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ANG SOO contemplated the 
future. It lay ahead, a dour 
thing of little promise; and 
that was strange, for within 

the week his bride would arrive on the stage 
coach from San Francisco. He sighed and 
drove the iron across the Mayor’s shirt. 
Damp cloth sizzled, and he racked the iron, 
letting the metal cool. At the moment, 

dejection was his lot; he cared for nothing. 
He was a frustrated man. Life had 

caught up with him and edged on past. And 
when he gazed at the sun-soaked streets of 
Rawhide, Wang Soo felt strangely alone 
and defeated.  

He was a frustrated man. Life had 
caught here none of his people, no temples, 
no fan-tan houses. Here was only a rolling 
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land, Rawhide squatting tiredly in its 
middle. Cattle drives came through here on 
the way to market, weary riders raising hell 
at the saloons until time to push on again. 
This was Rawhide, the place he had thought 
to become an American and rise to 
eminence on frugality and ability. And now 
he was only the “China Boy” who was the 
butt of town jokes, a long-queued shuffling 
Chinese who worked long hours in his 
laundry shop. 

That, too, was galling, for he had been a 
boohow doy of the Hip See Tong. He had 
earned a name and respect with his 
consummate skill in the use of hatchet and 
knife. He had been a man to fear and envy. 

But now, because he thought to be a part 
of this new country in all ways, those tricks 
of the past were laid aside. He wondered, 
now, if perhaps he hadn’t made an error in 
his plans.  

He rolled a cigarette, failing as usual to 
accomplish it with one hand, and leaned 
against the door’s edge. Wistfully he stared 
at the posse riding down the street in its new 
search for Will Turkin and his gang. Rude 
laughter had greeted his offer to ride along. 

“Get back to your laundry, China boy,” 
Sheriff Benson had advised; and he had 
walked away, forgetting the bow-legged 
swagger he had practiced secretly in the 
seclusion of his laundry yard. 

Hurt had lain in him, but his face had 
not lost its smile. He had listened to the 
jibes and then returned to the laundry. For 
the moment he had forgotten his one ride on 
the back of a horse. Now, remembering, he 
was a bit envious of the lean hard men and 
their reckless dash as they straddled their 
horses. Such was not for him, and the 
knowledge was a further blow to his pride. 

Wang Soo sighed dolefully and 
wondered what Mei Mei would say when 
she discovered he had lied in his letters. 
Not, he reasoned, that he had really lied. It 
was only that he was so proud of Rawhide 

and its affairs. Still she might have 
misunderstood. And when she arrived and 
found he neither rode horses nor received 
respect from those of the town, she might be 
hurt. 

She would not truly understand, for on 
Mott Street men had bowed in passing, and 
his name had been high in praise when the 
Elders met. He had been a man of some 
consequence in ‘Frisco; and now she would 
think him a nothing, a nobody. 

He blew pale smoke into the sunlight 
and watched the posse vanish. A dog 
padded wearily through the dust cloud. 
Almost, in his imagination, could he see 
himself with the posse when Turkin’s gang 
was found. 

“Hup!” he would say. “Leach fol the 
moon. This is Wang Soo, homble, blinging 
you back to justice.”  

That was, of course, in his imagination. 
In truth, he would finish the Mayor’s 

shirts and then wash and iron Missus 
Grady’s laundry. Lino Trujillo had brought 
it an hour before, his ancient Mexican face 
failing to return Wang Soo’s smile. 

Wang Soo shrugged, then flipped the 
cigarette away. He turned to the iron, testing 
it with his finger. It was too cold now, and 
he swore in petulant Cantonese. Trouble, 
trouble, trouble! It was enough to try the 
patience of Kwan Yin. 

