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made his way down Jackson street, a slight un-

steadiness should mark his gait. He still teetered
a little as he turned from tho street, to his right,
Into a dim alley, half-wa- y down which burned a
lantern, hanging from a balcony but little more
than shoulder-hig- h overhead. And, with tread
of velvety softness, turned also into the alley ho
of the blue scar. He was smiling slightly as he
carelessly Angered the sharp point of a dagger,
which lay tucked into his voluminous sleeve.

Fung Wall, shambling down the alley, dropped
from his hip-pock- a handkerchief-wrappe- d little
bundle. This happened directly under the light
of the little lantern, and the big Chinaman could
not but see it fall. Fingering his knife-blad- he
was almost upon Fung "Wall when it fell. He
stopped short and gazed intently upon the bun-

dle. Hero was tho object of his pursuit, his
merely for the picking up, without the risk or
bother even of cutting the owner's throat. He
stooped forward and downward, fingers extended,
w'len of a sudden he felt the impact of a body
and the sharp sting of a knife, piercing his back
between the shoulders. He fell forward on his
face, to the accompaniment of a succession of
stinging jabs as the dagger was withdrawn and
plunged into his back again and again. And he
heard a voice that chanted a song of triumph in
his ear: "Behold, Lee Gow, it is me, Fung Wah,
whose father you robbed and murdered in Wa-verl- y

place."
With a mighty effort, the stricken man turned

over, thrusting his enemy away. Blood was
spurting from half a dozen wounds, and he felt
that he was mortally Injured. Summoning all his
strength, he drew his knife and drove it at the
heart of Fung Wah, who had returned to the at-

tack. Fung Wall dodged sideways and back-
wards, and received the blade in his left shoul-
der. The knife tore downward, ripping the mus-
cles and tendons as it went, and Fung Wah, try-
ing to raise his arm, found that he could not.
With a ferocious grunt, he sprang to his feet,
and placed one foot on the head of Leo Gow and
Lee Gow. From the throat of the prostrate man
went up a last cry for help a yelp that inixed in
its tones the bay of a bloodhound and the howl of
a wolf. Its last note faded into a horrid gurgle;
for Fung Wah, with a quick downward and out-

ward stroke, had severed Lee Gow's windpipe.
The call brought help, albeit too late. A short,

thick-se- t Chinaman who had been lurking out-

side, peering up and down the street on the watch
for a possible policeman, bounded into the alloy--I

way. He took one look, and his revolver flashed
in the dim light.

But Fung Wah was equally ready, and two
shots mingled in one report. The short China-
man, shot through and through, leaped in the air,
fell forward and lay still.

Fung Wah stood motionless, one foot planted
on either side of tho body of Lee Gow, and gazed
at the dripping fragments of his right hand. It
was shattered and bleeding, but Fung Wah re-

garded it with a grim smile of satisfaction. And,
still standing there, tho police found him when
they rushed into the alley a minute later.

They took him to the receiving hospital, and
surgeons cut off his right hand. Then they re-

examined the wounded shoulder.
"Might as well cut off this arm, too, for all

the good it will ever be to him," hopefully re
marked tho assistant surgeon, who was anxious
for practice."

But the head surgeon wearily shook his head.
When Fung Wah was able to talk, he told his

story It was, according to his version, ji simple
case of attempted robbery and murder on the
part of Loe Gow, and of self-defens-e on his own.
Half a dozen members of Lee Gow's tong were
ready to swear that Fung Wah had attempted to
rob and had murdered Gow and the other China-
man, and half a dozen of Fung Wall's friends
werjg. willing to swear tp a directly opposl$ejBtqpy

But tho police knew the record and the profes-
sion of Lee Gow, and the district attorney let
Fung Wah free.

It was many weeks later when Fung Wah, pale
and thin from the effects of his wounds, left tho
hospital and made his way to the house on Pa-

cific Heights. He found it deserted save for a
caretaker, who told him bruskly that the family
were away on their summer vacation, and re-

fused to let him in.
Aimlessly, Fung Wah turned his face toward

Chinatown. In the confusion attendant on his
arrest, his winnings had disappeared, and he was
ponnlless. He went to the shop of his uncle,
who smiled a greeting.

"Uncle," said he, "I am helpless. My right
hand is gone, my left is useless. I can work no
more, and am without money."

The uncle called his assistant to take charge
of the store, placed his cap on his head.

"Come with me," he answered. "We go to the
Chambers of Tranquillity, to the house of my
friend, Kwong Huie, the undertaker."

As one in a dream, Fung Wah accompanied
his uncle. The Chambers of Tranquility! There,
supported by the bounty of his tong, he would
live for several days perhaps many, perhaps few

on the faro provided by Kwong Huie. Then
some evening, when the allowance was gone, all
but the regular profit of Kwong Huie, that indi-

vidual would drop a sleeping potion into Fung
Wall's cup of tea or sam-sh- and he would sleep,
never to wake again.
- He roused himself with a start, shivering as

though in a chill. They were descending a flight
of stairs that led fiom tho street to a large
apartment with glass doors. It was closing into
evening. The lights had begun to twinkle along
Commercial street. The street was with
life. The hum of voices mingled with the noises
from the fantan houses and the music of the the-

ater. Fung Wah threw one look upward behind
him. Then he passed through the door his uncle
was holding open. A slim, grave man, with
shaven crown and dangling pigtail, came forward
with a word of greeting. He motioned them to
a stool apiece. And Fung Wah, for the first time,
sat within the Chambers of Tranquility.

