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"Tsang bent down and caught ome of
the men in a wrestler's grip, gave a
i-nml and a beave and lifted him over
¢s bead.”

Tsang, Accessory
By JAMES W. BENNETT

A tdle of a Chinese motion-picture company—rkidnapping and murder
in Shanghai—and a Chinese detective

HE peculiar genius of Tsang Ah-

bou, a detective of the Shanghai

Municipal Police, lay in his un-
canny ability in playing the rdles which
his calling demanded. It is a truism that
all Chinese are born actors, but Tsang
was the actor as the Occidental thinks of
him. Once he had put on the habiliments
of a character he was that character.

He was of the average height of the
Shanghai Chinese—who are not tall—
and in appearance, fat. The latter de-
scription, if unqualified, would do Tsang
a grave injustice. His loosely fitting gray
serge gown concealed muscles trained in
jiu-jitsu and of an iron-like hardness. He
wore thick, myopic-lensed spectacles and
suffered a considerable disability when
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42 ORIENTAL STORIES

some disguise forced him to lay these
aside.

Although unknown to che public,
Tsang had won the confidence of many
foreigners in Shanghai, men in high sta-
tion. As for his Chief, Lluellan, a tall
grim Welshman, that individual would
occasionally wax lyrical in praise of Tsang,

Terence O’Conner had never had the
privilege of meeting the Chinese detec-
tive. In fact he had had no dealings
whatsoever with the Municipal Police of
Shanghai’'s International City. However,
he was now engaged in making this con-
nection.

He was sitting with a2 hand on the
desk telephone of the office of that new
organization, “Oriental Motion Pictures,
Limited, Shanghai.” More than that, he
was staring with somber intensity, not
unmixed with horror, at a crumpled
figure on the floor of the office. The
figure was clad in a heliotrope satin
gown. From the chin carefully depended
seven long black hairs, mute evidence of
an Oriental vanity and a desire to grow
a beard. It was a vanity that was now
forever thwarted, for the upper portion
of the figure’s head had been crushed in.
The body gave evidence by its rigidity
of having been a corpse for some time.

O’Conner turned away, lifted the tele-
phone from the hook and asked the
masculine Chinese Central to connect him
with Police Headquarters. A Scotch desk
sergeant answered the call.

"I want to report a murder,” said
O’Conner steadily. "l am the producer
and director of the Oriental Motion Pic-
ture Company. I came into my office just
five minutes ago, and I found Li Tsing
—Mr. Li, we always called him—
stretched on the floor, dead. Two chaits
were overturned and the desk pulled out.
He had been artacked with a blunt instru-
ment, although there is nc sign of the
wcapon "

“An' have ye touched the body?* intet-
rupted the sergeant.

“Of course! I tried to make an
examination.”

The police officer clucked disparag-
ingly. “Well, what did ye find in yer
examination?"’

"Just what I was trying to tell you:
apparently the only wound he received
was on the head. Mr. Li was my male
star actor. We were right in the middle
of a film, too!” O’'Conner’s voice rose
querulously. *“Of all times for him to get
mixed up in a feud! For I suppose that

is what it was. Some fong war——

“Nonsense!” the sergeant again inter-
rupted. “Therre’s no such a thing as a
tong in Shanghai. That's for them rras-
cally Cantonese who emigrrated over to
Amerrica and learned Amerrican ways.
Had the said Li any pairrsonal enemies?”

“"Not that I know of—yes, wait a
moment. There’s another Oriental pic-
ture company here, an older organization
that has no foreigners connected with it.
Called Ta Ching Cinema, Limited. The
rivalry between Mr. Li and the leading
man of the Ta Ching has been high. I've
been warned to look after my man, or the
older company would try to ‘nobble’
him."”

O’'Conner fell silent, aud 2 stillness
from the other end of the line indicated
that the sergeant was putting down this
information on the police blotter. At
length the Scotchman queried:

“Any other places wherre ye might be
suspectin” foul play?”

The director paused appreciably before
answering. “'It's not much of a suspicion.
And, if I tell it to you, will you promise
not to have the person arrested?”

“That depends,” answered the desk
sergeant cannily.

“But I can’t have any arrests! I'm
going to be crippled now finishing this
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picture. I'll have to find a substitute for
Mr. Li .

"Weli, come, come, who was it ye do
be suspectin’ also?”

O’Conner sighed. "Now that I've
started, 1 suppose I must finish. It's the
woman who plays opposite Mr. Li. Miss
Laura Sun, a Chinese girl, our other star.
They hated each other like blazes.”

** ‘Hated — like — blazes,” "’ mechani-
cally repeated the voice of the sergeant,
evidently adding this to the blotter.
“Why?"

“Why!"” The director snorted. “'Each
thought he should be the only star. The
usual thing. Li was the main offender.
Rutherford, my camera man, used to get
so angry that he swore he'd bash Li's
head 1n, if the man didn’t stop hogging
the footag ’

“What's that?” The sergeant’s voice
was crisp. "Did ye say that one of yer
employees, name of Rutherford, thrreat-
ened to bash the said Li's head in?”

O’Conner gave an embarrassed laugh.
“Oh, that was just a manner of speaking.
It’s proverbial that a2 camera man should
dislike a star acor. One wants the com-
position of the picture to be right; the
other simply aches to get his face in the
middle of rhings.”

“Did either Miss Sun or Mr. Ruther-
ford openly thrreaten the life of said Li
—other than Rutherford’s statement about
bashin’ in heads?"’

“"Now, see here, Sergeant, I've told you
all thac I know!”

“Very well. I'll send one of our opera-
tives down at once. He’s a Chinese, name
of Tsang Ah-bou. He'll strraighten
things out in amazin’ quick time."”

‘The director frowned into the mouth-
piece of the telephone. "Good Lord, do
we have to have a Chinese detective?
Right at this moment, I'm a little fed up
with Orientals. This is my first experi-

ence producing in the Orient and, so help
me, it's going to be my last!”

The desk sergeant gave a discreet
chuckle. I know how you feel, sir. The
Chinese do bedevil me, sometimes, until
I fairr’ want to break a few heads—but
1 beg yer parrdon! I forgot for a mo-
ment that the case before us was of a
brroken head. I need yer co-operation in
this, so I'll humor you by comin’ down,
myself. I think fer once the Scotch and
the Irish can get together, Muster
O’Conner.”

“I'm not Irish,” the director answered
swiftly. “I'm an American. Born and
raised in Hollywcod. Terence O’Conner
is the stage name I took when I went iuto
directing. My name is, actually, Smith,
as I can show you on my passport.”

Again a pause. Then the sergeant’s
voice, ponderous, inexorable: “Terence
O'Conner—alias—Smith.”

“W bat!—oh, see here, Sergeant! You
don’t suspect me, do you? I just came
down to the office five minutes ago and
found Mr. Li’s body. Why, I'm the last
person in the world who—oh, it’s ridicu-
lous! Do you think I'd throw a monkey
wrench into the machinery, right in the
middle of a film? I was so anxious that
nothing should go wrong that I had Li’s
life insured, only last week *

“In yer own favor, Muster O’Conner?”’

The director’s voice grated. "“No, not
in my own favor! In the company’s. The
amount was only for ten thousand; and
since the ilm will cost more than a hun-
dred thousand, I'd hardly be murder-
ing "’

“Now, now, sir, don’t you be gettin’
heated up! I must get all the facts. I do
not suspect you. I suspect no one until
the investigatin’ is done. But, just for
the sake of gettin’ things all strraight,
would ye mind tellin’ me if yow ever
quarreled with said Li?”

O’Conner at once calmed down. “I'm
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sorry I broke out as I did, Sergeant.
Narurally I'm upset—sitting here, facing
this ghastly tragedy as I talk with you.
No, I've never quarreled with Mr. Li.
Once I fined him oretty heavily for not
appearing on the lot, two days running,
when he was due in a series of sequences.
Apparently he had been having a bout
with the pipe, for he staggered in the
third day, with his eyes the size of pin-
points and looking like a wreck. That
means opium, doesn’t it?”’

“It do,” replied the sergeant dryly.
“Which brrings up another point: where
did he get his opium?”

“How on earth should I know that?”

“No, I don't suppose you do. We'll
try to run that down. Acworr smokin’
opium. There may be our solution: he
might have been smuggling it, on the
side, and bave been hi-jacked. There do
be the most unlikely folk engagin’ their-
selves in that. The last ye'd ever suspect.”

O’Conner laughed. *'As long as you
don't suspect me! I don’t even know
what opium looks like. It’s a brown
powder, isn't it?”

“It is not!” said the sergeant ponder-
ously. "It's brrown, all right, but it's a
featrful, sticky gum. But do you think
said Li might have been engaged in
smugglin’ it with a2 member of yer com-
pany?”’

“It's possible, Sergeant. We've en-
gaged scores of extra people.”

“But not, say, Miss Laura Sun?"

*“It would scem to me that they hated
each other too much to be partners in
aoything.”

“Then, how about Rutherrford, yer
camera man?”’

“That seems extrcmely unlikely, Ser-
geant, although I kaow very little about
Rutherford. He's a queer young fellow.
Moody, not talkative. T don’t know what
he does with himself, when he’s off the
loc. We don'’t live at the same hotel.”

“How long have you known him?"

“About four months. I met him in
Hollywood, just before we sailed. I ad-
vertised for 2 camera man and he an-
swered the ad. The samples he showed
me were excellent, so I hired him."”

Once again that ponderous voice, just
catching up with O’Conner’s quick, nerv-
ous speech:

* 'Known Rutherrford—four months
—his past shrrouded—-his nights spent
suspeeciously A pause. Al
rigkt, Muster O'Conner. I'll be right
over. You'd be surprized how few mure-
derers get out of our net! You'd be
surprized!”

