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HANG LEE, Chinatown’s man of 
magic and teller of fortunes, locked 
the door of his second-floor shop 
and went down the dark staircase to 

Half Moon Street. The separate entrance, 
beside the dusty, curtained windows of Foon 
Tam’s tobacco store on the ground floor, bore 
a painted panel in Chinese script: The Shop of 
Fortunes—Chang Lee, Proprietor.  

This outer door was never locked, for 
Chang’s services, like those of fat old Meng 
Tai the apothecary, were apt to be in demand 
at any hour, night or day. In fact, at the very 
moment Chang Lee was bound on a sudden 
business call, and carried in his hand the 
principal tool of his profession—a set of bone-
carved Tiles of Fortune, clicking softly 
together in their draw-string bag of time-worn 
brown leather. 

Though Chang walked with the swift, 

silent-footed stride of the yellow man, his 
slant-eyed face did not wear the usual 
impassive mask of the Oriental. His features 
were open and pleasant, his appearance and 
manner that of a scholar or poet, an 
impression heightened by the round, owlish 
glasses he wore. 

Still young in years, Chang Lee had won 
an honored niche for himself and his peculiar 
arts among the Sons of Han; he had served a 
long apprenticeship under the revered Shun 
Chon, who had been known as Master of the 
Four Magics. 

Proceeding along Half Moon Street, 
Chang turned into the narrow passage that led 
into Lantern Court, through Long Sword Alley 
to Paradise Court, and entered No. 15, a 
lodging house bearing the fanciful name: 
Palace of Dreamless Sleep. 

Climbing the dimly lit staircase to the top 
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floor, he went along the hall to a rear room 
and rapped on the door. 

“Enter!” a quavering voice called out, and 
Chang stepped into the room. A sharp-eyed 
yellow man lay stretched out on an iron cot, 
the covers drawn up to his chin. 

“Greetings, Moy Lim!” Chang said. “Your 
messenger delivered the paper-writing into my 
hands, and I am come to your door at the 
earliest possible moment.”  

“Gracious thanks for your haste,” Moy 
Lim replied. “Aye, but I have need of your 
services, Chang Lee. I have been seized upon 
by ten thousand pain-devils, until I fear the 
hour is at hand when I must journey to my 
honorable ancestors.”  

“My ears are saddened by your words,” 
Chang answered. “But in such case, Moy Lim, 
would it not be wiser to summon a man of 
medicine rather than a man of magic?” 

“Meng Tai the apothecary has already 
been here,” Moy Lim replied. “He gave me 
three pills—pills as large and round as the 
markers in a game of ching gong. Meng Tai 
declares they will surely drive out my pain-
devils, but when I questioned him concerning 
the nature of my sickness, he answered me 
with words of hidden and uncertain meaning. 
So I wish to consult the Tiles of Fortune, and 
discover whether my time to wear the Wooden 
Robe is approaching.”  

“Wah!” Chang Lee said, seating himself 
beside the cot. “Let us consult the Lords of 
Destiny. Do you wish me to read the Square 
of Three, Five, or Nine?”  

“What is the difference in price?” Moy 
Lim inquired cannily, and Chang Lee quoted 
his fees. 

“Perhaps I should have a reading of the 
Square of Nine, in spite of the extra expense,” 
Moy Lim pondered. “This is a matter of the 
utmost importance.”  

“It is also a matter of simple answer,” 
Chang remarked. “For your case, I think the 
Square of Three would be sufficient.”  

Moy Lim looked slightly astonished. 
“Hola! You are an honest man, Chang Lee. It 
is not the path to riches.”  

Chang shrugged. “One does not need 
silver chopsticks to enjoy a bowl of rice. 
Silence now, Moy Lim, while we burn a 
prayer to the Lords of Destiny.” 

 
LACING a blue porcelain prayer-bowl 
between them, Chang touched fire to a red 

prayer-paper and dropped it into the bowl, 
waiting with bowed head until the last thin 
tendril of smoke had curled upward from the 
crisp black ash. 

Then Chang Lee lifted the leather pouch 
containing the Tiles of Fortune, shaking it 
vigorously nine times to east, west, south, and 
north. 

“Draw nine Tiles, one at a time,” Chang 
instructed, holding out the open pouch. “But 
do not look at the markers as you draw—keep 
your eyes tightly closed.”  

Chang took each drawn Tile from Moy 
Lim’s groping fingers and arranged them in a 
solid square, three to a row. He studied these 
quietly for a time. “Now you may look,” he 
said. 

Moy Lim raised himself on one elbow. 
“Have I drawn the Death Marker?” he 
demanded anxiously. 

“Fear not, Moy Lim, the Tile of Yo Fei the 
Black One is not revealed,” Chang Lee 
replied. “Instead, you have drawn the Tile of 
Ch’en the Turtle. It means long life, Moy 
Lim—long life!”  

“Hai!” Moy Lim exclaimed happily. “By 
Tao, already I feel that some of my paindevils 
are departing! Hoya! A thousand thanks to 
you, Chang Lee. Will you not stay a while and 
share a bottle of rice wine with me?”  

Chang took each drawn Tile from Moy 
Lim, reached down under the cot and groped 
for a stone bottle sealed with red wax. “I 
doubt if Meng Tai would consider rice wine 
good medicine for a sick man,” he said. 
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“Tsai!” Moy Lim answered impatiently. 
“What have I to fear, now that the Lords of 
.Destiny have promised me length of years? 
Besides, I have need of something to wash 
down the taste of Meng Tai’s bitter pills, Hao! 
Stay and drink with me, Chang Lee, I will take 
the wine very slowly, so that no harm will 
result,”  

Chang was finally persuaded to share the 
bottle, and as they sat talking and sipping their 
wine slowly, the iron bell in the steeple of St. 
Mary’s rang out eleven sombre strokes. 

“The hour grows late,” Chang exclaimed, 
rising. “I must take my departure now, Moy 
Lim. Is there anything I can do for you before 
I leave?”  

Moy Lim shook his head. “Gracious 
thanks for your honored presence, Chang Lee. 
I shall. sleep well now. Meng Tai has 
promised to return early in the morning. No 
doubt these cursed pain-devils will be in full 
retreat by that time.”  

So Chang Lee, the unsuspecting, closed 
the door of Moy Lim’s room behind him and 
took his departure from the Palace of 
Dreamless Sleep. Outside, in Paradise Court, 
he halted in momentary indecision. He could 
return to his quarters the way he came, or he 
could go back by way of Mulberry Lane, 
Chinatown’s main thoroughfare, and thus pass 
the windows of the Double Dragon Art Shop, 
which held in display a particular treasure dear 
to his fancy. 

Chang decided on Mulberry Lane and the 
Double Dragon, unaware that he had just 
made one of the most vital and far-reaching 
decisions of his whole life. 

Approaching the Double Dragon Art 
Shop, Chang’s footsteps quickened, and he 
pressed close to the plate-glass window, 
peering in at the cherished object—a statuette 
of Kwan Yin in flawless rose-crystal. He 
feasted his eyes on its glowing color, his 
fingers itching to hold it in his hands, so that 
he might gently touch every detail of its 
perfect workmanship. 