He drew another iron from the stove top, 
then placed it aside to cool. Inadvertently, 
his head brushed a clothesline, and his cap 
came free. A pin slipped, and his queue fell, 
tip brushing the floor in coils. He lifted it 
gently, wiping it before recoiling and 
pinning it into place again. Thirty years now 
had it remained uncut, and it was fully long 
enough to touch the floor and reach upward 
again to his waist. It was braided in the five 
strands of custom, and it gleamed oilily-
black in his steam-marked fingers as he 
pinned it in a neat bun on his head. 

The iron was at the right heat now, and 
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he smoothed the last of the Mayor’s shirts. 
He worked absently, Mei Mei’s piquant 
image floating in his mind. He smiled 
blankly at the wall, still as smitten as he had 
been the day he first met her in Yat Sing’s 
home. 

 
ER price had been great, of course, but 
he had not counted the cost. She was 

small-boned and slim, and her teeth 
sparkled like the whitest of china when she 
laughed. She had been maidenly, too, not 
forward like some. 

He had spoken to her but once, as 
custom demanded, but she had said she 
wanted him, and he had promised to send 
for her. Now she was to arrive, her slave-
debt paid, plus a bit for Yat Sing’s profit. 
Here she would be a help, as well as a wife, 
and—he chuckled in masculine 
embarrassment at the thought—perhaps 
bear him sons to carry his family name into 
the future.  

“Aaiiee!” he said to himself. “It is a fine 
thing.”  

But even so, he wondered what she 
would say when she found he was no longer 
a man of stature. Her love would remain, of 
course, but in her mind he would never 
loom so large again.  

Sighing, he opened Missus Grady’s 
bundle, plucking the note from the top of 
the clothing and turning it over in his 
fingers. It was in English, and that he could 
not read. But he had received notes before, 
and the barber was always willing to 
translate for him. 

He slipped bare feet into crimson-soled 
slippers, and left the laundry, padding along 
the board walk to the barber shop. Despite 
himself, happiness lay in his heart, and he 
hummed a faint melody in time to his steps. 

Keever, the barber, glanced up from 
stropping a razor, then grinned in superior 
friendliness. 

“ ‘Morning, Wang Soo,” he said. “I hear 
tell you tried to ride with the posse.” His 
grin broadened. “Only way you ever ride is 
to glue yourself on.”  

Wang Soo smiled unabashedly. “Some 
day I lide holse, you see,” he said hopefully, 
extending the note. “Please to tell what 
glacious lady say.”  

Keever smoothed back too-slick hair, 
studying the note. “It says,” he declared, “ 
‘Please do this laundry as soon as possible 
and return. I cannot do it myself, for I’ve 
hurt my shoulder in exactly the same way as 
I did last time.’ ”  

“Thank you,” Wang Soo said formally.  
He bowed ceremoniously and retrieved 

the note. He padded from the shop, ignoring 
the last jest of the barber. Sometimes, and 
especially when Keever said them, jokes 
wore thin on repeated hearings. He felt a 
sense of sympathy for Missus Grady. Even 
at her age, she was usually self-sufficient. 
She lived alone, except for Lino Trujillo, 
her Mexican hand, who was almost as old 
as she. Her husband had been murdered by 
rustlers a few months before, and she had 
fought at his side as she had fought Indians 
years before.  

Wang Soo clucked his tongue. This was 
1861, but even so, women could not be so 
modern as to think themselves completely 
self-sufficient.  

He stretched his arms looseningly, glad 
his shoulder was not injured. Long hours 
over a tub had swelled the muscles of his 
back and arms, and he knew how helpless 
she must be feeling. The last time she had 
been crippled had been when she used a 
Sharps rifle to fight the rustlers. The huge 
gun had almost broken her shoulder. And 
now, as her note said, she was injured the 
same— 

“Aaiiee!” Wang Soo said in sudden 
wonder. 

He blinked at a hitched horse, and the 
bay blubbered its lips in disdain. But he 
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gave no heed. 
“The same way!” he whispered. 
A Sharps rifle? 
Rustlers? 
Trouble? 
Will Turkin! 
Now Wang Soo was an intelligent man. 

