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Hell Raps When a Murder Challenges Necromancy’s Speed of Hand and Mind! 
 

CHAPTER I 
MURDER BELOW 

 
 

INCE time immemorial, millionaires 
have been eccentric. And one has only 
to read a little to discover that one of 

their eccentricities is their ability to become 
involved in murder; not infrequently playing 
the part of that pitiable object, the corpus 
delicti. 
 It was because he was a detective 
rather than because he was a magician, that 
Diamondstone was in Detroit to prevent the 
wealthy and eccentric Milton Markland Paget 
from becoming what the newspapers callously 
indicated by a black “X” inked onto a 
photograph. When Diamondstone considered 
that he did not know Mr. Paget; that 
apparently no one in the United States, 
including his two heirs, knew Mr. Paget, his 
task assumed enormous proportions. 
 The liquor-witted Stewart Lahern was 

approximately midnight, Lahern leaned out of 
his hotel window to give a thick-tongued, 
mushy-voiced imitation of a police announcer. 
An updraft of air from one of Detroit’s busiest 
streets sucked the mushy voice into 
Diamondstone’s window and gave Morpheus 
such a vigorous kick that Diamondstone gave 
up his sleep-wooing altogether. 
 “Calling all cars!” sang

one of the heirs of the unknown Mr. Paget. At 

 out Lahern. 

over 

iamondstone 

 he was a magician, 

Looking down, he could see Mr. Lahern 

“Calling all cars in Maine, New Hampshire, 
Vermont, Mash— Mashashoosetts—” 
 And having floundered 
Massachusetts, Lahern did not stop until he 
had called all cars in all the states, concluding 
with Alaska and Dependencies. 
 “Oh, hum,” said D
disgustedly as he stretched pajama-clad legs 
over the side of the bed. 
 Possibly because
he located his slippers without turning on the 
light. He crossed the room. The bigness of his 
body blotted out the flicker of the colored 
lights that passed through the open window. 
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hat had endeared him to audiences the 

en 

s had no intention of putting up 

, sad-eyed 
an of

or, a 

’s insomnia 

of his element in the New 

oral character of the 

htly. “Uh-hum,” he agreed with 

f the door. Diamondstone 

e Stewart Lahern 
as stretched out on the bed, face down. He 

e 

mself. 

ngers seized the man by the 

and alive 
ne’s blue eyes, 

waving his arms out of the window directly 
below. 
 While Diamondstone had a sense of 
humor t
world over, when his magical act had trouped 
the vaudeville circuits, his good nature did not 
extend to Lahern’s noisy geographical 
recitation. He cut short the second parade of 
states in the middle of Colorado by deluging 
Lahern with ice water from a handy carafe. 
 Lahern retaliated with a deluge of 
epithets that was soul-shocking even wh
aired on Detroit’s worldly darkness. And then 
he all but fell out of his window in heaving an 
empty whiskey bottle that arced up and 
crashed the top sash of Diamondstone’s 
window. 
 A man of Diamondstone’s physical 
proportion
with such treatment from a man like Lahern. 
As soon as he had shaken fragments of 
window glass out of his tousled, red-gold hair, 
Diamondstone pulled on trousers and coat 
over his pajamas and went out into the hall 
where he thumbed for the elevator. 
 The cage came up at the New Regent’s 
usual leisurely pace. A grey-haired
m  about fifty years of age slid back the 
safety gate. A slow smile pushed aside some 
of the wrinkles that lined his thin cheeks. 
 “Troubled with insomnia, Mr. 
Diamondstone?” asked the elevator operat
man generally known as Charley. 
 “Other people’s, Charley,” 
Diamondstone said. “Other people
and my dreams.” 
 Charley, Diamondstone reflected, was 
a long way out 
Regent’s shabbiness. Charley was a man of 
refinement, a sentimentalist, too, judging from 
the copy of Mrs. Browning’s poems that lay 
on the velvet padded stool where Charley 
spent most of his time. Also, there was a gold-
framed picture of a handsome and sedate 
woman, hanging directly above the elevator 

control where Charley could watch it during 
the slow hours of the night. 
 Charley’s smile faded as slowly as it 
had formed. 
 “According to Cobbe,” he intoned, 
“the frequent imm
unconscious mind as indicated by our dreams, 
in which we commit all sorts of crimes 
without compunction, tallies with the Kantian 
doctrine that moral will is the true homo 
noumenon.” 
 Diamondstone’s intense blue eyes 
flickered slig
an air of magnificent understanding. “Be that 
as it may, kindly lower me to the next floor. I 
dreamed of punching a man’s head and I 
greatly fear I shall not be able to inhibit the 
unconscious urge.” 
 The key to Room 31 was in the lock 
and on the outside o
entered, slipped out of his coat. The loose 
drape of his pajama top emphasized the 
immensity of his shoulders. It seemed 
impossible that a man of his size was capable 
of the swift dexterity of movement which his 
reputation both as a detective and as a 
magician attributed to him. 
 
A MAN he presumed to b
w
wore golf knickers and a Shetland sport coat. 
On his head, a plaid cap bulged enormously. 
 “Mashashoosetts,” Diamondstone 
gravely addressed the man on the bed, “I hav
come to bury my fist in a portion of your 
anatomy. Have you anything to say for 
yourself?” 
 The golfer, if he had anything to say, 
kept it to hi
 Diamondstone strode over to the bed. 
His long, strong fi
shoulders and then turned him over. 
 “Playing dead, eh?” 
 Then all that was intense 
went out of Diamondsto
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oing so now. The thin 

 had quite some trouble 

ling police cars. Lahern had 

tone drew his red-gold brows tightly 
gethe

 more 

 to the corpse. 

 into the 
ocket  an 

xamin

rd which he finally 

e right hand exactly as he had 
und 

ll stocked 

e in here and—and die 

r one big shoulder. Lahern, a 

as 
eeting Diamondstone at a disadvantageous 

leaving nothing but the glassiness of surprise. 
He drew a long breath. 
 “And,” he whispered, “doing an 
excellent job of it, too.” 
 For if ever he had looked into the face 
of a dead man, he was d
nose, the pointed chin, were features that not 
even death could soften. The eyes were 
pinched shut by the sweat-band of the plaid 
cap which, when removed, disclosed a folded 
towel that sponged up blood from a gunshot 
wound in the head. 
 Oddly enough, Diamondstone’s 
usually deft fingers
unfastening the man’s coat. And when he felt 
for a heart beat he encountered only the 
dullness of stone. 
 Little wonder that liquor-witted Lahern 
had resorted to cal
evidently returned to his room after a grand 
party to discover this stiff, cold corpse where 
ordinarily Lahern would have encountered 
nothing more alarming than a fancied pink 
elephant. 
 But who was the man on the bed? 
Diamonds
to r. Chills started to scatter across his 
back. There was something strange about the 
corpse on the bed—something that worried 
the magician-sleuth a great deal because he 
did not know what that something was. 
 Intuitively, Diamondstone realized that 
unknown wrongness. It was something
than the eye could reach. Then, knowing full 
well he would inevitably get into trouble with 
the Detroit police, he searched the dead man’s 
pockets. They revealed nothing more 
enlightening than a handsome gold-plated 
cigarette lighter, new, and carrying the 
embossed initial “P.” 
 Diamondstone sat down on the bed, 
momentarily oblivious
 “Oh,” he said quietly, “Oh, my!” 
 Then he thrust the lighter back
p of the corpse and turned to

