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The Broken Tael 
by Robert Leslie Bellem 

 
It was a snare of love the bandits set for Fortune’s Rogue ... a beautiful Chinese girl to lure him 
from his trust, to woo him, then to take his life... 
 

 
HE TURGID placidity of the Hwang 
River was like a leprous silver ribbon 
in the moonlight, and upon the silver 
ribbon’s calm surface floated Larry 

Kerrigan’s chartered, flat-bottomed side-
wheel steamboat, riding at anchor. 
 Kerrigan paced the after-deck. Below 
his feet there was a fifty thousand dollar cargo 
of contraband arms; and deep in the pocket of 
his rumpled linen coat his hard fingers 
caressed the jagged edges of a broken silver 
coin—the coin that had brought him here to 
the interior ;the coin that was the key to his 
mission. 
 In the distance, China’s Great Wall 
twisted like a gigantic serpent petrified by the 
moon’s malevolent eye. Sprawled in its  

 
shadows, the village of Ningfu sweltered in 
the hell-hot August night. 
 Bizarre Oriental sounds and 
malodorous Asiatic smells mingled in the 
miasmatic humidity; and in the distance a 
mongrel dog howled with shrill dissonance. In 
the pale light, Kerrigan’s features were stern, 
rough-hewn. Glints of red were reflected in 
his hair, and his tall form was motionless, 
waiting. 
 In the middle of the river he saw a 
native sampan drifting slowly toward his side-
wheeler. The sampan’s lateen sails flapped 
like a great bat’s wings in a stray gust of oven-
heated breeze. The craft bore no riding-lights; 
aboard it were no signs of life, of activity. 
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BRUPTLY, Kerrigan heard a scream. A 
woman’s scream. 
 He tensed, frowned. Something 

white had splashed into the water, over the 
side of the drifting sampan. It disappeared 
under the surface, and concentric circles 
widened ominously over the smooth river. 
Silvery bubbles arose. 
 Kerrigan cursed, whipped off his 
wrinkled coat. That white object had been a 
body—a human body! Someone had either 
leaped or been thrown from the drifting 
sampan. For a single instant, Kerrigan 
searched the river’s surface with his narrowed, 
hawk-grey eyes. Then he saw the water’s 
calmness disturbed by a weakly-struggling 
form, close to the rail of the steamboat over 
which he peered. Kerrigan poised himself, 
bunched his muscles. He dived. 
 His hard, muscular body lanced into 
the water. He kicked out, swimming with 
powerful strokes of his sinewy arms. He 
reached the struggling form; grabbed for it. 
His hands encountered soft mounds of 
yielding flesh. Breasts. A woman’s breasts, 
small, firm, rounded... 
 Kerrigan shifted his hold, locked his 
left arm around the slender waist of the 
feebly-moving figure. Abruptly he realized the 
girl was nude. He lashed out with his legs, 
propelling himself back toward his anchored 
steamboat. There was a trailing line dangling 
from the deck. 
 He grasped it, hauled himself upward 
with the feminine form still held in the hollow 
of his hard left arm. 
 He gained the deck, lowered his 
dripping burden to the greasy planks. He 
stared into, wide, pleading almond eyes.  
 The girl was Chinese—of the coolie 
caste. And she was young. Her naked body lay 
limply upon the deck, the yellow flesh 
glistening with tiny jewels of water. Black 
hair streamed wetty over her bare shoulders, 

clung to the creamy promontories of her small 
breasts. 
 She looked up at Kerrigan, stared into 
his eyes. “You are—Kerrigan?” she gasped 
faintly in Cantonese. 
 Kerrigan stiffened. “Aie!” he answered 
swiftly in the same tongue. “You know me?” 
 “The broken ... tael ... Danger ...!” she 
whispered. Then, suddenly, her eyes closed as 
though weary of life. Her head sagged 
backward to the deck. A tremor passed 
through her body.  
 Kerrigan cursed. Almost roughly he 
grabbed at the girl’s shoulders, lifted her, 
supported her with his hands. Then he noticed 
that his fingers seemed slippery with a thick, 
sticky wetness ... “Good God!” he rasped. 
“She’s been knifed the back!” 
 