Daily he bent over his tubs, perspiration 
runneling from his body. But at night, he 
read from the classics, for he was ambitious. 
As a boohow doy for the Hip Sees, his mind 
had worked as competently as his blades. 
And now, with the slightest of clues 
clutched in his fingers, he revolved thoughts 
and ideas, and found an answer. 

It was a logical answer. Turkin and his 
gang were penned up in the country. They 
had bungled the bank robbery, killing two 
men, and a posse had been on their trail 
within minutes after they took flight. 

To the North lay the badlands, and only 
fools would try to penetrate their canyoned 
depths. The stage coach had carried the 
robbery news to the West, and posses had 
ridden for the East and South. 

But Turkin must have turned like a shot-
stung lobo, doubling back; and, if Wang 
Soo’s deductions were correct, he and his 
gang were using Missus Grady’s Lazy S 
spread for a hideout. 

Wang Soo paced deliberately to his 
laundry and perched on the edge of the 
ironing table. He rolled and lit a cigarette 
and smoked thoughtfully. His first impulse 
had been to spread his suspicions. But 
remembering the rude laughter he brought 
to almost everybody, he nursed his pride 
and thought of other ways. The logical man 
to notify would be the sheriff, but the man 
was riding with his posse along the edge of 
the badlands. 

A thought intruded, and Wang Soo 
scanned it closely. Here, indeed, was a 
moment for which he had waited overlong. 
If Turkin was hiding at the Lazy S, then he 

might be able to capture him and thus build 
a reputation before Mei Mei arrived. 

He smiled grimly at the thought, feeling 
no fear, his finger tracing a white cicatrice 
along his right arm where a tong knife had 
slit in passing. He had met men like Turkin 
before. 

The table creaked as he slid to the floor. 
He poured steaming water into a tub and 
mixed in strong yellow soap. He washed 
clothes quickly, foamy suds rising to his 
elbow. Within an hour, Missus Grady’s 
laundry was ironed and he was making final 
preparations. 

He hid his old tong knife, hatchet and 
revolver in the bundle and then wrapped 
everything in a battered sheet he used when 
making deliveries. He lit a stick of incense 
before the statue of Kwan Yin in his 
sleeping room, thumbing his chin 
respectfully and calling upon several 
ancient gods for guidance and aid. 

Then he slipped into his kimono coat of 
red-dyed cotton, changing his slippers for 
stout shoes of leather. Shouldering the 
bundle of clothing, he pulled the door of the 
laundry to, and strode along the dusty street. 

“Better ride; the walking’s hot!” Keever 
called mockingly from his shop, and Wang 
Soo forced a smile and then walked on. 

 
E WENT swiftly, almost at a run, for 
in him lay sturdy strength which never 

waned. The miles fell behind, and he 
wished again he could ride as others did. 
Cowboys had it easy, he thought, for their 
mounts did all the work. 

Far away, the mountains were low-flung 
clouds on the horizon, and Wang Soo 
remembered his one visit there. The air had 
been cool and tangy of pine. Some day, he 
and Mei Mei would visit there for a time, he 
thought. 

He came to the top of a low hill and 
took the road to the left. A weathered sign 
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bore the Lazy S mark, branded into the 
wood, and caution entered his mind. 

If he were right, Turkin and his gang 
hiding here, he was walking straight into a 
dragon’s den. He would be one man among 
four, and those were odds which would give 
trouble to anyone. But because he had cast 
the dice of his fortune, he must follow the 
roll, and so he went on. He felt the slight 
beating of a vein at his throat, and suddenly 
the mildness was gone from his round 
features, leaving them hard and flat-planed. 

He saw the house and outbuildings and 
did not slow his even pace, a bland smile 
suddenly about his mouth. He followed the 
corral fence, seeing the shadows of horses 
in the chinkpole stable. Elation touched 
him, for there was no need for Missus 
Grady to have so many now. 

