There Hangs Death!

THE POLICE SAID IT WAS MURDER. BUT WHO HAD THE SUPERHUMAN STRENGTH TO DRIVE

A CRUSADER’S SWORD THROUGH DR. HILBER AND PIN IIM TO THE FLOOR?

By Jobn D. MacDonald

Hiustrated by Fred Ludekens

ANGELA’S FACE WAS WHITE, HER
EYES SHOCKED AND ENORMOUS

dead man was face down on the dark
hardwood floor. He was frail and old,
and the house was sturdy and old, redolent of
Victonan dignuty. It was the house where he
had been born.

The wide staurs climbed for two tall stories,
with two landings for each floor. He lay in the
center of the stair well, twenty-five fee. below
a dusty skybght. The gray daylight came
down through the skylight and glinted on the

sword that pinned the man to the dark floor.

“The hilt was of gold and silver, and there
was a large red stone set 1o the pornmel. The
gold — and the red of stone and red of blood
ml!-ewhlltnhm—\mlhtudy touches
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They let lum Jook for a few moments. He
Jnew he would not forget it, ever. The baght
‘momentary hight of 2 police flash bulb filled
the hallway, and they tumed hum away, 3
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they caught his arm; and the wide, bald, tired-
eyed stranger who sat behind the old desk
sud, “Take the gul across the hall and put
Roggs in that chair.”

Angela gave hum a frail smile and he tried
1o respond. They took her out. He sat where

she had been.
“The bald man looked at him for a long
‘moment. *You'll answer questions willingly?”
“Of course.” A doughy young man in the
opposite corner took notes wath a fountain

pen.
“Name and occupation?”
“Howard Riggs. Research assistant at the
University, Department of Psychology.
“How long have you known the deceased?"”

““T've known Dr. Hilber for three years. I
met him through his mece. Maley,
when I was in the Graduate School. 1 believe
he'd retired two or three years before 1 met
tum. He was head of the Archeology . . ."
“We know lus history. How much have
you been told about this?”
“Not very much, Just that be was dead
and I was wanted here. T didn't know he'd

“What is your relationship 1o his nicce2”
“We're to be mamed in June when the

spring semester ends.”

““Were you in this house today?"

‘Yes sir. I went to church with Angela. 1

‘picked her up here and brought her back here.

We walked. We had some coffee here and

then T went back to the lab, I'm running an

experiment usiog laboratory animals. | have

to...

“What time did you leave this house?”
say it was eleven-thirty this morning.
1've been in the Jab ever since, until those men

“Dip Miss Manley inform you that she was
going to stay here? Drd she say anything
about going out?”
“She wanted me to go for a walk. I couldn’t.
1 had to get back. We sometimes walk up in
the hulls back of here.”
“Did yo know that Miss Manley is the

heir

“I guess 1 did. 1 mean I remember him
saying once that she was his only living rela-
tive. So I would assume .

“Did you know he had substantial paid-up
insurance polices?”

“No sir.”

“He opposed this marriage, did he not?"
“Nosr. He was in favor of it. He opposed

it at first. He didn’t want to be left alone.

But alter I agreed to move in here after we're

married . : . you see, he wasn't well.”

d many arguments with him, did

Riggs frowned. “Not like you mean. They
were intellectual arguments. He thought my
spectalty is a sort of ., . pseudo-science. He
was a stubborn man, sir
““You became angry at him.
Riggs shrugged. “Many times. But not ...
importantly angry.”
The study door opencd and two men came
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in. The man in uniform who had come in said
t0 the bald man, “Can't raise a priot off that
‘sword, Captain, It wouldn't have to be wiped.
It's just a bad surface.

The bald captain nodded impatiently. He
Tooked at the second man who had come in.
“Doctor?" he said.

“Steve, it's pretty weird,"” the doctor said.
He sat down and crossed long legs. “That
sword is like a razor. It was sunk right into

he wood.”

It

“If it was shoved through him and he fell

on his face, of course it would be stuck in the
&

“Not like that, Steve. It's a twoedged
sword. I he fell after it was through him it
‘would shift enough to make lateral cuts. More
pmhably it would be knocked back. Some of

he shirt fibers were carried into the wound.
bk into him after he
was stretched out on his face.”