IS eyes widened as he examined the raw 
gaping wound between the Chinese girl’s 
smooth shoulder-blade Blood still welled 

from the sinister cut, and crimson smears were 
on Kerrigan’s fingers... His hand went quickly 
toward her left breast, pressed into it. There 
was no heart-beat— 
 “Dead!” Kerrigan rasped. 
 He sprang to his feet. What was it that 
the girl had gasped out with her dying breath? 
“The broken tael ... Danger!” Then she had 
gone limp; had died. 
 Kerrigan reached for his discarded 
coat. His hand dived into the left pocket, 
found the fragment of silver coin which he 
had been fingering when he had seen the 
Chinese girl’s body flash into the river. He 
withdrew the silver piece, stared at it. It was 
the broken half of a Chinese tael. 
 “How did she know?” Kerrigan 
whispered to himself. His narrowed eyes went 
to the yellow girl’s nude, pathetically-lifeless 
form. And suddenly then came to him a sense 
of foreboding, of impending evil. 
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E considered the mission that had 
brought him to Ningfu. Ten days before, 
back in Tsinan, Kerrigan had agreed to 

do a service for a merchant named Wu Feng— 
 “My daughter, Lotus Lily, has been 
kidnaped,” Wu Feng had said. “She is being 
held at Ningfu by a bandit whose name is 
Chiang Li. He demands a cargo of rifles and 
machine-guns as ransom. I have chartered a 
steamboat, loaded it with the contraband arms. 
Will you deliver the guns to Chiang Li, Mr. 
Kerrigan? Will you bring my daughter back to 
me?” 
 Kerrigan had agreed. “How will I 
recognize this Chiang Li?” he had asked. 
 Wu Feng had handed Kerrigan the 
broken half of a Chinese tael. “Chiang Li sent 
me this fragment of coin with his ransom-
letter. He has the other half. He will come to 
you aboard your boat, will show you his part 
of the coin. It will fit exactly with the piece 
you are carrying. Thus you will recognize 
him, and thus he will recognize you.” 
 Kerrigan had accepted the broken tael. 
And now he was anchored off the ramshackle 
wharfs of Ningfu—with a murdered girl at his 
feet. A murdered Chinese girl who had 
whispered of the broken silver coin ... and of 
danger... 
 Kerrigan cursed deep in his throat. 
Something was wrong. He stared toward the 
low mud-banks of the shore. Where was 
Chiang Li? Why hadn’t he come out to the 
steamboat immediately upon its arrival, two 
hours ago? 
 Abruptly he heard a cry from one of 
the yellow men who formed his crew. “A boat 
draws near, master!” the lookout called. 
 Kerrigan leaped toward the shoreward 
rail. He peered downward. A dinghy grated 
against the side of the steamboat. A man 
clambered up to the deck—a slant-eyed, thick-
chested Chinese whose yellow features were 
repugnantly unwholesome, sinister. The man 

faced Kerrigan; smiled, displaying yellow, 
fang-like teeth. “Your name is Kerrigan?” he 
spoke in the sibilants of the Mandarin dialect. 
 “Yes. Are you—?” 
 “Chiang Li, at your service,” the 
yellow man bowed low. 
 “The proof?” Kerrigan barked. 
 The Chinese delved beneath the folds 
of his brocaded robe, drew forth an object that 
shone dully in the silver moonlight. It was the 
broken fragment of a coin—a tael. He 
extended it toward Kerrigan. 
 Kerrigan extracted his own half of the 
broken tael, fitted it against the other. Both 
halves matched. Kerrigan grunted. “It is well. 
Where is the girl, Lotus Lily—Wu Feng’s 
daughter?” 
 “She is safe. I will bring her aboard as 
soon as you have permitted my men to remove 
your cargo.” 
 “Not by a damned sight!” Kerrigan 
flashed grimly. “Deliver the girl first. Then 
you can have the ransom!” 
 The yellow man bowed again. His 
almond eyes glittered. “As you wish,” he 
agreed politely. His voice held an oily quality, 
but beneath its silkiness was the timbre of 
sheathed steel. “If you will deign to go ashore 
with me, I shall take you to my unworthy 
house. There I will bring the girl to you.” 
 Kerrigan hesitated. His hand went to 
the holstered Luger automatic at his belt; his 
jaw jutted. “Very well. I will go with you,” he 
decided. He raised his voice, called a 
command to his crew. “Double the watch!” he 
barked in Cantonese. “Stand guard until I 
return!” Then he followed Chiang Li down the 
latter to the floating dinghy. 
 