“I'm sure I would, Sergeant. And be-
lieve me, I won'c feel safe, myself, until
he ss nerted. T may even be next!”

"Yes,” agrced the sergeant earnestly.
“Yes, ye may be, ac that!”

2

Nozx. RUTHERFORD sat with his back
pressed hard against the rungs of
a wooden chair. On the floor of Terence
O'Conner’s office the body of Mr. Li still
sprawled. Ruthertord kept his eyes care-
fully away from the spectacle of death,
He was scowling.

Scated opposite him, face impassive,
was Fergus Andrews, the sergeant of the
Shanghai Municipal Police who had
taken down O’Conner’s story over the
telephone. Andrews was saying stolidly:

“Why can’t ye remember when ye had
a quarrrel wi' Muster Li?"’

“Because I can’t, that's all! I've been
too busy. I'm doing all the photography
for the entire jcb here.”

“Even so——"'

“Yes, even so! Why should I have
stopped my work and said: "Now, I must
remember this; I must fix it in my mind!
Because later a fat-headed policeman is
going to come and ask me all about it!" ”

The words were flung out by Ruther-
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ford with a reckless disregard for their
probable repercussions. Then his mouth
lost its scowl; it softened to a smile of
recognition. A girl had appeared at the
doot, a small, piquant figure garbed in
old-rose silks banded with silver, her
cbony hair smoothed back like a cap of
lacquer. The camera man's eyes suddenly
glinted with fear. He spcke urgently:

“Run away, Laura! Please!”

The Chinese girl obeyed, but not be-
fore she had glimpsed the sprawled,
grotesque shape on the floor. For an in-
stant her body had gone rigid. Her face,
however, had remained expressionless.

“And who might that geyrrl be?"" de-
manded Andrews curtly.

“Laura Sun, our leading woman,” an-
swered Rutherford with equal curtness.
He paused an instant and then burst out:
“And, see here, don't you bring her into
this! She has nothing to do with the
killing of that swine there!”

“See here, young fellow, you'll get
along much better for yourrself if you
try answerrin’ me wi' a bit of dvi-
liy—-"

“Oh, it’s cvility you want?"’ interposed
the young camera man in the same reck-
less tone. ""Why should I be civil? You've
made up your mind that [ committed the
murder! Just because I've had words with
Li."” His voice lifted a notch and the lips
twitched nervously. "Well, I'll add to
that. Not only have I threatcned to bash
in Li's head, but I've promised him a raw-
hiding; I've threatened to drown him, to
tie him to a railroad track. And why?
Because he was the nastiest, slimiest
worm that ever tried o disguise himself
as a human being. A rotter if there ever
was——"

"Wait 2 moment,” cut in the sergeant.
“Is it because he is Chinese that ye fele
so prrovoked wi' him?”

*'No, of course not. The other Chinese
oa the lot are as decent a crew as you

oould ask for. You'd have to go a long
way in Hollywood to get a cast of white
men that are as honest and hardworking.
But Li—he was all bad. And he made
life a purple hell on earth for poor little
Miss Sun.”

“And I suppose you defended her?”
Andrews asked.

“I did my best. The trouble was, he
usually waited to begie his indecent pro-
posals until they were playing a scene
together. When she was supposed to be
registering love for him, he'd spring
something hot. I don’t know the Chi-
nese language, but I know that what he
said was steamy. The extras would
cackle and Miss Sun would cringe back
and spoil the scene. There’s no question
in my mind that Li wanted her out of
the way; wanted to wear her down and
force her to resign "

“Now, wait a2 moment,”’ checked
Andrews. “Where was O'Conner when
this was goin’ on?"’

"O'Conner was there. He didn't like
it, and he told Li so. But Li had been
buttering O'Conner up and the Chief
was always making excuses for him. To
give the devil his due, Li could be a
superb actor when he wanted to be. And
Laura Sun—although she’s lovely, as you
saw—isn't in the same acting class with
Li.”

Andrews was silent 2 moment: then he
asked: “Does O'Conner speak Chinese?"”

“No. We've had to depend upon in-
terpreters. Mr. Li did most of that. Miss
Sun does a little. She was born in San
Francisco and she speaks berter English
than she does her native tongue. As a
matter of fact, if she hadn’t been bi-
lingual I doubt if she could have held her
job. Her brain is keen, but there are
moments when it doesn’t secem to func-
tion before the camera.”

“You say that the said Li acted as in-
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terpreter. Where did he learn English?
Here?”’

“No, in America, O'Conner can tell
you about him. 1 understand that he
picked Li up in Hollywood. Li was act-
ing as some sort of expert on Oriental
décor there. The Chief brought Li over
with him. Miss Sun we found here—or
rather I found her. She came to me
when we were first casting and begged
so hard for a position that I more or less
took her under my wing."

Andrews drummed for an uncertain
moment with his heavy spatulate fingers
upon the arm of O’Conner’s desk chair.
Then, with the air of 2 man who has made
up his mind, he demanded:

“Could Muster O'Conner get a camera
man to take yer place?”

Rutherford's eyes widened. “Yes. So,
you're—arresting me?"’

Andrews looked at him stolidly.
“You're a wee bit in lo' wi’ the litle
Chinese lass, I'm thinking. Perhaps Miss
Sun has done it. And if she did, ye know
all the sairrcumstances——"’

"QOhn, by all means, accuse Miss Sun!”
Rutherford flung out, his voice rising to
a sharp, hysterical pitch. *“'Arrest her, too,
you far-witted harness bull! She woxld
be likely to kill Li! She’s so big and
strong! Take a good look at her wrists
and hands, and try to imagine them lift-
ing a club and doing that!”’ pointing with
a shaking finger at the crumpled figure
on the office floor.

*“It ud be possible for her,” commented
Andrews imperturbably.

The camera man appeared dashed by
the calm words. His tone changed. “'But
Sergeant, she’s not a day over seventeen,
only a child!”

“Aye, but old enou’ to be turmin’
men's heads and causin’ all sorts of
blether and commotion and sudden
death.” Andrews hesitated an instant
and then went on, his voice almost gentle,

"1 do be beggin’ yer pardon for this.”

His large hands went out with a mo-
tion incredibly quick . . . and Rutherford
found himself looking stupidly down at
a pair of shining manacles that braceleted
his wrists.

3

THE tall, elderly Chinese clad in the
garish satins of the Chapei tea
houses—which in China corresponds to
the garb of a Rialto racketeer—smiled
ingratiatingly at O'Conner. He had been
buttonholing the director for neatly an
hour. At last he reached the meat of his
discourse:

I have velly fine leading man fo' you,
sir. A great actor tempolalily out of job.
True, he talk’ no English, but I shall be
at hand to make tmnslatmg So you
will get me, as well as——

“Yes,” interrupted O’'Conner impa-
tiently, "I know; we’ll be getting your
services as interpreter; you've been telling
me that for half an hour; but how about
the actor?”

“1 am coming to that,” went on the
elderly Chinese calmly. “'But as you
foreigners say, hastings make wastings.
In additon to my unusual and fine serv-
icings, you get the incomp’rable actor, Mr.
Ch'ung. He has acted on stages of Pei-

ping, Tientsin, Cheefoo, Tsingtzo,
Tsinan, Ichang, Hankow, Kiukiang,
Chinkiang *

O’Conner made an ineffectual grab at
his fast-disappearing patience and missed.
He interrupted to say: “All right! All
right! T'll take your word for it that this
Ch’ung has performed all over the map.
But stage and screen acting are two dif-
ferent affairs. He may not screen well.
And the main point is: does he look like
M:. Li? I can train a ham actor, but even
I can’t doctor up a picture to make a
six-footer look like one that's only five-
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feet-seven. Mr. Li was not tall, and his
face was round.”

The elderly Chinese waved his hands
in the air soothingly. “But Mr. Ch'ung
look’ exactly like Mr. Li. All same his
twin blother. Mr. Ch'ung is outside
now.”

This was too much for O’Conner.
“Good Lord! Here I've wasted a third
of a morning and all the time the man
was here! Bring him in! We'll ind out
whether or not he’s Li's twin brother!”

The elderly Chinese moved leisurely to
the door and gave a shrill call. In re-
spoase, there sidled sheepishly into the
room an embarrassed-looking Oriental of
thirty, gorgeously caparisoned. He was
of Mr. Li's height and the face was au-
thentically the full moon with slant
eyes that the late lamented actor had pos-
sessed. But there the resemblance ended.
Where Li had been thin t the point of
cadaverousness, this acror verged on
corpulence.

O’Conner suddenly moaned. “Take
this man out!"’ he said feebly. ““Take him
away! He's forty pounds overweight!
He's beefy!”

The elderly interpreter looked worried.
He conferred for a moment with his
charge. The latter began peeling off an
outer jacket, a crape under jacket and
then the loose silken shirt next to the
skin.

“Hete! What's the matter?”” muttered
O’Conner, stactled. ““Why the disrobing
aa? I'm not making any pictures of
Aphrodite!”

“But, sir, I show you that Mr. Ch'ung
is not beefsy, as you complain. No fat on
him. All musdes.”

In spite of himself, O'Conner was
caught by the sinewy, beautifully devel-
oped brown torso thar was revealed.

“He's an athlete, isn’t he? Looks like
a wrestler. . .. Hum . . . I wonder if I
couldn’t use him. Make him do a few

stunts. He ought to be able to. . . . Yes
.« . I could " O'Conner broke off.
He had been talking to himself. Now
he turned to the interpreter. “First I
must give him a screen test; also, find
out if he can act for auts, You—" jerk-
ing a hand coward the newest Thespian—
‘you—come on.”

The small but husky Chinese trotted
obediently toward the door. As the pair,
followed by the elderly interpreter, were
walkiug across the lot, Sergeant Andrews
appeared. O’Conner hailed him.