“If everything continues to go well,” 
Chang promised himself, “I shall purchase this 
Kwan Yin as a bridal gift for Toy-an.”  

And Chang Lee lost himself in pleasant 
dreams of his forthcoming marriage to the 
slender, dark-eyed Toy-an., only daughter of 
Wing Tai the merchant. All the details were 
settled—Toy-an’s marriage-price, the date on 
which it was to be paid, even the date of the 
wedding ceremony. 

The rose-crystal Kwan Yin would make a 
Number One bridal gift that would fill Toy-an 
with excited delight. He would build a joss-
shelf in their quarters on Half Moon Street—a 
fine, silk-draped shelf on the north wall, to 
hold their ancestral tablets, prayer bowls and 
scented joss-sticks, and put this beautiful 
Kwan Yin in the position of honor. 

Chang turned his head as the sudden pad-
pad of slippered feet sounded along the 
deserted pavements. He saw it was fat old 
Meng Tai the apothecary, whom the sick Moy 
Lim had just spoken of. 

“Ala wah, Doctor Meng,” Chang greeted 
politely. “I have just come from a visit to your 
patient in Paradise Court. I think you will find 
him greatly improved when you return in the 
morning.”  

“Patient? Paradise Court?” Meng Tai 
echoed in puzzled tones. 

“Moy Lim,” Chang explained. “At No. 
15—the Palace of Dreamless Sleep.”  

Meng Tai blinked rapidly. “You speak in 
riddles, Chang Lee. I know nothing of Moy 
Lim’s sickness. I have had no patient in 
Paradise Court since the night Mark Sin the 
fan-tan gambler ate too heartily of candied 
pork-fat.”  

Chang stared at him. “You did not visit 
Moy Lim tonight? You did not give him three 
large pills to drive out his pain-devils? You 
did not promise to return again in the 
morning?” 

Meng Tai shook his head. “All this is news 
of first hearing to my ears.”  

“But—but Moy Lim himself told me this 
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was so,” Chang exclaimed. “Why, then, 
should he utter such foolish lies?”  

Meng Tai gave him a shrewd look. “It has 
been said that there is no day without its night, 
and no lie without its purpose.” 

“But what—what could be Moy Lim’s 
purpose?” Chang demanded. “He sent for me 
to give him a reading of the Tiles of Fortune. 
He paid his fee, we talked a little over a bottle 
of rice wine, and parted. Why should he add 
this useless falsehood?”  

“That is a secret known only to Moy Lim,” 
Meng Tai said slowly. “But if I stood in your 
shoes, Chang Lee, I would not seek to meddle 
further into this affair. Sometimes knowledge 
can be dangerous as a hungry tiger. The wise 
traveler, finding the trail of a snake across his 
path, walks with care.” 

 
UZZLED and motionless, Chang Lee 
watched the fat apothecary waddle off 

along Mulberry Lane. Then, almost without 
volition, Chang found himself retracing his 
steps to Paradise Court, but as he neared No. 
15 he halted again in the shadows, confused 
and uncertain. 

Suppose he returned to Moy Lim’s 
room—what could he say that would not 
sound foolish in his own ears? True, Moy Lim 
had lied about Meng Tai the apothecary, for 
some unknown reason, but what that reason 
might be was no affair of his. He had rendered 
his required services to Moy Lim, and 
received his fee. As Meng Tai said, it were 
best to dismiss the whole matter from his 
mind. 

But as Chang stood there in Paradise 
Court, debating with himself, the door of No. 
15 opened quietly, and a figure slipped 
quickly down the steps, vanishing into the 
shadows. 

“It is Moy Lim!” Chang breathed. “Hola! 
First there was one mystery, and now there are 
two, for it is plain that Moy Lim spoke a 
double untruth. He lied about Meng Tai the 

apothecary, and he also lied about the pain-
devils!”  

For Moy Lim was moving across Paradise 
Court with a brisk stealthiness impossible for 
any sick man. And Chang Lee followed, 
silent-footed, hugging the shadows until he 
saw Moy Lim disappear into the Laughing 
Mandarin, a wine-shop in Long Sword Alley. 

By standing on tiptoe, Chang managed to 
peer into the Laughing Mandarin above the 
silk window draperies, but Moy Lim was not 
at the carved teakwood bar nor at any of the 
tables in the main room. Making a stealthy 
tour of the side windows, Chang caught sight 
of him again, at a secluded table in the back 
room. He was sitting with a tall, pockmarked 
yellow man who wore Rice Face clothing and 
was smoking a Rice Face cigar. 

And as he watched, Chang’s heart began 
to thud and a sudden dryness came into his 
mouth, for he recognized Moy Lim’s 
companion as Gow Yat the Manchu, 
Chinatown’s Number One man of evil. 

Chang noticed that Moy Lim was doing all 
the talking, leaning forward as he spoke 
rapidly, with swift gestures. Gow Yat sat back 
in frowning silence, puffing at his cigar and 
occasionally cracking a leechee nut, which he 
would pop into his mouth without removing 
the cigar. Gow Yat’s fondness for leechees 
was well known—it was said that one pocket 
of his Rice Face coat was always bulging with 
the spicy brown nuts. 

Then Moy Lim finished his talking and 
leaned back, watching Gow Yat expectantly. 
The Manchu drew a thick roll of bills from his 
pocket, peeled off two banknotes, and tossed 
them carelessly across the table. Moy Lim 
picked up the money, rose, bowed, and took 
his departure. So far as Chang could tell, Gow 
Yat had not uttered a single word. 

Crouched outside the window, Chang 
continued to watch the pockmarked Manchu. 
Gow Yat sat on in the same sullen silence, 
smoking his cigar, eating his leechees, staring 
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in frowning contemplation at the yellow-
painted wall opposite. 

Finally Gow Yat stood up, dropped a few 
coins on the table, and swaggered out. Chang 
crept toward the front entrance of the 
Mandarin, standing flat against the shadowy 
wall until Gow Yat had passed. He followed 
cautiously, trailing the Manchu to his quarters 
on Pagoda Street, then waited nearby in a dark 
doorway until he saw the light in Gow Yat’s 
sleeping-room extinguished. 

Chang turned homeward then, puzzling 
over this strange meeting between Moy Lim 
and Gow Yat. Why had Moy Lim lied about 
Meng Tai, and about his false illness? By Tao, 
Moy Lim must have sprung from bed and 
started dressing the moment his visitor had 
taken his departure—hurrying at once to that 
rendezvous with the evil Manchu at the 
Laughing Mandarin! 

“But how does all this concern me?” 
Chang muttered. “I have had no previous 
dealings of any kind, for good or evil, with 
either Moy Lim or Gow Yat. Why, then, 
should they concern themselves with my 
affairs?”  

Yet Chang had a persistent and uneasy 
feeling that the mysterious meeting in the 
wine-shop had, indeed, concerned him. Moy 
Lim had talked so swiftly, as if pouring out a 
report on his visit. And Moy Lim had been 
paid for his words. But what possible 
information could Moy give the Manchu that 
would have a cash value?  