e ation of the man’s hands. They were 
tightly clenched into fists, and he observed 
that the right hand held a golf score-card, and 
the left, a stub of a pencil such as are handed 
out at golf clubhouses. 
 He was far less interested in the pencil 
than in the score-ca
extracted from the death grip. The names of 
two players were simply indicated by the 
letters “S” and “P” respectively. And it was 
quite obvious that Mr. “P” had rather badly 
beaten Mr. “S.” 
 Diamondstone was trying to wedge the 
card back into th
fo it, when he noticed that the right 
forefinger was slightly blistered on the inside, 
between the first and second joints. 
 Suddenly he jumped to the foot of the 
bed, where lay a leather golf bag we
with clubs. He pulled out one and tried to 
swing it. Unfortunately, he was poised so, like 
a Titanic Bobby Jones about to tee off, when 
the liquor-thick voice of Mr. Stewart Lahern 
sounded in the hall. 
 “By what right, Offisher, by what right 
has this guy to com
right on my bed?” Lahern demanded. “Thash 
what I want to know. An’ I called all the 
poleesh in the country and none of ’em heard 
me. Thash gratitude, with me paying taxesh all 
these yearsh.” 
 Diamondstone turned his head slowly 
and looked ove
large, soft-looking man of forty, was hanging 
on the lapels of a short, heavy-set man whom 
Diamondstone took to be the house detective. 
The house officer had an extremely wide face 
that was sawed off flat at the bottom by a 
tight, stiff collar. He had shrewd, piggish eyes 
that Diamondstone didn’t like; eyes that didn’t 
like Diamondstone, judging by their 
suspicious appraisal of the magician-sleuth. 
 
AND no wonder. The house detective w
m
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CHAPTER II 
THE SINGING CORPSE 

 

T was fortunate for Stewart Lahern that he 
accurately chronicled 

rying to interrogate Lahern 

moment, with Diamondstone wearing pajamas 
posed in a golfer’s stance at the foot of a bed 
wherein lay a murdered man. On the bed was 
the best possible evidence of homicide. And, 
to the house detective, Diamondstone might 
have appeared very much the homicidal 
maniac. 
 The hotel detective lumbered out from 
Lahern’s
D dstone warily. Another man who had 
remained in the hall came into the room; a tall 
man whose bald head rose to a shiny and 
intellectual pinnacle. Lahern fastened himself 
on the newcomer, this time with the tenacity 
of a barnacle, calling him “Porter” and 
jittering inanely. 
 Diamondstone summoned a smile that 
he felt to be def
golf club into the house detective’s unwitting 
hands. The hotel detective looked down to see 
what his own hands were doing and 
announced: 
 “Golf club.” 
 “Left
Diamondstone amended. “
pointed to the hands of the corpse. “He’s got a 
pencil in his left hand. Score card in his right.” 
 It took the hotel detective a little while 
to grasp it all, or perhaps he only grasped at it, 

 

fo aid: 
 “What of it?” 
 “Huh
c he couldn’t ex
to realize the tragedy to its fullest extent. And 
perhaps it was just as well that he remained a 
little in the dark. “I simply pointed out that the 
corpse is left-handed,” he said. 
 Stewart Lahern, one hand still 
clutching the goggling bald 
unsteadily toward the bed. He held one hand 
over his eyes and peeped through slightly 
spread fingers. 
 “Does he look like he came from 
Australia?” whi
poshibly I’m a millionaire.” 

 The hotel detective steadied Lahern. 
 “Seen him before?” 
 Lahern shook his head. His eyes dulle
on the bald man’s face. 
Porter?” 
 The bald man shook his head. “Never 
in my life
 “Very likely,” said Diamondstone. 
“There’s a “P” on his cigarette l
 “Well, if he’sh a left-handed 
millionaire from Australia,” said Lahern
very centric, he’s my Uncle Milty—Milton 
Markland Paget!” 
 “My client!” Porter groaned. 
 “My uncle!
 As Diamondstone viewed th
o bed, he began to feel the least bit f
D ndstone had come to Detroit for the 
sole purpose of protecting Milton Markland 
Paget from the possibility of being murdered! 
 
 

had an alibi, one that 
his sins of the evening and saw that they gave 
him no opportunity for murder. The alibi 
draped herself over the arm and around the 
back of Lahern’s chair and addressed him 
affectionately as “Stewy.” The alibi was a 
luscious, dewy-eyed blonde who managed, 
magically enough, to hide her age by wearing 
a gown that hid little else. She gave her name 
as Dulcy Madden. 
 Detective-sergeant Sundeen of the 
Detroit police was t
but found that the answers to his questions 
invariably fell from Dulcy’s pouting lips. 
Finally Sundeen exploded. “Look here, is your 
name Lahern?” and he thrust a finger into 
Dulcy’s face. 
 The blond woman put her face down 

I
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rn’s sleek hair and made a face 

early dislodged Dulcy from 

oked across the hotel 
anage

, brow beaded with sweat, 

ared at Diamondstone. 

being 
amned

e, but you know you’ve 

deen acidly. 

ime 

side coat pocket and 

ing, the door of the office 

p. 

nder the impression you 

yeah. You sit down.” 

lothes on 

nd his brow drew into a 

. “Mr. Lahern 

sk her in?” 

arley’s deep, sad eyes. 

on top of Lahe
at Sundeen. “Not yet, but it soon will be, 
won’t it, Stewy?” 
 “Huh?” Lahern sat up so straight, all of 
a sudden, that he n
where she twined on his chair. 
 “I said we’re going to be married, 
aren’t we, Stewy?” 
 Lahern looked at Sundeen’s glowering 
face. Then he lo
m r’s office, where the police inquisition 
was being held, and smiled in a rather sickly 
manner at Attorney Oscar Porter. Porter 
refused to return the smile. As a matter of fact, 
that bald gentleman took a savage bite at a 
cigar and turned to Diamondstone who was 
leaning against the wall shucking peanuts and 
munching noisily. 
 Finally, Dulcy’s attitude demanded an 
answer and Lahern
acknowledged that he and the blond Dulcy 
were to be wed. 
 Sergeant Sundeen gritted his teeth, 
turned around, gl
 “Damn those nuts, Diamondstone! Get 
through with them, can’t you? You’re 
d  offensive!” 
 “Oh?” Diamondstone said, mildly 
surprised. “Excuse m
really not touched anything yet.” 
 “I am not here to entertain an amateur 
sleuth, Diamondstone,” said Sun
Then he fixed his eyes on Porter. “How does it 
happen that Mr. Paget’s two heirs, his 
attorney, and his supposed protector, Mr. 
Diamondstone, turned up in his hotel just 
about the time Mr. Paget was murdered?” 
 “Mr. Paget wrote letters from New 
York asking us all to meet him here some t
this week,” Porter said, in dignified tones. 
“These were evidently written the day of his 
arrival in the United States from Australia. I 
don’t have mine, but perhaps Mr. 
Diamondstone has his.” 
 Diamondstone brought out a piece of 

blond paper from his in
handed it to Sundeen. It was a letter concluded 
with the left-handed signature of the left-
handed Mr. Paget. 
 Sundeen perused the letter slowly. 
While he was read
opened and Charley, the fifty-year-old 
elevator boy, entered and stood meekly at the 
sergeant’s right. 
 “What do you want?” asked Sundeen, 
without looking u
 “I beg your pardon,” said Charley 
quietly, “but I was u
sent for me.” 
 Sundeen thrust a glance over at 
Charley. “Oh, 
 Then he returned the letter to 
Diamondstone. He slapped a pile of c
the office desk. They were the golfing 
garments which had been removed from the 
body. “The man was Paget, all right. We’ve 
looked for laundry marks and found his 
initials inked on. As to his being left-handed, 
Diamondstone, no reason to place any 
emphasis on that.” 
 Diamondstone fingered the shoes the 
victim had worn, a
red-gold scowl. The toe of the right shoe was 
badly scuffed from golfing. Also, the sole of 
the left shoe was worn at the ball of the foot. 
That was odd. Extremely odd. 
 “And there are only two heirs to the 
Paget millions,” Sundeen said
and a girl. Where is the girl? What was her 
name?” 
 “Miss Violet Devon,” Porter supplied. 
“Shall I a
 “Yes,” Sundeen sighed wearily. His 
eyes encountered Ch
“Oh yes, I wanted to ask: you something. 
According to the desk clerk, the victim, Mr. 
Paget, was brought into the hotel in an 
apparently drunken state at about nine o’clock 
this evening. He was more than half carried by 
a tall, thin man with a glass eye.” 
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iamondstone’s scowl deepened. 
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ay was Paget was singing 