“Well, Sergeant, I think I've found a
substitute for Li. I was growing pretty
discouraged. I've had to give up the idea
of getting an absolute double for LI
Punny thing, you think thar all Chinese
look alike—until you try to duplicate
‘em! This man doesn’t look like Li in
the least, but I'm playiog a huach. I'm
going to turn my picture upside down,
begin all over again, change it to a stunt
production. I'll make this new man en-
gage upon a few high, wide and hand-
some fights. He looks like a fighter—
stripped to the buff. Which is more than
you can say about most Chinese, I don't
think it's ever been done in an Oriental
film. If he lives through the mill, per-
baps I'll have a picture thar will make
me not regret Mr. Li's passing to the
Great Beyond.”

Sergeant Andrews had listened with a
mouth that drooped wider and wider.
With an effort he closed it and then said:

“Muster O’Conner, did you say that
you were goin’ to make a dare-de’il of this
new man? A stunter?”

“That's it! A parachute drop or so
from an airplane. A jump from a moving
train to a motor car, and back again.”

“My God!” muttered the Scotchman.
“See here, O’Conner, you can't do——"

He stopped, for the acor who had
paused near by was suddenly taken with
a cough, a loud nasty cough that blanked
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Andrews’ words. As the Scotchman left
the lot 2 moment later, he shook his
head.

“Ah, puir Tsang Ah-bou,” he said
moutnfully to himself. "Dropped from
an airplane in a parrrachute! I'm thinkin’
this will be his last assignment—an’ he
the finest detective that ever wore his
shirt outside his breeks! But that was a
rrousing cough he gave. I'm not the man
to stop him if he’s decided upon a
courrrse of action. Aye, I'll not soon for-
get the tongue-lashin’ he handed me for
two wearry hours, the time I gave away
one of his disguises. Fairr blistered me,
he did. . .. But jumpin’ from a automo-
bile to 2 movin’ trrain! Ah, puir Tsang
Ah-bou!”

4

SERGEANT ANDREWS had been able to
recoguize in the newly acquired ector
his associate on the force only by reason
of the set of those brown, muscular
shoulders. What Tsang had done to his
face, what subtle yet profound changes
he had made in its lines and planes, the
Scotchman did not know; nor, for that
matter, did any one else on the staff.
Tsang kept his methods secret.

He entered upon his new rdle of
cinema stunt actor with the calm farality
of the Oriental who has an unhappy task
to perform which can not be shirked.

O’Conner, on the other hand, was de-
lighted. What his newest find lacked in
acting technique-——and his defciencies
were tremendous—he made up in cour-
age, even in daring.

The danger and arduousness of the
work did not, however, prevent Tsang
from carrying on the real work under-
lying his strenuous play-acting. He
moved about among the lowly extra pco-
ple in a way that would have shocked the
defunct Mr. Li, who had held himself

grandly aloof from the mixed sweepings
of the strect that made up the mob scenes.

Clues, Tsang found. He discovered
such a maze of them that he was bewil-
dered. They led in too many directions,
implicating too many persons. One con-
clusion he did reach which he embodied
in a letter to Lluellan, his Chicf. The
letter read:

“Respectfully request that you release Ruther-
ford. If he is unable to furnish bail, I shall
guarantee it. Release him on condition he re-
mains in Shanghai and again takes up his duties
as camera mman. The camera man who is substi-
tuting for him is very poor; he does not do
justicc to me as an actor, thus arousing in roy

reast large professional pride, for 1 think I
am going to make fine cinema actor. Who
knows, I may resign my position as weary hu-
man bloodhound and become grimacing doll
who smilecs when the honorable O’Conner says,
‘Smile,” and who knocks down inoffensive actors
when he says, ‘Knock.””

The letter was unsigned, but Tsang
had added a postscript:

“If this case ever ends, I shall put in 2 bill for
damages as follows:

“One large bump over right eye.

“One rib which 1 believe cracked, or if
not cracked at least greatly contused.

“One long finger nail, grown with great
care over period of years, vanished.

“One sprain on righe largest toe, obtained
by kicking most pleasant man who has the
misfortune to play part of villain.

*Thac is bill to the present. The future may
sce list long as my arm. The money value of
such damages 1 leave to your judgment. But if
the eminent Auditor of the Muanicipal Council
endeavors to say that such damagings were
sustained in the ‘normal’ course of my duties as
detective, you will kindly advise him that I
shall resign promptly and in great anger. For
1 feel that the treatment | am now receiving is
most ‘un-normal.” At moments I am even eonvi-
ous of the defunce Mr, Li.”

Lluellan read this communication,
laughed, frowned, swore and laughed
again. His impulse was to recall Tsang.
The most valuable man on the force
shouldn’t be permitted to run such risks!
Yet, the Police Chief knew that Tsang
would sulk for weeks if interfered with.
And the Chinese detective had clected to
take this risk.

0.5.—3
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He rang a bell, summoned a warder
and ordered that Rutherford be brought
to his office. The young camera man ap-
peared, his clothes grimy. He was badly
shaven and his eyes were bloodshot.
Without preliminary, he began to speak:

“I've been thinking. Haven't slept.
No use you chaps investigating any
farther. I'll come clean. I—well, I bilked
that flthy Li. I came across him, early
that morning, in the office—before the
athers came. He was chivvying poor Miss
Sun. I saw red, I guess. I hardly know
what did happen, except that I swung on
him. The next thing I knew, he was
lying ar my feet—smashed up, dead.”

Lluellan eyed the boy pleasantly. 1
see. Was Miss Sun with you, when this
happened?”’

“No!” Rutherford burst out. "'} should
say not! She knew nothing about it. I—
twlled Li into the office.”

Lluellan’s smile broadened slightly. *'I
thought you just said that Li was—
‘chivvying’ was the word you used —
dhivvying Miss Sun, when you set upon
him?"’

"That's right, sir. I sent her out of the
office, fusc”

"What sort of instrument did you
use?”’

“"What——?"" Rutherford's eyes were
startled.

“I said, what sort of instrument did
you use?”’

"Oh!” The young camera man paused.
“A cane—a walking-stick. I threw it
away.”

"Could you find it again?”

“I? No. No, of course not. I haven't

the faintest idea where I threw the
board *

“Walking-stick, don’t you mean,
Rutherford?”’

"Yes, stick. What did 1 say, a board?
Perhaps it was a piece of board.” The
young man’s voice rose. ‘‘Li didn’t de-

0.5—4

serve to live! He was a rotier, 1 tell you!
He—"

“Hold up, Rutherford. I'd advise you
not to try confessing any more. And
don'’t tell any one else what you've just
told me.” Lluellan’s face lost its genial
smile, becoming remote and grave. “Do
you know, Shanghai is the most uncon-
ventional city on the face of the globe,
and I think our Police Force tops the list
of its unconventionalities. In spite of
this confession of yours, I am releasing
you. Right now. You will give me your
word that you won't leave Shanghai.
That you will go back to your work as if
nothing had bhappened. In retumn for
this, if you are asked to give us any aid,
I shall expect you to do so.”

Rutherford’'s hand went to his fore-
head. It was evident to Lluellan that the
camera man was batiling with some
tempration. But he downed it apparently,
for he spoke coldly:

“I'm sorry, sir, but I doa’t think I want
my freedom under such terms. I can't
make that promise.”

“You mean, if we cast the net too
tightly about Miss Sun?’’

“I mean, if you try to spin a net for
her!”

“Fhat's spliting bairs, Rutherford.
However, we're not inhuman, If it turns
out to be Miss Sun, we won't demand
your aid. Besides, one of my operatives
is conducting this case. I can depend
upon him eventually to produce irre-
futable proof.”

“One of your operatives?”’ demanded
the camera man with sudden interest.

Lluellan caught the strained quality of
the question. If before he had doubted
the wisdom of Rutherford's release, he
did not do so now. The camera man
would be directly under Tsang's observa-
tion. He nodded and spoke with easy
mendacity:

“Yes, we have an American on the
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job. You'll probably see him snooping
about the lot—although he’s pretty clever
and you may not notice him. Now, have
I your promise to go back to your job
and to stay there?”

“Yes.” Rutherford’s answer was life-
less, uncaring.

5

N‘om_ RUTHERFORD returned to find
work on the lot limping, for lack
of an adequate camera man. O’Conner
had been making shift with a Chinese
whose experience was of the news-reel
variety. The man had a certain knack for
taking mob scenes and for grouping, but
beyond that his ignorance of camera tech-
nique was sublime. . . . The director gave
a shout, pounded Rutherford delightedly
on the back and sent the news-camera
man hurriedly into limbo.

After hearing Rutherford’'s story—
minus the confession, which the camera
man deleted—O’Conner said excitedly:

“Noel, I've got a2 new leading man in
Li's place that's a world-beater. Talk
about falling into a muddy ditch and
coming up, smelling of attar of roses! A
Chinese he-man! And willing? Not once
has he had hysterics and screamed for
smelling-salts, as Li used to do. And he
can stage a fight like nobody’s business!™

“Can he act?”

O'Conner shrugged. “Well, to tell you
the truth, as a trouper, he’s about on a
par with Miss Sun. None of Li's fine
points. There were momeots when Li
had sparks of real genius.”

"Yes,” agreed Rutherford sourly. ""Yes,
when he wasn’t busy pinching Miss Sun’s
arm—to make her screw up her face and
spoil footage.”

The director laughed. *“Oh, see here,
Noel, let’s not go into that old argument.
Li’s dead. Give the devil his due "

O'Conner broke off and beckoned to a

Chinese, bare to the waist, carrying a two-
edged warrior's sword.

“Ch'ung! Come here a moment!”

The Chinese did not move.