Still pondering the mystery, Chang 
climbed the dark staircase on Half Moon 
Street and unlocked his door. As the door 
swung open, he clicked on the electric switch, 
and then stood rooted on the threshold, 
peering about as if he sensed some alien and 
menacing presence. 

So strong was this impression of danger 
that Chang left the outer door wide open while 
he made a cautious tour of his quarters, 
turning on all the lights before he closed and 
locked the door. But even then his first 

instinctive feeling of wariness did not recede. 
There seemed to be a peculiar, breathless hush 
through the rooms, something beyond the 
normal silence of empty quarters. 

“Tsai kwei tzu!” Clang exhorted himself 
impatiently. “Why do I keep looking all 
around and turning my head back over my 
shoulder? There is nothing hiding here—
neither night-thief nor night-devils. If there is 
a strangeness to my eye, it is because of the 
bright lights after the darkness of the streets.” 

 
HEN Chang stood stockstill, his eyes 
fastened on a small inlaid silver box that 

reposed on a red lacquered Soochow chest. 
The box was not centered exactly in its place, 
and Chang was always meticulous about the 
arrangement of his possessions— 

A moment later and his alert glance had 
moved from the silver box to a row of 
wooden-bound Chinese books on the shelf of 
a blackwood stand. The books were no longer 
ranged in their customary order.  

Chang drew a deep, hissing breath. 
Someone—someone had been in these rooms 
during his absence! A burglar! A thief! 

With quick strides Chang crossed the 
room and lifted the lid of the blue-and-white 
ginger jar in which he kept his ordinary 
household money. But to his great surprise the 
money was still there, intact to the last dollar, 
as a quick count assured him. 

“Hola!” Chang exclaimed. “A night-thief 
who does not help himself to cash! What, 
then, does he search for? Here is something as 
puzzling as two moons in the sky!”  

Next Chang picked up a small porcelain 
dragon. A twist of his fingers, and its head 
came off like the stopper of a bottle. Inside 
was hidden a tight roll of rice-paper sheets—
receipts from Lee Shu the banker for cash 
deposits, the money Chang had put aside for 
Toy-an’s marriage-price. The receipts were of 
no value to anyone else, but Chang breathed 
easier, knowing they were safe. 

Chang walked slowly through his rooms, 

T



SHORT STORIES 6

alert eyes probing everywhere for some 
further trace of his nocturnal visitor. And 
suddenly, as something brittle crunched under 
his slipper, he bent down and picked up the 
broken brown shell of a leechee nut. 

Leechee! The mere word called up an 
automatic picture of Gow Yat, whose pocket 
was always filled with the brown nuts. Was it 
Gow Yat the Manchu who had paid this secret 
visit? 

“Aye, a small candle will serve to light a 
large room!” Chang murmured, looking at the 
broken shell in his palm. For suddenly the 
whole pattern of the night’s events had 
become crystal clear to him. Moy Lim had 
acted merely as Gow Yat’s agent in this 
affair—the pretended illness an excuse for 
drawing him away from his shop, the rice 
wine and the talking afterward designed solely 
to give Gow Yat extra time for searching his 
rooms. 

But for what had Gow Yat been 
searching? The Manchu, for all his evil 
scheming, was never a common thief. It was 
known that he made large sums of money 
from his interest in the Silver Treasure 
Lottery, and from the sale of forbidden yen 
shee and chandoo. What, then, could there be 
in this humble Shop of Fortunes to tempt Gow 
Yat into burglary? 

From the shifting of the silver box it was 
apparent that the Manchu had searched the red 
Soochow chest. But there was nothing in the 
chest save certain paraphernalia connected 
with the Four Magics, material that Chang Lee 
treasured because it had belonged to Shun 
Choh the Master, but was worthless to anyone 
else in Chinatown.  

And Gow Yat had also searched through 
the row of Chinese classics—therefore the 
thing he sought must be small, small enough 
to be hidden between the pages of a book. 

Chang Lee brewed himself a pot of tea, 
turning over in his mind various other aspects 
of the mysterious visit. How had Gow Yat 
made an entrance? Two of the back windows 

looked out on a kitchen roof, but both had 
been locked from the inside. And there were 
no suspicious marks of force around the lock 
on the outer door. 

Had Gow Yat used a key to open the door? 
It was possible that Foon Tam the landlord, 
who had the tobacco shop on the ground floor, 
might have an extra key, and Foon Tam was a 
sly and furtive man who might well be open to 
bribery. 

Making a mental summary of the 
landlord’s character, Chang shook his head. It 
were best to say nothing at all to Foon Tam, 
but to watch and wait, pretending ignorance of 
the secret search. For Chang, recalling the 
sullen look on the Manchu’s face as he had sat 
with Moy Lim in the wine-shop, felt certain 
that Gow Yat had not found whatever it was 
he had been seeking. 

“He will return,” Chang said to himself, 
“but next time a surprise awaits him, for then 
the hunted will be watching the hunter at his 
work!” 

 
O CHANG LEE began his secret watch 
over Gow Yat’s movements. Every night, 

as darkness fell, Chang stationed himself near 
Pagoda Street, waiting for the Manchu to 
leave his lodgings, and then cautiously trailing 
him. 

But Gow Yat never went near the Shop of 
Fortunes in Half Moon Street. On the first 
night of Chang’s vigil he disappeared into 
Mark Sin’s House of Chance in Paradise 
Court, not emerging until the small hours of 
the morning. On the second night Gow Yat 
paid a lengthy visit to the notorious House of 
the Blue Shutters in Peking Court. 

The next night found him back again at the 
Laughing Mandarin, smoking his Rice Face 
cigars, drinking choice tiger-bone wine, and 
eating his interminable leechees. 

“Tsai!” Chang muttered. “Three nights of 
shadow work and I have nothing to show for 
my trouble. Can it be that I search for eggs in 
last year’s nest? But no—there was the 
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leechee shell, and the silver box and the books 
misplaced. Patience is necessary. Time holds 
the key to every lock.”  

And on the fourth night Chang Lee’s 
patience was rewarded, for he followed Gow 
Yat into Canton Street and saw the Manchu 
enter the house of Wing Tai the merchant—
Wing Tai, father of Toy-an, his bride-to-be! 

For a minute or two Chang stood staring at 
the closed door through which Gow Yat had 
vanished then, with an instinctive vision of the 
whole truth bursting upon him, he hurried 
around to the rear of Wing Tai’s house, scaled 
the merchant’s garden wall, and advanced 
silently toward the lighted windows of the 
lower floor. 

So, for the second time, Chang found 
himself watching over a private rendezvous of 
the Manchu’s. But this time Gow Yat was 
playing a reverse role. At the Laughing 
Mandarin the Manchu had merely listened 
while Moy Lim did all the talking, but here it 
was Gow Yat who talked, and Wing Tai the 
merchant who listened—listened with a look 
of mingled fright and fear upon his face. 

