleep?”

“Oh, no,” she answered quickly.
“She never did.”

“But if you were asleep, how would
you know?”’

“I wake up when I meet people.”
and with what might have been meant
for a smile, “Besides, she would have
screamed; she's like that.”

“You always wake up then—when
people are about? Why do you sup-
pose that is?”

“I don’t know about others who
sleepwalk,” she said. “With me, I
guess it’s a sort of protection. Afraid
I'll say or do something,” and going
on as if she had been studying herself
and this strange phenomena. “Gener-
ally I avoid people in my sleep as I
would if I was awake and wanted to
avoid them. Sometimes it’s like a
dream that you can remember in the
morning; often I can force what hap-
pened back into my mind.”

“And you know you have been
walking?” and when she nodded, he
went on quickly. “Paul Strout, now;
did he know you walked in your
sleep?”

“Oh, yes,” for a moment she seemed
to have forgotten the tragedy, for she
smiled. “He saw me the last time I
walked—about five weeks ago. I was
going down the stairs and he was
coming up. He had been out and had
been drinking, though he was far from
drunk. The clock was striking three.”

“Did you wake up?”

“Yes— I always wake up when I
meet anyone. I was embarrassed and
pretended I was still asleep, and went
back to my room. Paul simply stood
there on the stairs gaping at me as if
he saw a ghost,” and the smile going
and with a faraway note in her voice,
“I haven’t walked since.”

“You'd know if you did?”

“Why, yes—" it was as if she wasn’t
paying attention,

And Baldwin suddenly hammering
in the words, “Then you didn't walk
in your sleep that night your father
died,” and as wide terror-filled eyes
turned up, “If you did walk, you'd
know it; you would, wouldn’t you?
You said you would. So you were
awake when you went to the guest-
house. What happened there? Who are
you protecting? Who—"

“No, no, no,” she jerked erect in the
bed, her eyes wild, her hands clutching
at her throat—her voice raised. “I
must have walked. You hear me. I
walked— I did walk that night. I—I—
Tell me, tell me you don’t believe 1
killed him—not my father. You can’t
believe it! Why do you torture me—
Tell me, tell me. What do you know?
What do they know? What—what— 1
tell you I don’t know what happened.”

"T"HLE DOOR flew open and the nurse

L ran in. Baldwin joined me by the
window. We stood looking down at the
seven-foot drop to the lawn below. The
nurse was quieting the girl. Alice’s sobs
came across the room. I half-turned
and saw the uniformed police officer in
the open doorway, He was running a
hand over his forehead and looking
from Baldwin to the bed and back to
Baldwin again.

“I think,” Baldwin took my arm,
“we had better be going,” and as we
passed the policeman and went down
the hall, “Extraordinary, Corey. Very
bad—very bad indeed.”

“You think she didn’t walk in her
sleep at all. That she went there and—
and—" 1 stopped and then, “Did she
kill her father, Baldwin?”
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“How would I know?” he snapped.
“I’'m not clairvoyant. You heard her
as well as I did; everything she said,”
and when we turned out onto the
street, “Forgive me, Corey. I have sel-
dom been so much disturbed.”

“T can see that,” I said somewhat -

gruffly, and then putting a hand on
his shoulder, “I want none of this old
mental hokus-pokus; you think she
could have killed him?”

“Of course she could,” he said at
once. “Yet—did you see her face? Did
you see her eyes? A girl like that—
murdering her own father—asleep or
awake; [ agree with Robert Morse,
that it is impossible. That is my in-
stinct. And yet—did I carry ker along
the path of deception, about walking
in her sleep, or did she really lead me?
Was she troubled, and uncertain, and
frightened, and hardly aware of what
had happened and oblivious of the
implications of my questions? Or, was
she shrewd and clever?”

“What do you mean? She was just
a frightened, confused child.”

“Was she? All my intuition, every
instinct, tells me that she was. But
what of reason? Reason flashes the
warning that she did not walk in her
sleep that night. And if she did not
walk in her sleep, she knows what hap-
pened in that guest-house. If she knows
what happened, then she is keeping
quiet for one of two reasons.”

“Two reasons?” I asked.

“Of course; she either killed her fa-
ther or knows who did &ill him.”

“But who would she protect?”

To that question I got no answer.

BALDWIN was very quiet at dinner

and all through the evening. He ate
little and drank nothing at all. Up in
our rooms, afterward, he paced back
and forth. Suddenly, he swung and
faced me, his feet far apart, his hands
deep in pants pockets. “Well, Corey.”
he demanded, “am I being a bit of a
fool?”

“She must have killed him; it is

hard to believe—but you do believe it.”

He stood looking at me for a full
minute, then he turned, and going into
the bedroom, began to toss his things
into a suitcase.