“Oh, hell, I keep forgetting that he
can’t understand English!” The director’s
voice rose to a bellow: "Cha! Hey, Cha!
Where in blue bloody blazes are you? I
wish you wouldn’t be forever doing a
fadeout when I want you! Cha!—Oh,
there you are, are you?”’

The tall, meager figure of the interpre-
ter came with hurt dignity and very
slowly from behind the canvas scenery.
He spoke with shrill peevishness:

“Aw light, Mista O'Connah, aw light,
aw light. What you want?"’

“Bring our two-fisted leading man over
here. T want him to meect Rutherford, my
old camera man.”

The introductions were made. The
new masculine star bowed with a certain
dignity which he did not lose, even
though bare from the waist up.

But the gaze of the young camera man
swept past the actor to a small figure in
gay satins that stood lonely yet expectant,
a short distance from the group. Laura
Sun was smiling straight into Ruther-
ford's eyes. He took an eager step for-
ward, but she gave the barest negative
shake of the head. He checked himself
and turned elaborately back to the new
leading man, who was engaged at that
instant in telling him—via interpreter—
that he, Ch'ung, was shocked with de-
light to mcet the exalted and prior-born
Rutherford.

Yet, in spite of his preoccupation with
the amenities of introduction, the new
actor’s eyes were sharp. They had darted
from one to the other of this pair: to
Rutherford, handsome and reckless in
Western fashion; to Laura Sun, beautiful
as Chinese women many times are beauti-
ful, with the fragility of Chien Lung
porcelain, with the smooth, gold-tinted
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skin of imperial lacquer. Like a power-
ful spark, leaping a wide arc, a message
had passed between them, too fast for
Tsang Ah-bou to read.

6

Ers that afternoon, when the work for
the day was ended, the extras con-
tinued to linger. The studio exerted a
moth-and-the-flame fascination. It was a
place of topsy-turvy morals, even of
downright wickedness; for, to them,
many of the acts which O’Conner in all
innocence demanded of Miss Sun and of
his extra women were highly obscene.
. .. In real life, no Chinese woman, even
under stress of the deepest emotion,
would permit herself to cradle the bat-
tered head of the hero on her shoulder—
not cven though he had fainted from
foss of blood after rescuing her from the
villain. By dangerously stretching a
point, she might fan him, or recite a
poem which she had composed on the
spot to his valor. But all the while she
should be staring fixedly in the direction
of her father’s home and showing a
marked anxiety for her parent to appear
and thus regularize her being alone—if
only for 2 moment—with the hero.

Tsang Ah-bou could have told O’Con-
ner that he was storing up trouble, apply-
ing the rules and canons of the Occident
to a film that would be exhibited to a
purely Oriental audience. But, being an
Oricntal himself, trained in one cardinal
rule of the East: never to meddle in mat-
ters not directly concerning him and his
real profession as detective, Tsang said
nothing. As “Ch’ung,” dare-devil of the
film, he silently and doggedly obeyed
orders.

Tsang had not been engaged long in
his new work before he heard that the
rival motion picture concern, the Ta
Ching Cinema Company, was laughing

up its long sleeves at O'Conner’s insan-
ities. Their leading man, particularly,
was reported to be loudest in his titter-
ings. He was said not only to be laughing
but to be making strange statements that
would bear examination. Added to that,
there was the former rivalry between him
and Mr. Li of which O'Conner had told
the police. Therefore, the evening of
Rutherford's return, Tsang decided to in-
vestigate the Ta Ching matter, and
promptly left the lot.

Going by devious paths to his home,
where as a Chinese gentleman Tsang
dwelt in peace and amity with his three
wives, he patiently removed the bits of
plastic clay thac had cransformed him
from Tsang Ah-bou, a detective, to
Ch'ung, an actor.

When again he lefe his home, Tsang
was once more in disguise, but this time
an entircly new one. He was now clad
in the flashy silks of a sporting man.
After a moment of thought, he directed
his rickshaw to the House of the Ten
Thousand Gilded Songbirds, a flamboy-
ant, baroque edifice near the Willow Pat-
tern Bridge. The choice was made be-
cause the tea house was the popular ren-
dezvous of the moment for those who in-
dulged in Chinese "hi-life.”

His guess proved sound. In the center
of the room, busily cracking and eating
sunflower seeds, drinking too heartily of
triple-distilled rice brandy, sat a tall,
youthful Chinese clad in purple silk.
When not cating and drinking, the pur-
ple one was talking—loudly. About him
hung a group of sycophants. He was not
unaware of the sensation he was creating,
for a pleased smile played continually
upon his lips. Confidently Tsang joined
the group of admirers. The man’s small,
cold eyes darted to Tsang and he paused
in his monologue. To fill the gap, the
detective spoke:

“May this humble worm be permitted



52 ORIENTAL STORIES

to join your circle, ineffable Waung?
Your blinding effulgence has so pene-
trated the land, that this person has trav-
eled from the benighted hamlet of his
birth—too small to permir a cinema—all
the way to Shanghai, solely to view your
superb face on the screen. But, to see
you now in person! That is a pleasure so
great that this slug-like one is overcome!”

The young actor bowed. Deliberately
he unfurled a fan. The motion was as
graceful as the dip of a swallow. Then
he answered Tsang with a stereotyped
humility that failed to hide an underlying
arrogance.

The actor then continued what evi-
dently was a narration of the extraordi-
nary blunders committed by the Ta
Ching’s rival company, O'Conner’s out-
fit. The purple one even confessed that
he had put in a day as an extra, garbed
in coolie cloth, and that his priceless face
would be found in one of O'Conner’s
mob scenes. By this, Tsang shrewdly ad-
duced that the Ta Ching Company—for
all its bravado—had been more than a
little worried by the appearance of a rival
company in a field that had previously
been theirs alone. Then, from a criticism
of O'Conner, Waung turned to the work
of the director’s new leading man. Hold-
ing his mouth to the contours of a smile,
Tsang listened.

“Their leading man, Ch'ung,” said the
young actor, "is a strange sea-cucumber!
His shoulders are broad like 2 water buf-
falo's and just as poetic. His face is as
expressionless as a sun-clock on a rainy
day. When asked to portray hate, he
shows joy. When asked to show fear, he
shows nothing. For he has the courage of
a clod and does not know what fear
means. In that he is like the silly Western
Ocean barbarians.”

Here, Tsang knew, the actor offered
the most scathing criticism of all, since
the normal Chinese links hardihood with

imbecility, and sees no saving grace in
recklessness.

The purple one drank deeply. One of
his satellites queried:

“But what think you of their first lead-
ing man, Li?”

“Li was very good,” answered the
actor magnanimously. "True, he was
broken down from too much opium. Bue
why should he put much stomach into his
wortk? With the leading woman that he
had!”

Tsang asked, ""What is your opinion
of Miss Sun?”

Waung gave a shout of derisive
laughter. *'She? She plays in the style
of the ugly barbarian women from the
country of Huh-luh-wuh [Hollywood].
As for Li And Waung rambled
on. He did not make the mistake of
crassly running down the murdered man,
but by dealing in innuendoes he suc-
ceeded thoroughly in blasting Li’s reputa-
tion. He was drinking more and more
rice brandy as he talked—thanks to
Tsang's quiet word ro the waiter that
Waung's cup be kept continually filled.
At last he gave a maudlin leer and an-
nounced with great gravity: “'Li failed
because he tempted the gods. He died
because he tempted them. I am the one
that the gods have chosen to become the
supreme cinema actor of China. If I
wanted, I could tell you a thing or two
about Li's death!”

He paused and stared blearily ar the
faces which had hitherto been turned to
him with admiration. Now they were
flawed with fear. One man spoke:

"Heaven-smiting Waung, be careful!
Remember that the murderer of the un-
essential Li has yet to be apprehended.”

The actor laughed recklessly. "“You
mcan that this person killed Li? Well,
perhaps I did. But not in the way you
think!” His lips pursed with maudlin
secretivencss. “You'd like to know what




TSANG, ACCESSORY 53

I mean by that, wouldn’t you? Well, I'll
tell you one thing: I was the last one
with Li, alive. He dined with me here,
at this very table, the night that he died.
And he told me of a quarrel he had been
having with his leading woman and with
the Mei-guo [American] camera man.
But neither of these was the cause of Li's
death. . . . There was another .
cause, . . ."”

Waung's voice had grown abruptly
drowsy and it tailed off into silence. He
sat nodding his head, then jerking it up
again. Tsang Ah-bou rose. With a shrug
and a polite bow of farewell to the
group, he left the table and the building.

7

RUTHERFORD and Tsang Ah-bou each
alighted from the same tram car
near the studio, the following moming.
Tsang had been economically traveling
third class on the trailer, while the cam-
cra man, being a foreigner, had been
forced to ride in the first class.

The American nodded coldly. Tsang,
however, smiled as wide and friendly a
smile as he could—in view of the mate-
rials placed on his middle-aged counte-
nance to give it a more youthful appear-
ance. He fell into step beside the cam-
era man. Rutherford gave him a glance
of annoyance but said nothing. They
traversed a block in silence; then the
American was astonished to hear the actor
say in heavily accented Pidgin-English:

“Please do not tell any one dat I speak
your language. I speak it so velly litde
that it seem bettah to say I do not speak it
at all. Then no one can get angry with me
when I not savvy evvathing, sce?”

The suspicion that had first dawned in
Rutherford's eyes now faded. The Chi-
nese actor's explanation was rational.
However, the camera man'’s frown did not

relax. The day before he had caught the

man doing one of Li's old tricks, de-
liberately stealing footage from Laura
Sun. . . . But what Rutherford did not
know was that Tsang had waited until cthe
camera man’s eycs were on him, to try
this experiment. The detective had scen
the red fury mount in the young Amer-
ican’s face.