He saw a curtain move at the house 
window, and artfully, his shoulders rounded 
and he was suddenly smaller than his real 
size. He shuffled along the side of the house 
and tapped on the rear door. Echoes ran 
through the rooms. A windmill creaked 
tinnily. 

He knocked again, and when the door 
finally swung open, he smiled blandly and 
inoffensively. 

“Laundly fol Missus Glady,” he 
announced to the bearded man. 

“I’ll take it,” the man said. 
“No!” Wang Soo drew back. “One 

dollal owed Wang Soo. No gyp this time. I 
see Missus Glady and collect.”  

“I said I’d take it, China boy!”  
He was a big man, bushy-faced and 

suspicious. His hand was twice the size of 
Wang Soo’s and three times as dirty. 

“Who you?” Wang Soo asked patiently. 
“The new foreman,” Bushy-face 

answered. “Gimme the laundry.”  
“I see Missus Glady.”  
Wang Soo was an irresistible force. 

Unless Bushy-face wanted trouble, he 
would have to give in. 

Bushy-face wanted trouble. 
His free hand came into sight, and a gun 

was in it. Wang Soo swallowed. The muzzle 
gaped like a tunnel in his face.  

“Aaiiee!” he wailed softly. 
“Get in here,” Bushy-face ordered.  
Wang Soo followed orders. He sidled 

past the gunman and across the kitchen. He 
stepped into the living room, and men stared 
with hard eyes. Missus Grady sat in a chair, 
a mustached man at her side. 

“How do,” Wang Soo said 
ceremoniously. 

“Oh, Wang, and I counted on you!” 
Missus Grady said in lost hope.  

“I told you, Will, that note meant 
something!” Bushy-face said. 

Wang Soo was backing, step by slow 
step, as though frightened. 

“Search him,” Will Turkin snapped.  
Wang Soo found the knife. His fingers 

caught the tip and drew it in a fleeting 
movement. He flipped the knife in a vicious 
tongman’s cast, and when it struck, Bushy-
face cried out, gun dropping from his 
skewered hand.  

Then Wang Soo had his revolver free, 
and he was again a boohow doy of the Hip 
Sees.  

“Leach fol the moon, hombles,” he said. 
A rocket exploded in his head. It burst 

in violet flame, and he was falling forward, 
blasted from his feet. He fell slackly, 
pawing at the floor, and then all sensation 
died away.  

He awoke ages later, spluttering through 
water which drenched his head. Pain was a 
bell clapper in his skull, bouncing from side 
to side. He was sitting, back against the 
wall, so weak he almost toppled. 

“Wall right, China boy,” Turkin said 
thinly. “Who else knows we’re here?”  

Wang Soo fought clearness into his 
mind. He shook his head, staring at the 
outlaw. Coldness came to him when he saw 
the man’s eyes. He’d seen such eyes before. 
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They held no expression and no life. They 
were dirty ice, and in them lay no 
semblance of mercy.  

“Who—” Turkin began again. 
“Hundleds, thousands!” Wang Soo spat 

his answer. “Lanch all sullounded. You 
sullendel quick, you no get killed.”  

Will Turkin straightened, balling one 
fist into the other palm. His gaze swung to 
where Bushy-face was having his wrist 
bound with a dirty handkerchief. Bushy-
face swore monotonously, his eyes hating 
Wang Soo. 

“I warned you,” Missus Grady said 
acidly. “You better run for it while you still 
can.” 

Wang Soo was very proud of her. She 
was tiny and white-haired, utterly impotent 
in the midst of the sweaty dirty robbers, but 
her chin was stubborn and brave. 

“Shut up!” Turkin snapped. “You’ve 
been too smart all along.”  

“Don’t think everybody’s as ignorant as 
you.”  

“Shut up, I said,” Turkin snarled, and he 
slashed his open palm across the old 
woman’s face. 

Wang Soo didn’t move. He saw the 
slow tears of anger and humiliation well in 
Missus Grady’s eyes, yet he made no move. 
He had played his part like a child, and now 
he must wait until the dice of his fortune 
rolled again. 