As he sat there that last night, gazing down-

ward at his useless hands, and recalling the days
of his youth in the mountains, Fung Wah took a
sudden resolution. He would leave this place of
silence and death, and once more see the houso
of the Blanchards.

He glanced furitively about him. The dim red
lamp, dangling from the ceiling, showed no other
being in the room. He arose and went forth
into the night, into the cool, fresh
air of the early autumn evening.

Seeking the most unfrequented ways, he quick-
ly betook himself to the mansion on Pacific
Heights. The bright lights glowing in the win-

dows brought something akin to gladness to his
heart. But he hesitated at the foot of the stairs,
and stood for a while gazing up at the windows.

Suddenly the door was thrown open, and the
light shone out upon him. He tried to draw into
the shadow, but was too late. A light young step
came running down tho stairs, a warm young
hand grasped his own, and a moment later Fung
W,ah was home again.

He took their greetings in his stolid Chinese
way. They had never heard of his misfortune,
and, although they had made such inquiry as
they could, had not been able to get any trace
of him; and, after a fqjv weeks' waiting for tid-

ings, had given him up 'as one forever lost,
sucked into the maelstrom of Chinatown, where
so many other beings, white and yellow, had dis-

appeared forever, without a sign, even, to indi-qat- e

the precise spot where the waters of oblivion
had swallowed them, to be washed up again only
on the shores of eternity.

' ".i11 night he slept again in his little room,

his old accustomed place on the ground floor. Ho H
was tended with care, and given spending money, H
for which he had no present use. lM

Things went thus for a week, and the long-- 'H
ing to see Chinatown again grew strong upon (i M
Fung Wah. So one afternoon, about sundown, he jH'trotted down Pacific street, hungry for a sight llof the fantan games, for the taste of chop suey, Ilfor an evening at the theater, for the countless ' , M
sights and smells of Chinatown. M

He would go to the game of Hop Sing first, M
for he desired most to gamble. He entered the M
place. There were but a few there, bcause of M
the earliness of the hour. He had regained to a M
slight degree the use of his right hand, so that M
he was able to get his hand into his pocket, get M
out some coins, and place a bet on table. Then M
he looked about him and spoke. Nobody answered M

H
Slightly perturbed, he watched the progress of H

the game. It went against him. But his stake M

remained undisturbed, where he had placed it. M

Thinking that the dealer had been guilty of H
an oversight, he doubled his stake. This time he H
won. But the bet remained unpaid. He pro- - H
tested. Nobody replied. Nobody even looked at tH
him. He went out a little unsteady on his feet. H

He went to a restaurant where he was well H
known, and which he had frequented almost daily H
up to the night of the shooting of Lee Gow. En- - H
tering the place, ho asked for a bowl of noodles, H
and sat at a table. He waited a long time, but H
no waiter came with his order. He Anally went H
out to where he found the proprietor sitting, and H
complained. The fat restaurateur sat biill and jH
looked at him, never replying. Fung Wall, his H
complexion turning a little gray, went out into the jH
street. H

As he stood leaning against an awning-pos- t, H
looking downwaid into the gutter, and pondering ,H
deeply, he heaid a quick patter of feet coming ,H
clown the street, and something familiar about the H
step caused him to glance quickly up. A now H
light shone in his eyes. The passerby was his H
best friend of the old days. Fung Wah greeted H
him happily. The man turned upon him, for a H
moment a grave and wondering regard, then H
looked through him and past him, as one who H
sees not, and was gone. H

Fung Wah put his arm about the awning-post- , H
and held it tightly for a moment, meanwhile gaz- - H
ing deeply into the gutter again. He sighed heav- - H
ily, a sigh that was more sob than sigh; a sound H
that came rather from the heart than from the H
lungs. H

Then he stood forth and straightened. himself, H
a new dignity in his bearing. Slowly he turned, H
walked down a block to the alley, turned into it, H
walked as far as another street, steadily, like a H
soldier following a command to charge, turned a H
corner, descended a flight of stairs that led down H
from the street to a large front apartment with H
glass doors. M

It was closing into evening. The lights had H
begun to twinkle along Commercial street. The H
street was with life. The hum of voices M
mingled with the noises from the fantan houses M
and the music of the theater. But without a M
glance behind, Fung Wall opened the door and M
entered. A slim, grave man, with shaven crown M
and dangling pigtail, came forward with a word M
of greeting. He motioned to a stool. And Fung M

Wah, for the last time, sat within the Chambers D
of Tranquility. H

Asked one of another: "Where are you going jH
to spend your vacation?" jjH

"In the Adirondacks," responded the other. ffl
Rubbing his hands and chuckling with glee the I m

queerist chortled: "That's good, that's great!" H
Flattered at his friend's enthusiasm, his com- - j?M

panion, beaming with asked, "I ;S
suppose you're going there too?" i9l

"No no," was the effusive reply. tjH


