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S THE rubberneck bus passes a 
certain spot on Mulberry Lane, 
the Chinatown guide lifts his 
sawed-off megaphone and 

barks out his mechanical spiel. 
“On 

or of “Feng Kai and the Battle-Dragon,” “The Night of Drums,” etc. 

your right, ladies and 
gentlemen—the old Chinese theatre, called 
the Red Lamp—built of wood imported 
from the Orient—destroyed by fire—
greatest disaster in Chinatown history—
eleven dead, over a hundred injured!” 

Every head comes around in a quick 
swivel to view the ruined theatre—a 
roofless shell of blackened walls and 
charred rafters, with rough planks nailed 
across the gaping holes that once were 
doors and windows. 

It so happens that the guide’s statistics 
are in error, for an even dozen Orientals 
died when the Red Lamp burned. Eleven 
were trapped by the leaping flames, but 
there was one more unrecorded victim 
who perished from flame of a different 
sort—the fires of vengeance! 

This is the story of that twelfth man, of 
the strange manner and contriving of his 
death—a deed of murder unique and 
terrible, even for Chinatown, where the 
face of Death is hidden behind a thousand 
masks. 

On the night of the fire Lao Sheng, the 
great Chinese actor, was giving a 
performance of the Pi-pa-ki, a classic 
drama, and the play ended on a scene of 
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horror such as had never been witnessed in 
the Red Lamp nor any other theatre. 

There were three prime ingredients in 
the explosive mixture which brought death 
and destruction to the stage of the Red 
Lamp—old Chan-lo’s duck with the 
sunken eyes, the devil-mark which stood 
as a warning sign on the forehead of 
Quong Lee, and the high silk hat of Lao 
Sheng the actor. Particularly the silk hat— 

But first came the episode of the duck 
with sunken eyes—truly a bird of ill omen 
for all concerned. 

A feast day was approaching and old 
Chan-lo, being in need of meat suitable to 
place before an honored guest, summoned 
the wrinkled and toothless amah who 
served as Lady of the Kitchen in the Chan 
household. 

“The honorable Wing Tow has 
condescended to share our rice on the day 
of feasting,” he began, and the amah’s 
eyes grew round as jade buttons and her 
lips widened in a smile of delight.  

“It is true, then, Master?” she asked. 
“Wing Tow, the marriage-broker?” 

“Aye, it is true,” Chan-lo went on. 
“But speak no word of it before Chan-tai, 
my son. Go into the markets and make 
purchase of a duck suitable in size and 
quality for this occasion. Choose one that 
has been long upon the hook, so that its 
flesh be ripe and its eyes well sunken, for 
Wing Tow is a man of delicate and 
discerning stomach.” 

“I hear and obey,” the amah replied, 
and departed on her errand, while old 
Chan-lo gently rubbed his paunch in 
anticipation of the great day, well pleased 
with his secret arrangements. 

“First we will have trepang soup,” he 
mused. “The duck shall be stuffed to 
bursting with bamboo sprouts and candied 
chrysanthemum buds. We will have 
sugared melon seeds with the jasmine tea, 
and pickled pork fat with the rice wine in 

stone bottles. Aye, it shall lack nothing of 
a Number One feast.”  

Of course Chan-tai his son would no 
doubt exclaim over this outlay of silver, 
but he would be silenced when he learned 
the purpose of this lavish hospitality.  

For many years old Chan-lo had 
scraped and scrimped, hiding away his 
savings in a blue willow ginger-jar. Now 
at last the jar was filled to the brim, and 
after the feasting he would spread this 
hoard before Wing Tow and they would 
decide upon a bride suitable for Chan-tai, 
and the marriage-price. 

“Aye, it will be money well spent,” the 
old man murmured. “I am heavy with 
years, and soon it will be time for me to 
put on the wooden coat and join my 
ancestors in the Shadow-land. Before that 
hour strikes, I would look upon the face of 
my son’s son.” 

Then the amah returned from the 
markets, breathing noisily from the three 
flights of steep stairs. 

“Here is the duck, Master, and truly it 
is a fowl of weight and price. Heu, the cost 
of it has nearly beggared the purse thou 
gave into my hand! Look and see if I have 
chosen well.” So Chan-Io opened the 
wrappings and saw that it was indeed a 
superior fowl, fit for the table of a 
mandarin, but when the amah told him its 
weight he was struck with astonishment. 

“It is true weight, Master,” the amah 
explained, “for I kept close watch upon the 
scales. Test its heaviness with thine own 
hands.”  

But as Chan-lo lifted the duck and 
turned it over, a heavy piece of iron which 
had been hidden inside its body, dropped 
out and fell to the floor with a clanking 
thud. 

“Hoya!” Chan-lo cried out. “Thou hast 
been cheated by false weight! In what den 
of thieves didst thou buy this fowl?”  

“In the shop of Quong Lee,” the amah 
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stammered. 
“Wah! It shall return with more speed 

than it came away!” Chan-lo fumed, 
gathering up duck and iron weight and 
wrappings in one quick swoop as he 
hastened toward the stairs. 

“Cheats! Thieves!” he shouted with 
unabated anger as he swept into Quong 
Lee’s shop. “Shall I pay out good silver 
pieces to buy old iron? My money back, 
and instantly, or the tale of thy dishonesty 
shall be spread abroad in a loud voice for 
all men to hear.”  

Before the startled clerks could 
answer, Quong Lee himself came pushing 
forward from the back of the shop. He was 
a paunchy, moon-faced man with triple 
chins and puffy eyelids and a blunt black 
cigar clamped between his yellow teeth.  

“Who dares to call me merchant of 
false weight?” he demanded. “Wherefore 
these reckless words, Chan-lo? You have 
bought nothing in this shop. I have not 
seen your face inside these doors for many 
moons.”  

“It was my amah who came here to 
buy a feast-day duck, sparing no cost,” 
Chan-lo answered, “and when the fowl is 
opened I find this—” and he banged down 
the iron weight so that the sound of it rang 
like a pistol shot. 