“Kratt, you stay here and watch,” Will 
Turkin said in sudden decision. “Me and the 
boys will take a looksee.” He grinned at the 
woman. “I think China boy is lying, but 
even if he isn’t, nobody’ll shoot as long as 
we hold you.”  

“You dirty coward!” Missus Grady said 
defiantly. 

“Watch ‘em, Kratt,” Turkin said shortly, 
and turned away. 

Bushy-face nodded and lifted his 
revolver. Blood stained the kerchief on his 

wrist, but he handled the gun with easy 
familiarity in his left hand. 

“I hope they give me trouble,” he said 
heavily. 

The three outlaws left, stringing through 
the kitchen door. Their eyes stared blankly 
at Wang Soo, and all their eyes were the 
same, incurious, unhuman, like those of 
men who saw death reaching and knew they 
could not win. 

Then they were gone, and seconds later, 
the drumming of hooves sounded and died 
away.  

“I’m sorry, Wang Soo,” Missus Grady 
said. “I thought you might figure out the 
note and bring help.”  

“I undelstand the note,” Wang Soo 
admitted ruefully. “But posse gone, and I 
aflaid people laugh at me when I say I know 
Tulkin gang on lanch. I come alone.”  

“Good!” Kratt stood. “That’s what I 
wanted to hear.” He scowled. “Now get up.” 

Missus Grady’s face went white. “You 
wouldn’t dare shoot him in cold blood!”  

“You get up, too,” Kratt ordered. “I 
don’t figure on watching you both in here, 
so get in the kitchen. You’ll be better off in 
the pantry.”  

Wang Soo came slowly to his feet. His 
head ached, and his clothing soaked with 
water. Yet there was dignity in him as he 
went forward and aided the old woman 
from the chair. Anger burned in his eyes 
when he saw the bruises on her thin arms 
and face.  

“Speed it up,” Kratt said nastily.  
They moved before the menace of the 

gun. The pantry was at their right, its door 
pierced by a foot-square glassless window. 
Missus Grady entered, followed by Wang 
Soo, and then the door was shut.  

Kratt grinned through the opening. “Be 
smart and you won’t get hurt,”  

He pulled a chair before the door, tilting 
back on its rear legs. He flexed the muscles 
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of his right hand, wincing at the pain in his 
wrist. 

“You’re lucky I don’t blow a hole in 
your belly,” he said to Wang Soo.  

The little Chinese said nothing, turning 
to study the closet. Jars were stacked neatly 
on the shelves. He prowled the small space, 
searching for anything which might be used 
for a weapon.  

There was nothing with which to face 
the gun in Kratt’s hand. He thought of 
breaking jars and using splinters of glass as 
knives, but knew the outlaw would react too 
promptly for the plan to work. At last he 
spread his hands philosophically. 

“No can do, “he said. 
“I know,” Missus Grady said wearily. “I 

know.” 
 
HE minutes dragged. Wang Soo swore 
at his stupidity in letting an outside 

guard sneak into the house and pistol-whip 
him unconscious. His brain ached, and his 
exploring fingers found a double bruise of 
sore flesh on his scalp. 

His queue was soaked, of course, and he 
unpinned it and let it fall, stripping water 
with tightened fingers. Missus Grady 
watched, and despite the moment, he 
displayed the queue in silent pride. 

He used his kimono coat to dry the 
supple length of hair. He touched the five 
strand braid reverently. With this he 
expected to be yanked into Heaven when he 
died. Too, all Chinese wore queues in 
memory of the Empress. 

He coiled it slowly, winding it about his 
hand. It was almost like the hair ropes some 
cowboys wove in spare time from horse 
hair, except that it was more supple and 
shone with life. It was much like the ropes 
which would hang the Turkin gang some 
day. 