, addicted to scratching his head, 
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een’s puzzled face to 
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enefits by the 

lly, neither 

st it between his lips. He turned 
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stone said 
ischie

 
AT the mention of the glass
D
 “And,” Sundeen continued, “the glass-
eyed man asked for the key to Ro
o get was wearing these golf clothes and 
the tall man was carrying Paget’s golf bag. 
Paget’s head was muffled in a silk scarf so 
that the clerk couldn’t see his face. The clerk 
thought that Paget was Mr. Lahern, simply 
because of Paget’s supposed drunken state, 
and because the tall man had asked for the key 
to Thirty-one. The clerk thought that the tall 
man was simply putting Lahern to bed after 
Lahern had got himself pickled. Nothing 
unusual. Afterwards, when the real Lahern 
came in, the clerk was a little confused. He 
told Lahern that he had already given him the 
key. Lahern was too drunk to deny this. Now 
you took Paget up in your elevator?” 
 Charley nodded. “Yes, sir. Both the 
inebriated gentleman and the person with the
artificial eye.” 
 “And you didn’t see Paget’s face, 
either?” 
 “No, sir.” 
 “A
might be dead?” 
 “Of course not, sir,” declared Charley. 
“The man you s
drunkenly while the tall man was begging him 
to desist.” 
 
SUNDEEN
h
now. For, he said, according to medical 
opinion, Paget simply had to have been dead 
when he was brought into the hotel. And a 
corpse doesn’t sing. 
 Diamondstone’s intense blue gaze 
shifted from Sund
som ing much more charming that appeared 
in the office door. Violet Devon, the other heir 
to the Paget fortune, struck Diamondstone as 
being a rare combination of beauty and 

common sense. Her dark hair was arranged in 
a becoming coiffure that was simplicity itself. 
Her dark eyes were neither timid nor bold. Her 
makeup frankly admitted a few freckles that 
bridged her straight nose. She was rather small 
and was trimly tailored. She did not shrink 
when Sundeen whirled on her. 
 “Miss Devon?” snapped Sundeen, 
“You are the other one who b
death of Milton Markland Paget?” 
 “I suppose so,” she said quietly, “if 
you care to put it brutally. Natura
my cousin, Mr. Lahern, nor myself could be 
expected to feel particularly cut up over the 
death of a man we’ve never seen. As to the 
inheritance, I’ve never thought much about it. 
I always understood that Stewart Lahern was 
to have the bulk of the money because Mr. 
Lahern was left-handed. I understand my 
uncle favored left-handed people.” 
 “Thash me,” shushed Lahern. “I’m 
left-handed.” 
 Diamondstone fished a cigarette from 
a package, thru
to the bald Porter and asked for a match. The 
attorney handed him a book of paper matches 
containing half a dozen matches on the right 
side of the book. Diamondstone lighted his 
cigarette, pocketed the matches. In the depths 
of his blue eyes was the merest flicker of 
amusement. 
 He went over to where Violet Devon 
had seated he
lacy handkerchief which Diamondstone, much 
to her amazement, borrowed. 
 “What’s eating you?” asked Sundeen, 
eyeing Diamondstone suspicio
 “Eating me? Well, er—yes, I suppose 
something is eating me,” Diamond
m vously. “Has it occurred to you that 
except for laundry marks, an initialed cigarette 
lighter, a set of left-handed golf clubs, and the 
fact that the corpse held a pencil in his left 
hand, we have nothing to identify the body as 
that of Mr. Paget? Paget was an 
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at!” 
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 Porter. Wonderingly, the 

stonishment, while the 

tone. 

turned to 

I think you’re a very clever 

CHAPTER III 
VOICE OF GUILT 

 
 

HE assistant medical examiner, an 
 golfer, was certain that the 

extraordinarily left-handed person. But before 
Mr. Lahern can enjoy his left-handed legacy, 
oughtn’t we to think a moment?” 
 Diamondstone accomplished two rapid 
and clever vanishes with his cigare
 “What’s that for?” demanded Sundeen. 
 Diamondstone smiled. “I was t
that it was rather odd that the shoes worn by 
the victim should have the right toe scuffed 
and the left sole worn, indicating that when he 
played golf he pivoted on his left foot and 
scuffed his right toe on the follow through. 
Try that with left-handed golf clubs, Sergeant. 
It simply can’t be done unless you hit the ball 
with the reverse side of the club. Not 
considered good form in the best circles. Now, 
if it had been the toe of the left shoe that was 
scuffed—” 
 “By damn! You too?” roared Sundeen. 
“One of the
Only he goes in for blisters instead of scuffed 
shoes.” 
 “Exactly,” Diamondstone smiled. “In 
spite of pla
murdered man in Room Thirty-one was not 
left-handed—because he played golf right-
handed. Not only was this indicated by the 
scuffed toe of the right shoe, but also the fact 
that he had acquired a blister on the forefinger 
of his right hand. Supposing that he had used 
the approved overlapping grip when he played 
golf, had he been left-handed the right 
forefinger would have been locked over the 
left little finger and therefore couldn’t have 
been blistered. Therefore the corpse didn’t use 
the left-handed clubs. And therefore he 
couldn’t have been Milton Markland Paget.” 
 Stunned silence while Diamondstone’s 
deductions permeated every head in the room
Then Sundeen roared: 
 “Who the hell is the victim, then?” 
 “I haven’t the 
D ndstone. He put his glowing cigare
butt into Miss Devon’s lacy handkerchief, 
rolled up the handkerchief, and held it in his 

hand. 
 Sundeen bounded to the door. “I’m 
going 
th
 “Here, take this a moment,” said 
Diamo
 He extended Miss Devon’s 
handkerchief to
lawyer took it cautiously in his right hand. 
And almost at once, the handkerchief burst, 
into flames. Porter dropped the burning cloth 
with an oath. Unfortunately, it landed in a 
waste paper basket where it immediately 
ignited some paper. 
 Diamondstone stood back at the door, 
eyes wide with a
excited lawyer drew a cupful of water from 
the cooler, carried the cup in his left hand, and 
sprinkled the flames into a smoldering ash. 
From the debris, he resurrected Miss Devon’s 
handkerchief. In the center of the burned cloth 
was the “vanished” cigarette. 
 “Smart guy!” Dulcy Madden raucously 
jeered the chagrined Diamonds
 “The trick never failed before,” 
Diamondstone said sorrowfully. He 
Miss Devon. “My dear lady, I can’t imagine 
how it happened.” 
 “I think I can,” Violet said in a low, 
sweet voice. “And 
person.” 
 