“Of course she killed him,” he said.
“Nothing else would explain her pres-
ence in the guest-house at that time of
the morning—and dressed as she was—
unless she is protecting the murderer.
So that’s that. I'll get out of here and
go back East and you’ll explain that
I was called away—"

He broke off; tossed his suitcase
across the room and went back into our
sitting room. “This suite,” he smiled
sort of weakly, “is costing me forty
dollars a day. I intend to use it. Go to
bed, Corey; I'll sit here and think. I

_can’t believe she—she did it. I sim-

ply can’t.”

“You'll try to make reason deny
your instinct.”

“No, no,” he threw himself in the
big easy chair under the light. “I have
no duty to the State to convict the
girl; nor have I any desire to defeat
justice. But, like Robert Morse, I
can'’t believe she killed her father. No,
Corey, I will not try to reason away
my instinct—but try and make reason
meet instinct, and agree with it. Fail-
ing in that, 'II—D"ll chuck it up.”

His head went deep in his hands. I
left him and went to bed. At two
o’clock he was still sitting there. I
looked at the ash tray beside him—it
was devoid of cigaret butts, so I knew
that he was thinking—concentrating—
for he often said: “Smoking is for
planning when concentration has given
you something to plan after your prob-
lem is resolved.”

I awoke at a little after three and
again at ten minutes of five and went
to the living room door and peered in.
Baldwin had not moved; there were no
cigaret stubs in the ash tray. I knew
that reason and instinct had not met. I
felt that they would not meet. For,
certainly, if the girl had not walked
to that guest-house in her sleep, she
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had walked there awake. And—if she
had—she must have killed her father,
or—know who killed him.

I looked in again at ten minutes of
seven. The venetian blinds were raised
and dawn was breaking right in the
room. The ash tray was full and ciga-
ret butts were scattered about the
floor. Baldwin was leaning back in the
chair, with his feet stretched out. There
was a cigaret in his mouth and the
room reeked of tobacco.

“Come in, Corey,” he either heard
me or sensed my presence. “Come in
and take a look at an idiot child—”
and with a laugh, “or let us hope an
ex-idiot child. Don’t stare at me like
that; reason and instinct have met and
reached an agreement.”

He wouldn’t tell me more.

“Why should I?” he demanded. “You
saw everything I saw, heard every-
thing I heard, and what did you do
about it? You laid down the book and
went to bed while I went on with the
story. No. Corey, you are my reader
and I want to carry you along with
me until the end.” He came to his
feet then, smoothed the wrinkles out
of his trousers. “Now, I must visit the
guest-house and the room where the
murder took place.”

S

ERGEANT  Ran-
dolph accompanied
us to the death room
in the Farrington
guest-house. It was
a large comfortable
room with several
easy chairs, a long,
low couch, shelves
of books on econom-
| Mg ics, the flat desk
and chair in which Benjamin Far-
rington met his death. And, of course.
the fireplace with the andirons on
either side of it—and a shovel, tongs
and poker of wrought iron with heavy

brass knobs similar to those on the
andirons.

Baldwin picked up an andiron with
some difficulty and unsuccessfully
tried to wield it about in his right
hand—then both hands. “Not much
of a weapon,” he said. He examined
the shovel, the tongs and the poker.
Turning to the Sergeant, he asked,
“There was blood—hair, perhaps, on
the brass head of the andiron?”

“No,” the Sergeant was emphatic.
“No hair, no blood. Alice Farrington
fell and struck the frontal occipital—"
he stopped and grinned sheepishly.
“She hit herself on the temple, almost
in the center of the forehead. Quite
a bruise, quite a crack, but no blood.
Doctor Johns fitted the brass knob of
the andiron to the abrasion.”

In answer to Baldwin’s question
about fingerprints, Sergeant Randolph
said: “As a matter of routine. finger-
prints were looked for; but only the
girl’s and her father’s showed up.” He
added significantly, “Hers were on the
gun—the murder gun. If you were
thinking of that andiron as a weapon
—put it out of your head. You see
yourself how awkward, if not impos-
sible, it is to handle. Again, the girl
was here in her night clothes,” and
with a shake of his head, “I wish you
could drum up something, sir. I've
known her since she was a small child.
a grand kid and a grander young wom-
an.” There was no doubt of the sin-
cerity in the officer’s voice.

Baldwin said: “By the way, Ser-
geant, did you take my tip of early
this morning and locate Frankie de
Carlos?”

“I did,” Sergeant Randolph nodded.
“The same as the others. He was home
in bed the night of the murder, or so
he said—which is not generally his
way at two o’clock in the morning. I
can’t see anything there. Flighty Mrs.
Farrington was fluttery, too, but ne
harm in her. There isn’t much goes
on in this town we don’t hear about.”