Wang Soo paused, held in thrall by a 
single fleeting thought. He nurtured it, 
letting it grow, and his eyes narrowed in 

concentration. He stared blankly at the old 
woman for a moment, then peered through 
the door opening. Kratt, certain of his 
dominance, was completely inattentive. 

A smile came to Wang Soo’s mouth. 
Swiftly, he fashioned a running noose in the 
end of his queue, knotting it securely, then 
sliding the loop open. He held the queer 
rope up, admiring it, and winked at Missus 
Grady. 

It was long enough, he judged, and he 
turned back to the door. Missus Grady was 
silent, the sheen of incredulous admiration 
in her eyes. 

Wang Soo edged to the small window, 
amused, despite the seriousness of the 
moment, at what he planned to do. He was 
now a cowboy, without a horse, without a 
cow, and in possession of the strangest lariat 
any cowpoke had ever used.  

He flipped the noose. His head was 
close to the window, and the position was 
awkward. His hand and wrist were barely 
through the hole, and the queue-rope 
dangled in a long loop. Only one try would 
he have.  

Kratt caught the movement. His head 
jerked up, and the noose settled perfectly. 
Amazement lay in his eyes, and he was 
reaching for his gun.  

Wang Soo leaned back, and pain slashed 
at his scalp. Then his hands were pressed 
against the door, and he was braced, 
yanking Kratt from his chair and drawing 
him toward the door. The gun clattered to 
the floor. Kratt squawked, and then his face 
was at the window, purpling, his hands 
clawing at the sinuous living rope.  

He could gain no purchase, his balance 
was gone. He strangled slowly, eyes bulging 
with horror. Missus Grady watched in 
dreadful fascination, but Wang Soo could 
not see, for his head was tilted forward, his 
eyes closed with strain.  

Seconds passed, slow dreadful moments 
in which the scrabbling of Kratt’s boots 
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came weaker and weaker. Finally all sound 
ceased.  

Wang Soo went forward, Kratt’s weight 
dragging him to the door. Pain was in his 
scalp, and his breath was a series of 
whistling gasps in his throat. He pushed 
against the door, and Missus Grady slipped 
through. Tension eased abruptly, and then 
his queue was free, unknotted by skillful 
fingers. Kratt fell to the floor. 

Wang Soo stepped from the pantry, 
thumbing his chin respectfully to the 
memory of Kwan Yin, and then rubbing his 
tender scalp. Now had the dice rolled true 
and fair, and this was the moment for which 
he had waited. 

“We run now,” he said.  
Missus Grady shook her white head. “I 

can’t, Wang Soo,” she said. “They turned 
the buggy horses loose, and I can’t ride in a 
saddle.”  

“But—!” Wang Soo began helplessly.  
“You go for help. Find the sheriff and 

bring him here. I’ll use Kratt’s guns for 
protection until you return. Only hurry.”  

Wang Soo licked his lips, round face 
squeezed in worry. It was a sketchy plan, 
but he could think of no other. And then he 
smiled at the indomitable little woman. 

“Can do,” he said, and darted into the 
living room. 

He retrieved his knife and then tore the 
ripped sheet from the laundry bundle. 
Returning, he tore the sheet into strips and 
deftly bound Kratt’s arms and legs. 
Satisfied the man could not escape, he 
turned and padded toward the outer door. 

“Be careful,” Missus Grady warned, and 
he smiled in return and stepped into the 
sunshine. 

He began to run, and a hundred strides 
later he slowed his pace. He knew 
approximately where the sheriff was, but 
that was a good hour’s travel. His hands 
fisted in sudden impotent futility. 

He heard the sound from the corral and 
whirled in startled speed. Two horses were 
there, bony skulls ugly in the light, eyes 
wicked and insolent. 

“So be it!” Wang Soo told the gods and 
shivered. 

He raced to the corral. The horses 
backed nervously as he slid through the 
gate. Saddles were racked on a side bar, but 
he ignored them. He had never saddled a 
horse; he couldn’t have done the job on a 
stuffed beast. And now, with bony-headed 
monsters moving nervously in the corral, he 
felt a nerve tic in his throat. He paused; 
irresolute, not knowing what to do. Bravery 
he had, but it extended only so far. After 
that, sanity took over. 