“I know nothing of this duck, nor of 
the iron weight,” Quong Lee snapped. “No 
doubt your amah has lied, in order to cheat 
you on the market-money.”  

“Not so!” Chan-lo shouted. “The amah 
is not given to lying and cheating.”  

“Away, Chan-lo! Take your duck and 
be gone before I lose patience!” Quong 
Lee commanded. “I am an honorable 
merchant, and further, I am also tuchun of 
the Suey Sing Tong, as may be seen by 
this ring of red jade upon my finger. Shall 
my word have less weight than that of a 
mere servant?”  

“Aye, thou art merchant and tuchun 
both,” Chan-lo retorted hotly, “but there is 
also upon they forehead a devil-mark!” 

 
OW the Chinese “devil-mark” is a 
blackened scar—the sign of a youth 

so wild and wayward that his elders have 
placed a pinch of sulphur and gunpowder 
upon his forehead and exploded it, in hope 
that the sudden flare and unpleasant smell 
may chase out those hidden devils who are 
driving the victim into paths of violence 
and lawbreaking. 

And Quong Lee had such a devil-mark 
quite plainly in the center of his forehead, 
but there were few men who dared speak 
of this badge of shame to his face, for 
there were many dark and bloody tales 
whispered about this tuchun of the Suey 
Sing Tong. 

Quong Lee’s bulk swelled with rage at 
Chan-lo’s bold words, and his narrow eyes 
peered out through their folds of fat with 
the cold glitter of the hooded naga as it 
coils to strike. 

“By Tao!” he said. “You shall have a 
devil-mark of your own to remember this 
day!” 

With one furious hand he grabbed 
Chan-lo’s robe near the throat, while the 
other plucked the blunt cigar from 
between his teeth and ground its lighted 
end against the old man’s forehead. 

Chan-lo gave a sharp cry under the 
searing pain and squirmed and jerked until 
he was free. Lacking any other weapon, in 
his desperation he snatched up the 
disputed duck by the neck and swung it 
full force at the leering moon-face. 

Quong Lee’s head bobbed like a cork 
under the impact. Before he could recover 
his balance, Chan-lo swung the duck 
again, with better aim, and the paunchy 
merchant tumbled head over heels with a 
thump that made the rows of pendant 
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poultry shake and shiver upon their iron 
hooks. 

“Hai! Hai! Help!” the fat merchant 
screamed, and his assistants came running 
and raised his bulk into an upright 
position. 

“Throw that meddling old fool out into 
the street!” he shouted, leveling a furious 
finger at Chan-lo. “Aye, and his cursed 
duck after him!”  

Before Chan-lo could offer resistance 
he was seized upon by rough hands and 
sent whirling through the door, so that he 
found himself sprawling on the pavement 
of Mulberry Lane. A moment later the 
unlucky fowl landed beside him and 
slithered into the gutter, where a spotted 
dog promptly snatched it up between his 
jaws and fled into an alley. 

“Beware, Chan-lo, I have not yet 
finished with you!” the enraged merchant 
threatened from the doorway. “You will 
learn that Quong Lee has a long memory, 
and a longer arm!” Then he banged shut 
the shop door, so that none might see how 
his eye was puffed and swollen. 

A ring of slant-eyed spectators 
gathered outside as if by magic. Some 
helped old Chan-lo to his feet and brushed 
the dirt and dust from his robe; others, 
who had run off in pursuit of the thieving 
dog, returned with the recaptured duck, 
now considerably bruised and torn by its 
series of misadventures. 

“Gracious thanks to all,” Chan-lo said, 
tucking the fowl under his arm. He set off 
for his lodgings, limping as he walked, for 
his leg had been hurt in the tussle. And 
when Chan-tai his son returned from the 
day’s work, he placed the battered duck 
before him and told him the whole story. 

 
OW Chan-tai was tall and strong and 
straight of back, so that he worked as 

stevedore on the waterfront, and it was 
said that none among the Sons of Han 

could match him in courage or strength of 
muscle. 

“This is a matter touching the honor of 
the House of Chan,” he said gravely when 
he had listened to his father’s story. “I will 
seek out this Quong Lee, and speak to 
him, and you shall have your silver pieces 
back again.” 

“Have care, my son,” Chan-lo warned. 
“Quong Lee is a man of violent temper, 
and there are others by his side ready to do 
his bidding if he but lift his finger.”  

Chan-tai smiled confidently, patting 
the handle of a curved baling-hook which 
hung at his belt, its gleaming point capped 
with a piece of cork. 

Quong Lee was not to be found at his 
shop, nor at the Suey Sing Tong-house, so 
Chan-tai continued his search in such 
likely places as Long Jon’s tea-house, Ah 
Kee’s whiskey cellar in Sword Alley, and 
the notorious House of the Blue Shutters. 

Finally Chan-tai learned that Quong 
Lee might be found at Mark Sin’s gaming 
house in Paradise Court. The mafu who 
opened the door to him stared blankly at 
one who entered so briskly and yet passed 
by the gilded statue of Liu Hai, God of 
Money, without dropping even a brass 
cash into the Good Luck Bowl. 

 
 MOMENT later silence fell upon the 
fan tan table upstairs, a silence so 

deep and significant that Mark Sin, who 
was himself serving as banker, glanced up 
and lost track of the black markers he was 
counting off with his little ivory rake. 

What he saw was Quong Lee and 
Chan-tai facing each other across the fan 
tan table with looks like drawn swords, 
while the ring of players melted away as 
silently as snow under a spring sun. Being 
a man of nimble brain, Mark Sin swept the 
entire table stakes into his yawning purse 
before he backed away from the trouble 
zone. 

 N
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Chan-tai reached across the table and 
deposited the battered duck gently before 
Quong Lee. “My august parent, Chan-lo, 
bade me return this miserable fowl.” 

“I will have none of it!” Quong Lee 
said, drawing back. “Who is there to prove 
this duck was purchased in my shop, when 
I say it was not?”  

“Have I said aught of buying or 
selling?” Chan-tai replied, following him 
with deliberate step. “Have I asked for its 
price? This meat is fit only for dogs, and 
thou art the dog shall eat it!”  

