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  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we are obsessed with the

  forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.
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  Chapter One




  AS THE big steamer eased her way through the Golden Gate, the western sun highlighted the sides of San Francisco’s buildings until the city

  seemed to be all white, rising in stately splendor from the blue water.




  Terry Clane, returning from the Orient, fought back an impulse of exultation.




  Steeped in the philosophy of those wise men who dwelt in hidden monasteries where studies might be pursued in peace, Clane knew that triumph and defeat were both impostors, that success and

  failure were but different facets of the same jewel. Yet he knew also that here in San Francisco there was work to be done—dangerous work, and he was eager to get at it, eager to see once

  more his native land.




  Standing at the rail, the wind ruffling his dark wavy hair, he watched the changing scenery of the shore line until the vessel glided smoothly in to the dock.




  The sun had now set and a new moon hung over the city.




  It was a delicately arched new moon, slender, graceful and promising, the moon which Chinese call “The Moon of the Maiden’s Eyebrow.”




  Seeing that moon, Terry Clane thought of Sou Ha, the Chinese daughter of Chu Kee, thought also of Cynthia Renton. Cynthia would doubtless be there at the dock to meet him, and following that

  meeting . . .




  The gangplanks were run aboard and for the next thirty minutes Clane was busily engrossed with the formalities of disembarking. Finally, his baggage having been inspected by customs, Clane moved

  toward the fence-like structure which separated the incoming passengers from those who had come to greet them.




  Through the openings in the fence Clane saw his trusted confidential man, Yat T’oy, sitting calmly on a bench, hands folded in his lap, waiting. Clane caught Yat T’oy’s

  eye.




  His smile brought no answering gleam of recognition. Yat T’oy looked at him with wooden-faced indifference, turned calmly away, not too hurriedly, not too slowly.




  Clane, perplexed, looked around for Cynthia Renton. She was nowhere in sight.




  Clane emerged from the narrow passageway, caught the eye of a newsboy, flipped him a quarter and took one of the late papers, which he folded under his arm. He started toward Yat T’oy,

  proceeding cautiously now, knowing that Yat T’oy’s wooden-faced indifference masked some warning which the ancient Chinese servant dared not give.




  And now Clane was conscious of eyes that were resting upon him with more than casual interest. A man by the door, another by the baggage truck, a third at the gate.




  Clane walked past the bench where Yat T’oy was seated, taking care not even to look at the old man.




  Yat T’oy took a cigarette from his pocket, fumbled awkwardly for a match. “Gie heem,” he said as though merely muttering some imprecation at the failure of the match to

  light the cigarette.




  Clane hardly needed the Chinese warning of danger. He walked casually away from Yat T’oy, stood by the gate waiting for his luggage to be brought out.




  The three men kept their eyes on him but made no move.




  Clane yawned, thought of the newspaper under his arm, unfolded it and snapped it open.




  The action might have been a signal. The three men converged on him at once, almost frantic in their haste.




  “You’re Clane?” one of the men said. “Terry Clane?”




  “Right.”




  The man took his right arm, another took his left. “Just a minute, buddy, it’ll only take a minute. Someone wants to ask you some questions.”




  “What about?” Clane asked.




  “We wouldn’t know,” the man said and firmly removed the newspaper from Clane’s hands.




  “But look here,” Clane began, “you can’t . . .”




  “Take it easy, buddy, take it easy,” the men said.




  The third man was behind now and they were moving steadily forward.




  Clane held back.




  The pressure from behind increased and the pace was accelerated. He was rushed into a big black sedan, doors slammed, a motor throbbed to life and almost instantly a siren wailed into a

  low-voiced demand for the right of way, a wail which soon became a screaming, insistent command as the car rushed into speed.




  Clane, settling back against the cushions, surrendered to the inevitable, but in the back of his mind he filed one fact for reference. These men had been watching him to see what he would do, to

  see with whom he would speak, where he would go. Yet one thing had forced their hands, one thing which had evidently been carefully agreed upon in advance. Clane was to have no opportunity to

  glance at the evening newspaper. The minute he opened that newspaper, the men had gone into action.