“Knocked out?"

“No sign of it.”

“Check stomach contents and so forth to
sce if he was doped."

““That'll be dm But does it make sense?”

“How do

“If you'e going (o m a man, do you dope
him, stretch him out on the floor and chunk
a knufe down through him? Now here's some-
thing else. After we got him out of the way
we found another hole in the floor. A fresh
hole, about four inches from where the sword
dug in. It's a deeper hole, but it looks to me
as f it was made the same way, by the same
sword. And there was only one hole in the

professor.

‘The captain got up quickly and went out.
Most of the men followed him. Howard Riggs
got up and went out, too. He was not stopped.
He saw Angela in the small room across the
hall. He walked by the man outside her door
and went to her. She stood up quickly as he
approached. Her face was pale. her eyes enor-
mous. He took her cold hands in bis. “Dar-
ling,” she sad, *

“But he’s dead, and the way they look at
me. Asif..." She began to cry and he held
the trembling slenderness of her in his arms,
murmuring reassurances, Lrying to conceal
from her how inept and confused he felt in the
face of the abvious hostility of the police.

‘The hard voice behind him said, “You're
not supposed 1o be in here.” A hand rested
heavily on his shoulder.

Riggs tumned out from under the hand and
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THEY ALL STARED UP. AN

He looked back at her as he
smile.

The men around hum did the same. It wasa
“The captam gave an order and the sword
was brought to hum. The blade had been
cleaned, He hefted it in his hand, took a
half cut at the air.
*Heavy damn thing,” he sud. He glanced
at Riggs. “Ever see it before?”

**Ir’s from Dr. Hilber’s collection of antique

“You men move back down the ball.” the
captam sud. He plodded up the stairs, she
mcongruous sword gleamng in his hairy fist.
Soon he was out of sight, and they could hear
lum chmbing the second fight. There was
silence —and then a sivery shmmer i the
gray light of the stairwell. The sword fashed
down. chunked deeply into the floor and stood
there, vibrat

The captamn came back down. He grasped
the hilt with both hands, planted his feet,
‘grunted as he wrenched it out of the floor. He
smiled at Riggs. “I look at her and I say she
could just about lift a sword hie this. She
couldn’t stick it through the old man, but she
could drop it through hum."

“You're out of your mund!™

“The other hole 15 where she made a test
run when he was out. to see if 1t would, fall
nght. Slesysibeﬂmeh(kfmmhunlk
and found hum. But I find clumsy attempts
to make 1t look like 2 prowler did it. The jade
collection m hus bedroom all messed up. We
RO to check 1t agamnst his nventory. Dirt
tracked into that room where the weapons are..
Silver dumped on the floor i the diming room.
1f Doc wasn't on the ball, that stage setting
mught bave sold me. skt have. But now
e know it was dropped through fum, and 1t
was 1o theft murder, even if she ted to make
1 look that way.”

They took Angela in on suspicon of mur-
der. They did not let Riggs speak to her.
‘They told hum not to leave town. He did not
understand why they didn't arrest hum also.

Trouc he was emotionally exhausted that
nught. 1t took hum a long time to get to sleep.
A mightmare awakened hlm before dawn. In

IMPOSSIBLE CRIME HAD BEEN COMMITTED

hisdreama
hudlmlu’hxm.muu:bh(luls. He did not
the

fnghtened heart sh“d ats beat. It seemed
then that 1t was the first tume be had been
able to think lomcally of the death of Hilber.
He thought carefully and for a long time, and
when he knew what be would do, he went
quickly to sleep.

He walked 1nto the captam’s office at two
nclntk on Monday. It was rumng heawih
outside. The captam was m shirt sleeves. “Sit
down.” the captam sud. “You asked to.see
me, but Tl tell you some things first. The gorl

land that way, so we're Lrymng 1o uncover
other angles.”
Hﬂhuiuﬂumﬂndamnum but not
what you'd call a practical mind.
“Keep talking.”
“If he wanted to kill himself and make it
Comtimued on mext page
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THERE HANGS DEATH!
Continued from preceding page

look like murder. he would try to
clear Angela by such clumsy busi-
ess as the dirt tracked in. the silver
on the floor, the disorder in the jade
case. He'd never stop to think of
the next logical step. that the police
would accuse Angela of dong all
that to mslead them.”