So saying, Chan-tai sprang forward, 
took the fat merchant by his bloated throat 
and shook him so that his triple chins 
danced this way and that. 

“Now, Quong Lee, come to the feast!” 
Chan-tai thundered, forcing his prisoner 
toward the table. “Thou shalt eat up every 
morsel of it, aye, and gnaw the bones as 
well!” 

Despite his fat, the merchant managed 
to break loose, whipping out a crooked 
knife from his girdle. Chan-tai laughed in 
scorn as he blocked the striking arm in 
mid-air, twisting Quong’s hand until he 
screamed like a woman, while the knife 
clattered to the floor. 

“Stop! Stop!” Quong Lee gasped, half 
strangled by Chan-tai’s iron grip on his 
throat. “Hold back thy hand—I will pay!”  

Hastily he fumbled out his purse, but 
his fingers shook so that the money spilled 
over the table. Chan-tai calmly picked out 
sufficient coins to make up the exact price 
of the duck, and thrust the purse back into 
Quong Lee’s girdle. 

Goggle-eyed and speechless, the fat 
merchant staggered toward the door, still 
gasping and pulling at the high collar of 
his robe, as if he lacked air to breathe. 

Mark Sin the gambler glided quietly 
behind Chan-tai’s shoulder with a hissing 
whisper. “A word of warning, Chan-tai. 
From this moment thou art a marked man. 

Quong Lee has lost face by this deed, and 
he will have thy life in payment!” 

“I fear him not,” Chan-tai replied 
scornfully. “By Tao, should he cross my 
path again, it will go worse with him.” 

“Or with thee,” Mark Sin added. 
“Remember that this merchant of 
feathered meat wears the master-ring of 
the Suey Sings upon his finger and a devil-
mark upon his head. If I stood in thy 
shoes, Chan-tai, I should look twice into 
every dark corner as I went along the 
streets.”  

Mark Sin had given shrewd advice, for 
Quong Lee lost no time in setting about 
his revenge. He summoned the Slipper, or 
official messenger of the Suey Sing Tong 
and handed him the red jade from his 
finger. 

“Go from door to door and show this 
ring to the brothers of the Suey Sing, 
saying that Quong Lee summons them to 
instant meeting!”  

So the Suey Sings met in secret session 
at the midnight hour, and Quong Lee made 
a long and fiery speech, claiming a Tong 
vengeance against Chan-tai for the public 
stain arid humiliation he had put upon 
their leader in Mark Sin’s House of 
Chance. 

When the bowls of rice-wine and 
samshu had been properly circulated, each 
member drew a stick from a close-packed 
jar of red porcelain, and the first four to 
draw painted sticks were chosen to serve 
Quong Lee in his designs. 

“You wilt keep a close watch over 
Chan-tai,” Quong directed, “until you find 
him in a place where there are no 
passersby to see or interfere—then fall 
upon him and bring him here as prisoner. I 
shalt measure out to him five hundred 
strokes of the split bamboo.”  

“Five hundred strokes!” one of the 
Suey Sings exclaimed. “But that is a 
sentence of death!”  
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“As Tao wills!” Quong Lee said with 
an evil smile. “Chan-tai makes great boast 
of his strength of body. We shall put it to 
the test.” 

 
UT Chan-tai had sharp eyes and keen 
ears, and soon realized that wherever 

he walked there was a furtive echo from 
thickly padded soles, and that behind him 
shadows moved within shadows. 

So Chan-tai quickened his pace until 
he reached a circle of light cast by a street 
lamp, where he turned about and called 
mockingly, “Show thy faces, dogs of the 
Suey Sing!” 

Then four men leaped silently from the 
shadows with flashing knives in their 
hands, but Chan-tai sprang to meet them, 
his baling-hook drawn and ready, and the 
gleaming sweep of that steel claw struck 
terror into his foes. 

One man cried out in fear as the 
curved hook ripped half his shirt away, 
having missed his throat by scant inches. 
Another screamed as the steel prong 
gashed his arm. Blood spurted from the 
torn flesh, and sudden panic struck the 
Suey Sings, so that they turned and fled, 
all except the wounded man, who rolled to 
and fro on the ground, moaning and 
groaning. 

“Stand up!” Chan-tai commanded, 
prodding the man with his foot. “Run and 
tell your cowardly master that tomorrow, 
at the sunset hour, Chan-tai will walk 
boldly into his shop, strip the robe from 
his fat carcass and hang him up on one of 
his own meat-hooks!” 

Then Chan-tai sent the Tongster flying 
off with a rough shove, while he himself 
went another way, for the noise of conflict 
had attracted one of the Blue Coat Devils, 
and a police whistle went up like a rocket 
in the dark street. 

And Chan-tai kept his word to the 
letter, for he had the blood of the Dragon 

in his veins. The next evening, as the 
lamps of Chinatown made golden 
portholes in the purple dusk, Chan-tai 
walked boldly along Mulberry Lane to the 
shop of Quong Lee. 

But he found the shop in darkness and 
the door bolted. Chan-tai rattled and 
pounded, but no one came to open the 
door, so he stood outside and raised his 
voice in a vivid analysis of the life and 
character of Quong Lee and all his 
ancestors.  

Barricaded within the dark shop, 
Quong Lee listened, fuming with rage—a 
helpless rage, for there were none among 
the Suey Sings whom he could persuade to 
stand forth and tussle with the valiant 
Chan-tai.  

“He has the strength and swiftness of a 
tiger! He fights with the fury of a thousand 
devils!” was the word spread a about by 
those who had faced the steel hook, so that 
when Quong Lee proposed another 
drawing of the painted sticks the Suey 
Sings said, “Agreed, Master, if you 
yourself will come with us this time and 
lead the battle against Chan-tai.” 

“We will speak of this matter another 
time,” Quong replied hastily, and retired 
into a shell of meditation. As a result of 
his thinking, he dipped both hands into the 
War Chest of the Suey Sing Tong and 
purchased the services of a trio of 
highbinders from a Tong in a distant city. 