  It was an interesting fact to which Clane gave due consideration so that that which was to happen next would not come as too great a surprise.




 





  Chapter Two




  TERRY CLANE lit a cigarette, settled back comfortably in the chair. Across the desk, Police Captain Jordon adjusted a combination desk lamp and ash

  tray so that it was midway between them, a gesture apparently intended to make the ash receptacle mutually convenient.




  Terry Clane, however, noticing the peculiar grilled sides of the light stand, realized that there was a microphone concealed within the metallic base, and that by placing it exactly between

  them, Captain Jordon had assured himself that the conversation would be duly recorded on wax cylinders.




  “Mr. Clane,” the police captain said, “I’m not going to take more than a few minutes of your time. I realize how anxious you are to be free to see the city, so I’ll

  be frank—and abrupt.”




  “Thank you, Captain.”




  “You’ve just returned from the Orient, Mr. Clane?”




  “Yes. Your men were waiting for me when the boat docked.”




  “I take it you know why.”




  “Frankly, I do not.”




  “You have been in the Orient for some time?”




  “Yes.”




  “War work?”




  “Yes.”




  “And before that you were an old hand in the Orient?”




  “I had lived in China, studied there.”




  “I believe you once specialized on the art of concentration in some Chinese monastery?”




  “Yes. I spent two years in study.”




  “You became adept in the art of concentration?”




  “I was a novice. I learned a little.”




  “Learned to concentrate for some specified period of time?”




  “Yes.”




  “How long?”




  “A little over four seconds.”




  “Four seconds, Mr. Clane!”




  “Exactly.”




  “Surely you are joking! I have never studied concentration, but I frequently find myself concentrating for several minutes, sometimes an hour.”




  Clane kept the smile from his lips. Only his eyes showed amusement. “You have, as you so aptly state, never studied concentration.”




  “You mean that you doubt my word?”




  “Not at all. We merely use the word concentration in a different sense. In the way the word is used in the Orient it means contemplation, with every bit of mental energy brought to bear

  upon that which is being contemplated; every bit.”




  “Well, that’s the way I do it.”




  “Does the ringing of the telephone interrupt your concentration and make it difficult for you to return to a contemplation of the problem?” Clane asked, innocently.




  “Indeed it does. Sometimes my wife rings up when I’m concentrating and . . .”




  Clane’s smile caused the police captain to break off in mid-sentence.




  “In the Orient,” Clane said, “one who would hear the ringing of a telephone bell would be held not to be concentrating. Only when the contemplation becomes so absolute

  that no external disturbances can distract the attention is concentration even considered as having been begun.”




  The police captain looked skeptical, then suddenly changed the subject. “All right,” he said crisply, “we’ll let all that go and get down to business. Before you left for

  the Orient this last time you were either engaged to Cynthia Renton, a portrait painter, or were very well acquainted with her. You had also known her sister, Alma Renton, for some years. After you

  left, rumor has it that Cynthia was pretty much broken up for a while, then she took up with a chap named Edward Harold. Did you ever meet him?”




  “No.”




  “You’ve seen him?”




  “Never.”




  “You know about him?”




  “Yes. In a way. I was not engaged to Cynthia Renton when I left. I had been engaged to her. I suggested that she had better be free when I had to leave on this war work. My mission was

  highly dangerous. The chances were good against my ever returning. I wanted her to be free to meet other men on the basis of becoming interested in them. Otherwise the engagement would have dragged

  along and then inevitably have been broken. It’s only human nature to crave companionship, and Cynthia is very much alive, a bundle of dynamite, or she was the last I saw of her.”




  “Exactly. Now about Harold’s trouble. What do you know about that?”




  “I knew that he had been arrested for the murder of Horace Farnsworth, tried, convicted, sentenced to death and had appealed. The trial took place just as I was leaving China.”




  “How did you know of the verdict, the sentence and the appeal?”




  “By wireless.”




  “From Cynthia?”




  “Yes.”