“You try to read a dead man's
‘mind and he can't tell you if you're
wrong. You've got more than that.
haven't you?"

“This morning 1 talked to his law-
yer and his doctor, Captain, and T
went 10 the house and they wouldn't

me in.
“1 know that.”

““HE nap very little money. His
illmss used up most of it. He had
forty-five thousand 1 insurance. in

two policies, ane of ten and one for
thiny-five thousand., There is a sui-
‘ade clause in the larger policy.”
“So he heaved a sword up in the
air and it came down and hut him in
T tarkc s

“He was operated on two years
ago. The ‘was nol com-
pletely successful. The malignancy
Teturned and thus time it was wide-
spread. He had six months to two
years. and i either case it would not
have been pleasant.”™

07"

“Drd you ever hear of the Sword

of Damodes?”
The captain frowned. “They hung

it ona thread over some joker's head
when he wanted to be ung, didn't
they? It would take a special kand of
nerve. Some timing device. Candle
‘maybe. Let’s go take a look, Riggs."
They looked. The captain brought
theswordalong. They experimented.
1t would have had to drop from the
1op floor. The raihng encircled three
sides of the stairwell. Nothing was
tied 10 the railing. Nothing had been
fastened to the skylight. They

Ruggs. The sword had to be dead in
the middle.

ey
S

with her key, mildly surprised to
find it locked. They had walked
back through to the kitchen. He

that Angela had won-

it. The grl didn't come upstars.
The house was searched alter we got
here. And who could have held the
sword out that far — in the center
of the room?™

“Let me look around some more,
“Go ahead.”

Rices finally wandered to the
study. Dr. Hilber had spent most of
his tme there. He sat moodily in
Hilber’s chair and went back over
every aspect of the previous day to
see if he could remember anything
that would help.

“They had come back from church.
Angrla had opened the front. door

dered if her uncle would put in his
usual appearance for Sunday morn-
ing coffee, then thought that he was
‘probably immersed n reading one of
the many scholarly books that were
50 much a part of his ife. She had
decided not 1o disturb

pension was utterly gone, as though
it had never been. As though it had
vanished. He sat very still for a long
moment and then got up quickly.

AncELA was released at six. Riggs
was asked to perform the experiment

again for the city District Attorney
and two members of his staff. He
and the captam had found the
proper material after experimenting
wath various kinds of thread. and
had

ing. To the muddle of that piece he
tied a Jength sufficient to reach to
the floor far below. Heugnmduu
sword to the middle of the strand,

 took the free end around and tied it

1o the opposite railing. The sword
danced and shimmered in the air

and grew still.

They.all went back down to the
main floor. Riggs lighted a match
and touched it to the strand of yarn

hanging down. Tt caught at once
and a knot of flame raced up the
piece of yarn with stunning speed.
Soon the heavy sword fell and im-
bedded its point deeply into the
hardwood of the hallway.

By mik time they reached the top
railing, all traces of the suspension
method had disappeared. The heat
generated had not been sufficient to
leave any mark on the metal railings.

The District Attorney sighed.
“It's half crazy, but I guess I've got
tobuy it.”

‘The captain shook his head and
said, “It’s the only thing possible.
Nobody codd have thrown that

sword and made it land at that

angle —or rather without an angle.

And that stuff he used doesn't leave

a trace. Wathout Rops furiag it

uuL though, I don't know where
'd be."

‘n‘t District Attorney stared curi-
ously at Riggs. “How did you figure
it out?”

“He was a classical scholar and
with this setup — " Riggs indicat-
ed the open space above them and
the railings, “it almost had to be
based on the legend of the Sword

of Damocles. ‘That and the second
hole in the floor. Those were the
clues, He tested the method while
we were out. That's why there were
two holes in the fioor. The Sword
of Damocles gave him his idea.
Modern technology gave him the

method.”
And then he was free 10 go to
Angela. The End
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