The three hired killers arrived in the 
dead of night, as arranged, and were 
admitted secretly to conference with 
Quong Lee. One had the smell of samshu 
upon his breath, and one reeked of chandu, 
but the third assassin, a tight-lipped, 
straight-eyed Manchu, restored Quong 
Lee’s waning confidence by whipping out 
his revolver and shooting the flame off a 
candle at room’s length. 

“Wah!” Quong Lee exclaimed. “You 
will rid me of this brawler, Chan-tai, who 
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twice has brought me loss of face before 
my fellows. He must travel the Long 
Road!” 

“Chan-tai shall lose his shadow,” the 
Manchu promised. “It is a thing sure as 
tomorrow’s sun.”  

So it came about that as Chan-tai 
turned into Sword Alley on the next night, 
a slant-eyed lounger suddenly shook back 
his wide sleeve and opened fire on him 
with a revolver. 

Chan-tai made a headlong dive for 
shelter behind a huckster-cart, but an 
unexpected fusillade from a second 
marksman on the opposite sidewalk drove 
him out into the open. With bullets 
whistling and zipping past his head, he 
took to his heels, only to find a third 
assassin blocking his path—the 
sharpshooting Manchu. 

Realizing that neither strong arm nor 
baling-hook were of avail against flying 
steel, Chan-tai twisted and zigzagged as 
the triangle began to close in, darted into a 
covered alley between two houses, scaled 
a high fence, then another, and so came 
out into the next street. 

But while two of the killers followed 
in direct pursuit, the wily Manchu had 
raced around the far end of the block to 
head him off, and as Chan-tai emerged he 
was greeted by the swift zing of a bullet. 

Chan-tai spun around and darted in the 
opposite direction. The Manchu was 
swifter of foot, taking three strides to his 
two, but this was Pagoda Street, and 
midway of the block a blue-glass lantern 
over a doorway marked a place of safety—
the Blue Jade Joss House. 

A final bullet from the Manchu’s gun 
struck sparks from the brownstone steps as 
Chan-tai leaped into the vestibule of the 
house of sanctuary, where none dared 
follow for purpose of attack. 

 

OUSED by the sound of pistol shots 
and the shrilling of police whistles 

which soon followed, the bonze of the 
shrine appeared in the hallway as Chan-tai 
made his noisy entrance. 

“Greetings, Master of Prayers,” Chan-
tai said, bowing to the shaven-pated bonze 
and trying to muffle his loud breathing. “I 
have come to make a how before the 
shrine of Kwan-Yin.”  

The bonze gave a dry smile, being a 
man who could add two and two as 
quickly as another, and quietly pointed to 
the sharp baling-hook which Chan-tai had 
forgotten to thrust back into his belt. 

“One does not carry weapons into the 
House of Prayers,” he reminded. 

“It is not a weapon, Master, but the 
tool of my trade,” Chan-tai replied. 

“Aye, and what then is your trade, my 
son, that you come rushing into the House 
of Prayer with your arm cut and 
bleeding?” 

“A mere scratch,” Chan-tai replied, but 
he suddenly noticed two scorched holes 
where the Manchu’s bullets had passed 
through his clothing, and the sight had a 
sobering effect. . 

“I must burn a packet of paper prayers, 
Master, for this night Yo Fei, Lord of 
Sudden Death, did reach out to grip my 
shoulder.”  

And presently he unfolded his story, 
little by little, but when the bonze began to 
offer advice and suggestions he laughed 
and shook his head. 

“Nay, Master, such matters as these 
are not within your grasp. You are skilled 
in reading and writing and the wisdom of 
the ancients, but these things are of no 
avail against a deed of violence. I will deal 
with Quong Lee after my own fashion, for 
it requires strength and daring.” 

“You choose a path of danger,” the 
bonze replied. “No man is strong enough 
to turn a bullet from its course.” 

R
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“True,” Chan-tai admitted, “but I shall 
purchase a shooting-stick and face Quong 
Lee with his own chosen weapon.” 

“And do you think he will hold back 
his hand while you arm yourself against 
him?” the bonze asked. “No doubt those 
who seek your life are watching and 
waiting in the street outside at this very 
moment.”  

So Chan-tai went to an upper window 
and looked down into Pagoda Street, and 
there he saw a figure lurking in a dark 
doorway to the left of the Blue Jade Joss 
House, and another to the right. 

“You are held fast in a trap,” the bonze 
said, “for there is no other door of 
departure.” 

“Not so, Master,” Chan-tai replied 
with a grim chuckle. “There is another—I 
shall escape across the roofs!” 

“But that is madness!” the bonze 
exclaimed. “The Joss House stands apart 
from its neighbors. If you jump and fail to 
reach the next roof you will fall to certain 
death!” 

Undeterred by this warning, Chan-tai 
climbed out on the Blue Jade roof and 
measured the width of the chasm with his 
eye. Then he fell back a few paces, raced 
forward, and launched himself across the 
dangerous gap. 

“Hai!” he called back triumphantly to 
the bonze, and waving his hand in 
farewell, disappeared into the shadowy 
stretch of chimney-pots and gable-ends 
which lay beyond. 

Quong Lee was furious with his hired 
killers when he learned that his plans had 
miscarried again, but his anger gave way 
to fright when he found a vertical column 
of broken-stick writing chalked upon his 
door in bright yellow letters the next 
morning:  

“Choose thy coffin, Quong Lee. Thou 
wilt have need of it within ten days!” 

One of his clerks came running with a 

bucket of soapy water and a scrubbing 
brush to clean the hieroglyphics from the 
door, but nothing could erase the warning 
from his mind. And his initial fear grew 
into panic when Quong found that he 
could not strike the first counter-blow, for 
Chan-tai had vanished from sight.  

According to rumor, Chan-tai had 
purchased a black pistol and many boxes 
of bullets, and had gone to a secret hiding-
place to practice marksmanship against the 
day of reckoning with his enemy. 