  “She appealed to you for help?”




  “She hoped I’d get back from the Orient in time to be of some help, yes.”




  “You knew Farnsworth?”




  “Yes. He had some money of Cynthia’s which he was investing for her. He was also a partner in the Eastern Art Import and Trading Company. I knew the others in that company: Stacey

  Nevis, Ricardo Taonon and George Gloster. Farnsworth had, I believe, been in the Philippines for a while, investigating some gold-mining properties near Baguio. Naturally, I don’t think

  Harold was guilty.”




  “Why?”




  “I don’t think he did it. I think he was framed.”




  “Yet you don’t even know him?”




  “Except through Miss Renton’s letters.”




  “You would, perhaps, do a great deal to see that he was not executed?”




  “Don’t misunderstand me, Captain. I’d do anything in my power, regardless of the cost, to see that sentence of death was never carried out.”




  “Exactly. Where were you last night?”




  Clane showed surprise. “On the boat, some two hundred odd miles offshore.”




  “You didn’t leave that boat by plane or otherwise?”




  “Heavens no. Of course not. I couldn’t possibly have done so even if I’d had the opportunity. Why do you ask?”




  “Because last night Edward Harold was being taken by automobile from the county jail to San Quentin prison where the death sentence was to be carried out. His appeal was, of course,

  pending, but it is customary for criminals convicted of felonies to be taken to the penitentiary to await the disposition of their appeals.”




  Clane sat, rigid, attentive, waiting for that which he felt was to come. The desire to keep him from seeing the newspaper could have but one explanation.




  “And,” Jordon went on, “at approximately ten-thirty last night the car had what appeared to be an ordinary blowout. Later on police found that heavy roofing tacks had been

  sprinkled all over the road. While the officers were making a first somewhat dejected appraisal of the flat tire, two masked men stepped from the bushes by the side of the road. They were heavily

  armed and, inasmuch as the surprise was complete, they were able to rescue Mr. Harold. The officers were handcuffed with their own handcuffs. Harold was taken away with these masked men.”




  Clane sucked in a quick breath. Beyond that he showed no emotion.




  “Do you know anything about this affair?”




  “Only what you have told me. This is the first I have heard of it.”




  “Did you have any part in it—any part in the planning of it?”




  “Definitely not.”




  “And you have absolutely no idea where Mr. Harold might now be hiding?”




  “None whatever.”




  Captain Jordon pushed back his chair, said casually, “Rather a peculiar, interesting law point is involved, Mr. Clane. The Supreme Court will dismiss an appeal taken by a person who is a

  fugitive.”




  “You mean that if a person is convicted of a crime in an illegal manner; simply because he has escaped from jail, the Supreme Court would impose a penalty?”




  “Come, come, Mr. Clane. That’s loosely stated. The Supreme Court doesn’t impose a penalty. The man is already under sentence of death and the Supreme Court merely assumes the

  position that it is the height of impertinence for a criminal who is hiding from the law to seek to invoke the benefit of the law.”




  “I take it that’s all?” Clane asked.




  “Just one more point, Mr. Clane. If we should consider it necessary, would you have any objection to repeating your statements to a polygraph operator?”




  “None whatever,” Clane said.




  And no sooner had the words left his mouth than he realized by the expression on the face of the police officer that the trap into which he had walked had been the sole object of this

  preliminary phase of the examination.




  “Excellent,” Captain Jordon said. “We consider it necessary for you to do so. It will only take a few moments. Right this way, please, Mr. Clane.”




 





  Chapter Three




  THE room was entirely free of the taint of the Inquisition. It wasn’t particularly cheerful, but on the other hand there was none of the

  hostile atmosphere so frequently found in rooms at police headquarters. The place might well have been an office, furnished plainly but efficiently. The machine, of course, dominated the room just

  as the electric chair dominates the execution chamber; but the chair in which Clane was placed was comfortable and, once the various electrodes and gadgets had been adjusted, the machine itself

  seemed trying to be friendly. It looked perfectly innocuous, something which might have been a radio waiting to be turned on.