 

enthusiastic
corpse was not that of Mr. Paget. The medico 
subscribed to a golfing magazine and had seen 
Mr. Paget’s name listed among the foremost 
Australian golfers. And a good golfer would 
not have blistered his fingers on either hand. 
And this bit of light on the subject only served 

T
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to the telephone operator. Rather, 
iamon

ame in for these 

arley anxiously. 

 of 

kles. “All in getting used to it. I 

the door of his 
m. 

re might have a left-handed nephew. 

nter of Diamondstone’s 
om, bending over Diamondstone’s suit case 

 from the house detective’s 

 murmured. “Golf balls. What of 
 You

 that the 

e had my eye on you, 
iamon d. 

ut. “I was standing 

 said. 

d suddenly it became two 

to emphasize the impenetrable darkness 
surrounding the death of the man in Room 
Thirty-one. 
 Near the elevator shaft, Diamondstone 
was talking 
D dstone’s money was talking. He 
slipped the operator a twenty-dollar bill and a 
list of names: Dulcy Madden, Stewart Lahern, 
Oscar Porter, Violet Devon. 
 He directed the operator to make a 
record of all the calls that c
four persons and also any calls they might 
make from the hotel. Then he joined Charley 
in the elevator and asked to be taken to his 
room on the fourth floor. 
 “What do you make of it all, Mr. 
Diamondstone?” asked Ch
 “What I make of it,” Diamondstone 
declared, “is the sort of fog the citizens
London would thrive in.” He yawned. “Three 
A. M. Don’t see how you stand these hours, 
Charley.” 
 Charley’s slow smile ironed out some 
of his wrin
have been reporting for service every evening 
at eight o’clock and working straight on till 
six in the morning for the past two years. It is 
all in establishing the habit.” 
 Diamondstone left the elevator and 
took slow, lengthy steps to 
roo As he unlocked the door he was 
musing: 
 “It is conceivable that a left-handed 
millionai
But it is hardly conceivable that a left-handed 
millionaire would—” 
 
HE stopped. In the ce
ro
was a thick, squatting figure that spun around 
like an awkward dervish to confront 
Diamondstone. The squatting man was the 
house detective. He was holding a pasteboard 
box in his hand. His piggish eyes were 
squinting accusingly. He opened the 

cardboard box without taking his eyes from 
Diamondstone. Inside were golf balls. 
 “Golf balls,” he said, as though it were 
most significant. 
 Diamondstone nodded. He went over 
and took the box
hands. Apparently he removed one of the golf 
balls. His blue eyes had the chilly sparkle of 
chipped ice. 
 “Oh, for the privileges of a house 
detective,” he
it? r deductive sense dictating that these 
are left-handed golf balls taken from the left-
handed golf bag found in Room Thirty-one? 
Highly inaccurate deduction, my unpleasant 
sir. These are magical golf balls.” 
 “None of your lip!” The house 
detective’s voice was so low
vibrations of his vocal cords were almost 
countable. He stood up. 
 Diamondstone surveyed the man from 
top to toe. 
 “Remarkable specimen of bulldog!” 
 “I’v
D dstone,” the house detective growle
“And I think you and I will take a little trip to 
the station house. A one-way trip for you.” 
 “What have I done?” asked 
Diamondstone innocently. 
 “I think you killed a man!” the thick-
bodied detective thumped o
out in the alley about the time the murdered 
man was brought in. It was dark back there. I 
couldn’t see much. But I did hear a window 
on the third floor open. A man came sneaking 
down the fire-escape. When he got to the 
alley, I was all primed to collar him. But he 
must have seen me, for he said to some one: 
‘There is a man standing over there. We’ll 
have to beat it.’ I tried to nab him, but he gave 
me the slip.” 
 “How very awkward of you,” 
Diamondstone
 He held the golf ball at arm’s length, 
flicked his finger, an
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here is nothing I 

om Thirty-one 

andcuffs. 
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All the volcanic energy in 
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ed in a manner that 

as in 
e alley, eh? I was sneaking down the fire-

. He strode across 

 a phone call from a man with a 
acklin

 of a 

ge. 

balls. Then without his hand even approaching 
the body, he flicked his fingers again and there 
were three golf balls. It was a little confusing 
to the house officer, for just as he was about to 
decide that this was accomplished by means of 
half shells, Diamondstone tossed the three 
balls from hand to hand, proving their solidity. 
 “Don’t be funny,” snapped the house 
detective grumply. “Because you were the guy 
who sneaked from the fire-escape. I 
recognized your voice.” 
 Diamondstone stood like a statue, right 
hand, outstretched, thr
between widespread fingers. 
 “Uh-hum,” he said, his voice silky. 
“My voice. And I suppose t
could do to convince you that I was not in the 
alley and that I did not come down the fire-
escape? Ah, I see there isn’t.” 
 “You’re damned right there isn’t! You 
came out of the window of Ro
and I’m taking you up for murder!” 
 The detective’s right hand went to his 
pocket to obtain either gun or h
D dstone didn’t bother to find out. His 
blue eyes shifted suddenly toward his 
outstretched right hand. With tantalizing 
slowness, his fingers flexed and the hotel 
detective saw four golf balls where there had 
been three. 
 Then there was something like an 
explosion. 
Di dstone’s big body seemed vented at 
the same time. The house detective received a 
close-up of the golf balls that left a lasting 
impression as hand and balls connected with 
the side of his face. The blow sent him reeling 
backward, but not far because 
Diamondstone’s left foot was curved behind 
his ankles. He tripped, sat down heavily, then 
flattened to his back as Diamondstone landed 
on top of him. 
 All the oaths in the house detective’s 
system were c
wedged in between his jaws. It was small 

wonder that he didn’t swallow the ball, for a 
left hook to the temple drove him into the 
realm of all things black. 
 Five minutes later Diamondstone had 
the man bound and gagg
would have defied the efforts of an escape 
artist. Then he lugged the house detective to 
the closet and locked him up. And all this he 
carried out with smooth precision that 
displaced scarcely a single red-gold hair. 
 
“SO,” Diamondstone almost angrily, “I w
th
escape, was I?” And he plunged across the 
room and out into the hall. 
 Charley’s elevator dropped 
Diamondstone to the lobby
to the phone operator to discover that his 
twenty-dollar bribe had borne fruit. Dulcy 
Madden had called the desk every five 
minutes to see if there had been any calls for 
her or any messages from a man named Smith. 
And there had been no messages, and no calls 
and Dulcy had resorted to calling the operator 
names. 
 Oscar Porter, the bald attorney, had 
received
cr g voice. The phone operator had 
gathered that the man with the crackling voice 
was rather angry with Mr. Porter. And, the 
operator said, if Diamondstone hurried he 
might be able to catch Mr. Porter who had just 
that moment gone out of the front door. 
 Out in the street, Diamondstone saw 
Porter’s shiny dome tinged from the red
neon sign in a shop window. The man was 
walking along with swift, jerky, furtive steps. 
He turned at the corner and kept right on 
going for about seven blocks. At the mouth of 
the alley, he stopped, looked around. 
Diamondstone jumped into a doorway, so 
there was nothing more alarming than a milk 
truck in the street. Porter entered the alley. 
 Diamondstone followed, saw Porter 
unlock the door of a small private gara
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CHAPTER IV 
MURDER BY MISTAKE 

 
 