“I will pay one hundred pieces of 
silver for news of Chan-tai’s hiding-
place!” the fat merchant offered, but he 
was careful to remain shut up in the 
guarded quarters behind his shop while the 
Suey Sing Tongsters combed the crooked 
streets of Chinatown for trace of the 
challenger. 

Then by chance one of the Tongsters 
stumbled upon a clue to Chan-tai’s secret 
activities, and hastened to Quong Lee with 
the information. The latter listened with 
half-closed eyes, puffing slowly on his 
bamboo “pipe of dreams.”  

And out of his poisonous anger and the 
fevered smoke of the slow-burning poppy, 
Quong Lee fashioned a scheme so utterly 
cruel and heartless that when the beady-
eyed Manchu killer heard the details his 
breath hissed sharply and his voice 
trembled. 

“Master, this is revenge such as no 
man would dare to carry out!” 

“You will set about it at once!” the 
man with the devil-mark commanded 
fiercely. “The fate of Chan-tai shall serve 
as warning to all who stir the anger of 
Quong Lee!” 

Now Chan-tai had taken refuge with a 
friend named Moy Tan, a veteran of many 
Tong wars, and one who bore no love for 
the Suey Sings in general, and Quong Lee, 
their tuchun, in particular. 

Working side by side in secret, they 
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turned the deep cellar of Moy Tan’s house 
into a shooting range, covering the 
windows and every other opening with 
thick layers of rags and sacking, so that the 
pistol-firing might not be heard outside. 

Moy Tan constructed a dummy figure 
from old clothes stuffed with cotton and 
straw, which he hung from a hook at one 
end of the cellar. “Quong Lee” they 
mockingly named this scarecrow, and 
made a black smear on the blank forehead 
to indicate the merchant’s devil-mark. 

There, by the flickering light of 
candles, Chan-tai would stand at one end 
of the cellar with his back turned, and at 
Moy Tan’s signal whirl around, draw his 
pistol, and fire rapidly at the straw-man. 

“Do not hold your arm so stiffly,” Moy 
Tan would advise, “and aim higher. You 
have not yet placed a bullet near the devil-
mark.” 

The periods of practice were short, for 
in that sealed-up space the echoing 
percussions hammered at their ear-drums, 
the powder fumes stung their nostrils and 
brought on spasms of coughing. 

But Chan-tai persisted with his 
training, having his sleeping quarters in an 
upstairs room, and not once showing 
himself upon the street, for he knew 
Quong Lee had set a price upon his head. 

 
HEN one day, at the hour for practice, 
he came downstairs and found that 

Moy Tan was not in the house. This was 
rather puzzling, for he thought he had 
heard someone moving about, just before 
he came down from his room. Finally 
growing impatient over Moy Tan’s 
absence, Chan-tai lifted the trap-door and 
descended alone to the shooting-range. 

He lit the two candles, paced off his 
usual distance from the target, wheeled a 
around and fired a round of shots. Each hit 
brought a little spurt of dust from the 
dummy, swaying slightly now under the 

impact of the bullets. 
But there was something odd in this 

motion—something that made Chan-tai 
stiffen as he peered through the acrid 
fumes of gunfire. The dummy continued to 
sway after he had ceased shooting, and 
here and there dark spots were appearing 
on the ragged robe—mysterious spots that 
seemed to grow wider and darker every 
moment. 

Chan-tai moved closer—closer—until 
he could reach out and touch the straw-
man. It felt unaccountably solid for mere 
cotton and straw, and the mysterious spots 
which were dull black to the eye, turned to 
a bright red stain on his fingers. 

Blood! 
With a startled gesture Chan-tai tugged 

at the loose wad of cotton cloth which 
served as head for the dummy, and from 
its depths appeared the face of Chan-lo his 
father, hanging from the hook, with his 
mouth gagged and the glaze of death 
gathering on his staring eyeballs! 

Frozen in horror, Chan-tai did not 
move or cry out at his frightful discovery. 
He stood there as if rooted, pistol in hand, 
through a timeless space until Moy Tan, 
returning, threw back the trap-door and 
descended into the cellar. 

“This is a day of happy surprise,” Moy 
Tan said eagerly. “Lao Sheng came to call 
upon me—aye, Lao Sheng the great actor, 
with his thick-haired coat and tall silk hat 
such as only the White Taipans wear. One 
of his players has fallen sick, and I am 
asked to take his place. So I went off with 
Lao Sheng to the Red Lamp Theatre to try 
on the acting robes and master the lines of 
speech. Tonight, Chan-tai, I shall be an 
Iron-Hat General in the play. It is a 
Number One honor. . . . Have you done 
well with your shooting in my absence?”  

“Ai-yee!” Chan-tai replied in a 
strangely croaking voice. “Behold, Moy 
Tan, how well I have aimed! I have slain 

T 
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my own father!”  
Moy Tan let out a gasping cry of 

horror as he saw the flesh-and-blood target 
which had been substituted for the straw-
stuffed dummy he had constructed. 

“This is Quong Lee’s work!” he 
groaned. “Aye, it is plain to be seen how 
he tricked us. Lao Sheng the actor was 
sent to draw me from the house while this 
pitfall was prepared. May the Triple Curse 
of Yo Fei fall upon that man of devil-
mark!” 

Chan-tai’s only answer was a wild-
eyed stare as he turned away quickly and 
stumbled up the stairs, the fatal pistol still 
in his hand. 

“Wait!” Moy Tan called anxiously. 
“This is not a moment for rash action. First 
let us take thought as to how—” 

“I cannot wait!” Chan-tai cried, 
brandishing the pistol. “This same weapon 
shall bring death to Quong Lee, and 
instantly!”  

“Stop, Chan-tai! Stop and think! How 
can you reach Quong Lee, when he stays 
hidden within his house day and night? 
The guards will kill you before you come 
within sight of him! And what of Chan-lo, 
your father? Will you rush out to certain 
death and leave his body untended and 
unburied?” 

“Aye, my father!” Chan-tai exclaimed, 
and permitted Moy Tan to wrest the pistol 
from his hand. Then he drew a long breath 
and shook himself, as one who awakens 
from a devil-dream. “We must do what is 
needful. Wait here for me, Moy Tan. I will 
return within the hour.”  