  There was only one man in the room, in itself a disarming factor; and this man seemed anxious to put Clane at ease. Moreover, the manner in which he went about doing it showed that he was a good

  student of psychology.




  “Of course, Mr. Clane,” he said, “with a man of your intelligence we don’t try to pull any hocus-pocus. We simply ask your cooperation in taking the test. We know that if

  it weren’t voluntary on your part you wouldn’t be here. Naturally if you had anything to conceal, knowing that you weren’t obligated to take this test, you would have refused it.

  So, in a way, our examination becomes something of a matter of form.”




  Clane nodded.




  “And,” his interlocutor went on, “in view of the fact, we don’t try to conduct the examination the way we would that of a suspected criminal, for instance.”




  “I see,” Clane said.




  “Now, of course,” the man went on, smiling, “I’ve got to turn in a record which will show the examination has been effective. In other words, it will show your emotional

  reaction to questions. There’s no use trying to persuade a man of your intelligence that that isn’t what we’re after. You know as well as I do that’s the sole object

  of the machine.”




  Clane nodded again.




  “By the way,” the man said, “my name’s Maynard—Harry Maynard.”




  “I’m very glad to meet you,” Clane said. “I presume you not only have my name but my fingerprints as well.”




  Maynard laughed. “Oh, hardly that, Mr. Clane. I understand you’ve had some very interesting experiences in the Orient in connection with psychology.”




  Clane merely nodded again.




  Maynard laughed. “I’m not even going to look at the needles on the recording devices, Mr. Clane. With you I think it’s an idle gesture, but you must realize that in order to

  turn in a record showing a fair test, I have to first get some normal reactions.”




  Again Clane nodded.




  “And,” Maynard said, smiling, “it doesn’t need any glance at the machine to tell me that you’re indignant, that back of the mask of your cold courtesy you are angry

  at the police for subjecting you to this indignity, perhaps a little angry at yourself for having consented to do something which would prolong the interview and delay getting you settled in your

  hotel.”




  “I don’t think a man needs much knowledge of psychology to reach that conclusion,” Clane said.




  Maynard threw back his head and laughed heartily. “After all, Mr. Clane, I merely work here.”




  Clane smiled.




  “So,” Maynard said, “we can’t do anything until you relax, Mr. Clane. If you’ll just have enough confidence in me to relax and forget about this machine and all the

  inconveniences to which you have been subjected and chat for a few moments, I’ll then be in a position to go on with the test. And please believe me, Mr. Clane, when I tell you that I

  won’t try to take any unfair advantage of you. I’ll tell you when the test is starting.”




  “The machine is running now, is it not?”




  “Naturally. The object of the test is to first get the witness in his normal frame of mind. Then we get the normal reactions. In other words, when I feel that you are sufficiently relaxed,

  I’ll tell you that the test is about to commence. Then I’ll ask you routine questions to which we know the answers. I will ask you when you left the Orient. I will ask you whether you

  were on board a certain ship. I will ask you whether you docked at a certain time. I will ask you if you know certain people.”




  “And then try to startle me?” Clane asked.




  “Well, to be perfectly frank with you, Mr. Clane, I’ll start mixing the questions up. I’ll ask you rather suddenly if you knew Edward Harold. And, of course, we’ll expect

  the machine to show that when I suddenly bring up his name there will be a certain rise in your blood pressure. That’s only natural. After all, you know that’s the information the

  police are after. You’ll realize we’re getting close to the nerve of the matter then. You’ll brace yourself, mentally.”




  Clane nodded.




  “And then I’ll ask you various other questions,” Maynard went on. “And you certainly are enough of a student of applied psychology to realize that those questions will

  alternate. In other words, I’ll try to ask you the key questions at unexpected moments and when your mind is occupied with something else, so that I’ll get your normal reaction. Now

  that’s the program, that’s what I have to do. It’s what I’m being paid to do; it’s part of my job. The questions and answers will be recorded on wax records, the

  readings of the polygraph will be recorded on a synchronized sound strip. The result will be checked over as a matter of routine, and filed. And that’s all there is to it. Now then, the

  sooner you relax and get to chatting with me just as you would with some acquaintance in a club, the sooner you give me completely normal reactions, the sooner we can start the test, and the sooner

  it will be over.”