Chang, of course, could not hear the 
Manchu’s words, but he now had a very good 
guess as to their import—an estimate that was 
confirmed when Gow Yat drew a leather 
wallet from his inner pocket and spread a fan-
like sheaf of bills upon the table. Wing Tai 
drew back from the money, shaking his head 
stubbornly, but the Manchu went on talking, 
angrily now, making motions toward the 
staircase. 

With obvious reluctance, Wing Tai went 
to the staircase, calling up into the darkness, 
and presently Toy-an descended, a slim, dark-
haired vision in a blue silk shaam embroidered 
with yellow lotus blooms. Her dark eyes 
round with startled apprehension, she glanced 
from her uneasy father to Gow Yat, who 
stared at her with an evil, predatory gleam in 
his eye. 

For a moment or two they stood thus, like 
a silent scene in a shadow-play, then Gow Yat 

pointed to the money on the table and said 
something that brought a shamed flush to Toy-
an’s cheeks. Turning swiftly, she fled up the 
stairs, while the Manchu burst into open 
laughter, and Chang Lee, watching from the 
outer darkness, clenched his hands in helpless 
rage. 

Then Gow Yat was opening his wallet 
again, adding more bills to the fan-spread 
money. But Wing Tai still shook his head, and 
in sudden rage the Manchu swept up the bills 
and stalked toward the door. He turned there 
for a last snarling ultimatum to Wing Tai, 
jabbing out a pointed finger as though it were 
a loaded pistol. 

After Gow Yat’s stormy exit, Wing Tai 
paced the floor nervously. Chang watched him 
for a few moments, then withdrew as silently 
as he had come. No further need now to trail 
the Manchu, for Gow Yat’s plans were plainly 
revealed. 

It was Toy-an—dark-eyed Toy-an—who 
was the goal of the Manchu’s desire, and 
Chang knew Gow Yat would ruthlessly 
destroy whatever obstacle stood in his 
pathway. No matter to Gow Yat that Toy-an’s 
hand was already pledged to Chang Lee, 
pledged before the Council of Elders, with the 
marriage-price agreed upon and the wedding 
day set. 

“Ai-yee—the Manchu’s evil scheming has 
already begun,” Chang muttered as he made 
his way back to the Shop of Fortunes. “Gow 
Yat made secret search of my rooms in order 
to steal my marriage-money. He has failed in 
that, but now he will proceed by other and 
stronger means. His first web of silk, his 
second will be of iron. Henceforth, I must 
walk with care, or I will find myself fitted 
with a wooden robe for the day of marriage!”  

And Chang Lee spent a restless, sleepless 
night, thinking of the invisible danger that 
hung suspended over his head, like a sword 
held by a single hair. The next morning Chang 
fitted an iron bolt inside his door, and 
strengthened the rear windows with wedges, 
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so that no one could enter without first 
breaking the glass panes. 

Then Chang paid a visit to Wing Tai’s 
shop, pretending that he was passing by 
chance, and had dropped in merely to inquire 
after the merchant’s health. 

“Wing Tai, you have a look of care and 
worry,” Chang said. “If it is a money matter 
that troubles your peace of mind, I stand ready 
to pay over Toy-an’s marriage-price at any 
hour of your naming. The money is ready—I 
have only to write an order upon Lee Shu the 
banker—”  

“No-no!” Wing Tai said hurriedly. “It is 
Number One bad luck to accept marriage-
money before the declared day.” 

“Well, then I have also certain household 
cash on hand that I would gladly lend if you 
have need,” Chang continued. “It is known to 
all that business is not good for import 
merchants in these days of war by land and 
sea.”  

“Gracious thanks, Chang Lee. It is a kind 
and generous offer,” Wing replied. “It is true 
that I am greatly troubled in spirit, but it is 
something beyond the cure even of silver 
pieces.”  

The merchant ran his tongue across dry 
lips, standing undecided, peering slantwise 
toward his shop window and the street 
beyond, as if making sure they were 
unobserved. 

“Chang Lee,” he, blurted suddenly, “I give 
you warning! Walk with care, especially in the 
hours of darkness, for you have a secret 
enemy—an enemy who would gladly steal 
your shadow!”  

Chang kept his face expressionless. 
“Speak his name then, Wing Tai! Speak his 
name, so that I may learn how to defend 
myself!”  

“I—I dare not!” the merchant stammered, 
losing his brief courage. “He is a man of evil 
power, a man of short temper and long arm. If 
I should speak further, his wrath will fall upon 
me as well, and I have no desire to make a 

sudden journey to my ancestors.” 
Chang straightened. “Then I will speak! It 

is Gow Yat the Manchu, who desires my 
death, so that he may have Toy-an for 
himself!” 

Wing Tai began to tremble. “I—I have 
said nothing, Chang Lee!” he cried out hastily. 
“I have named no name!”  

“To the wise man, a whisper is as good as 
a shout,” Chang replied, and bowed politely. 
“I take my departure now.” Then he turned in 
the doorway, “Speak these words to Toy-an, 
Wing Tai. Tell her I am not lacking in the 
blood of the dragon. Tell Toy-an I shall fight 
Gow Yat, with whatever weapons he may 
choose!”  

On leaving the merchant’s shop, Chang 
went straight to Long Sword Alley, peering 
into the various wine-shops until he came to 
the Happy Door, where he found the man he 
sought—a tall, broad-shouldered Oriental 
idling at a rear table over a Chinese war 
bulletin and a cup of rice wine. 

“Greetings, Kan Pei,” Chang said to the 
tall man. “I would have a word with you.” 

“Wah!” Kan Pei replied, smiling. “As 
many as you like, Chang Lee.”  

“I will speak briefly,” Chang said. “Kan 
Pei, I have a secret enemy who seeks my life. 
I must defend myself, but I have no skill in the 
arts of violence. Now it is known to all that 
you are a master fighter with knife or pistol or 
the wrestling art of judo. For a suitable fee, 
will you undertake to give me instruction in 
these skills?”  

“Can do!” the fighting man answered. 
“You show wisdom, Chang Lee, for one does 
not learn to swim by jumping alone into deep 
water. I will take you for pupil. When do you 
wish to begin?”  

“Now! At once!” Chang replied. 
“Wah!” Kan Pei agreed, rising. “Come 

with me.”  
Arrived at Kan Pei’s lodgings on the lower 

floor of a small house on Mandarin Lane, 
Chang followed his tutor through a trap-door 
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to a bare cellar lit by a series of oil lamps, for 
the window openings were stuffed tightly with 
thick cotton wadding, so that the sound of 
pistol shots might not be heard from the street. 

“I have had other pupils,” Kan Pei 
explained, “and it is necessary to do these 
things in strict secrecy. The Blue Coat Men 
who walk our streets have sharp eyes and ears, 
but no understanding of our ancient laws of 
Han.” 

Thus Chang Lee began his course of 
instruction in the arts of violence. With a blue-
barreled pistol he blazed away at a man-sized 
dummy figure hanging at the farther end of 
the cellar, until his ears ached with the 
crashing echoes and he coughed and sneezed 
over the gathering fumes of gunpowder. And 
with his owlish glasses removed he strove to 
acquire skill with the knife and in the deadly 
wrestling holds of judo. But all he acquired 
were bruised and aching muscles— 

“Not good, Chang Lee—not good,” Kan 
Pei said after the strenuous session. “You have 
a truly Number One lack of skill in these 
matters. Tsai! It must be remembered that the 
Great Wall was not built in a day. We try 
again tomorrow.”  