SHORE, Kerrigan strode at Chiang Li’s 
heels through the foul-smelling native 
quarter, past fetid alleyways and noisome 

by-paths littered with filth. At last they 
reached a house in a better section. Chiang Li 
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opened its front door, stood politely aside for 
Kerrigan to enter. 
 Kerrigan grinned mirthlessly. “You go 
first.” 
 The yellow man nodded. He went into 
the house. Kerrigan followed. They came into 
a low-ceilinged room—a room furnished with 
lavish Oriental luxury. There was a thick-piled 
silken rug on the floor, and grotesquely-
carven teak-wood furniture stood out against 
walls heavily draped with hanging tapestries. 
A single lamp flickered in one corner, before a 
bronze idol of Buddha; and the air was heavy 
with incense. 
 Kerrigan’s eyes leaped about the room. 
Abruptly he stiffened. A girl stood before him. 
A Chinese girl, lovely with a seductive 
Oriental beauty. Clad in clinging silken 
pajamas after the Chinese custom, her body 
possessed a lithe feline grace in every lilting 
curvature. Through the thin silk of her 
flowered jacket, her firm breasts pouted 
boldly; her hips were narrow, cat-like. Her 
almond eyes were heavily kohled, and her lips 
a deep crimson with rouge. She was smiling. 
 Kerrigan took a step toward her. “You 
are Wu Feng’s daughter?” 
 Chiang Li answered. “No, Mr. 
Kerrigan. This is my number one wife. Her 
name is Moon-Dawn. With your permission, 
she will entertain you while I go to bring the 
daughter of Wu Feng.” Before Kerrigan could 
answer, the yellow man turned and departed 
silently. 
 Kerrigan stared at the girl before him. 
“Where is Lotus Lily?” he asked. “Is she here 
in this house?” 
 “No, master. She is some distance 
from here. I trust that your wait will not be too 
boresome.” She gave him an odd, seductive 
smile. 
 Kerrigan shrugged his broad 
shoulders. Somehow, he felt an inner sense of 
danger, but his face disclosed nothing of his 

thoughts. “Will Chiang Li be gone very 
long?” he asked.  
 “Perhaps an hour.” The girl stepped 
toward the door, opened it, seemed to be 
listening. Then she turned back to Kerrigan. 
“You would partake of some wine?” she 
offered. 
 Kerrigan thought of poison. “Thanks, 
no.” 
 The yellow girl flashed him a queer 
glance from behind veiled lashes. “Perhaps 
you would like me to dance for you?” 
 Kerrigan looked at her, trying to 
fathom the enigma of her slanted eyes. There 
was something about the slender, feminine 
contours of her body that stirred a growing 
wave of sensation within his veins. About her 
there clung an aura of enticement, of 
challenge, or passion... “I should like to see 
you dance,” he said slowly. 
 She clapped her hands. A flat-featured 
girl of the servant class came softly into the 
room, bearing a Chinese lute. She strummed 
its silver strings, and soft minor chords 
emanated from the lacquered instrument. 
Chiang Li’s number one wife began to dance. 
 

LOWLY, sinuously, she twisted her body 
to the strains of the tinkling music. There 
was something almost snake-like in the 

suppleness of her narrow hips, her slim torso, 
as she danced before Larry Kerrigan. The 
music grew more rapid, with an almost 
imperceptible increase in cadence. The girl, 
Moon-Dawn, swayed and undulated...  
 Her breasts quivered under the silk of 
her pajama coat. She ran her slender fingers 
upward along her body, toward those 
protruding, pointed hillocks, cupped them 
through the silk. Her lips were parted in a red, 
lazy smile, revealing flashing white teeth. Her 
narrowed eyes bored into Kerrigan’s, 
challenging, almost taunting— 
 Unexpectedly, her hands went to the 
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throat of her jacket, unfastening its buttons. 
She whipped the garment from her, threw it 
into a corner. Kerrigan drew a sharp breath. 
Her body was like yellow ivory; like an ivory 
statue fashioned by the hands of a master 
artisan. 
 Her slanted eyes were large, lustrous; 
her oval features framed in masses of straight 
black hair. Her breasts were tart cones .... 
pointed pears of ivory flesh that undulated and 
throbbed with the girl’s sinuous movements. 
She danced closer to Kerrigan, so that he 
caught a faint breath of the fragrance of her 
perfume. She laughed, wickedly. 
 Now the music grew louder, swifter, 
Moon-Dawn whirled, unfastened her clinging 
silken trousers. They dropped. Save for a brief 
loin-cloth, she was utterly without clothing 
now. Her hips were faultless contours of 
yellow-ivory flesh sweeping downward into 
firm thighs and tapering, moulded legs... 
 She pirouetted, flattening her thrusting 
breasts with her palms. 
 