  Clane tried to keep the reflexes of his mental efforts from showing in his eyes. Dammit, the man was clever. That business of saying exactly what he was going to do, apparently putting the cards

  all on the table, and then casually saying that he would suddenly switch the questions to Edward Harold. What had the needle on the machine shown when Maynard had suddenly pulled that? Had the

  needle given a jump? It had been done cleverly. All the more so because Maynard had asserted that the test had not yet commenced. Had Clane betrayed himself? Was there any way of beating the

  machine?




  “Could you,” Maynard asked, “tell me something of your studies in the Orient while we’re waiting?”




  “The Chinese mystics believe that everything is accomplished through concentration,” Clane said. “The difference between man and the lesser animals is that man has the ability

  inherent within himself to control the thought stream of his consciousness and direct it to certain objectives.”




  “That’s very interesting. I certainly envy you your opportunities. As you must realize, Mr. Clane, in order to qualify for a job here it’s necessary for a person to have

  devoted quite a bit of time to the study of psychology.”




  “I can understand,” Clane said.




  “And, as such, I think I am perhaps far more curious about the methods by which the Orientals develop their powers of concentration than the police are in this merely routine

  test.”




  “I see.”




  “So,” Maynard said, smiling disarmingly, “I don’t mind telling you, Mr. Clane, inasmuch as I’m supposed to get your mind for the moment off the fact that

  you’re taking a lie detector test, I’m going to pump you purely for selfish reasons.”




  “Go right ahead.”




  “The power of concentration is consciously developed among these Orientals?”




  “Certainly.”




  “Can you explain a little more of what you mean by that?”




  Clane said, “First there is the question of the degree of concentration. A person first tries to concentrate with all of his faculties for even a fleeting instant. If he gets so he

  can do that, then gradually the opportunity is given him to increase the time of concentration. After a while, he gets a period of perhaps one second, then two seconds, or three seconds. Or perhaps

  with exceptional pupils, four or five seconds.”




  “Four or five seconds!” Maynard said. “You surely mean minutes, Mr. Clane.”




  “I don’t mean minutes,” Clane said.




  “But good heavens, to concentrate for a matter of seconds . . . Why, we all of us do that every day. You aren’t by any chance spoofing me?”




  “Not in the least. Take, for instance, a person suddenly confronted with danger. Suppose you’re driving an automobile and another car unexpectedly comes around a mountain curve,

  headed directly toward you. There’s a moment—a brief flashing interval—during which you are concentrating so intently on the thing to do that for that one brief instant you are

  actually using all of the mental powers which you possess. Then the reaction sets in and your period of concentration is over.”




  “You mean the mental reaction?”




  “No, the physical reaction. You are first concentrating on what to do. Then the brain orders the muscles to respond. The reaction time is measured in fractions of a second. Once the

  muscles begin to respond, the mind has ceased to use all of its powers on a contemplation of the mental problem.”




  Maynard said, “Until you started pointing out the principles of concentration to me, I would have sworn that I could have concentrated for ten minutes at a time quite easily.”




  “Try concentrating on the tip of my finger for just two seconds,” Clane said. “Let me know when you’re ready by moving your right hand just an inch or

  two.”




  Clane took a watch from his pocket. “Are you ready?”




  Maynard stared intently at Clane’s extended finger. “Just a moment,” he said.




  There was silence in the room for as much as ten seconds, then slowly Maynard moved his right hand.




  Instantly Clane pocketed his watch.




  “Well?” Maynard asked.




  “Will you be perfectly frank with me?” Clane asked.




  “Yes.”




  “You waited to move your right hand until you had banished all extraneous thoughts from your mind, didn’t you?”




  “Naturally.”




  “And when you moved your right hand, you felt that you had brought every bit of mental power to bear upon the tip of my finger.”