AMONDSTONE began mounting the 

 up behind Porter. Porter half turned. 

no! You don’t understand. It—

g arm of the figure on the floor 

man whose proportions 

 man, 

 his perspiring head with a handkerchief. 
iamon

Inside was a queer, top-heavy appearing 
coupe. Diamondstone sprinted to the door of 
the garage, waited until Porter was in the act 
of getting into the coupe, then sprang to the 
wood-railed trunk rack on the back of the car. 
 The height of the queer coupe was a 
boon to Diamondstone for, as he backed the
ca , it made it impossible for Porter to see 
the magician-sleuth’s big body. 
 Once out of the alley, the old coupe 
roared down the street and cut
with many a crazy twist and turn that 
threatened to dislodge Diamondstone at any 
moment. 
 The car slowed up and pulled toward 
the curb
D dstone bounded off the luggage 
carrier, sprang to the sidewalk and tried to 
conceal himself behind a lamp post. 
 Porter got out. He didn’t look around 
this time, but plunged desperately
gruesome task ahead of him. He pulled open 
the rumble compartment of the car, stood on 
the fender, tugged and strained at something 
that was cramped within. He got the 
something to the edge of the rumble, got down 
off the fender, hauled the something to his 
square old shoulders. Staggering beneath the 
weight of his burden, he approached the door 
of a dingy lodging-house. 
 Diamondstone took a long breath that 
whistled softly. For Porter
like the body of a man. 
 Diamondstone started down the 
sidewalk as soon as Po
He passed the old coupe, paused, turned 
around and stared at it. 
 “Left-handed,” he muttered. “One of 
those old British cars w
on the right side. And no wonder!” 
 He crossed the street toward the door 
that had swallowed Porter and his
dangling burden. 
 
 

steps of the lodging house, his violin-
case-sized shoes making unbelievably little 
noise. In the grey light of the upstairs hall, he 
saw Porter knocking at a door with one hand 
while he clung to the dead thing with the other 
hand. 
 Before the door opened, Diamondstone 
sprang
His eyes glazed with fright. His burden 
slipped from his shoulder to flop disjointedly 
to the floor. 
 “Pick it up,” ordered Diamondstone. 
 “No—
it—it’s—” 
 Diamondstone stooped, seized a 
fleshy-feelin
and pulled it upright. He looked down into the 
face of the thing—a face that was startling 
with the bright, happy expression cleverly 
painted on its wooden features. For the figure 
was a life-size dummy, beautifully 
proportioned and weighted by one of Europe’s 
cleverest craftsmen. 
 The door of the room opened. Clinging 
to the knob was a 
approached those of a toothpick, he was that 
thin. His face was smudgy-looking, narrow; 
his features sharply defined. His single live 
eye clashed with Diamondstone’s blue gaze. 
He uttered a chain of oaths that required 
scarcely any movement of his thin lips. 
 “Go in,” Diamondstone ordered Porter. 
Then he followed the frightened bald
dragging the gay-faced dummy along with 
him. 
 Porter dropped wearily into a chair and 
patted
D dstone and the thin man glared at one 
another over the head of the dummy. 
 “Marcini, the Great Gabby,” said 

D
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Diamondstone quietly. “You gabbed t
when you imitated my voice in the alley after 
pulling off that gruesome stunt in Room 
Thirty-one of the New Regent.” 
 “You two know each other?” Porter 
gasped. 
 Diamondstone nodded gravely. “I’ve 
known M
tim e were in vaudeville together. We had 
an act once until various members of the show 
discovered that someone was looting their 
dressing rooms. Marcini was doing the 
looting, but his uncanny ability to impersonate 
my voice came near to bringing me to take the 
rap Marcini should have had. But it looks as 
though I am going to square things up a bit 
now.” 
 Diamondstone tossed the dummy to 
the fl
resentment at such treatment. 
 “Now,” said Diamondstone, “talk. 
Because if you don’t, I will. 
talk  to the police.” 
 The glass-eyed man sprang at Porter. 
“I didn’t have anythin
m iamondstone? This guy did it all! He 
tricked me into doing his dirty work. He said 
he wanted to borrow my dummy and use me 
to play a joke on a friend. What he said he was 
going to do was take my dummy, put enough 
lead shot in it so that it would weigh about 
what a human would, dress it up in some 
different clothes, and muffle its face. Then I 
was to take the dummy, as if it was a drunk 
guy, to Room Thirty-one of the New Regent. 
He said his friend would think the dummy was 
a corpse when he tried to move it. And I’m 
damned if that wasn’t what it was—a corpse! 
 “This guy drove me and the stiff I 
supposed was my dummy right up to the front
door of the hotel. Then I got out with the 
supposed dummy and that damned golf bag on 
my back. He gave the car the gun, and there I 
was.” 
 The glass-eyed man looked as though 

he was
 “You know that dummy of mine, 
Diamondstone. It’s almost human in fo
And I supposed this guy had weighted it 
down. I went into the lobby, lugging that 
damned body, thinking it was the dummy, 
honest to Gawd. And this guy was going to 
give me five hundred berries for the joke. I 
was to act like this dummy was a drunk friend. 
I double-voiced it; made it sound as though 
the thing I was lugging was singing. By the 
time I reached the elevator, there was cold 
sweat all over me. I’d got a glimpse of the 
thing’s hands. And then I knew it wasn’t a 
dummy, but a damned stiff. I liked to have a 
fit, but what the hell could I do?” 
 “Uh-hum,” said Diamondstone. “You 
were in a nice fix. You had to g
corpse, and the best way was to carry out your 
instructions. You dumped the corpse and golf 
bag in Room Thirty-one and slipped out the 
fire-escape. Thought you were going to be 
caught by the house dick, so you ‘double-
voiced’ again—imitating my voice, because 
you knew that I was at the New Regent. That 
was a rat’s way out!” 
 Diamondstone turned to the bald man 
who was shriveling d
m an-sleuth’s blue eyes darted like rapiers 
of lightning. He was speaking rapidly now and 
all the softness had gone from his voice. 
 “It’s conceivable that a left-handed 
millionaire might have a left-handed nep
But it takes a long stretch of imagination to 
bridge the gap between a left-handed 
millionaire in Australia and a left-handed 
attorney in Detroit. A short time ago I 
discovered that you tear paper matches from 
the left-hand side of the book. That indicated 
left-handedness. 
 “Later, I created a little bonfire with 
Miss Devon’s han
to take the handkerchief in your right hand, 
thus concealing your left-handedness. But 
when the handkerchief burst into flames you 
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became excited. Then it was your left hand 
that served you best in drawing water to put 
out the fire. Eccentric as Mr. Paget might be, I 
don’t think that he’d insist on employing a 
left-handed man as his attorney in far-away 
Detroit. So I think you’ve a lot of explaining 
to do, Mr. Milton Markland Paget!” 
 The bald man gulped air like a beached 
fish. When he at last could speak, it
husky, old-man’s whisper. 
 