As the pair walked along, Tsang con-
tinued to talk: "I work pretty hard now.
Surely the honorable Li did not have to
fight evvabody, as I do. Today I mus’
jump from Lung Hwa Pagoda into net at
bottom. I hear that picture will show me
making jump but will not show net; so it
look as though I fall great distance.”
Tsang's voice grew plaintive: “"What
man will think that I am such a big foolo
as to jump from tower, just to save the
life of girl? Chinese man will all say:
"Why so much troub’ about one girl? If
no can get this one, get another. Girl is
cheap.” "

Rutherford turned, scowling. *“You
would think that way! You Orientals
are so damned selfish.”

Tsang continued, his serenity unruffled:
“But Mr. Li did not have to do the things
I do. Maybe that was why he was kill'.
Maybe he said to somebody: ‘No, I will
not jump from the tower into a net!
Then, bang, bang, somebody got mad and
hit him over the head.”

An unwilling smile came to Ruther-
ford's lips. "That's a new theory of the
murder: that Li was killed for insubordi-
nation. No, the Chief didn’t bilk Li, for
not obeying orders. He's a white man,
O’Conner is. 1 suppose you Chinese on
the lot are speculating over who killed Li.
Well, my advice to you is to stop it! Then
you'll get into no trouble!” A sharp edge
had come into his voice.

“Oha, yes!” Tsang promptly agreed,

Then he threw up his head in a listen-
ing attitude. They were just then enter-
ing the studio. In the distance, within,
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some one was cursing in English. The
sound drew nearer; then suddenly O'Con-
ner shot around a corner, his hair tou-
sled.  Catching sight of Tsang Ah-bou,
the director pounded toward him.

“"You, Ch’ung, damn you to hell!
What have you done with Laura Sun?”
Tsang's face became blank. “Uh?”

“Laura Sun! Laura Sun!-—you infer-
nal, kidnapping bandit! You had your
nerve, coming back here to the studio to-
day! I suppose you t.hought we shouldn’t
learn of it, though

Rutherford blanked any further utter-
ance by shouting: “"Terence, what are
you saying? Is Laura gone?”

“I'll tell the cockeyed world she’s gone!
And there’s the man who's responsible for
it!”

O’Conner and Rutherford each caught
Tsang by an arm, their grasp cruel. Then
the director went on passionately:

“I don’t know whether to take the law
into my own hands and horsewhip him
before the entire cast, or turn him over
to the police. I'm afraid if I start whip-
ping, I'll kill him.” O'Conner turned
and set up the familiar shout: "Cha?
Cha? You malingerer, where in blazes
are you? Come here!”

With great dignity, a tall gaunt figure
rose from the canvas chair marked,
“O’'Conner—reserved for Use of Direc-
tor only.”

“Aw light,” answered the interpreter
in his high, disapproving voice. '“What
you want me to translate to the honorable
Ch'ung?”

“Tell him—tell him—wait a moment!
I believe I'll give him one chance to re-
deem himself. Tell him he’s got to
bring Miss Sun back to the lot, here, by
this time tomorrow. If he fails, I'll send
him to the hoosegow ’

"“Huh?" interrupted Cha.

"Hoosegow—to jail, prison!” O’Con-
ner fumbled in the pocket of his coat and

pulled forth a bit of crumpled, soiled
paper upon which words had been
scrawled by a dull-leaded pencil. "'Now,
traaslate this, Cha. And don’t make any
mistakes. I want him to realize that he’s
been found out.”

Tonelessly Cha read:

"Dear Mr. O'Conner,—

“1 am rtaking this one stolen opportunity ‘o
write, although m J note may never reach you. 1
have been captured. Where I am I do not know
—nor why There is no talk of ransom, only of
kuhn% 1 am promising a small forrune to0 2

the gang if he will drop this in a post box.
I dare not write more—except to say that Ch'ung,
your new leading man, is spokca oty sepeatedly as
the head of the group.
“LAURA Sun.”

"“There, you see?” began O’Coaner,
only to be interrupted by Rutherford.
The camera man gave an insane bellow
and struck viciously at Tsang. Instinc-
tively the little Chinese dodged, but not
enough; Rutherford’s fist connected with
his jaw. Tsang toppled backward, gave
a whisding sigh and lost consciousness.

Rutherford would have leaped upon
Tsang then, had not O’Conner, burly, and
of the two the less excited, intervened.

“Hold up, Noel! You don’t realize!
This fine specimen of a gangster”’—point-
ing to Tsang’'s limp body—"is worth
more to us alive than dead. He's got to
go out and bring Laura Sun back. She’s
given us our only clue.”

The camera man stared at O'Conner for
a dazed moment; then he nodded wearily.
“Yes. Yes, of course. But it seems
criminal to release him—to let him dis-
appear among those millions in the Na-
tive City!”

“Not if T put the fear of God in him—
before he starts!”

Tsang gave a grunt. The mists slowly
cleared. “Ey-yah!” he muttered and sat
up, feeling his jaw with an exploring
hand. No. Fortunately those deccptive
bits of clay which changed the contours
of his face were undamaged; they had
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been placed higher up, in the cheek hol-
lows. Shakily reaching his feet, he spoke
in Chinese to Cha:

“Let this person be permitted to look at
that letter.”

The elderly interpreter translated the
request into English.

O’Conner gave a short, barking laugh
and shook his head. *'And have Ch'ung
tear up this evidence against him? Not
much!”

Again Tsang spoke to O’Conner,
through Cha: “Take the letter into the
office and compare it with specimens of
Miss Sun’s handwriting.”

The director nodded and stalked to the
office. Cha and Tsang Ah-bou followed.
O'Conner opened a file and pulled forth
Laura Sun’s contract. He spoke:

"This is the only specimen of her writ-
ing that I have. [I've already compared
the signatures. They're the same. Look
ar them.”

The little deteative muttered under his
breath. He was near-sighted, and his
present disguise was one which did not
permit him to wear glasses. A forgery?
Who could have done it? Some one on
the lot, with access to the office? O’'Con-
ner’s sanctum was not difficult of entry;
it was never locked. Tsang, in fact, had
entered it and made a search, a few days
previous, during an hour when he knew
that O’Conner would be busy with a mob
scene.

Could it have been Waung, the purple
one? The leading man of the rival com-
pany had confessed to hiring himself as
an extra, in order to spy upon O'Conner.
It was a peculiarly Chinese type of plot,
to steal the Oriental Motion Picture Com-
pany's leading woman and then try to
fix the blame upon O’Conner’s new lead-
ing man. Yet, would Waung have been
so outspoken in his talk, the evening be-
fore, if he had committed such an
act? . . .

Tsang came out of his brown soudy at
the sight of O’Conner’s eyes, cold with
suspicion, bent upon him. He turned to
Cha:

"Tell cthe heaven-born director that this

rson will make a search for Laura Sun,
That I shall bring her back, if she is alive.”

And Tsang walked out of the office,
into the crowded, teeming Chinese street.

8

"I'tsANG AH-BOU knew that a stiff job
was before him, to find a Chinese
girl, concealed somewhere in Shanghai’s
rabbit warren of two million inhabitants.
Yet he knew his Shanghai, knew it intu-
itively. In addition, there were the usual
ways of charting off a city, such as a West-
tern detective would employ in New York
or London. The scanning of police re-
ports. A patrolman’s notation that an un-
conscious woman had been carried into a
building—for Laura Sun would hardly
have gone pecaceably unless rendered un-
conscious.

Then, there was still another city to be
searched: Shanghai’s Junktown. There
lay a litle world in mictocosm, with its
countless sampans and junks, its barges
and lighters. There Chinese were bom,
lived, gave birth and died, rarely setting
foot on land. Sampans loaded with fish
and eels, fruit and vegerables, took care of
their daily needs. A midwife’s junk hov-
ered in the offing when a baby was due to
be born. A coffin boat hung unashamedly
near at hand when some inhabitant of a
junk lay fighting death. A secretive,
closely knit little world that turned a sus-
picious face to all that dwelt on land.

Yet, even there, Tsang knew that the
task was not insurmountable, The junk
colonies each had its Headman, an elder-
ly junkman who acted as arbiter of dis-
putes and who exercised patriarchal
rights over the flect anchoring in his par-



56 ORIENTAL STORIES

ttcular cove. Very little of an unusual
nature on the water escaped his attention.

A step sounded behind Tsang. It was
taking the same tempo as his own.
Abruptly he wheeled. Rutherford was
several paces behind him. The young
camera man growled:

“Go on, Ch'ung! Don’t stop! You'rc
going to hunt Laura Sun today! And
you're not going to quit, until you find
her!”

“I know,” agreed Tsang mildly.
““That is what I try to do.”

“And you're going to have company
today—mine. If you make a single move
to get away from me, you'll get a taste of
this!”

Somewhat clumsily Rutherford drew
from his pocket a small, shiny, not par-
ticularly lethal-appeaning revolver.

"How long you had thar?” asked
Tsang.

"Sinceyesterday afternoon. When I'saw
you hogging all that footage from Laura,
I doped you out to be another Lt. Perhaps
even a relation of his. I know how you
Orientals stick together! And I figured if
you started any revenge stuff for Li's
death—well, my guess wasn’t o far off;
you started it, all right, by kidnapping
her!” Rutherford looked somberly down
at the revolver. "And a devil of a lot
of good it did me to buy this! You stole
her away right from under my nose.”

“When you last see her?”” Tsang asked
with apparent casualness.

“None of your damned business.”

Tsang spoke in a patient voice, as
though to a child: “S’pose I am guilty;
what harm to tell me that?”

“No harm, I guess. 1 walked to her
hotel with her after work yesterday. I
warned her against you, but she only
laughed and said that she was in no dan-
ger. No danger! And you lurking just
around the comner! . . . Well, let's get
going. I don't care how you save your

face, how much pretended searching you
do, just so long as you wind up ac the
spot where Laura is being kept. If you
don’t "

“If 1 don’t, you'll murder me?” asked
Tsang softly.