  “Exactly.”




  Clane said, smilingly, “Of course, it wasn’t a test, Mr. Maynard. It was merely a demonstration. I was taking an unfair advantage of you.”




  Somewhat nettled, Maynard said, “I don’t think you did. As a matter of fact, Mr. Clane, I think I concentrated on the tip of your finger for a full two seconds at least.”




  Clane said, “It wasn’t what they would have called concentration in the Orient, for even as much as a millionth of a second. But as a matter of fact, according to your own definition

  of concentration, it didn’t last for as much as a tenth of a second. I timed it.”




  “I beg your pardon,” Maynard said almost angrily, “How did you know when I ceased concentrating? You put your watch away almost the moment I moved my right hand. You

  didn’t wait for a full two seconds.”




  “You’re certain?”




  “Absolutely. The minute I moved my right hand you suddenly snapped your watch back into your pocket.”




  “Then you noticed the time element, that it lacked the full period?”




  “Yes.”




  “Then a portion of your mind was thinking about the watch in my hand and about the period of time which had elapsed.”




  “Well, I think that’s only natural.”




  “It’s only natural,” Clane said, “but surely you must realize that a mind which is thinking about a watch and trying to determine the passing of a time interval is hardly

  concentrating all of its faculties upon some other matter.”




  Maynard frowned, then abruptly laughed. “You win,” he said. “I must devote more time to studying this Oriental concept of concentration.”




  “You won’t find it in books.”




  “Where will I find it?”




  “In yourself.”




  “But you went to the Orient. You spent several years in study for the purpose of learning to concentrate for a matter of seconds.”




  “That’s right.”




  Maynard said, “Well, it certainly is most interesting. It’s something I’d like to discuss with you further, Mr. Clane, but I think you have now sufficiently relaxed so we may

  proceed with the test. You’ll remember that I told you that I’d be fair with you, that I’d tell you when I was ready to start the test.”




  “Thank you, that’s appreciated.”




  “And now if you’re ready we’ll begin on the test, Mr. Clane?”




  “Quite ready,” Clane said and then added smilingly, “able and willing.”




  “You’re acquainted with Cynthia Renton?”




  “Yes.”




  “How long have you known her?”




  “Quite a few years.”




  “You have recently arrived in this city?”




  “Yes.”




  “Just a few hours ago?”




  “Yes.”




  “You knew that Edward Harold had been convicted of the murder of Horace Farnsworth?”




  “I did.”




  “Did you know that he had escaped from custody?”




  “Not until Captain Jordon announced it to me a short time ago.”




  “You have had correspondence with Cynthia Renton in which she has told you something about Edward Harold’s troubles?”




  “Yes.”




  “Did it surprise you that she didn’t meet you at the boat?” .




  “Frankly, it did.”




  “Then there must have been some extraordinary reason for her absence?”




  “Perhaps.”




  “And did it occur to you that perhaps the reason she was absent was that she was with Edward Harold?”




  Clane realized now the deadly web which was being spun about him. It wasn’t only a question of learning what he knew, but these men with the aid of this machine were intent upon reading

  his mind, upon using his own mental processes to trap Cynthia Renton. There must be some way of beating a machine of this kind. Clane had read somewhere that the thing could be done by

  surreptitiously moving a foot, provided it was done at just the right time. That would give a slight rise to the blood pressure. The thing to do was to watch carefully and do it at just the right

  question. It wouldn’t do to have the blood pressure rise on one of the danger questions. It must be done on one of the minor questions so that the record would be thrown off the normal

  pattern. Clane waited, feeling certain that Maynard, having probed his mind as far as he felt was feasible on that point, would ask a few casual questions to relax the witness. But Maynard asked

  one more pertinent, highly dangerous question. “Do you have any idea where Miss Renton might be now?”




  Clane said, “No.” But even as he spoke, he felt certain that the machine had betrayed him. There was only one thing to do and that was move his foot on the next question.




  “Could you tell us approximately how long Cynthia Renton has been acquainted with Edward Harold?”