“YOU’RE right. I am Pag
k
weeks. Realizing that I was in the same town 
as my two heirs, I used an assumed name, 
discarded everything I thought might be used 
to identify me, except my old car. You may 
have noticed it has the steering wheel on the 
right side. I have driven that type car so long I 
simply could not change to another type. But 
to avoid being identified by that car, I kept it 
in a private garage. 
 “I always feared that as soon as I 
returned to the Un
murdered. I was deathly afraid of my two 
heirs. They would, by killing me, become 
wealthy. And one of them—”he pounded on 
the arm of his chair—“is a murderer! One of 
them did attempt to kill me, but killed my 
golfing companion by mistake. You realize 
how this might have happened, since neither 
of my two heirs had ever seen me, but might 
have identified me by my car.” 
 Diamondstone’s brows knotted. “Who 
was your golfing friend?” 
 Milton Paget pounded furiously. 
“Immaterial! I met him at 
We yed until nearly dark. I said I would 
give him a lift back to town. He, out of 
curiosity, said he’d like to drive my foreign-
made car. I told him he might. Just outside the 
golf grounds, I discovered I had left my wallet 
back at the clubhouse. 
 “Realizing the difficulty of turning 
such a large car around

I told him to wait while I went back on foot, 
recovered my wallet, returned to find another 
car, which had been standing beside mine, 
speeding off down the road. I found my 
companion slumped across the steering wheel, 
dead. I knew instantly that some one had 
mistaken him for me. 
 “I should have summoned the police, 
but that meant reve
indicating that I still lived, which would only 
have exposed me to the killer’s gun. I 
remembered that Marcini person I had seen on 
Jefferson Avenue, putting on a ventriloquist 
act in the street in order to sell some 
pitchman’s catchpenny device. I had marveled 
at the lifelike qualities of Marcini’s dummy. I 
contacted Marcini and asked him if he wanted 
to earn five hundred dollars. He was willing. 
He has told you how I tricked him into placing 
the corpse in my nephew’s room. 
 “I concealed the body in the rumble 
seat of my car. In the garage, I dr
suit of my clothes, added the cigarette lighter 
which I had never used, put a pencil in the left 
hand and added the left-handed golf clubs, all 
with the idea that the body might be mistaken 
for mine. Having thus established my own 
death, I thought myself in a better position to 
discover the identity of my would-be 
murderer.” 
 “And why put the corpse in Lahern’s 
room?” aske
 “Because Lahern has the best possible 
motive for killing me,” d
“Lahern is in a tight jam. Lahern has a wife in 
Chicago. That Dulcy Madden is roping him 
in; intends to obtain blackmail money from 
him under threat of revealing everything to 
Lahern’s wife. I thought surely when Lahern 
discovered the body of the man he had killed, 
now moved to his own room, he would do 
something to reveal himself. I am still 
convinced that Lahern’s drunkenness is 
merely an act to hide emotions that would 
reveal him as my murderer.” 
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CHAPTER V 
THE SECOND DEADLY ERROR 
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 “Please,” said Diamondstone, “you are 
not quite dead, yet. And it ha
to you that Dulcy can’t hope to collect much 
hush-money from Lahern unless Lahern 
inherits your fortune. So you can’t limit your 
suspects to Lahern and Miss Devon. Dulcy 
Madden had as good reason as anyone for 
wanting you dead. And, in all probability, 
since Dulcy is a blackmailer, she has a male 
crook in cahoots with her. That’s the way that 
racket is worked.” 
 Diamondstone slid a slow glance at 
Marcini. Marcini’s thin
his pocket and jumped out again. There was a 
heavy revolver in his fist. 
 
“DON’T look at me, Diam
h
me for the whole business. I’m getting out of 
town. Stop me, and I’ll kill you, so help me.” 
 “So help you?” Diamondstone looked 
worried. “Would you need help? Ah, but I see
you would, judging by the way your hand is 
trembling.” Diamondstone extended his right 
arm. With his left, he apparently tugged up his 
coat sleeve a little. “You are about to witness 
the marvelous production of a golf ball, Mr. 
Paget.” 
 But the production of one of those golf 
balls he
was for the sole benefit of Marcini who had 
doubtless witnessed the trick before. 
Nevertheless, Marcini had never expected it to 
conclude the way it did. 
 No sooner had the golf ball 
materialized at the tips
Dia ndstone threw it with something like 
bullet speed straight at Marcini’s head. And 
scarcely slower than the ball, Diamondstone’s 
big body was launched at Marcini. While 
Marcini ducked the ball, Diamondstone closed 
in, seized Marcini’s unsteady gun wrist and 
wrenched the revolver from his grasp. 
 At the same time, Diamondstone’s left 
fist connected with Marcini’s pointe

M i reeled backward, clutching at things. 
Nothing but the wall of the room prevented 
him from going down on the floor. 
 “Now, my lads” Diamondstone waved 
the revolver—“back to the New Reg
undoubtedly Sergeant Sundeen will welcome 
you with open arms. Or should I say open 
handcuffs?” 
 
 

Ventriloquis
across the lobby of the New Regent Hotel, 
Sergeant Sundeen pointed a finger at Marcini 
shouting: 
 “The thin man with the glass eye!” 
Then, wi
D dstone for delivering Marcini into his 
hands, Sundeen set off to the manager’s 
office, bent on grilling his new catch. 
 Diamondstone would have been in on 
the grilling if for no other reason 
annoy Sundeen by crunching peanuts had it 
not been for Violet Devon. The girl spied 
Diamondstone almost as soon as he entered 
the door, and came toward him with quick, 
firm steps, a worried frown spoiling the 
smooth beauty of her face. 
 “You want to see me?” Diamondstone 
asked. “But I see you do.” 
 “Please. Somewhere where we can be 
alone. This is dreadfully im
 Diamondstone took her arm and 
guided her across to the coffee shop,
this early hour of the morning. He noticed her 
slight nervous flutter as they entered the room. 
He drew out a chair for her, then seated 
himself at the other side of the table. 
 “This will only take a minute,” she 
said, digging into the depths of 
handbag. She took out an envelope and placed 

W
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it in front of Diamondstone. “Open it,” she 
urged. Diamondstone did as he was told. 
Inside was a pencil-printed message: 
 
 Meet me in Boom 69 at 5:30 A
y
money. 
 
 T
g
his closest attention. He said: “Damn it!” quite 
sharply, then looked a little sheepishly at the 
girl. 
 “Don’t apologize,” she said, “I said 
damn
by a left-handed person, doesn’t it?” 
 Diamondstone’s face went blank. 
“Why?” 
 “That smudge up in the right-hand 
corner of
one held the paper down with the right hand 
while writing with the left.” 
 Diamondstone shook his head. “That 
isn’t a thumb print. It’s just 
know whether that means anything or not. But 
did you notice this envelope? It’s been 
opened, then glued shut again. Who else has 
read this message?” 
 “I noticed that,” the girl said. “I found 
the envelope sticking
half of the envelope was out in the hall, so any 
one might have picked it up, opened it, 
resealed it.” 
 Diamondstone looked at his watch. He 
got up. 
 “What are you going to do?” 
demande
 “Keep your appointment for you 
before somebody 
now
 He entered the lobby and strode to the 
elevato
with him. 
 “Charley!” Diamondstone seized the 
operator by

up on his padded stool, stealing a few winks 
of sleep. He opened his withered eyelids and 
peered up at Diamondstone. He slid from the 
stool. “Third, sir?” he asked. 
 “No, Charley. Sixth.” 
 “Sixth?” Charley 
D dstone to Violet D
room on the sixth are being remodeled. 
There’s no one up there.” 
 “Possibly not,” Diamondstone said. 
“But possibly the murderer
 Charley leaned over on the starting 
lever. The cage began its creaking, r
crawl upward. Somewhere, the elevator signal 
buzzed. 
 