BRUPTLY she turned upon the lute-
playing servant. “Go!” she commanded. 
 The girl bowed, backed out of the 

room. Then Moon-Dawn came toward Larry 
Kerrigan. She was panting with the frenzy of 
her dance ... and with ignited, inner flames... 
 She pressed herself close to him. For a 
single instant he stiffened, fearing some 
treachery. And then the yellow girl’s nearness, 
the softness of her breasts against his chest, 
the perfume of her enticing body, blinded him 
to everything save her femininity, her 
desirable perfection. With an inarticulate cry 
he crushed her in his hard arms. 
 She melted against him willingly, 
eagerly; raised her oval face so that he could 
seek the sweetness of her crimson lips with his 
mouth. The warmth of her flesh against him 
was like a spark to the tinder of his desires, 
kindling a blinding, leaping flame within 

him... 
 She drew him toward a low divan, 
flung herself backward among the silken, 
perfumed cushions. Her rounded arms were 
above her head, lazily, tauntingly, and the 
satin-smoothness of her armpits melted fluidly 
into the up-thrust curves of her tautly drawn 
breasts... “Take me away from here! Take me 
with you back to Tsinan!” she whispered. “I 
will hide on your boat, and you will carry me 
away from this place—” 
 Kerrigan was above her, looking down 
into her smouldering eyes. He felt the softness 
of her young breasts with his fingers. The 
girl’s left arm encircled his neck, drew him 
downward toward her. Her knees came up... 
 And then, with the sudden ferocity of a 
tigress, the girl’s right hand emerged from 
beneath a silken cushion above her head, and 
in her tiny fist there was a long, slender, 
jeweled blade— 
 

ERRIGAN cursed, sprang backward as 
the stiletto’s point daggered at him. 
Razor-sharp steel sliced into the flesh of 

his shoulder, and white-hot fangs of pain bit 
into his consciousness. “You damned 
treacherous she-rat!” he snarled. His sidewise 
leap had saved him from death; had prevented 
the dagger skewering into his heart. Now he 
flung himself at the girl, wrested at her wrist 
for possession of the knife. Like a fiend she 
fought him, kicking, slashing, biting. He 
pinioned her with the weight of his body 
twisted her hand until the knife dropped from 
nerveless fingers. 
 Then he snatched at the blade. “Now, 
daughter of a tortoise!” he rasped 
 She shrank from him, white-faced, 
wide-eyed, as he brought the dagger close to 
the flawless column of her throbbing throat. 
“Master—don’t—!” She shrieked 
 “I’ll slit your gullet for you!” Kerrigan 
snarled. “You double-crossing—” 
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 “Please—please!” her moan was a 
stricken whisper. “I—I did but obey Chiang 
Li’s command! It was not of my doing—” 
 Kerrigan’s grey eyes were smoky, 
hatred-narrowed. “Chiang Li? He schemed 
this? He left me here with you, so that you 
could murder me?” 
 “Y-yes—” 
 “Why? Tell me, or I’ll let out your 
life-blood, drop by drop!” Kerrigan touched 
her throat with the dagger’s keen edge. 
 She gasped out a plea for mercy as she 
felt the cold steel at her neck. “I—I will 
confess everything!” she whimpered 
“Please—!” 
 “Spill it, then! Talk fast!” 
 “You—you will not kill me if-if I 
confess?” 
 “You talk first. Then we’ll see!” 
 Even her crimson lips were grey as she 
read the implacable determination in 
Kerrigan’s hawk-like eyes, “It—it was—a 
scheme of Chiang Li’s. He planned that I 
should kill you. Then he would possess 
himself of the arms and munitions which are 
your boat’s cargo. Then he planned to 
communicate with Wu Feng—the father of the 
girl who is being held prisoner.” 
 “Communicate with Wu Feng? What 
for?”   
 “Chiang Li knows your real identity, 
Mr. K-Kerrigan. He knows that you are 
Fortune’s Rogue—a soldier of fortune with a 
price on your head in many lands. Because of 
your reputation, he planned to use you to 
further his own schemes. He ordered me to k-
kill you. Then he would communicate with 
Wu Feng: would tell Wu Feng that you had 
failed to deliver the ransom cargo. 
 “Wu Feng, in the belief that you had 
betrayed him and stolen the cargo for yourself, 
would be forced to part with another fifty 
thousand dollars’ worth of munitions before 
he could secure the release of his daughter. 