  “I think about two years.”




  “Oh, I’m sorry, Mr. Clane,” Maynard said. “You moved your foot slightly. I forgot to caution you about that. The thing to do is to remain perfectly relaxed and not twitch

  or engage in any voluntary muscular motion. You see, we have a device on the machine now which registers voluntary muscular motions but that doesn’t prevent the needle from giving a slight

  rise in its reading. It used to be that people could confuse our readings by slight, almost imperceptible twitches of the leg or wiggling of the big toe. So in order to compensate for that it was

  necessary to arrange to show when some voluntary muscular motion threw our readings off.”




  “I see,” Clane said smiling. “I’m glad you told me. You see, I don’t know too much about these machines.”




  “They’re very fascinating. Sometime I’ll explain them in detail to you in return for a little more of that interesting explanation of the Oriental development of the

  mind.”




  “Sometime when we both have more time,” Clane said.




  “Exactly.”




  Abruptly Clane thought back to the time when he had been captured by bandits, when the suave Oriental who led the bandit gang had been about to chop off a finger to send with a ransom demand. By

  conscious effort Clane held that experience in mental abeyance, just back of the threshold of consciousness.




  Maynard’s voice went on smoothly, switching to a routine question. “Do you know any of the circumstances in connection with the murder of Horace Farnsworth?” he asked.




  Abruptly Clane threw a mental image of these bandits into his consciousness, and so well did he do it that for a moment he experienced emotional tension all over again. Then he let the image

  fade from his mind.




  “No,” he said. “I was, of course, out of the country at the time he was murdered.”




  Maynard started to ask another question then checked himself, frowning for a moment in puzzled perplexity.




  Clane knew then that the man was so seated that he could study the recording needles of the machine and that Clane’s mental gymnastics had been successful in sending the needle shooting

  upward into the zone which marked sudden emotional tension.




  “You weren’t in this country at the time of Farnsworth’s murder?” Maynard asked.




  “No.”




  “Are you certain, Mr. Clane, that at that exact time you hadn’t perhaps been here in the United States, in some other part of the country perhaps, but nevertheless here?”




  Once more Clane’s mind flashed back to the bandits. “No,” he said shortly.




  Maynard shifted his position, then abruptly switched to other things. “You had a pleasant trip across?” he asked.




  Clane knew that in order to complete his ruse, he needed to register great relief now that the subject of the questioning had left the murder. He brought to his mind the feeling of triumphant

  peace he had known when he had learned of the ending of the war. “The boat was rather crowded, of course, but it was a pleasant voyage.”




  “You have been in Honolulu?”




  “Oh, yes.”




  “And have spent some time in Japan?”




  “Yes.”




  “You consider the philosophy of the Chinese superior to our own?”




  “I think the Chinese philosopher is able to accomplish comparatively more than the Caucasian philosopher.”




  “In what way?”




  “He makes a more practical application of his philosophy.”




  “You mean he turns it into money-making?”




  Clane smiled. “That is the very thing he wishes to avoid. I think you will find the tendency of the Western philosopher is to use his knowledge to monetary advantage. The Chinese is so

  anxious to avoid doing that that when he takes up philosophy he deliberately courts poverty, living in the most primitive surroundings in the most simple way.”




  For a moment Maynard hesitated and Clane felt certain that the next question would be a sudden flashback to the Farnsworth murder so he held his mind in readiness. There had been the time when

  he was caught in a typhoon in the Straits of Formosa in a Chinese junk and . . .




  “Did you see Horace Farnsworth shortly before he was killed?”




  Clane concentrated on the memory of that typhoon, the surging waves rising abruptly upward only to have their tops sliced off by the wind as neatly as though some invisible knife had trimmed the

  mountain of water to a level-topped mesa, the labored creaking of the timbers in the old junk, the shriek of the wind through the rigging.




  “No,” Clane said shortly and then added, “I’ve answered questions about that half a dozen times. I don’t like to have my word doubted. I was in China at that

  time.”