“Yes! Yes, I'll—oh, I don’t know
what I'll do! I would hate you encugh
to kill you Rutherford’s uncertain,
unhappy tone changed; it became charged
with its original bravado: “So don’t
tempt me too far! The sooner you find
her, the better for you!”

With some difficulty, Tsang kept a
frown from clouding his brow. The
presence  of Rutherford complicated
things for him. How could he explain
his action in entering the building plain-
ly marked “*Municipal Police” and a de-
lay of an hour there, poring over Chinese
patrolmen’s reports for the past fifteen
hours? In the Nadve City, the task
would be less embarrassing; the Police
yamen there did not advertise itself ex-
cept by Chinese ideographs which Ruther-
ford would not be able to decipher.

“Snap into it!" commanded Rutherford
curtly. “And don’t let any grass grow
under your heels!”’

Tsang thought of the old Chinese prov-
etb:  “Where the patient water buffalo
with his slow but inexorable pace travels
a thousand miles, the agile but changeably
minded gazelle moves but a hundred.”

9

TSANG’S first stop was neither at police
station nor junk colony. He went to
the Ta Ching Studios, the building which
housed the purple one, Waung, the actor
who had hinted of knowledge of the foul
play which had caused Mr. Li’s death. At
the entrance, Tsang curtly demanded that
Waung be summoned. The porter in-
formed him dourly that the Heaven-smit-
ing Waung was then engaged in a scene
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and that not even Shang Ti, the Great
Over-God, dared disturb him.

"Tell the miserable Waung,” said
Tsang in crisp Chinese, “'that he may be
willing to beard the wrath of Shang Ti,
but he can not snap his fingers at the
Shanghai Municipal Police. If he does
not appear in five minures, 1 shall tele-
phone headquarters. A patrol wagon will
come and your studios will be raided.”

The porter gave Tsang an awed look,
scurtied away and, in a remarkably quick
time, returned with Waung—today clad
in a delicate shade of heliotrope satin.
The young actor started. It was apparent
that he did not recognize in Tsang the
affable, middle-aged stranger of the cea-
house, but he did recognize the leading
man of the opposing motion pictute camp.
Waung said nastily:

"So, it’s you, is it? You make me stop
an important scene, becausc of a silly
threat about a police raid. And, speak-
ing of the police, if I ever find you here
again, I'll have you arrested for trespass!”

"I think you are forgetting, miserable
Waung, about the statement you made
last night—before witnesses. You said
that you knew all about the death of Li.
I heard you. I could cause your arrest
for murder. And, if you don’t answer a
question that I've come to ask you, I'll
swear out that warrant.”

The purple one’s mouth flew open.
"Who are you? A changeling? A Fox
Spirit that can inhabit different bodies at
will?”

“Never mind who 1 am,” Tsang an-
swered grimly. "1 am here to learn
whether you caused the disappearance of
Laura Sun, either last nighc or this morn-
ing. And I want the truth!”

Waung's face portrayed surprize.
“"Laura Sun? Your leading woman? I
know nothing about her.”

“"But you know about Li's death. Isn’t

it reasonable to assume that you also
know of Laura Sun’s disappearance?”

Waung gave the detective a shame-
faced look. “But I don’t really know of
his death. My theory is that he died at
his own instigation—hired some one to
kill him. That last night he was alive,
he confessed to me that he was full of bit-
terness over the way O’Conner was run-
ning the film. Li said chat when the film
was released, his reputation would be
ruined forever. He confessed that he was
filled with great envy of me. Men have
died for less.”

Tsang gave an exasperated groan. “So
that's what you were mouthing about,
was it? [ should have known that you
were too much in love with your vain,
peacock self to be either a murderer or ab-
ductor.”” He pointed toward the studio
door. "Go back to your preening. And
sponge from your mind this interview
with me. If your tongue grows loose in
the middle, even with wine, I shall hear
of 1c.”

The purple one, now thoroughly
cowed, fairly bolted away.

Tsang wurned to Rutherford, who had
been standing impatiently waiting while
this colloquy in an unknown tongue had
continued. The detective said gloomily:

“Nothing there. I think perhaps this
other company steal Miss Sun to spoil our
picture. But, no.”

“Did you take the word of that lanky
specimen you just talked to? Of course,
he’d say no.”

"But there are ways and ways of say-
ing no. That man s not guilty.”

“Well,” Rurtherford’s voice was gruff,
“come on, then. Let's play out the farce.
Only, when you get tired of walking me
around, you sce to it that we find Miss
Sun!”

An expression not unlike pity flicted
across Tsang’s carefully made-up features.
Offering no reply to the young camera
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man, the detective set out at a pace remark-
able for a man of such short stature,

10

SANG’S morning was a series of

blanks. Rutherford stalked at his
side, glowering and sarcastic, hiding—as
Tsang knew—a very sharp fear for the
life of Laura Sun under the mask of bad
temper. The pistol, however, was put
away. Tsang's air of earnestness, the
thorough way in which he combed the
Native City, had its effect upon the cam-
cra man. In spite of himself, Tsang was
forcing Rutherford to believe that the
search was a genuine one.

At noon, Tsang turned to investigate
the various boat colonies. It was not,
however, until midafternoon that he came
upon his first clue. . . . He had been
conversing with the Headman of the
junks at Zaucadoo. Here, the banks of
Soochow Creek were lined with junks
waiting to lighter into the harbor the
bales of thread from near-by silk filature
mills. The grizzled-haired Headman dis-
played the usual Oriental disinclination to
run his nose into trouble, but Tsang soon
discovered, from his evasions, that the
man was in possession of an uncomfort-
able secret.

“What have you to fear, Elder Broth-
er?” Tsang urged. "“The police will pro-
tect you. And, too, although you arc pre-
sumably a man of grear wealth, even you
will not be averse to gaining the reward
that is being offered.”” Here Tsang de-
cided to pledge Lluellan to the payment
of a reward.

The man of "great wealth” stared in-
tently at his shabby, coolie-cloth gown.
He swallowed. ""“What—what is the sum
offered?”

Seeing the Headman rise to the bait,
Tsang said promptly: “Five hundred
Yuan dollars.”

A glint came into the man's eyes, but
he said in an indifferent voice. "It is very
little. If the police would consider the
risk I run and raise the sum to a thou-
sand——"'

“Ey-yah!" answered Tsang testily.
“You are like the man who was, by mis-
take, given a bag of rice yet who com-
plained because he was not also offered a
charcoal brazier to cook it. I shall recom-
mend that the reward be reduced to three
hundred "’

“Rest your tongue, Heaven-born!”
interposed the Headman in alarm. "'Five
bundred was the sum clicked upon the
abacus of my memory. . . . And now,
will you follow me? 1 shall take you to
the junk into which I saw a Chincse
woman carried last night.”

The junkman beckoned to Tsang and
Rutherford to follow. Almost out to
midstream the boats stretched, gunwale
to gunwale. Using them as a bridge, at
moments callously stepping on a hand or
an arm of a figure napping on their decks,
the Headman moved toward the open
channel.

“Are we at last on the trail of some-
thing?”’  Rutherford asked wearily.
Tsang's pace had been killing that day,
and he had not stopped for noontide rice.

The detective nodded, then lifted an
admonitory finger to his mouth.

Silently the three approached a large
junk on the outermost fringe. It appeared
deserted. No crew members took a siesta
on the after deck. The forward deck was
roofed over with gayly colored matting
and hid from view any possible occupants
there or down in the cockpit. The lines
of the boat indicated speed rather than
carrying capacity.

Tsang paused a moment, frowning, a
hand on the arm of the Headman. There
was something ominous in the silence of
that junk. Were men waiting behind
that wall of gay matting, ready to spring
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out upon him? Or to fire a volley from a
battery of small arms? Then he shrugged
away the thought. When came his time
to taste the waters of the Yellow Springs,
no volition of his could change the hour.

The Headman apparently had no such
fears. Nimbly for one of his age he
leaped aboard the strange junk. Thrust-
ing a leathery brown neck under the hood,
he muttered a surprized: "Ey-yah!”

“What's up?”’ demanded Tsang, who
was prevented from staring within by the
junkman’s back.

“The woman is gone!
kere!”

Rutherford caught the astonishment on
the junkman’s face, and Tsang's look
of perturbation. " Another mare’s-nest,
Ch'ung? I'm getting pretey tired of this!
Either you take me to Laura Sun in the
next hour, or I give you a fine fat beat-
ing! Just because you're allowed to win
a few set-up fights before the camera, you
peedn’t think that you're a champion.
I've knocked you down once today, and
Pm in the mood to do it again.”

Tsang stared preoccupiedly at Ruther-
ford, not even hearing the camera man’s
threats. “"She is gone. Burt that's not all.
Look in this cabin.” The detective
pointed to 2 row of neatly piled tins.

Rutherford reached down and opened
one. A faint but sickly-sweet odor arase.
He gave an amazed whistle. 1 know
that smell! I used to ger it from Li's
clothes—mornings after he had been hit-
ting the pipe. But these rins are all
empty!”

“Yes. This was the boat that brought
the opium down-river from the Honan
poppy fields, I think,” Tsang answered.
“It's been transferred :

He broke off, for Rutherford was star-
ing at him fixedly.

“"Ch’ung, your English is improving, I
see!”’

Tsang muttered under his breath at his

No one is

own stupidity, then he answered bluffly:
“That, 1 think, is my business. Let me
also say that 1 grow litude weary of re-
peated threatenings. I have the realiza-
tions that you are worried man. But
even patient snail becomes filled with an-
ger when kicked.”