Meanwhile, you would not be able to disprove 
the charges against you, because you would be 
dead. Your body was to have been hidden, so 
that it could never be found—” 
 Kerrigan scowled. “So Chiang Li 
schemed to kill me, confiscate the ransom 
cargo and still keep the girl he had kidnaped?” 
Once more he drew the knife’s sharp edge 
lightly across Moon-Dawn’s throat. “So 
Chiang Li lied to me— didn’t intend bringing 
Wu Feng’s daughter, Lotus Lily, here to me?”  
 “That—that is right—” 
 “Then where is she? Where is Wu 
Feng’s daughter?” 
 “Chiang Li has her imprisoned, with 
her native maid-servant, upon a sampan out 
on the Hwang River.”  
 “By God!” Kerrigan snarled. “Then it 
was the maid-servant who was murdered 
tonight! Knifed and tossed overboard! That’s 
why she whispered to me of danger and the 
broken tael, when I dragged her out of the 
water—” 
 Calmly, emotionlessly, Kerrigan 
doubled his iron-hard right fist, raised it, 
smashed it home against the Chinese girl’s 
lovely jaw. He did it impersonally, as a task 
that must needs be accomplished. The girl 
gasped and sank backward into 
unconsciousness. 
 

ERRIGAN grinned. “That’ll keep you 
still for a while!” he grunted. Then he 
whirled, sped toward the room’s closed 

door, flung himself out of the house. With 
desperate haste he raced through the filth-
littered streets of the village, reached the 
ancient, tottering wharfs at the edge of the 
river. 
 There was a water-logged flatboat 
moored against the muddy bank. Kerrigan 
leaped into it, cut the rotten line with the knife 
he had taken from Chiang Li’s number one 
wife. He grabbed for the splintered oars, 
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headed outstream. The dark, unlighted 
sampan drifted dead ahead. Kerrigan smiled 
grimly. Two could play at the double-crossing 
game! 
 Silently he guided the flatboat toward 
the bobbing sampan. Abruptly, his prow 
bumped the native craft’s side. Kerrigan drew 
himself to the sampan’s deck. 
 The shadowy figure of a huge Asiatic 
sentry loomed before Kerrigan’s eyes. The 
man had his back turned; did not perceive 
Kerrigan’s stealthy, silent approach. The 
soldier of fortune leaped— 
 Leaped, and brought his uplifted 
dagger downward hilt-deep in the native 
sentry’s spine. The man gurgled and collapsed 
in a quivering heap. Kerrigan leaped over the 
body, flung himself toward the tiny deck-
house. 
 Another guard appeared; saw 
Kerrigan, started to cry out a warning. 
Kerrigan was upon the man before he could 
utter a sound. There came the dull, ripping 
thud of a blade keening through human flesh, 
and Kerrigan’s last adversary went down with 
the knifepoint still in his heart. 
 For a second, Kerrigan stood still, 
listening. He heard a faint, low moan within 
the deck-house. He gathered his muscles, 
smashed himself at the cabin’s closed, flimsy 
door. The portal gave way under the lashing 
fury of his impact. He staggered inside— 
 A girl lay upon a matting-covered 
bunk, strapped, gagged, helpless. Her slanted 
eyes were wide with horror as Kerrigan 
plunged toward her. Her ivory-yellow face 
was greenish-white with crawling fear. Her 
slender form, clad solely in a silken loin-cloth, 
shrank at his approach. 
 Kerrigan ripped away the gag from the 
girl’s bloodless lips. “Are you Lotus Lily? Are 
you the daughter of Wu Feng?” 
 “Aie—” she whispered tremulously. 
 For a single instant he stared down at 

her, drinking in the virginal outlines of her 
almost nude body; the boyish flatness of her 
breasts, the slimness of her hips and thighs 
and legs. She was pretty. Not as pretty as 
Chiang Li’s number one wife, yet pretty 
nevertheless. 
 But there was no time for an appraisal 
of her feminine charms now. There was work 
to be done—swiftly. 
 “I am from your father, Wu Feng,” 
Kerrigan whispered rapidly. He untied the 
girl’s bonds, helped her to her feet “Come—
while there is yet time.” 
 “You—you are taking me back to 
Tsinan—to my father?” she clung to him. 
 “Yes. Follow me—quickly!” He led 
her out of the tiny cabin, lowered her into the 
flatboat alongside the sampan’s low deck. She 
crouched there, shivering. 
 