But “Not good—not good,” was Kan Pei’s 
verdict on the next day, and on the days that 
followed. Chang Lee could not learn to correct 
his faults—his hand always jerked when he 
pulled the trigger, he was too slow with his 
knife thrusts, too clumsy to apply the split-
second judo holds. 

Kan Pei shook his head dolefully over his 
pupil’s lack of progress. “It is plain, Chang 
Lee, that the Lords of Destiny have not 
blessed you with skill for deeds of violence. 
Tell me, who is this secret enemy for whom 
you prepare?”  

Chang hesitated momentarily. “Gow Yat 
the Manchu,” he said. 

“Ai-yee!” Kan Pei exclaimed, staring at 
him. “Hearken, Chang Lee, for I speak now as 
your friend. Whatever the cause of quarrel, 
make your peace with Gow Yat!”  

“It cannot be,” Chang answered. “My 
shadow stands between Gow Yat and his 
desired goal.”  

“Then you will lose your shadow!” Kan 
Pei warned sharply. “It is madness for you to 
measure fighting skill against the Manchu.” 

“The Lords of Destiny will decide,” Chang 
replied. “I shall not turn aside from my chosen 
path.”  

These were brave words, bravely spoken, 
but Chang Lee did not feel quite so confident 
when he was alone—alone at night, in the 
hours of darkness that belonged to Gow Yat. 
For Chang was well aware that he was not a 
match for the scheming Manchu, in spite of 
bolted door and wedged windows, and the 
hidden pistol he carried everywhere with him. 
Gow Yat was diabolically clever, and patient, 
and ruthless—Gow Yat would not strike until 
every detail had been carefully worked out in 
advance. 

In view of Wing Tai’s visible terror at the 
very name of Gow Yat, Chang did not return 
to the import merchant’s shop to discuss 
matters, nor did he visit the Wing house to see 
Toy-an, since Chinese etiquette forbids the 
meeting of engaged couples before the 
wedding day. 

But in the evenings Chang’s steps often 
turned into Canton Street, so that he might at 
least glimpse the lighted window of Toy-an’s 
room, and perhaps feast his eyes momentarily 
on her silhouette moving across the drawn 
shades. 

And Chang always kept a sharp eye about 
him as he walked the streets, for he had an 
uneasy feeling that he was being watched, 
although he never was able to find direct proof 
of this. 

Then came the first small straw to show 
which way the storm-wind blew. Looking 
down one day into Half Moon Street from his 
front window, Chang saw Gow Yat entering 
Foon Tam’s tobacco shop on the floor below. 
Chang waited and watched, and it was well 
over an hour before the Manchu left. 
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And the next morning Chang noticed that 
Foon Tam’s shop was closed, its door locked. 
He rattled the doorknob and tapped on the 
glass, but the slant-eyed tobacconist did not 
appear. On making inquiries among the 
neighboring shopkeepers, Chang learned that 
Foon Tam had departed hurriedly for a distant 
city, to visit an uncle seized with sudden 
illness.  

“This story of Foon Tam’s is as false as 
May Lim’s tale of pain-devils,” Chang said to 
himself. “He has gone away because Gow Yat 
has bribed him to make this trip. With Foon 
Tam absent, I will be alone in the building. 
Hoya! The evil Manchu prepares to strike!”  

When would the blow fall? Today? 
Tomorrow? And what means of attack would 
the Manchu use? One thing was certain: Gow 
Yat would have a plan—a clever plan. 

Pondering these matters, Chang went out 
for his mid-day meal, going, as was his 
custom, to the Little Shanghai Restaurant on 
Mulberry Lane. But there a surprise awaited 
him—the surprise being the presence of Gow 
Yat the Manchu, seated at a table with a 
tongster named Boh Kai. Boh Kai was a 
regular patron there, but Chang had never 
before seen Gow Yat inside the Little 
Shanghai. 

“I must watch with both eyes, for there is a 
hidden meaning in this,” Chang said to 
himself, and selected a table from which he 
could observe his secret enemy. Gow Yat, 
however, did not look around, and remained 
seemingly unaware of Chang’s presence. 

Presently the Manchu rose to take leave of 
his companion, and Boh Kai said in tones loud 
enough to be heard by every one around them, 
“There will be a small gathering in my humble 
quarters this evening, Gow Yat. Will you 
honor us with your presence? There will be 
rice wine of good vintage, and perhaps a little 
game of fan-tan to make the hours pass 
pleasantly.”  

“Gracious thanks, Boh Kai,” the Manchu 
replied in equally loud voice. “I accept with 

pleasure.” 
Gow Yat bowed and started toward the 

door, then stopped suddenly, as if he had 
noticed Chang for the first time, and crossed 
to his table. 

“Ala wah, Chang Lee,” he greeted, 
smiling amiably. 

“Wah!” Chang replied, his face 
expressionless. 

“All goes well with the Shop of 
Fortunes?” the Manchu asked politely. 

“I cannot complain,” Chang replied. 
“I must pay you a visit sometime,” Gow 

Yat said casually. “It is said that you are very 
clever at reading the Tiles of Fortune.”  

“My door is always open,” Chang said, 
striving to keep his voice firm and even. Then 
he sat staring after the departing Manchu’s 
back. 

“Hao! The hour is fixed for tonight!” 
Chang breathed, fighting off a sudden feeling 
of panic. “Aye, Gow Yat’s plan is as plain to 
read as black writing upon rice paper. Tonight 
he will come seeking my life, and if suspicion 
falls upon him later, there will be Boh Kai and 
his tongster friends to swear falsely that Gow 
Yat attended their fan-tan game. And there 
will be witnesses from this room to testify that 
at our last meeting Gow Yat and I spoke 
together in friendly fashion. Aye, the 
Manchu’s trap is cleverly prepared!”  

Having lost all further taste for food, 
Chang made a hasty end to his meal and left 
the Little Shanghai. Walking along crowded 
Mulberry Lane, he paused mechanically 
before the windows of the Double Dragon Art 
Shop. Looking in at the rose-crystal Kwan 
Yin, still on display, he thought of his chance 
meeting with Meng Tai the apothecary at this 
very spot—the fateful encounter that had 
opened his eyes to Gow Yat’s evil scheming. 

Then he heard someone callout “Hola, 
Sah-jin!” and Chang turned his head to see 
tall, red-haired Sergeant O’Hara of the 
Chinatown Squad passing by. A sudden 
temptation came to him to rush forward, 
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intercept the broad-shouldered, keen-eyed 
Blue Coat Man and pour out his story. 

But at the same moment Chang became 
aware of a yellow man who had drifted up 
behind him, and stood looking in at the side 
window of the Double Dragon. His back was 
turned, so that Chang could not see the face 
under the round black Chinese hat. Was this 
merely a casual stroller, looking idly into shop 
windows, or one of the Manchu’s men? 