 
E TRIED to recall how a cowboy 
handled such a situation, and memory 

stirred in his mind. Flapping his arms, he 
hazed a horse into the stable. It shied past 
one stall and entered another. Wang Soo 
went ahead, stripping away his kimono coat. 

He saw Lino Trujillo then. He lay where 
he had fallen, and blood was crusted on his 
shirt. He must have died almost instantly. 

Wang Soo breathed a death prayer to the 
gods, then continued his pacing. The horse 
watched, not moving, ears flattening. 

Wang Soo slid the stall bar into place, 
then entered the adjoining stall, holding the 
coat in both hands. He spoke in soothing 
Cantonese, then flung the coat over the 
horse’s head. The beast quieted instantly.  

Wang Soo sighed. He found the bit and 
slid it carefully beneath the coat, working it 
clumsily into the mouth. The bit finally slid 
into place, and he fumbled for the straps, 
buckling them. 

Sliding the bar back, he led the horse 
from the stall. The horse followed without 
trouble, and they walked into the sunshine. 
Wang Soo marched to the corral fence, 
climbing, and then edged onto the wide bare 
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back. Leaning forward, he drew the coat 
away.  

There was an instant when nothing 
happened.  

Then the horse exploded into 
movement. It went straight up and down, 
stiffened legs giving not at all. Wang Soo 
grunted. The horse whirled, sunfishing, and 
Wang Soo sat on air. Then the ground 
rushed up, and he struck hard, sprawling, 
clutching feebly for support. The horse 
whinnied, its mission accomplished, and 
then raced away, eyes dancing wickedly. 

Wang Soo came groggily to his feet. 
Doggedly, he picked up the kimono coat 

and approached the second horse. It stared 
incuriously, drooling. Gingerly, he flung the 
muffling blindfold and led the horse back to 
the fence. He found another bit and fitted it 
to the horse’s head. His body ached.  

He glared at the horse. He stared bleakly 
at the rolling land. He scowled at thought of 
the coming moments. Somehow, there was 
no envy in him for the cowboys who rode 
so fearlessly and blithely.  

He climbed the fence and gently slid 
astride the wide back. The horse grunted 
tiredly at his weight. The ground seemed a 
thousand feet below. Almost did he decide 
to dismount.  

He breathed a prayer and made a 
decision. For no other than Missus Grady 
and Mei Mei would he make such a 
sacrifice. At best, the ride would be a 
torturous thing, and yet it must be done. 
There was but one way in which it could be 
accomplished. He hoped his ancestors 
would understand. His hand clenched at his 
waist, and he closed his eyes and did the 
deed. 

 
T WAS late in the afternoon, and the 
‘Frisco stage had long since left. But the 

crowd of townspeople still pressed close to 
the bunting-decorated platform. They 
listened and they cheered, and the Mayor’s 

voice went on and on and on. 
Wang Soo stood proudly beside the 

Mayor and sheriff. He was newly dressed 
for this occasion, accoutred in the glorious 
raiment of a cowboy. His olive face beamed 
from beneath the brim of a towering white 
Stetson, and his heart thumped manfully 
behind a red and black checked shirt and tan 
vest of unborn calfskin. His boots gleamed 
in the light, pinching his toes, and the chaps 
were elegantly woolly and heavy. 

He smiled at the crowd, and he saw the 
barber watched in respect now. Mei Mei 
stood at Wang Soo’s side, listening to the 
English words, not truly understanding, 
knowing only that her new husband was a 
man of great importance in Rawhide. 

“M—and so,” the Mayor finished, 
“Wang Soo, our Wang Soo, went alone to 
face the Turkin gang. Intrepidly, he dared to 
risk his life to save that of Missus Grady. 
He faced the entire gang and almost 
subdued them. An accident saved them for 
the moment. Then, while held prisoner, he 
overpowered the guard and escaped.”  