ERRIGAN stepped into the tiny boat, 
grasped at the oars, shoved against the 
sampan’s slimy side. He headed for his 

own anchored paddle-wheeler. 
 “What—what are you going to do?” 
the crouching girl whispered. 
 Kerrigan smiled. “We’re pulling out of 
here—heading southward to Tsinan the 
moment we reach my chartered steamboat. 
With luck, we’ll get away before Chiang Li 
finds out that you’ve escaped from the 
sampan. Then he’ll be without his prisoner 
and his ransom-cargo!” 
 But Kerrigan had spoken too soon—as 
he was to learn, the moment he set foot on his 
own deck and helped Wu Feng’s daughter 
aboard. 
 As he scrambled up the dangling rope 
ladder and gained the rail of the paddle-
wheeler, he saw a sprawled form lying at his 
feet in a pool of darkly-reddish hue. The 
almost-naked Lotus Lily suddenly clutched at 
his arm. “What is that?” she whispered 
fearfully. 
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 Kerrigan stared. “God!” he rasped. 
“One of my crew—knifed!” 
 The man lay dead, his throat slashed 
from ear to ear. Then, from the other side of 
the steamboat, Kerrigan heard scuffling 
sounds. He tensed; crept toward the source of 
the noise. “Chiang Li and his cut-throats!” he 
grated savagely. 
 And it was true. Chiang Li, sinister of 
feature, his thick-chested form clad in a 
brocaded robe, was directing the activities of a 
band of silent, murderous-looking coolies. 
They were passing boxes of arms and 
munitions up from the shallow hold of the 
steamboat, piling them upon the deck. 
 Two lighters were moored alongside, 
ready and waiting to receive the packing-cases 
and ferry them to shore. All about the decks of 
the paddle-wheeler, limp and lifeless forms 
were strewn—the bodies of Kerrigan’s 
Chinese crew, taken by surprise and murdered 
before they could repel the invaders... 
 Even as Kerrigan’s eyes took in the 
scene, Chiang Li looked up; saw him 
crouching there. “Son of a mongrel!” the evil-
visaged Asiatic snarled. “You still draw 
breath—?” And he lunged, with a Webley 
automatic spitting fire from either hand. 
 Kerrigan felt a stinging impact 
smashing at his shoulder—the same shoulder 
that had been knifed by Chiang Li’s wife. He 
staggered, went down, scrambled back to his 
unsteady feet. With a tremendous effort of his 
powerful legs, he launched himself backward 
into the dark passageway. Chiang Li’s slugs 
tore into the woodwork, sent flying splinters 
into Kerrigan’s strained face. 
 Kerrigan raced in retreat, came upon 
Wu Feng’s daughter at the port rail. He 
grabbed her. “Quick—over the side! Into the 
boat in which I brought you here!” he gasped. 
 With a tiny cry, she obeyed him. As 
she slid over the rail, Kerrigan turned, leaped 
for the nearest cabin. Heavy, pursuing 

footsteps were slogging down the passageway, 
Kerrigan drew his Luger. He saw the forms of 
running men— 
 He squeezed his trigger, and a rattling 
hail of lead smashed venomously through the 
darkness, moving down his enemies as fast as 
they came forward. And then Kerrigan’s gun 
clicked on an empty clip. 
 A sobbing curse rose to his lips. Blood 
streamed down his arm from his wounded left 
shoulder, dripped slowly from his numbed 
fingers to the cabin’s floor. He crouched 
Chiang Li’s men were coming closer now. It 
was the end— 
 

UT was it? There was another door to the 
cabin. Kerrigan darted toward it, 
desperately. He emerged upon the after-