It was a day of bitter cold, and 
snowing—the first real snow of the winter, 
but Chan-tai plunged straight ahead, 
paying no heed to chilling wind or 
whirling flake. When he reached home he 
stayed only long enough to snatch up the 
blue willow jar in which Chan-lo had 
stored his life savings, then continued on 

his way to the workshop of Kim Shu, the 
coffin-maker. 

“Kim Shu,” he said, “I come to make 
purchase of a coffin of superior quality. 
Show me thy wares, and quickly, for time 
presses.”  

The old carpenter bowed respectfully 
when he saw the contents of the willow 
jar. “I have here, Tajen,” he said, “a most 
splendid death-box of blackwood, planed 
and polished to the smoothness of satin, 
with silver-coated nails for the lid. It is a 
coffin fit for the Governor of a Province.” 

“Wah!” Chan-tai replied, nodding his 
head in approval. 

“At what hour shall I make delivery, 
Tajen?” Kim Shu inquired. 

“I will call for it—tonight,” Chan-tai 
said, and added in a stern voice, “Thou art 
well paid, Kim Shu—should there be any 
to ask questions, it were best to keep thy 
tongue behind thy teeth!”  

And that night, when darkness had 
settled over Chinatown, Kim Shu heard a 
tapping at his back door, and there stood 
Chan-tai and Moy Tan, whose face was 
muffled, come to carry away the coffin. It 
was a devious route they chose through the 
crooked streets, so that none might see 
what it was they carried. 

Thus was Chan-lo buried, secretly and 
in the hush of night. When the grave in 
Moy Tan’s cellar had been filled in and 
strewn over with dust, they dropped the 
trap-door into place and nailed it down.  

“Moy Tan,” Chan-tai said then, “I fear 
we have broken the Riceface Law by this 
deed of duty. If thou hast a friend in a 
distant place, it were well to visit him until 
I have finished my business with Quong 
Lee.” 

 

IT WAS past midnight when Chan-tai 
turned into Pagoda Street and entered 

the Blue Jade Joss House. For a long space 
he bowed himself before the shrine of 
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Kwan-Yin the All-Seeing, then rose and 
passed into the alcove where the Lamp of 
Peace burned—a thing of shimmering 
beauty, all jade and pearl and crystal, with 
a lighter candle for each of the Five Tongs 
of Chinatown. 

Chan-tai stood there, silent, staring at 
the candle marked with the dragon-claw 
insignia of the Suey Sings until a faint 
rustling of silk made him turn to face the 
old bonze. 

“Think twice, and twice again, before 
you touch the Lamp!” the bonze warned 
earnestly. “You have written the name of 
Quong Lee on the wall—it will be washed 
out in his blood—or in thine!”  

“My father Chan-lo lies dead,” Chan-
tai answered bitterly. “But Quong Lee the 
man of evil still lives and breathes and has 
his fill of rice. Is this a thing to be borne 
by one named Chan?” 

“My son,” the bonze said gently, 
“hearken to an old man’s words of 
wisdom. Revenge is a blossom fair to the 
eye, but when plucked it withers in the 
hand.” 

“My decision is already made, 
Master,” Chan-tai replied quietly. “I have 
prayed to the Elder Gods for wisdom and 
guidance.” With steady hand he reached 
up into the Lamp of Peace and pinched out 
the flame of the Suey Sing candle—a 
formal declaration of war. 

Then Chan-tai bowed with a Number 
One kowtow and lifted the bonze’s 
wrinkled hand to his forehead as a sign of 
respect before he turned and went forth. 

Word of the darkened candle in the 
Lamp of Peace and the name written on 
the wall beside it spread throughout 
Chinatown like the whisper of leaves in 
the night-wind, and Quong Lee was 
greatly troubled at the challenge, for he 
knew that Death alone could divert Chan-
tai from his goal. 

Day and night his hirelings of the Suey 

Sing kept watch within the shop, while 
others sought for trace of the challenger in 
this place and that, but Chan-tai had 
purchased a suit of Western clothes and 
now wore horn-rim glasses upon his face, 
and carried two or three Riceface books 
under his arm whenever he went abroad, 
so that no one recognized him. 

However, he in turn was equally far 
removed from his goal, for Quong Lee did 
not venture to show himself upon the 
street, but lurked like a fat spider within 
his well-guarded quarters, so that only 
those directly bidden were permitted to 
enter the passage behind the shop—a 
passage now guarded by an iron door and 
iron-sheeted windows. 

“Is this Chan-tai armed with magic 
arts, that he mocks the power of the Suey 
Sing?” Quong said angrily to his 
followers. “Behold, I have half a hundred 
fighting men at my beck and call, yet I am 
held in siege here by this lone man. By 
Tao, I will double the reward—two 
hundred silver pieces to anyone who rids 
me of this stubborn shadow darkening my 
days!”  

But the fat merchant might just as well 
have offered his own ponderous weight in 
minted gold for all the results it brought. 
Feasting and high revelry went on behind 
the iron door and the iron windows, and 
gaming and drinking until dawn, but 
implacable Chan-tai remained as elusive 
as ever, a silent threat poised to strike at 
the first careless opening. 

Quong Lee grew increasingly restless 
under his restricted manner of life, and 
Chan-tai began to hear rumors that on 
occasion the merchant ventured forth by 
night under heavy guard to have a fling at 
Mark Sin’s fan tan tables or to witness Lao 
Sheng’s acting at the Red Lamp Theatre. 

This was indeed puzzling news to 
Chan-tai, for he had taken a lodging within 
sight of Quong Lee’s shop, and kept 
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hawk-eyed watch from his window, so that 
he was certain the fat merchant had not 
once set foot across the sill. 

“There can be only one answer to this 
puzzling fact,” Chan-tai concluded. 
“Quong Lee must have built a secret exit 
from his quarters. Now if I could but 
discover the hidden opening—” 

But search as he would, Chan-tai could 
find no clue to its location. He paid several 
visits to the Red Lamp Theatre, and twice 
he saw groups of Suey Sing Tongsters in 
the audience, hut never a sight of Quong 
Lee. 