  “We have to ask questions in that way in order to make a fair test,” Maynard explained suavely. “Many times I have to make what might amount to false accusations in order to

  evaluate the readings of the machine.”




  “I see,” Clane said with frigid formality.




  Abruptly Maynard produced a map of the city and held it in front of Clane’s eyes. “I’m going to ask you a few questions about this map, Mr. Clane,” he said. “I

  don’t want you to answer those questions; just listen to them.”




  Clane mentally braced himself. This was the thing which had worried him. If Cynthia Renton had been in serious trouble, if she had arranged for the rescue of Edward Harold, she would have gone

  for sanctuary into the depths of Chinatown, to the apartment of Chu Kee, a wealthy, wise Chinese whose business was as mysterious as his personality, but whose friendship had been given to Terry

  Clane and some years ago through Terry Clane to Cynthia Renton.




  That friendship had been extended through Sou Ha, Chu Kee’s Americanized daughter, a sparkling, vivacious young girl who had superimposed the education of a Western college upon an

  Oriental background. The result had been a startling mixture of psychological oil and water.




  Terry Clane dared not betray the location of Chu Kee’s apartment, not at any rate until after he had scouted the premises.




  “Now then,” Maynard went on, “I would like to have you orient yourself on this map, Mr. Clane. You will see that it is a map of the city. We are at the present time located

  right here. And here is the dock where you landed. This is the main business district; over here is the vicinity of the swank shops; and the best hotels are around generally in this district. This

  is waterfront; over here is Chinatown; and then there is an exclusive residential district in this vicinity. Do you get the general picture?”




  “Yes.”




  “You will note that the map is divided by heavily inked red lines into four quarters. Then you will notice that each of these quarters is in turn subdivided by blue lines. And then if you

  will notice closely, the blue lines are further subdivided into fine red squares which are numbered. Do you see all that?”




  “Yes.”




  “For instance, Miss Renton’s apartment is located in this second quarter of the city, in this blue square, and in the very small red square within that blue square, which is numbered

  twenty-two. Do you follow me?”




  “I do.”




  “Very well,” Maynard said. “Now I will ask you, Mr. Clane, if you wanted to find Cynthia Renton, or if perhaps you thought that Edward Harold was hiding in the city, where

  would you look for him?”




  Clane laughed. “You must think I have some magical powers, Mr. Maynard. After all, I just arrived. . . .”




  “I understand,” Maynard said. “It’s just an experiment. Would you look in this quarter? Or this quarter? Or this quarter? Or this quarter?”




  In turn, Maynard’s finger indicated the four quarters of the map.




  Clane had been ready for this question. He chose the exclusive residential district for the place where he would register the sudden upswing of the needle on the machine, and as Maynard’s

  finger touched that spot on the map, Clane’s mind reverted to one of the few times he had engaged in a fistic encounter.




  Maynard indicated that his ruse had been successful by referring to the third quarter. “In this exclusive residential district,” he said, “are there any of these blue squares

  which would intrigue your attention? For instance, this one, this one, this one, or this one, or . . .”




  By turn, Maynard’s finger covered each one of the blue squares.




  Clane let his mind concentrate upon an emotional disturbance when Maynard’s finger touched the seventh blue square.




  “Directing your attention to this blue square number seven, Mr. Clane, let’s examine the red squares in turn.”




  There were thirty-five small red squares within this blue square, and with the point of a pencil Maynard pointed to each in turn.




  Feeling that it would be dangerous to carry the matter further, Clane let his mind remain at ease while the pencil touched each one of the red squares.




  Maynard apparently was puzzled. “If you don’t mind,” he said, “we’ll go over this once more.”




  Once more his finger pointed out each of the quarters into which the city had been divided. Once more Clane made a conscious effort to recall an experience of danger when Maynard’s finger

  touched the third square. Once more they went down to the numbered blue squares. Once more the trail was hot until Maynard’s pencil started pointing out the individual red squares, and then

  Clane permitted himself to relax, serene in the consciousness that he had now diverted Maynard’s attention to a part of the city which meant absolutely nothing.
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