DON’T 
o
 The cage crawled past the third floor. 
Then the fourth, where one 
detective’s yelled for it to stop. Then halfway 
between the fourth and fifth floors, the cage 
jerked to a stop that sent Diamondstone and 
Violet Devon lurching into one corner. 
 “Matter, Charley?” Diamondstone 
rapped. 
 “Stalled, sir. Somebody must have cut 
the pow
ja d at the lever. Then he turned his 
wrinkled face toward Diamondstone. Fear 
enlivened his usually dull, sad eyes. “We—we 
can’t go up or down, sir. Stalled.” 
 From the upper reaches of the old hotel 
building came a roar like that of a c
echoing it came a shrill cry of agony. The 
elevator signal buzzed impatiently, seemingly 
from all floors at once. Police whistles skirled. 
Doors slammed. Women shrieked 
hysterically. On the floor below, the police 
detective was cursing fluently. 
 Violet Devon wrung her hands. “Can’t 
you do something? We’re caug
this cage. Won’t it start down if it won’t go 
up?” 
 Charley jammed at the cranky lever 
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the car. It groaned, then worked into a steady 
climb to bounce to a stop at the sixth floor. 
 Diamondstone sprang out with Charley 
and the girl close behind him. There were 
lights in the hall. He jerked out a flash and 
sent its white beam glancing from painters’ 
ladders to scaffolding. Dodging around 
workmen’s materials, Diamondstone gained 
the end of the hall and Room Sixty-nine. The 
door was open; the flashlight beam misty with 
acrid gun smoke. And on the floor— 
 Diamondstone whirled. His flashlight 
beam picked out the faces of Charley
girl. He seized Violet Devon and thrust her 
into Charley’s arms. 
 “Get her out of here!” he whispered 
tensely. “This isn’t a 
he turned and entered the room. 
 Lashed to a piece of scaffolding about 
four and a half feet above the
sa off shotgun of large gauge. 
Diamondstone’s keen eyes saw the length of 
cord attached to the trigger; saw where the 
cord ran through steel screw-eyes to connect 
to the door. 
 Centering a rapidly growing pool of 
blood was th
down. Diamondstone knelt, rolled the body 
over slightly. A sensation of nausea passed 
through his big body as he saw a bleeding, 
shot-torn breast and the look of agony death 
that had frozen on the face of Dulcy Madden! 
 Beside the woman was a handbag. 
Diamondstone picked it up. His ever-deft
fin  rifled it, crammed the contents into his 
pocket. He took another quick look around the 
room, backed through the door. 
 Diamondstone swung his light on the 
girl and Charley. Their lips 
questions. 
 “Dulcy Madden,” Diamondstone said 
softly. 
 “Dead?” whispered Charley. 
 

a ent, he stood there, listenin
p ng of feet on the stairway and the 
continual buzz of the elevator signal. Then he 
pulled from his pocket the contents of Dulcy 
Madden’s handbag—compact, change purse, 
handkerchief, a crumpled piece of paper, a 
little photo frame. 
 “Then—then,” Violet Devon 
stammered, “it must have been Dulcy Madden 
who—who opened that note intended for me. 
She must have come here before we did. And 
she met the—the death intended for me!” 
 Diamondstone jerked a nod. He turned 
the photo frame over. Beneath the glass 
the picture of a man and a woman locked arm 
in arm, smiling as they had smiled in life and 
never would smile again. For the woman was 
Dulcy Madden. And the man was the 
unknown—the unknown corpse of Room 
Thirty-one! 
 Hastily, Diamondstone returned the 
picture to th
cru ed bit of paper. His blue eyes were 
shining, seeming to look through and through 
the maze of mystery. 
 “We’re beginning to get somewhere,” 
he said softly. 
 For the paper in his hand was a copy of 
the typewritten
found beneath her door. Exactly alike were the 
two notes that had named the deadly 
rendezvous, except that the note he had taken 
from Dulcy’s handbag had an inked notation 
at the bottom: “Burn this!” 
 Diamondstone pushed the note, the 
compact, the handkerchief
purse back into the murdered woman’s 
handbag. He started toward the elevator. 
 “Where is—No! Wait!” He stood there 
poised on his toes, his right foref
pointing stiffly toward the ceiling. Then his 
finger, his whole body relaxed. 
 “Oh, hum,” he sighed. “I’m afraid we 
aren’t beginning to get somewh
we have arrived!” 
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CHAPTER VI 
THE MISTA

fou
behind him, though he scarcely paid any 
attention to the girl. His jaws moved slowly, 
thoughtfully, grinding peanut kernels. He went 
to the door of his room, opened it. His 
eyebrows drew slightly together as he entered 
the room. 
 Sergeant Sundeen was there. There, 
too, was t
gone stiff from Diamondstone’s bonds, and 
working his swollen jaw painfully. Sundeen 
was using the phone. He hung up when 
Diamondstone came in. 
 Diamondstone stood aside for Violet 
Devon to enter. 
 “Quite a reception,” he said. He looked 
from Sundeen to
sm his one-sided, secretive, magician’s 
smile. 
 “The boys are going to bring up Mr. 
Paget, 
grilling,” Sundeen said. “This business isn’t 
going any further. I suppose you know the 
Madden woman was killed?” Diamondstone 
nodded. “I thought you would know,” said 
Sundeen. He examined Diamondstone out of 
the corners of his eyes. “Diamondstone, I’ve 
been listening to Ruckle, here.” He indicated 
the house detective. “And I think we’ve got 
you right where we want you. You were seen 
in the alley—” 
“I beg your pardon,” Diamond-stone 
interrupted. “H
Marcini explain how he had tried to frame me 
to keep his own nose clean?” 
 “No,” said Sundeen, “he didn’t. 
Anyway, it’s going to take a l
to clear yourself of assaulting Ruckle.” 
 “Well, he was very much in my way, 
for one thing,” said Diamondstone. “

think you have evidence against me, bring it 
into court. Right now, listen to this: 
 “Miss Devon received a note which 
asked her to come to a room on the s
where a set gun was waiting to kill the first 
person who entered the room. A note, mind 
you, that seemed to have been tampered 
with—tampered with by Dulcy Madden, since 
it was she who kept the appointment with the 
murder machine. Apparently, here was 
another murder by mistake, since Dulcy was 
killed instead of Violet. 
 “The whole thing seems to have been a 
series of mistakes. P
m  when he claimed the murderer was 
after his money. You made a mistake by 
accusing me. We have all made mistakes—all 
except the murderer; for there has never been 
a shadow of a doubt in his mind as to what he 
wanted to do. And he did it! 
 “Apparently, the first murder was a 
mistake. It seemed that a m
Paget, was killed. But that appearance, of 
error was fabricated by Mr. Paget, himself!” 
 “Good Lord!” gasped Sundeen. You 
mean—” 
 “Wait,” Diamondstone interrupted. 
“Since we
first victim met death by mistake, the 
murderer tried to make it appear that the 
second murder was also a mistake, thus 
leading us further and further from the real 
motive of both crimes. The note the killer sent 
to Miss Devon he first sealed in an envelope, 
then broke the seal himself to make it appear 
as though someone—the ‘mistaken’ murder 
victim—had tampered with the note. 
 “Then the killer sent a second copy of 
that same note to Dulcy Madden, 
absolutely certain that Dulcy did what, 
apparently, someone wanted Violet to do. But 
the killer requested that Dulcy Madden burn 
the note. Why? Well, if Dulcy had burned the 
note, we would have deduced that it was 
Dulcy who had opened Violet’s note, gone to 
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iling at 
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. He called the elevator 
perato

e going down in a minute—with our 

erator crossed 
e hall to stand wonderingly in the door. 

this 
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quently Dulcy’s death, the murderer 
mply

Room Sixty-nine, and been murdered by the 
set gun which was intended, apparently again, 
for Violet. Actually, that note attracted Dulcy 
more than it did Violet, simply because Dulcy 
Madden was after the Paget money, via the 
blackmail route.” 
 “I see,” said Violet Devon. “And with 
two murders, on
m n effort to kill, me, and the other 
looking like a mistaken effort to kill Uncle 
Milton, the blame would probably have fallen 
on Stewart Lahern, his motive being an 
attempt to control the Paget fortune.” 
 