However, these visits to the playhouse 
had an unexpected result, for one night he 
saw Lao Sheng give a performance of the 
popular drama, Pi-pa-ki, and it set him to 
thinking along a fresh line. Chan-tai had 
not forgotten the actor’s treacherous part 
in the terrible death of his father. 

Lao Sheng was an imposing and 
conspicuous figure in Chinatown, with his 
shaggy fur coat and high silk hat, a garb 
unique among the slant-eyed denizens. 
Conscious of his exalted position, Lao 
Sheng walked with a haughty swagger, 
ignoring all lesser men. From his hidden 
window Chan-tai had often seen him enter 
Quong Lee’s shop and strut past the 
bowing bodyguards who stood between 
the fat merchant and death. 

“This tiny seed of thought planted 
within my mind has put forth a green 
shoot,” Chan-tai murmured. “Soon there 
will be a bud—then the full blossom, and 
the flower will have petals red as blood!” 

The time of blossoming came when a 
silken streamer hung from the entrance to 
the Red Lamp Theatre, announcing that 
the great actor Lao Sheng would repeat the 
venerable drama of Pi-pa-ki for the 
pleasure and delight of the Sons of Han. 

“Wah!” Chan-tai exclaimed softly. 
 

T BEGAN to snow early in the 
afternoon of the fateful day of Pi-pa-

ki—a brisk, steady fall that began to pile 
up everywhere in a businesslike manner. 

“Wah!” Chan-tai repeated with fierce 
satisfaction. “The white rain comes to help 
me now! The Elder Gods fight for me!”  

In the midst of the storm the door of 
Quong Lee’s shop opened and the straight-
eyed Manchu, on guard, sprang back and 
reached quickly into his sleeve before he 
recognized the high silk hat and shaggy fur 
coat of Lao Sheng the actor. 

“Hola! You are white with snow,” the 
Manchu remarked, hastily shutting the 
door against the whirling flakes. “It is 
cold, Master—a three-coat day.” 

“Aye!” the man in the silk hat puffed, 
wheezing noisily as he shook some of the 
plastered snow from his shaggy coat and 
the woolen muffler which came up over 
his chin. 

“In spite of storm, Quong Lee has 
decided to go to the Red Lamp tonight,” 
the Manchu said. “The Pi-pa-ki is his 
favorite play.” 

The man in the silk hat nodded with 
haughty indifference, striding toward the 
iron door to the back passage. A mafu with 
a pair of long knives thrust into his girdle 
swung it open, bowing respectfully to the 
great man. 

After the iron door clanged shut again 
silence fell upon the shop. The Manchu 
held his post by the front door, watching 
the deserted street and scratching little 
designs upon the frosted pane with the 
point of a knife. The mafu kept his 
accustomed place by the iron door, while 
the other guards settled down to a game of 
go-moku. 

“Lao Sheng pays a long visit,” the 
Manchu remarked at last. “It is strange 
that Quong Lee has not struck the gong to 
order rice-wine or samshu for his guest.” 

I
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The mafu unbolted the iron door and 
stuck his head into the back passage. “I do 
not hear the sound of voices,” he 
announced uneasily. “There is only a deep 
silence within.” 

The Manchu went over and listened 
for a few moments, then advanced to the 
door of the merchant’s private quarters 
and listened again. “Quong Lee!” he called 
out, tapping sharply on the panels. 

When there was no reply, he took it 
upon himself to enter the room. It was 
deserted, but there was nothing amiss, no 
sign of disorder. Behind a devil-screen a 
closet door stood open, revealing the iron 
ladder which descended to Quong Lee’s 
private exit—a secret tunnel leading to a 
house in the next street. 

“They have gone out,” the Manchu 
said, “but it is strange they should leave by 
the secret road without word or sign to 
us.” 

“No doubt they have gone ahead of 
time to the Red Lamp,” the mafu 
suggested. 

The Manchu paced to and fro, 
frowning. “I shall follow them, and make 
certain. Never before has Quong Lee gone 
abroad without guards by his side.” 

Within fifteen minutes he was 
knocking his shins against the shadowy 
wooden benches of the theatre as he made 
his way toward the dimly-lighted stage 
where Lao Sheng was rehearsing a scene. 

At the first interruption the Manchu 
approached and bowed to the actor. 
“Master, I would have speech with Quong 
Lee.” 

“Quong Lee?” Lao Sheng echoed. “He 
is not here.” 

“Hola!” the Manchu exclaimed. “Did 
he not come here with you when you 
departed from the shop by the secret 
tunnel?” 

“Shop? Tunnel?” Lao Sheng repeated, 
frowning. “Are these the words of a 

puzzle? I have not seen Quong Lee this 
day. I have not set foot outside the theatre 
since morning, not even for food.” 

“But Master,” the Manchu stammered, 
“it is not two hours since I myself held 
open the shop-door for you—”  

Lao Sheng made a gesture of 
impatience. “Have you been smoking the 
Shanghai pipe, that your head is filled with 
dreams and fancies? I have been 
nowhere—nowhere upon the streets today. 
Now stand aside, for I have work to do.”  

Baffled, the Manchu retreated into the 
wings, watching with brooding stare as the 
actor strode to and fro in his shimmering 
robes, declaiming his lines. Then, when no 
one was looking, the Manchu sought out 
Lao Sheng’s dressing room, where the 
high silk hat and fur coat hung upon the 
wall. 

Quietly he closed the door and stole 
across the floor to place his hand on this 
famous apparel. The shaggy fur was 
distinctly damp to the touch, while beads 
of melted snow had gathered on the brim 
of the glossy hat. 

“Lao Sheng makes lies!” the Manchu 
hissed, sucking in his breath. But why had 
the actor made such a bald denial of his 
visit to Quong Lee’s shop? And what had 
become of Quong Lee? 