So Chang Lee hesitated, and Sergeant 
O’Hara passed from sight. After all, what help 
could the Blue Coat Sah-jin give him? True, 
the Sah-jin knew Gow Yat for a man of evil, 
but he would demand proof of this story—
proof in strict accordance with Rice Face Law. 

And Chang Lee, like so many of his slant-
eyed brethren, mistrusted both the efficiency 
and justice of the white man’s law. Gow Yat 
was clever—too clever for the Blue Coat Men. 
If the Manchu’s original plan was frustrated, 
he would only make another, and another, 
until he reached his goal. 

 
S CHANG turned into Half Moon Street 
he glanced over his shoulder. The yellow 

stranger from the Double Dragon was still 
trailing along behind him, idling from one 
shop window to another. 

Chang put in a nervous, restless afternoon, 
marking the flight of time by the sombre 
strokes of St. Mary’s iron bell. He found 
himself growing tense at the slightest sound, 
listening with straining ears for stealthy 
footsteps on the outer stairs, and making half a 
hundred trips to the front windows to peer 
down uneasily into Half Moon Street. 

“Tsai!” he admonished himself angrily. 
“Why do I tremble and fill myself with dread? 
There is no danger while the sun shines. Gow 
Yat will make no move until the hours of 
darkness.”  

But Chang was mistaken about Gow Yat, 
for the Manchu came in broad daylight, 
treading firmly and openly on the staircase, 
rapping briskly on the door before he opened 

it. Then he stood grinning affably upon the 
threshold, glancing casually about the room, 
filled now with the gold-flecked glory of a 
fiery sun standing almost level with the roof-
tops.  

“Gow Yat!” Chang gasped, his hand 
jerking involuntarily toward his hidden gun, 
but even the reassuring feel of the lethal 
weapon under his fingers could not dispel the 
wild surge of panic that swept through him.  

The Manchu moved forward, his figure 
looming up momentarily as a sinister black 
shadow crossing the dazzling cascade of late 
sunlight. Chang’s fingers tightened on the 
concealed gun as Gow Yat’s hand reached 
toward his pocket—but the Manchu only drew 
out a leechee nut. 

“You see, Chang Lee, I keep my promise 
to call upon you,” the Manchu said, smiling 
affably as he cracked open the leechee. 

Chang forced his voice into normal tones. 
“You wish a reading of the Tiles of Fortune?” 

“Yes—yes,” Gow Yat agreed, nodding. “It 
is this way, Chang Lee. Tonight I play fan-tan 
with the honorable Boh Kai and his friends. 
The stakes will be high—very high. So I wish 
to know whether I am destined to win—or 
lose.”  

“I shall do my best for you, Gow Yat,” 
Chang replied mechanically. “Be seated, 
please, at the Table of Consultation.”  

When the Manchu was seated at the small, 
square table, Chang took a piece of yellow 
chalk and sketched a swift design on its 
smooth, red-painted top. Then he picked up 
the leather pouch containing the Tiles of 
Fortune and proceeded with his ritual. 

“Draw!” he said, holding the open pouch 
before Gow Yat. And as the Manchu pulled 
out the carved bone markers, Chang tried to 
control the nervous shaking of his fingers as 
he placed the Tiles in position along the chalk 
pattern. 

And Chang remained standing, one eye 
warily watching the Manchu’s least 
movement, the other on the Tiles of Fortune. 

A 
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Gow Yat sat back at ease, eating leechees. 
“What say the magic markers, Chang Lee?” 
he asked, a faintly skeptical smile on his flat, 
pock-marked face. 

“The sign of Liu Hai the Money God has 
not appeared,” Chang replied slowly, scanning 
the Tiles. “Nor the markers of Gain and Loss. 
The Lords of Destiny do not answer.” 

Gow Yat gave a derisive snort. “It is a 
most convenient silence for you, Chang Lee,” 
he sneered. “It saves you from the risk of 
making a bad guess as to the outcome of 
tonight’s gaming.”  

Chang straightened angrily. “Hear me, 
Gow Yat! I read only what appears upon the 
Tiles! When there is no message, I remain 
silent!” 

The Manchu grinned. “Do not be angry, 
Chang Lee. I came here only out of curiosity. 
For myself, I have no need of your Tiles of 
Fortune. Always I carry my jade choy—my 
luck-piece,” and he held up a thin wedge of 
moon-silver jade, its intricate carvings worn 
flat by long handling. 

Then Gow Yat stood up, reaching into his 
money-pocket. “What is your charge, Chang 
Lee?” he asked. 

“Nothing!” Chang replied. “When there is 
no answer, I make no fee.”  

“So you are proud, as well as honest?” the 
Manchu chuckled. “Hoya! Will these silent 
Lords of Destiny fill your rice bowl when it is 
empty? I shall leave a small token payment, at 
least, for your trouble.”  

And Gow Yat tossed a silver dollar onto 
the red-topped table. Chang made no move to 
touch it as the coin spun on its edge among the 
bone tiles, then subsided with a long, metallic 
quivering. The Manchu moved toward the 
door, lighting a cigar as he went. 

“Since the Lords of Destiny are silent,” he 
said, “I will make my own prediction to you 
about tonight’s game. I shall win, Chang 
Lee—I shall win!” Grinning and puffing out a 
cloud of pale blue smoke, he closed the door 
behind him. 

For a moment Chang remained 
motionless, listening to the Manchu’s firm 
steps descending the staircase, then he moved 
swiftly across the room and pushed the iron 
bolt into its socket. 

Gow Yat’s departing words—those casual 
words of grim double-meaning—echoed in his 
ear like the muffled thudding of a death-drum. 
Yes, the Manchu would return that night, 
confident that his sinister purpose was 
unsuspected—return as Yo Fei the Destroyer. 

Chang gathered up the Tiles of Fortune 
and returned them to the leather pouch. Then 
he wiped the yellow chalk tracings from the 
tabletop, but he did not touch the silver dollar. 
That was Gow Yat’s dollar—a dollar of 
treachery and betrayal. With that round silver 
coin the Manchu had purchased entrance to 
the Shop of Fortunes, so that he might make a 
leisurely survey of the scene of his intended 
crime. That dollar had bought him knowledge 
of the bolt on the door, and perhaps suspicion 
of a hidden gun. Aye, Gow Yat had received 
good value for his money. 

Then Chang stood staring down at 
something that lay on the floor under the chair 
Gow Yat had used—a small, oblong object 
almost unnoticeable against the pale-colored 
straw matting. It was the Manchu’s moon-jade 
choy! 

With a deep, hissing breath Chang bent 
down and picked up the jade luck-piece. Here 
was another link in the Manchu’s chain of 
destruction. Gow Yat had purposely left the 
choy behind, so that he would have a plausible 
excuse for his return later on. 

In sudden panic Chang’s glance darted 
wildly around the room. What would he do 
when Gow Yat returned and knocked on the 
door? Should he open, gun in hand, and shoot 
the man of evil as he stood upon the threshold, 
trusting to the Rice Face Law for justice and 
understanding? 