“Oh, is that so! And don’t stand there
and tell me what is your business and
whatisn’t!” Rutherford’s snapping nerves
caused him to forget all caution. His
hand went out in an impulsive, stinging
cuff that landed across Tsang's mouth,
cutting the upper lip.

The Chinese detective did not move.
His eyes bored levelly into Rutherford’s
—Ilike the thrusts of a steel auger, biting
deep. The camera man’s eyes dropped.
He whispered:

“I—I'm sorry I did that. I apologize.”

Abrupdy Tsang tumed away. Facing
the Headman, he said: “It is true that
this boat is now empty, but it does not
show signs of being abandoned. See,
there is nice in the iron pot. And tobac-
co. Whoever was here will come back.
The impetuous and bad-mannered foreign
barbarian with me and I will wait here,
aboard this junk. We shall hide in the
cockpit. You will return to your own
boat. As you go, command the men on
the junks surrounding us not to give any
waming. If they do, I shall cause some
wholesale arrests and imprisonment. And
you, Elder Brother, will not only lose your
reward but will join your people in
prison.”

The Headman dicked soothingly with
his tongue. ‘'Have no fear, Eminent Po-
lice Warchdog; no one will wam the
owners of this junk. They have no con-
federates among my people. Each boat
here is as familiar to me as the face of my
eldest grandson.”

“Good-bye,” answered Tsang. “If 1
do not come ashore—if you see this junk
bearing off with me aboard—go at once
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to the nearest police station. Report
there that Tsang Ah-bou, an unworthy
and stupid detective, was murdered in the
performance of his duty.”

11

N HOUR elapsed. Once Rutherford
spoke, but Tsang frowned him to
silence. At last the Chinese raised a
hand. Both men leaned forward. Clear-
ly there came the bark of a motor launch
moving up the stream. Made reckless by
impatience, Rutherford asked:

"“Have you any hope that Laura may be
aboard that boat?”

Tsang answered patiently: “‘Possibly,
my friend. Forgive my saying it, but she
is only one—what is word?—segment of
pattern that I begin to see.”

“You mean, you've a hunch abouc it
all?”

“'Preciselies,”’
hunch.”

As the motor launch drew ncarer and
gave evidence that it was heading for the
junk in which the two men were hiding,
they presented a study in contrasting
races. Tsang sat on his haunches, rocking
gently back and forth. His eyes were
alert, but he did not so much as move his
head when the launch bumped along-
side the junk. Rutherford, on the other
hand, peered eagerly through a small hole
in the sttaw matting. He moistened his
lips repeatedly with his tongue and his
hands clenched and undenched. His
eyes, however, were as unflawed by fear as
Tsang's.

Suddenly Rutherford gave a sharp ex-
clamation and, before Tsang could stop
him, had bounded from under the mat-
ting and out on deck.

“What the devil,”” he shouted, “is the
meaning of this?”’

Standing on the bow of the launch was
O’Conger. The director stared at Ruther-

answered Tsang, "A

ford in amazement. Then, as though
with an cffort, he spoke:

“Why, hel-lo, Noel! Didn't expect to
see yow here! What luck have you had?
Any trace of her yet?”

“"But, Terence, what are you doing
here?”

"What do you suppose! I'm on the
same trail as you. One of the extras at
the studio gave me a tip to try this junk
colony. Where’s Ch'ung? Have you
kept in touch with him?”

“"He's here,” the camera man answered
dully. It was plain that Rutherford had
lost interest, now that Tsang's hunch was
apparently proving valueless.

Tsang ambled up from the cockpit, a
grin stretched across his face. His eye
roved casually to the motor launch along-
side. There wcre two Chinese sailors
aboard it. The launch, long and powet-
ful-looking, had a cabin, the wooden
shutters of which were drawn shut.

Rutherford began to give O’'Conner an
account of his search. The director lis-
tencd sympathetically. Tsang waited a
space, then leaped lightly aboard the
deck of the launch. O’Conner wheeled
about, face suddenly grown black with
anger.

“"Hi! You, Ch'ung! Come away from
there! Buabo—no good!”

Tsang smiled in reply and shook his
head as though not comprchending. Reg-
istering idle curiosity more perfectly than
he had ever been able to do before the
camera, he walked toward the «cabin.
O’Conner shot out a command in English
to the pair of Chinese sailors on the
launch, both powerfully built men.
Swiftly they sprang for Tsang.

But the detective was prepared for this.
There took place a fight that made Ruth-
erford’s mouth water to film. Here was
no faking, no claborate toppling over of
a combatant in dcfeat at the precise mo-
ment that a scene had run its required
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length, The odds against Tsang were
two to one, the combined weight of the
two sailors was more than double his;
yet he appeated capable of meeting the
handicap. As he adroitly shifted and
dodged, the sailors got into each other’s
way.

After a space of this mélée, Tsang bent
down and caught one of the men in a
wrestler’s grip, gave a grunt and heave
and lifted the sailor over his head. The
man fell with a crash, his skull striking
against the low brass rail of the launch.
'The force of the impact bent the rail and
apparently cracked the sailor’s head, for
he lay still. His fellow promptly drew
up and then cringed away from Tsang.
O'Conner, from the junk, shouted at the
frightened Chinese:

“Go on, you! Get into it! You've only
begua to fight!”

But the man continued to cringe away
from Tsang. O’'Conner took a quick
step to the edge of the junk, preparing to
leap aboard the launch. Tsang said
sharply:

“Mr. Rutherford, stop him! Keep him
there!”

Auromatically the camera man held out
a deraining arm. But the director shook
off his grasp, muttering:

“Don’t be a fool, Noel! Can’t you see
what Ch'ung’s trying tc do? Make away
with my launch!”

"Sorry, Terence,”” Ruthetford muttered,
drawing away his arm. *'I didn’c think
of that.”

Unimpeded, O’Conner jumped aboard
the launch and swung a doubled fist vi-
ciously. Tsang ducked. The director was
twenty pounds heavier than the Chinese
detective and, as was soon cvident, a
superb boxer. The detective fought hard,
if awkwardly, taking buffets on face and
shoulders that caused Rutherford to won-
der why he did not go crashing down.

Then the sailor who had funked a

single-handed encounter with Tsang
crept around behind the cabin, and set
himself to dive at the detective’s legs.

This was too much for Rutherford.
O’Conner might be right; Ch'ung might
be planning to steal the launch; but he,
Rutherford, couldn’t stand to see a man—
making as gallant a fight as the stocky
Chinese was doing—Dbeset by treachery.
Leaning forward from the deck of the
junk, steadying himself with one hand
against the cabin roof-pole, he just man-
aged to grasp the crouching sailor by the
collar of a coolie-cloth jacket. Giving a
hearty yank, Rutherford pulled the man
backward and aboard the junk. The sail-
or gave a strangled, rattling sound and
sat down abruptly on the deck of the
junk, feeling gingerly at his neck. He
remained seated, prudently refraining
from further combat.

O'Conner was slowly driving Tsang to
the rail, his heavy fists, filled with dan-
gerous power, moving like pistons.
Tsang's lips were ribbons. One eye was
fast closing. A cut on his cheek had
caused a bit of the clay pigmentation to
hang loosely—as though a great patch of
skin had peeled.

Yet, in spite of the beating he was re-
ceiving, Tsang kept his wits. Here, he
realized, was a man who must have been,
sometime in his career, a professional
prize-fighter. O’Conner handled him-
self too perfectly even for the finest of
amateurs, By trying to box O’Conner,
Tsang knew that he was playing into the
director’s hands; but at wrestling the de-
tective feared no man. . . . Suddenly
cowering back as.though beaten, he tolled
O'Conner on. With a snarl, the director
leaped in, to give the knockout. Tsang
dropped to his knees, turned his shoulder,
ducked in his head, and O'Conner dove
helplessly over him, to the deck.

‘The fall did not even stun the director,
but it gave Tsang the opportunity that
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O’Conner’s dangerous. flying fists had
previously denied. The detective’s legs
shot out in a scissors hold; the ankles
locked together squarely about O’Con-
ner's waist.

The director thrashed fruitlessly about
for a moment, then lay breathing in
great gulps, too winded for words.
Tsang, who was breathing as easily as
though this were part of his daily regime
—as in part it was, since he had taken
over the rble of stunt actor—now called
to Rutherford:

“Come aboard this launch, my friend.
Make looking in its cabin.”

O’'Conner also spoke to the camera
man: "Yes, for God’s sake, Noel, come
aboard and make this devil loosen this
fock he has on me—I can’t move! Every
ame I try, he tightens it!”

Rutherford sprang across the narrow
space of water to the deck of the launch.
He moved determinedly, mouth grim, to-
ward Tsang. The Chinese detective
looked up appealingly:

“Break my hold on this man if you will,
my friend—but first make looking down
in this cabin!”

After an uncertain moment, Ruther-
ford obeyed Tsang's behest. His scru-
tiny was short. He straightened up and
muttered:

"Only tins of film. Queer that they
should be here. Why did you want me
to look?”

Tsang frowned.
cabin.  You've
enough!”

O’Conner spoke: "So you've begun
talking English have you?”

Tsang paid no heed; his eyes were cn
the camera man. He could see Ruther-
ford’s shoulders stoop lower and lower.
Suddenly the American gave a sharp,
wordless exclamation and disappeared in
the cabin. There came the sound of
voices: Rutherford's, furiously angry, yet

“Go down into the
not looked closely

tender, too; and in reply, a woman’s ac-
cents.

O'Conner’s face dropped into curious-
ly rigid lines, like nothing so much as a
cold, gray mask of ungarnished papier-
maché. He ceased to struggle against the
grip about his ribs.

Laura Sun and Rutherford emerged
from the cabin. He was still engaged in
untying strands of rope that had been
fastened about her hands. Her mouth was
sharply abraded and flecked with blood
where a gag had cvidently been thrust
with considerable brutality.