The Manchu could find no satisfactory 
answer, nor could his fellow Tongsters 
when he had carried the puzzling tale back 
to the shop on Mulberry Lane. They made 
a thorough search of Quong Lee’s 
quarters, and explored the full length of 
the secret tunnel with lanterns, but without 
adding one iota to their slender store of 
knowledge. 

“There is but one path left to us,” the 
Manchu advised finally. “We will go to 
the playing of the Pi-pa-ki and if Quong 
Lee does not reveal himself there, we will 
set upon this Lao Sheng with the split 
bamboo until he confesses the truth.” 
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HE Pi-pa-ki, or Story of the Lute, is a 
famous Chinese drama in four acts 

and twenty-four scenes, and was already a 
200-year-old classic when a lad named 
Will Shakespeare wooed young Ann 
Hathaway in the Lovers’ Lane at 
Stratford-on-Avon. 

So it was not surprising that despite 
snow and cold, Lao Sheng played that 
night to a house packed to the rafters. But 
sprinkled through the audience were grim 
little groups of Suey Sing Tongsters, their 
slant eyes fixed unwaveringly on every 
move of the celebrated actor, for Quong 
Lee had not put in an appearance. 

And buried away in the rearmost ranks 
of the gallery, Chan-tai also kept watch, 
motionless, unnoticed in the shadows, his 
glance sometimes leaving the stage and 
sliding around toward the nearest exit, as 
if to make sure a line of quick retreat was 
open. 

The native orchestra of drums, 
cymbals and pang tzu increased its tom-
tom rhythm as the final act of the Pi-pa-ki 
neared its climax. Lao Sheng, as the 
Dragon General, was about to confront the 
Wicked War Lord. A long strip of painted 
matting, representing the palace walls, was 
pulled aside, revealing the War Lord 
seated on his gilded throne. 

“Death! Death!” Lao Sheng cried at 
the end of the famous speech of challenge 
and sprang toward the throne, his jeweled 
sword flashing as he plunged it into the 
body of the War Lord. 

It was a scene that never failed to bring 
hissing gasps from the audience, for the 
part of the War Lord is taken by a living 
actor until the final scene. At that point a 
duplicate figure is substituted, a masked 
mannequin wearing similar Oriental armor 
of steel plates over woven straw, but with 
one spot left uncovered so that the sword 
will enter easily. 

Lao Sheng struck home with his usual 

vigor, turning the blade so that it could be 
withdrawn for the second stroke. But this 
time the sword chose to stick fast, and 
fearing that the mannequin might shake 
apart, Lao Sheng placed one hand against 
its shoulder as he tugged. 

Then the sword slid out, but no longer 
a spotless, gleaming blade. Half its length 
was now a bright red, blood-red! The 
mannequin had slipped into a loose 
sprawl, its mask half fallen. Lao Sheng 
stared at it in stupefied silence, his lines 
forgotten. 

“Hola! Quong Lee has paid his debt!” 
That was the voice of Chan-tai, ringing 

out sharp and clear above the sudden 
clamor of a hundred throats, but those who 
turned to trace the speaker saw only an 
empty place, for Chan-tai’s work was 
finished. 

The Manchu killer hired by Quong Lee 
was among the first to grasp the 
significance of that reddened sword. He 
leaped to his feet, sprang up on the stage 
and stripped away the War Lord’s mask. A 
dead face looked up at him—the round 
moon-face of Quong Lee, with the black 
devil-mark upon his forehead. 

Snarling, the Manchu snatched out his 
pistol and fired pointblank at Lao Sheng. 
The actor screamed and staggered toward 
the wings, where he collapsed. The 
Tongsters of the Suey Sing came surging 
upon the stage and pandemonium broke 
loose, for some took their stand with the 
Manchu’s party and others fought against 
them, since Quong Lee had many enemies 
even within his own Tong. 

Amidst the riot of shouts and shots a 
long flicker of flame writhed upward from 
the crashing scenery, and in less than a 
minute the painted palace of Pi-pa-ki had 
walls of living fire. With the dread cry of 
“Shao!” on their lips, the panic-stricken 
audience stampeded for the street. 

By the time fire-engines came 
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thundering and clanging down Mulberry 
Lane, Chan-tai was mounting the 
brownstone steps of the Blue Jade Joss 
House, far from the scene. He paid no 
heed to the throb and clamor in the 
distance, or the crowds hurrying toward 
the red glare in the sky, for he was living 
over again the breathless moments of his 
great adventure.  

Chan-tai felt again the icy chill of 
danger he had known as he invaded Quong 
Lee’s shop, wearing the fur coat and silk 
hat of Lao Sheng, knowing that a false 
word or gesture would bring instant death. 
He saw again the look of naked terror on 
Quong Lee’s face as he pushed the fat 
merchant before him through the secret 
tunnel, holding a pistol to his ribs.  

Every single step had been planned in 
advance. Entering the theatre by a rear 
door seldom used, he had forced Quong 
Lee toward the gilded throne before he hit 
him on the back of the head, just hard 
enough to banish the fat tuchun’s 
resistance to the gag and rope which 
prepared him for the fate of the Wicked 
War Lord. 

“Wah!” Chan-tai murmured. “Quong 
Lee’s feet did stumble into the selfsame 
pitfall he digged for Chan-lo, my father. It 
was but even-handed justice.”  

Chan-tai removed his horn-rim glasses 
as he bowed to the old bonze. “Master, 
Quong Lee lies dead, and I return to wash 
his name from the Wall of Vengeance.” 

“Thou hast killed him?” the bonze 
asked sharply. “If it be so, it becomes my 
sworn duty to drive you forth from these 
doors, and post your name in large letters 
for all men to read.” 

“Not so, Master,” Chan-tai replied. 
“These hands of mine have spilled no 
blood. Quong Lee has been slain by the 
sword of Lao Sheng the actor, as may be 
proved by all who watched the playing of 
the Pi-pa-ki tonight.”  

The old bonze shook his head in 
wonder. “The Elder Gods still rule, though 
their ways are hidden from the eyes of 
men.”  

“Aye!” Chan-tai responded, and 
reached up to re-kindle the darkened 
candle in the jade and crystal Lamp of 
Peace. 

 