Or should he trust to the bolted door and 
not answer the Manchu’s summons, staying 
crouched here in the darkness? But that would 
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only delay the inevitable, for all the 
tomorrows belonged to Gow Yat, and he 
would never, never be safe from the Manchu’s 
treachery. 

Chang looked with bitter hatred upon the 
silver dollar, lying solitary on the red-topped 
table, a visible symbol of Gow Yat’ s cunning. 

A silver piece was a strange thing—there 
was great good in it, or great evil, according to 
its use. With a silver dollar one man bought a 
packet of hand-painted prayers to honor his 
ancestral dead, while another purchased 
stupefied oblivion from a bottle of yen shee or 
a pipeful of forbidden chandoo. Gow Yat had 
used this dollar as a down payment on murder. 

Chang Lee paced slowly around the table, 
his eyes fastened on that deadly dollar. Then 
he sat down, leaning forward intently on his 
elbows, staring at the coin as though it were a 
silver mirror in which he could read the Scroll 
of Things-to-Come. 

“Hai!” Chang exclaimed suddenly, and 
sprang to his feet, casting a swift glance 
through the windows. The great brazen ball of 
the sun had dipped below the rooftops, and the 
room was filled now with a pale golden mist 
that would soon deepen into twilight. 

Hunting out a small piece of cotton cloth, 
Chang dropped it over the silver dollar, lifting 
it as though it were a thing venomous and 
unclean. And with the wadded cloth clutched 
tightly in his hand, he put on his hat, locked 
the door behind him, and hurried down the 
staircase. Through Half Moon Street he went, 
then along Mulberry Lane to the shop of his 
friend Kim Yao the goldsmith, who was just 
about to close his doors when Chang arrived, 
breathless. 

“Kim Yao, I have a Number One favor to 
ask of you,” Chang blurted hastily. “I have 
urgent need of your workroom. Will you lend 
it to me—and ask no questions as to my 
purpose?”  

The goldsmith threw a startled glance at 
Chang, but when he saw the agitation ablaze 
on his friend’s face, he choked back all 

questions. “Enter!” he said, holding the door 
wide. 

Chang hastened through the outer shop to 
the workroom, and made straight for the 
goldsmith’s portable forge. Kindling a small 
fire, he built it up with blocks of charcoal, 
then began to work the lever of the bellows 
until the first ruby glow was whipped up into a 
searing white glare. 

Kim Yao watched all this rapid 
preparation with puzzled curiosity. “If I can be 
of help, Chang Lee—” he offered.  

“Thank you—no!” Chang said hastily, his 
face a shining copper mask as he bent over the 
glowing forge. “Indeed, Kim Yao, it were 
wiser if you went away for a few minutes, so 
that if you are questioned later, you may have 
no knowledge of my purpose.” 

“Wah!” the goldsmith said briefly, and 
busied himself in the outer shop until he heard 
Chang call to him. When he returned to the 
workroom, the fire in the forge was already 
dying, and Chang Lee was wiping the sweat 
from his face and neck and arms. 

“Ten thousand thanks, Kim Yao!” Chang 
said. “You are indeed my friend, tried and 
proven. I must depart at once, for tonight time 
is an arrow.”  

So Chang Lee hurried back to Half Moon 
Street through the gathering twilight, not 
drawing a deep breath until he was safely 
behind the bolted door of the Shop of 
Fortunes. Immediately he moved the red-
topped table into the center of the room. On it 
he placed Gow Yat’s jade choy, a jar of 
writing brushes, ink-pots, and paper. 

Then, with all the lights turned on, Chang 
Lee sat down to wait, to watch, to listen. Nine 
o’clock struck from St. Mary’s steeple, then 
ten o’clock, and Half Moon Street began to 
grow quiet, so quiet that he could hear the 
occasional banging of a distant door or the 
pad-pad of footsteps as some one passed along 
the deserted pavements. But Chang sat 
motionless as a spectacled Buddha, his eyes 
fixed unwaveringly on the bolted door. 
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And then Chang heard his street door open 
and close again, and footsteps mounting the 
staircase. He half rose in his chair, heart 
thumping wildly as he strained his ears to 
discover if other and stealthier footsteps 
followed in the wake of the Manchu’s bold, 
firm tread. 

Now came a brisk rapping on the door, 
and Gow Yat’s voice, calling “Hai! Open, 
Chang Lee! Open!”  

Silently Chang crept across the floor, then 
with lightning speed slid back the bolt and 
whipped open the door. The Manchu stood 
confidently upon the threshold, grinning, the 
customary cigar clamped between his teeth. 

“An unexpected return, Chang Lee,” he 
explained glibly. “It seems I have misplaced 
my jade choy, and I thought—hai!” The 
exclamation jerked from Gow Yat’s lips, and 
the easy grin vanished as the startled Manchu 
took a hasty step backward from the blue-
barreled pistol leveled at him. 

“Enter!” Chang commanded. “We will 
speak of your jade choy, Gow Yat—and of 
other matters!”  

“Hoya!” the Manchu stammered. “Have 
you gone mad, Chang Lee? Is this the way to 
greet a visitor?”  

“Aye—when that visitor comes with evil 
purpose!” And without removing his eyes 
from the staring Manchu, Chang kicked the 
door shut and rammed the bolt into its socket. 

“Now we are alone, and free of 
interruptions,” Chang said in a level voice. 
“Let us not waste time and breath in useless 
words. I know that you come here seeking my 
life, so that you may have Toy-an, my 
betrothed, for yourself. Your whole plan is 
known to me, from Moy Lim’s false illness 
and Foon Tam’s false journey, to Boh Kai’s 
false fan-tan game! But your plan has failed, 
Gow Yat—it is you who have fallen into your 
own trap!” 

 
 GRAYISH pallor spread over the 
Manchu’s face as he stumbled backwards 

step by step before the advancing pistol. “Do 
you – would you kill me in cold blood, Chang 
Lee?” he asked desperately. “It will be 
murder—murder! And you will die for it! 
Remember the Rice Face Law, Chang Lee! It 
will demand an eye for an eye, a life for a 
life!” 

“I will risk the Rice Face Law,” Chang 
declared. “The Blue Coat Sah-jin is a man of 
justice. Moy Lim and Foon Tam and Boh Kai 
shall be forced to speak the truth!”  

Chang moved closer, the gun unwavering. 
“I give you one chance for your life, Gow Yat. 
I want a paper-writing in your hand, 
confessing that you have laid plans against my 
life, and swearing by the Triple Oath of Milo 
Fo that you will never again lift your hand 
against myself, or against Toy-an, or Wing 
Tai, her father.”  

The Manchu licked his dry lips, staring at 
Chang with hard, glittering eyes. “And if I 
refuse?” he asked hoarsely. 

“You stand now between life and death,” 
was Chang’s grim reply. “Chose – and 
quickly!”  

Gow Yat’s glance flicked around him with 
the frozen fury of a cornered animal, but his 
eyes returned to the blue-barreled pistol. “I 
will write,” he announced sullenly.  