Wang Soo blushed modestly. 
“And then he rode a horse for help, 

bringing back the sheriff’s posse in time to 
capture Turkin and his gang. They’ll hang, 
after a fair trial, but that isn’t important 
now. What is important is that this man 
risked his life and rode a horse barebacked 
to save Missus Grady.”  

His voice rolled on and on, but Wang 
Soo wasn’t listening. He was remembering 
that lonely ride across the plain. The horse 
had learned Wang Soo was master, and he 
had galloped furiously. Wang Soo had 
ridden it until he thought he was splitting up 
the middle, until he wanted nothing more 
than to get down and crawl home as best he 
could. 

But that he would never admit. He had 
found the posse and screamed his message. 
Grim men had turned and thundered away, 
racing into the distance. He had not 
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followed; instead, he had dismounted, his 
legs permanently bowed, or so he thought, 
and hours later staggered into Rawhide, 
battered, tired, completely spent. 

“—and so, on behalf of the people of 
Rawhide and of the directors of the 
Merchants Bank, it gives me great pleasure, 
as mayor of our fair city, to present Wang 
Soo and his lovely bride with this thousand 
dollars in cash and a pair of silver spurs. 
May he put both to good use in the future, 
for Wang Soo is indeed an asset to Rawhide 
and very much of a hombre.” 

 
ANG SOO swallowed, trying hard to 
keep the tears of pride from his eyes. 

Mei Mei’s arm touched his, and he smiled 
deep into her eyes. Never, he knew, if he 
lived a dragon’s age, could he ask for more 
glory for himself than that which he saw in 
her eyes. 

“My fliends—” he began, taking off his 
Stetson.  

“Aaiiee!” Mei Mei gasped. “Wang Soo, 
where is your queue?”  

He beamed at her, swelling his chest 
beneath his cowboy shirt and vest. Pride lay 
in his voice, and he was completely the 
master of the situation.  

“I am an American, what is called here a 
hombre,” he said softly in Cantonese. He 
smoothed his close-cropped jet hair. “I no 
longer wear the queue of the old country.”  

He saw the quick and proud 
understanding in her face, and for a moment 
his conscience twinged faintly. The haircut 
had been a matter of expediency.  

And that, unlike the things ordered by 
custom between man and wife, would be 
forever his secret. On the altar of supreme 
duty had he sacrificed his glorious length of 

hair. He had slashed it away from his head 
with one swoop of his keen knife.   

And then, using it as a rope, laboring 
long over the awkward task, he had 
managed to tie his feet beneath the belly of 
the horse in the Lazy S corral. Tied thus, he 
had ridden for the sheriff and the posse and 
sent them back toward Turkin’s gang. In 
such a manner had he gained eminence in 
the favor of Rawhide and its people. 

He looked at Mei Mei, and his heart 
quivered and trembled like a blob of quince 
jelly. She smiled tremulously, her love a 
vivid thing. He turned his gaze to the people 
of Rawhide, and he saw their respect for 
him, even Keever still now, waiting for his 
words. 

A queue was a small price to pay for 
such esteem. The gods and his ancestors 
would understand; and when the time came 
to join them, they could pull him in by his 
hand. 

His free hand sneaked out and closed 
over Mei Mei’s slender fingers, and he 
glanced at the things extended to him by the 
Mayor. 

The money he could use, but the spurs 
were a problem. Still, they might be good 
teething rings. For he knew he would never 
ride again. 

For a part of the secret he would never 
tell was that he had tied himself to Lino 
Trujillo’s old nag, a horse so decrepit and 
old he could have ridden it standing up. But 
that he would never tell, for a horse was a 
horse, and he had ridden one, and now he 
was truly a son of the West. 

“Fliends and hombles,” he said to all. “I 
am humbly glateful—”  

He was beaming, he was smiling, and 
his words came from his heart. 
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