“VERY good,” said Diamondstone, sm
h
conclusion that the murderer killed the two 
people he wanted to kill, Dulcy and her 
partner, the man found in Room Thirty-one, 
thanks to Mr. Paget, things clear up at a 
remarkable rate. Dulcy’s partner we’ll call 
Smith, since that is the name of the man she 
had been trying so fruitlessly to contact. 
 “Dulcy and Smith were blackmailers. 
Dulcy was laying ground for blackma
getting Lahern fogged up to make violent love 
to her, when Lahern had a wife of his own. At 
the same time, Smith was cultivating Paget’s 
acquaintance, because it had to be through 
Paget that Lahern obtained the money to pay 
the blackmailers. Smith may have recognized 
Paget by means of a picture in some golfing 
journal, or simply through that gentleman’s 
left-handed eccentricities.” 
 “Say,” Sundeen mused, “that’s a new 
angle. That gives both P
motive for killing the blackmailers to get rid 
of them.” 
 “I doubt if the blackmailing had 
reached s
necessary,” Diamondstone said. 
 Looking across the hall, Diamondstone 
saw the elevator door slide bac
Lahern, looking as though his head ached. He 
was followed by his bald uncle, Milton 

Markland Paget, and Marcini, the glass-eyed 
ventriloquist. They were accompanied by 
several police. 
 “What is the meaning of this?” 
demanded Page
 Diamondstone chose to look over the 
millionaire’s head
o r. 
 “Just wait a moment, Charley, because 
we’ll all b
murderer. No, on second thought, I wish you 
would step in here a moment.” 
 
THE wrinkle-faced elevator op
th
 “We’re in something of a quandary,” 
Diamondstone went on. “We have in 
ro a murderer who makes intentional 
mistakes to delude us. And it’s all a bit 
difficult to separate the intentional mistakes 
from the unintentional ones, especially 
inasmuch as our mistaken murderer’s last 
mistake was to save a life and insure another 
mistake. Er—am I being too obscure? But I 
see I am. The thing is, two people are about to 
be badly disappointed. Mr. Paget will be 
disappointed to learn that his money was not 
the motive for the murders of Smith and 
Dulcy Madden. And the murderer will be 
disappointed to know that he’s apprehended. 
 “The murderer who took advantage of 
mistaken ideas we had concerning the firs
murder, to fabricate evidence that would make 
it appear as though Dulcy Madden was also 
killed by mistake, spilled his pot of beans 
when he insured the fact that Violet Devon 
could not possibly fall into his murder trap 
even though it appeared to have been set for 
her. 
 “To insure Miss Devon’s safety, and 
conse
si  suspended Miss Devon halfway 
between heaven and earth in a brass-barred 
cage, canary fashion. By that I mean that 
when the murderer saw Miss Devon walking 
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istorted with a grimace. He was 

into the trap he had apparently set for her but 
had actually set for Dulcy Madden, he simply 
stalled his elevator between floors until the 
roar of that set-gun announced Dulcy’s death! 
At which time, Charley, your elevator 
miraculously toiled on its weary way upward.” 
 Charley wilted over against the door 
frame. He looked white and sick. 
 “You mean my money had nothing to 
do with this?” Milton Paget said. 
 Diamondstone nodded his head. “I am 
afraid your heirs are not up to 
Paget. I frequently remarked that Charley 
seemed a man above his station, as indicated 
by his education and cultured speech. If I were 
to do a bit of guessing, I would say that the 
blackmail team of Madden and Smith brought 
Charley quite a way down the social ladder 
years back, by some insidious scheme. Right, 
Charley?” 
 Charley’s body stiffened. His right 
hand mov
Di ndstone seldom surpassed. And in that 
hand was an automatic that threatened 
everyone in the room. 
 “Don’t move, any of you!” Charley 
whispered. “I can u
accuracy, as the death of Delmar Smith would 
seem to indicate. I am not through yet. Down 
in Joliet Penitentiary is the third member of 
the Dulcy Madden blackmail group. I want to 
live to kill that third member, even if I have to 
kill him in prison. And I will surely kill 
anyone who tries to stop me.” Charley’s eyes 
were shrewd pinpoints gleaming in squinted, 
wrinkled eyelids. 
 “My wife,” he said quietly, “was the 
victim of their ro
na er. You have all forgotten her name by 
now, but once it gleamed in lights above the 
finest theaters in the country. Dulcy Madden 
and her two associates held information that 
would have plunged my wife’s name in a 
slough of scandal. God, it was a rotten game 
they played! They forced her into retirement, 

bled both my wife and me of every penny we 
had. Poverty killed my wife! Is it any wonder 
that I pay them back in their own bloody 
coin?” Charley’s eyes flashed to 
Diamondstone. “No tricks,” he warned. 
 Diamondstone had removed a white 
linen handkerchief from the breast poc
his coat and was daubing at his perspiring 
forehead. He smiled disarmingly. 
 “Just blotting up some of the excretion 
of agitation, Charley. You see, yo
to shoot any one who moved, and I’m just 
afraid that sooner or later I’m going to move.” 
 Diamondstone’s right arm extended 
full length and on the palm of his extended 
right hand the linen handkerchief peaked. 
With the tips of the fingers of his left hand, he 
took hold of the handkerchief at its peak and 
whisked it into the air. 
 It would have taken more self control 
than Charley had, not 
handkerchief with his eyes. What he should 
have discovered was that in the palm of 
Diamondstone’s right hand, where there had 
been nothing, was a diminutive automatic, 
produced quite simply from a concealed 
pocket in the white linen handkerchief. 
 So it was that when Charley shot at 
Diamondstone, he heard the roar of hi
shot a split second after the terrier-bark of 
Diamondstone’s little gun. Diamondstone’s 
bullet tore into Charley’s right arm. But 
Charley seemed to have drilled a more vital 
spot, for Diamondstone’s big body fell 
forward at full length. Yet there was much life 
in the magician’s long arms, for his hands 
cupped behind Charley’s knees, came jerking 
forward, and tumbled Charley to the floor. 
 And then it was all over. Handcuffs 
welded the hands that had killed. Police h
that thrashing, vengeful body. And there was 
really nothing left for the killer to fight with 
except oaths. 
 Diamondstone picked himself up, his 
pleasant face d
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 to 
 mag

t on a nest of golf balls?” He 

isgust. 

. “The most 

gripping his right side as though in agony. 
 Sundeen and the hotel detective 
jumped forward simultaneously to lend aid
the ician-sleuth. 
 “Hurt, Diamondstone?” asked Sundeen 
solicitously. 
 “Did you,” Diamondstone groaned, 
“ever fall fla
raised his coat slightly, and for half a minute, 

golf balls rained steadily from the edge of his 
coat and bounded over the floor. 
 The hotel dick grunted in d

 

 “So that’s where you got all them golf 
balls. Humph! Nothing to it.” 
 Diamondstone smiled
wonderful part of all fearful and wonderful 
things is that very element of simplicity.” 