MURDER BY THE BOOK 21

“Listen, Corey,” Baldwin threw a
jar into me when we were back at the
hotel, “I've got to see Alice Farring-
ton again—must have a word with
her.” :

“Good Lord,” I gasped. “After yes-
terday. They won’t let you within a
city block of her. Why—"

“This time,” he cut in on me, “it
quite evidently must be unlawful en-
try. Her hospital window is only a
few feet above the ground. There are
no bars on it and no guard outside it.
After all, she isn’t charged with mur-
der yet, and you can give me a boost
up to her window.”

“You can’t, Baldwin. You can’t—"

“I can, and I will. What of that
young girl? Her sanity, if not her life,
is in danger; you must have seen that.
I must and will see her alone to-
night.”

“She
ther?”

“Well—" he hesitated, “she’ll know
once I refresh her memory.”

“If she knows, who would she pro-
tect?”

“Ah—who indeed?” he smiled at
me.
Baldwin had his way though I had
thoughts which were both unpleasant
and ‘confusing. That his sudden ap-
pearance in her room in the night
would frighten her half to death he
dismissed. That she would cry out and
we’d both land in jail—he ridiculed.

“You'll give me a lift. I'll be at her
bed and have a hand clapped over her
mouth before she can utter a sound.
Then Tl talk—and she will listen.
And if she’s half the girl I think she
is, Il save her life and her sanity.”
He paused for a long moment, “And
I hope—no, I feel sure she’ll name our
murderer for us.”

What could I do against such an
argument, such a promise?

knows—who killed her fa-

HE ANSWER was that two
o'clock in the morning found me

crouched beside Baldwin and close
against the hospital wall. I gave thanks
that there was no moon.

Five minutes later, I gave Baldwin
a hand up to the girl’s window as if I
had been in the business of house-
breaking all my life. I heard him raise
the window, then a foot left my shoul-
der—another, and he was over the sill
and in the room. A long wait, it
seemed. Yet, it wasn’t over ten or
twelve minutes. All quiet, not a sound.
No watchman paced the grounds. I
waited.

It came. A sudden pounding in that
room above me, A banging upon wood.
My first impulse was to run for it.
My next to jump to that window to
aid Baldwin. Then his long slender
body came hurtling through that win-
dow.

“This way, Corey,” Baldwin whis-
pered, pulling me back close to the
building. “If we run, the officer will
look out and see us. Ah—there’s a
light in the room—and a figure at the
window.”

“He’ll give the alarm,” I whispered
hoarsely.

“There will be no alarm,” he told
me; “I'm afraid poor Alice is in for
a rough time of it though. I put a
chair under the knob of the door and
pushed the dresser against it. Not
much of a barrier, but enough for me
to make my exit unseen and unheard.”

“But the girl, Alice—won’t they get
the truth out of her—that you were
there?”

“No—" he shook his head as we
dropped over the hospital wall.
“They’ll get nothing out of her if
she’s half the actress you told me she
was, She’ll simply say she was afraid
that the murderer of her father might
come for her—so she barricaded the
door. You did say she was a fine ac-
tress—that’s important.”

“Oh, yes,” I assured him on that
point. “A real dramatic one. You
learned what you wanted?”
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“You might put it,” he grinned at
me very much pleased with himself,
“that she learned what I wanted; I
think, Corey, that would be phrasing
it better and more honestly.”

We were back in our suite at the
hotel when he told me his plan.

“Like the books, Corey,” he said.
“Like the detective of fiction, we will
assemble at the scene of the crime. It
is for you to see that the district at-
torney supplies our actors and sets the
stage.”

I DROVE up to Riverside that af-
ternoon and saw the district at-
torney. Haviland Fitzgerald listened
to me, said that Doctor Johns had
found Alice Farrington greatly im-
proved and finally agreed to Baldwin’s
suggestion for that night.

To be sure, it wasn’t as easy as I
make it sound, But the truth was that
the district attorney didn't like the
case. There certainly was no glory,
and no political future, in convicting
a charming young girl of the Palm
Springs and Beverly Hills younger set
of killing her own father.

Fitzgerald tried to question me, but
[ knew nothing—except that Baldwin
tolkd me that if the district attorney
would agree to the gathering that eve-
ning, he would “explain the murder.”
And I told the D. A. that the explana-
tion would remove him from a most
nnpleasant situation, which he may
have thought meant a plea of killing
while asleep.

The gathering in the little guest-
house—Tlittle only by comparison with
the main Farrington residence—took
place in the murder room shortly after
eigit thirty that evening. Half a doz-
en comfortable chairs were now sup-
plemented with several straight backed
ones, That was the first time I had
seen the butler, Simms, though I knew
that Baldwin had talked to him that
afternoon while I was up at Riverside.
It was really a pleasant room—-the

open fire crackling almost festively,
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