deck. The dead body of a yellow man—one of 
Kerrigan’s murdered crew—lay supine before 
him. 
 Like a flash, Kerrigan snatched up the 
corpse, drew it into a protected alcove. In 
frantic haste he divested himself of his 
crumpled linen coat, his wrinkled trousers; 
then he disrobed the corpse. Upon its sagging, 
lifeless limbs he drew his own clothing, 
dressing the dead body in the garments he had 
discarded. 
 Sweat stood out on Kerrigan’s face, 
streamed into his eyes. His shoulder was a 
raging inferno of agony. He gritted his teeth, 
closed his eyes to the blinding pain. He leaned 
forward, lifted the dead corpse that he had 
dressed in his own clothing. With the last 
ounce of his waning strength he poised the 
lifeless form high over his head—hurled it 
over the stern rail— 
It made a white parabola in the night. There 
was a mighty splash as the corpse struck the 
water. Kerrigan crouched in the shadows, 
watching. 
 Chiang Li and his men raced 
sternward. “There he is!” Kerrigan heard 
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Chiang Li shout. “There is the white foreign 
devil! He thinks to escape by jumping 
overboard—” 
 Then the night was split wide open by 
a ripping barrage of gun-fire as Chiang Li’s 
cut-throats emptied their automatics at that 
floating corpse in the water. The floating body 
of the dead man jumped and squirmed in a 
macabre illusion of life under the impact of 
flying leaden slugs; then, suddenly, it sank 
below the surface... 
 “It is well! The dog is dead!” Chiang 
Li rasped. “Come—let us finish our task of 
unloading!” 
 But Kerrigan had already leaped 
toward the starboard side of the steamer. Now, 
savagely, he attacked one of the packing-cases 
piled on the deck. He ripped off its flimsy top; 
and a welling sigh of relief issued from his 
panting lips. He snatched at a sub-machine 
gun, a drum of cartridges. Then he raced 
forward, seeking the protection of the bridge 
as he loaded the vicious weapon. 
 He waited. Waited while the 
unsuspecting Chiang Li superintended the 
transfer of those piled packing-cases into the 
lighters at the side of the paddle-wheeler. 
Waited until the last of Chiang Li’s men had 
scrambled down into the lighters. Waited until 
he saw Chiang Li himself jump down into the 
flat-bottomed craft. 
 The lighters were shoved away from 
the hull of the steamboat. With long poles, 
Chiang Li’s men pushed their boats toward 
the shore. And then, with a grin of sheer fury, 
Larry Kerrigan opened fire. 
 Like a devil’s tattoo that drummed a 
dance of death, his sub-machine gun spewed a 
hail of destruction over the moon-drenched 
water. Shrill screams, snarling curses, 
impotent yells of rage, arose from the throats 
of those on the lighters. Chiang Li himself 
stood upright, his two Webleys spitting 
streaks of flame and slugs toward Kerrigan. 

 And Kerrigan, laughing grimly, stood 
in the open, mowing down his enemies like 
wheat before a scythe. He saw Chiang Li 
stagger, clutch at his breast, topple head-first 
into the water. He saw the ancient, over-laden 
lighters gradually sinking as the river poured 
into their flat hulls through holes torn by 
whistling leaden slugs. 
 And now, instead of hoarse, pain-
ridden yells from Chiang Li’s men, there was 
silence—brooding, death-like silence as the 
last of them slumped face-forward with a 
dozen machine-gun bullets in his chest. As 
though in a savage dream, Kerrigan saw the 
two lighters sink beneath the leprous surface 
of the river, carrying with them their cargoes 
of contraband arms and their crews who now 
were corpses... 
 

HEN, and only then, did Kerrigan drop 
his machine-gun and stagger toward the 
port rail, on the other side of the 

steamboat. He stared downward. Wu Feng’s 
daughter still crouched in the flat-bottomed 
row-boat, where he had commanded her to 
take refuge. 
 “Lotus Lily!” Kerrigan croaked 
through powder-blackened lips. “Come! You 
are safe now!” 
 She grasped at the line he flung to her. 
He pulled her up to the deck, guided her to the 
pilot-house. “Take the wheel!” he said. “Head 
down-stream. I’ll run the engines!” 
 “But—but you are hurt! You can-not-” 
 Kerrigan swayed, caught himself, 
grinned wryly through pain-tortured lips. “We 
can make it to the next village down-stream 
by dawn. There we can ship a new crew—” 
 “And Chiang Li?” 
 “Dead. All dead. He and his men—
dead!” 
 She pressed herself against him, fused 
her almost-naked body close to his own. “I 
owe you my life!” she whispered. “I am 

T



Spicy-Adventure Stories 
 

10

yours—!” 
 Kerrigan smiled. At least seven days it 
would take for the journey back to Tsinan. 
And once he had turned the steamboat over to 

a fresh crew, there would be plenty of time to 
collect the reward which he read in that 
thrilling promise of her lustrous almond 
eyes... 

 