“Now, Terence, what is the meaning
of this?” began Rutherford in the still
tones of a man who has been barely able
to mastec 2 very vital anger. ''No lies!
I'd advise you to tell me, before 1 lay my
hands on you and choke the life out of
you ’

“"Wait a moment, my young friend,”
interrupted Tsang. "Please! Such threat-
enings are most highly illegal. And 1
must now disclose myself: 1 am humble
watchdog of the law. You will allow me
to take caring of justice!’

""What do you mean?”’ muttered Ruth-
erford.

"I mean that I am lowly detective.”

O’Conner groaned. "Oh, Lord, a Chi-
nese dick! And to think that I was taken
in by him!”

Tsang answered: “But think how 1}
was almost taken in by you. I thought
you were motion picture director.”

“Well, I am, and a damned good one!
I turned down twenty thousand a year in
Hollywood, to come out here. I can
prove that!”

“I do not have least doubt of it,”
agreed Tsang. I should have said: I
thought you were only motion picture
man. But you are more, much more-——"

“What on earth do you mean, Ch'ung?”
Rutherford demanded.

“I know what he means,” spoke up
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Laura Sun. “I followed O’Conner all the
way across the Pacific to verify a suspi-
cion, Aad I proved I was right.”

12

No MORE was said for the moment.
Rutherford, aided by Tsang, bound
O’Conner with the same ropes that had
been used on the wrists and ankles of
Laura Sun. The brace of Chinese sailors
—taking advantage of the preoccupation
of the foreigners—silently made their
way ashore. One of them was holding a
head upon which a large bump had risen;
the other was still feeling gingerly at the
vertebra of his neck.

About the launch a veritable sea of cx-
cited faces had risen. Every junk at Zau-
cadoo was filled with peering Orientals.
Loudly rose their speculations. Why had
the small but apparently powerful Chi-
nese bound with ropes one of the foreign
devils? And why had another foreign
devil stood complacently by and permit-
ted it? Strange were the ways of the Oc-
cidental barbarians—but pleasing to note
that not always were the Western Ocean
men invincible.

Laura Sun rubbed at her wrist and said
almost sharply to Tsang:

"Of course, if I had known you were
working on this same job, think of the
time we could have saved and the risk!
I've had a precy bad moming of it!
O’Conner found out that I knew some-
thing and he tried to gouge it out of me,
today!”’

Tsang gave her a puzzled look. “You
are very youthfuls to be a man-hunter!”

She smiled faintly. "I know. It's one
of my assets. It stood me in good stead,
getting this motion picture job. But to be
made leading woman was a little more
than I bargained for. Poor O’Conner,
struggling with a couple of amateur ac-

tors, both of us! But what I haven't
learned yet is the way he smuggles the
stuff.”

“What stuff?”’ asked Rutherford, con-
scious that he was several steps behind the
others here. Laura, a detective; Ch'ung,
also one.

"Opium,” she answered. “We were
sure that he was the head of the ring, but
we were never able to learn his mechod of
handling the Black Seed.”

A chuckle came from the bound man at
their feet. “You'll never know.”

"Deeply regret taking away your last
ray of hope, honorable direcror,” Tsang
said, "but I do know.”

He walked to the cabin of the launch,
bent over and came upright again, with a
flat-sided, circular tin in his hands.

Rutherford laughed. “"Don’t be silly,
Ch’ung! That's a film container!”

"It was film container. Now''—Tsang
wrenched it open—''now you see, it holds
several hundred dollars’ worth of ab-
pren.”’

On the clear warm air rose almost over-
poweringly the sickish-sweet odor of opi-
um, neatly packed balls of Patna, Red and
Black Skin, each ball wrapped in foil.
Laura Sun spoke crisply:

“These were probably going to Ameri-
ca. Shanghai is the assembling-place for
Burmese and Indian opium, as well as the
local Szechuan seed, These containers
were to be sent over—along with bona
fide ilm. The method is clear to me
now.”

“Precisely,” said Tsang. "It was nice
system. If the customs in America opened
one of the film containers and found
opium, O'Conner could claim not to know
anything of it. With it would be several
reels of film showing me agilely falling
on my head from Lung Hwa Pagoda into
net.”

Rutherford now interposed: “‘But how
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can O'Conner afford to smuggle opium?
He has a reputation in Hollywood of be-
ing an A-Number-one director, command-
ing thousands of dollars

At their fect a chuckle arose, dry, sar-
donic.

Tsang promptly motioned Rutherford
and Miss Sun to leave the launch and go
aboard the junk, where they could be
within view of O'Conaer but out of his
hearing.

"It is true that he can command thou-
sand’ of dollar’, possibly, as direaor. But
as head of opium ring, he can make many
million. He gambled for very greac riches,
indeed.”

Rutherford spoke, giving Tsang a quick
glance: "'You have another solution, too.
Any man gambling for as many millions
as that, wouldn’t hesitate to commit mur-
der.”

Tsang's eyes fell levelly on the young
camera man'’s. Rutherford’s gaze dropped.
He muttered:

"I—I guess I won’t accuse him of mur-
dering Li. I imagine he will have enough
indiccments against him to hold him in
prison for the rest of his life. Why not
let sleeping dogs lie?”

"No!" Tsang's monosyllable shot out
with the sharpness of a whip-crack. "A
watch-dog is not a sleeping dog, and I
have said that I am watch-dog.”

He turned to Laura Sun. "Why did
you kill Mr. Li?"’

13

EURA SUN blanched perceptibly under
the olive bloom of her skin. Ruther-
ford ripped out a sharp oath and fumbled
in his pocket. Tsang's hand went out
swiftly and he caught the camera man’s
wrist. The pistol that Rutherford had
bought the day before tinkled to the deck.

The Chinese girl thrust herself between

the cwo. "Noel! Please! We must have
no more bloodshed. This man is only do-
ing his ducy. He has found me out; that’s
all. You did your best to shield me. You
cven tried 1o take the blame on your shoul-
ders.” She fell silent.

Tsang eyed her keenly and tried to
erase from his face all signs of elation.
He had made a shot in the dark, accusing
her. Yet it had secmed logical enough.
O’Conner, of course, might have done it,
but he would have run a risk, with the for-
tunes of the whole opium ring resting on
his shoulder. Rutherford was out of the
picture, but it had been his attitude of try-
ing to shield Laura Sun that had pointed
Tsang's suspicions toward her. Tsang
said quietly:

“Suppose you tell us your story, Miss
Sun?”

She said promptly and earnestly: *'Yes,
I'lt tell it, if you promise to believe me.
For every word I say will be the truth.”

Tsang nodded.

“First off, the only person to suspect
me was Li. It was my fault that he did.
I tricd to pump him, to worm out of him
his connection with O’'Conner—outside,
that is, of his motion picture affiliation. I
was certain that O'Conner and Li were in
league together in the opium smuggling.
Li couldn’t exactly place me—he never
did realize that I was a detective—but he
became frightened. He tried to drive me
off the lot. He would just about have
done it, if it hadn’t been for you, Noel.
You took my part and upset most of Li’s
little plans.

“Li must have taken his suspicions to
O'Conner. If so, the director didn’t be-
lieve him, for O’Conner never once
showced that he suspected the double réle
I was trying to play. O’Conner was satis-
fied with my acting; it was more American
style than Li's even if it was amateurish.

“Then came the morning of Li's—
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death. T had gone to the studio carly. The
day before, a boat had cuome in with mail
from America, and I wanted to see if any
letters had come for O'Conner that might
give me a clue. T was going over these
when 1 became conscious of some one be-
hind me. I turned around. Li was there.
He made a juinp for me, hands spread
like a fan. I dared not call for help. He
caught my arms and muttered that he was
going to hold me there until O'Conner
came.

“My eye roved along the desk and 1
spoited an onyx paperweight. A clumsy
weapon, but the only thing I could see.
Just then I hcard O’Conner’s voice—
from quite a distance. Li's grasp on my
arms relaxed. He turned toward the door,
to hail O’Conner. I caught up the paper-
weight and brought it down—on his
head. . . ."”

Her voice faltered and her brown eycs
became filled with horror ar the remem-
bered vision. Then her gaze sought
Tsang's again.

“You see, 1 am telling you the truth.
I could have said that I killed him in self-
defense. But that would not be correart.
He was not threatening my life, except in-
directly. But this T will say: I struck
only with the intention of freeing myself,
not with aay thought of murder. Please
believe that, Mr. Ch'ung!”’

0.5—-5

“Tsang Ah-bou is my unworthy name,”
spoke up the detective absently. His
brown hands drummed a quick tattoo on
the matted roof of the junk. “Ey-yah!”
he muttered. “‘Ey-yah!”

Laura Sun gave him a hopeless look.
“Well, I suppose you will want to arrest
me, Mr. Tsang? But can’t you leave Mr.
Rutherford out of it? It is true that he
came in and saw me, staring at Li, with
that ghastly onyx ball in my hands, but he
was only trying to help me. He, at least,
has done nothing.”

Tsang knitted his eyebrows. “"Done
nothing? Miss Sun, he is an accesscry af-
ter the fact. As a detective, even a lady
detective, you know unpleasant meaning
of that term: that he is guilty, as though
he aided in crime.” He was silent a mo-
ment. "And if I solemnly turn away my
eyes, I, too, become an accessory."”’

Laura Sun gasped. "'You mean 2"

“I mean,” said Tsang smiling gently,
“that T shall announce to my Chief, Lluel-
lan, that the mystery of Mr. Li's death is
un-soluble. True, it will be my first big
failure and will cause L'uellan, Lao-yeh,
to think very small-ly of me. But that is
penalty I must pay for joining ranks of
law-breakers.” Tsang took a deep breath
and then added irritably: "It all comes, I
think, of the bad custom in United States
of having lady detectives!”