“There are brushes, ink, and paper upon 
the red table,” Chang directed. “And 
remember, Gow Yat, if you are ever tempted 
to break your sacred oath, your signed writing 
will be in the possession of Lee Shu the 
banker, to be opened and read in the hour of 
my death.”  

Scowling, the Manchu seated himself at 
the table. For a few minutes there was no 
sound in the room save a faint crackling as 
Gow Yat’s writing-brush moved over the thin 
paper. When he had finished, he glanced over 
the written words, signed his name with angry 
vigor, and thrust the paper across the table. 

“Wang pu tau!” he swore bitterly. “You 
have outwitted me, Chang Lee! It is a deed of 
which few can boast.” A 
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But as Chang reached out for the paper, 
the treacherous Manchu put both hands 
against the edge of the table and drove it like a 
battering-ram against Chang’s middle. 

Chang let out a sharp cry, doubling over 
and gasping from the impact. Gow Yat’s hand 
darted out and snatched the pistol from 
Chang’s lax grasp, while with the other hand 
he smashed at Chang’s jaw, sending him 
crashing head over heels. 

“Hai! Now it is my turn!” Gow Yat spat 
out exultantly, waving the pistol. Stooping 
swiftly, he recovered his signed confession 
and thrust it into his pocket. “Where now is 
your written proof, my clever little fool?” he 
challenged, grinning. “You see what happens 
when one tries to match wits with Gow Yat 
the Manchu!”  

Chang Lee climbed painfully to his feet, 
swaying a little unsteadily as he faced the 
grinning Manchu. “You are a man of Number 
One evil, Gow Yat,” he said slowly but 
clearly, in tones of measured judgment. “You 
have lived by evil—you will die by evil. The 
Lords of Destiny are grown weary of you, 
Gow Yat.”  

The Manchu laughed. “What know you of 
the Lords of Destiny?” he scoffed. 

“Tonight I speak for them,” Chang 
answered gravely. “Look closely into my 
eyes, Gow Yat. Do you see there any trace of 
fear? And hearken well to this, Manchu, for it 
is no idle boast—you are still my prisoner, 
despite the gun in your hand!”  

Gow Yat’s eyes narrowed angrily. “What 
is the hidden meaning of these words? Speak 
plainly!” 

“Wah! I will speak plainly,” Chang 
replied. “Do you take me for a fool, to have 
trusted one who makes open boast of his 
trickery and treachery? You have made no 
move tonight, Manchu, that was not 
foreseen—and prepared for! Beware! I give 
you warning—if you seek to kill me, you 
yourself will die!” 

“Enough of words!” the Manchu snarled, 
tightening his finger on the trigger. “We shall 
see now whose life is at stake!”  

“Beware—” Chang cried out once more, 
but he saw only pitiless death in Gow Yat’s 
eyes and hurled himself headlong to the floor 
as the Manchu pulled the trigger. 

A roaring blast like a cannon shot 
shattered the air as the blue-barreled pistol 
seemed to explode in Gow Yat’ s hand. Flying 
fragments of metal buried themselves in wall 
and ceiling—across the room a copper kettle 
vibrated like a struck gong, a silken painting 
slithered down the wall, and a Kang-hsi vase 
split into a hundred pieces. Gow Yat 
stumbling backward, one arm outflung, 
screaming in pain and terror as he fell. 

 
T WAS late the next day that Chang Lee, 
Chinatown’s man of magic and teller of 

fortunes, stood on the white stone steps of the 
Twelfth Precinct with tall, red-haired Sergeant 
O’Hara, who had conducted the police 
investigation into Gow Yat’s death. 

“You say I am now free to depart, Sah-
jin?” Chang asked politely. 

“That’s right,” Sergeant O’Hara replied. 
“I’m sorry we had to hold you here so long, 
Chang, but we’ve got to do these things 
according to regulations. After all, it was your 
gun that caused Gow Yat’s death, and we had 
to check up on your story about what 
happened.”  

“Gracious thanks, Sah-jin,” Chang said, 
bowing. “You have been most kind and just 
during my stay in the police yamen.”  

Sergeant O’Hara looked at him 
reflectively “You know, Chang, you’re a very 
lucky man. It was a smart idea to scare Gow 
Yat into making a written confession, but you 
might’ve known he’d try some kind of trick to 
turn the tables on you afterwards. And if you 
tried to shoot Gow Yat with that pistol of 
yours, it would’ve blown your head off, 
instead of his.”  

I
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“At times the Lords of Destiny move in 
ways that are inscrutable to men,” Clang 
murmured. 

“Yes, you sure were lucky,” O’Hara 
repeated. “It’s only one chance in about fifty 
thousand that a bullet gets wedged in the 
firing chamber and makes the gun blow up 
like a dynamite bomb.”  

“Gow Yat was a man of great evil,” Chang 
said. “He was seeking to kill me when he 
brought death upon himself. It is clearly a case 
of even-handed justice.” 

“Yes, he had it coming to him, all right,” 
O’Hara declared. “Chinatown will be a better 
place, with that Manchu six feet underground. 
Well, so long, Chang—I’ll be seeing you.”  

Again Chang Lee bowed politely, and was 
just going down the Precinct steps when 
O’Hara’s voice followed him. 

“Just a moment, Chang. There’s one more 
thing.” Sergeant O’Hara was leaning forward, 
holding a small lump of metal between thumb 
and forefinger. “I dug this out of the wall in 
your shop. It’s a lump of melted silver. Funny 
thing is, it’s just about the right size and shape 
to fit into the barrel of the gun that blew up in 
Gow Yat’s face.”  

Chang Lee felt suddenly as if an icy wind 
were blowing along his spine. Had this Blue 
Coat Man discovered the secret of the 
exploding gun—did he know of the silver plug 
that had been poured into the steel barrel, the 

silver from Gow Yat’s dollar, melted down in 
Kim Yao’s forge? 

Chang Lee braced himself for the 
inevitable. Well, let them put him back in the 
iron-doored room. Let this sharp-eyed Blue 
Coat Man prove his case, if he could. After 
all, had he not given the evil Manchu fair 
warning against pulling the trigger? Aye. 
twice over he had warned him. Was it wrong 
to defend one’s life against a ruthless, cold-
blooded killer? 

And then a surprising thing happened 
Sergeant O’Hara jiggled the little lump of 
melted silver in his palm for a moment, then 
slipped it back into his pocket. 

“Chang, I’ve been running this district for 
seventeen years,” O’Hara said. “I know yang 
from yin, as you Chinese put it. I’ve had some 
mighty queer problems dropped into my lap, 
and sometimes I have to make a choice 
between law and justice. That’s all, Chang. So 
long!”  

Chang Lee looked up, bewildered, but 
Sergeant O’Hara was already disappearing 
through the swinging glass doors of the 
Precinct. For a moment Chang stood 
motionless, then, heedless of the stares of 
passersby, he bowed gravely three times 
toward the spot where Sergeant O’Hara had 
stood. For now Chang Lee had a vast new 
respect for this Rice Face Law, and for the 
tall, red-haired Sah-jin who ruled the Streets 
of Han. 

 


