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By KENNETH GILBERT

A Human Whirlwind Ready to Loose Its Fury Upon the
World Holds China As Under a Dragon’s Claw in
This Pulse-Stirring Story of Oriental Intrigue
and Adventure

rather, it is a half-caste city in

whose life currents, flowing
sluggishly, are strains- of East and
West, which have met at last.

The Old City, with its narrow, tor=
tuous streets; the rabbit-warren, low-
roofed buildings, drooping with
weathered banners and festooned
paper lanterns, the acrid, sullen at-
mosphere traced with noisome, un-

S HANGHALI is cosmopolitan. Or,

known smells—this is China as it al-
ways has been. A quicksand for white
men whose straying feet have led
them thither, the jealous mother of
an unwiiolesome brood, a withholder
of secrets, guarded as the crumbling
walls have guarded her for centuries.

And yet outside those walls, in the
European concession, if one can ig-
nore the sight of thousands of plod-
ding, black-bloused Chinese clerks,



tradesmen and servants, or forget that
just off the Bund, in the towny waters
of the river, the shoals of sampans
are huddled even as they were, per-
haps, when the Great Khans led their
savage hordes out of the North. It
might be fancied that one was in a
thriving Occidental city with the
characteristics of continental Europe
and perhaps a dash of America as
well.

For example, there is the Cafe
Riche, in the French quarter, where
you may not enter after nine o’clock
at night unless in evening dress, or
wearing an officer’s uniform of one of
the great powers. The Cafe Riche,
with its spike-mustached garcons, its
spicy aroma of French cooking, glit-
tering mirrors and snowy linen, might
have been lifted from the most fash-
ionable boulevard of Paris itself.

And yet it was in China.

But a mile or so distant was the
festering hole of the Old City, brood-
ing behind her crumbling walls, re«
sentful of the encroachment of for-
eign devils; a slow-smoldering ash-

eap of intrigue, unhurried, unreck-
oning of time. For China is old, and
if one would understand, one cannot
be restless. So much has happened in
China that the immediate present
seems no more than a tick of the
Clock of Ages. One must not be im-
patient in China.

Craig Brightly knew this, for he
had lived four years in Shanghai, He
knew it did not pay to be restless,
for experience had taught him why.
Yet he found himself sitting there at
a table in an alcove of the Cafe Riche,
and glancing nervously every few
minutes at his wrist-watch. Idly he
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fingered the thin stem of his empty
liqueur glass.

He was aware that he was being
wateched, but so far he had detected
nothing malevolent in the glances
which ethers in the cafe directed at
him from time to time.

In fact, he was used to it, for he
dined often at the Cafe Riche. Just
being there was a sort of antidote for
homesickness. For, while the place
was by no means American, it was §o
wholly unlike China that it helped
him forget.

Nevertheless, he was—in the rare
moments when he allowed his keen,
practical brain to be gripped by fan-
tasy — merely between the paws of
The Dragon which drowsed in the
Ol1d City. At any instant he could be
crushed beneath those paws, if the
sleepy monster awoke.

But it was not good to dwell upon
such a possibility. It was worse than
useless. The Orient had taught him
something of what fatalism means,
and the fundamental idea of it is that
impatience is folly,

INE forty-two. The last time he

had looked at his watch it was
nine thirty-nine. Again he twirled
the empty liqueur glass, and Francois,
the alert maitre, came forward quick-
ly, expectantly.

But Brightly shook his head. In a
voice which would not carry far, he
asked:

“Francois, who is that Eurasian oc-
cupying the third table from the end,
at the other side of the room? The
man who has just entered, accom-
panied by that Chinese in evening
clothes?” :

Brightly spoke in French, and
Francois replied in kind:

“But that is Monsieur Quintaro,
that Eurasian. I do not know him
well, for he comes here but rarely. A
mysterious man, monsieur, The Chi-
nese I do not know. There are many

such, who have been educated in Eu-
rope, or your own United States. He
speaks excellent English. I could
make inquiries—"

“No,” interposed Brightly, “It is of
no consequence.” He glanced again
at his watch.

“You are certain no one has in-
quired for me?” he asked. “A lady,
perhaps?”

Francois shrugged.

“But, no,” he replied. “I have issued
orders. Perhaps if monsieur will give
us the lady’s name, a brief descrip-
tion. It would be helpful. But not
necessary, perhaps.”

Brightly grimaced.

“I don’t know who she is, much
less ever having seen her,” he an-
swered.

Francois smiled, his eyes lighting.
He had the soul of a romanticist, had
Francois.

“Ah, monsieur!” he exclaimed. That
was all, but there was a world of
meaning in that “ah!” This Monsiecur
Brightly was a likable, polished gen-
tleman; clean-cut, good-looking—cer-
tainly attractive to most women as
Francois had shrewdly observed in
noting the rather wistful glances
which unattended lady patrons of the
place had cast toward the lone diner.
A little affair, perhaps? But, why
not?

“Ah, monsieur!” exclaimed Fran-
cois again, twirling his tiny waxed
mustache, and winking knowingly.

Craig laughed outright, and shook
his head.

“No,” he assured. “I fancy this is
a cold-blooded business proposition.
The appointment was made by the
consul’s office; and the fool clerk who
handled the deal neglected to jot
down her name. I came down-river
from Hankow only this afternoon,
The note was awaiting me at my
quarters.

“For all I know, she may be a wells
preserved old dowager.”
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“Monsieur!”

It was a gar¢con who spoke. He had
come up soft-footedly, unnoticed, and
was standing at Brightly’s elbow.

“A lady to see you, monsieur!”

RIGHTLY got to his feet, hastily,
face reddening, comforted only
by the thought that he had been
speaking in French. For, at the
garcon’s side stood a woman, and it
was certain that she had overheard
him. And, at that moment he would
have cheerfully traded a year of his
life rather than have her understand
what he had been saying.

Certainly she was no well-preserved
old dowager, as Brightly had sur-
mised. To the contrary, she was
young, decidedly pretty, yet with a
scared little look in her eyes as
though all this was strange to her.

She wore her clothes well, without
ostentation. No jewelry. And none
of that rouged, mascaraed makeup
which characterized other white wo-
men in the Cafe Riche.

Brightly had a sudden pang of
homesickness. She was like a breath
from home.

He seated her, forestalling the alert
Francois. The maitre permitted him-
self a soulful sigh, twirled his mus-
tache, then departed, shooing the
garcon ahead of him. Brightly was
aware now that many persons in the
cafe were staring at his table curi-
ously. The Eurasian, Quintaro, and
the Chinese had ceased talking, and
were regarding him and the girl
boldly.

Brightly told himself that some-
time he’d indulge in the pleasure of
slapping the Eurasian’s bloated, dead-
white face. He ignored the other.

But the girl was regarding Brightly
with frank curiosity. He fancied he
saw approval in her gaze, for she
smiled suddenly, and the worried look
went out of her eyes.

“I am Janice Leeds,” she said.

“They told me at the consulate—of
you——" She paused, groping for
words. “Well, I rather expected to
find you a gray-haired, fatherly sort
of person!” and she smiled again. “Is
it true that you have done all the
things they told me about?”

Brightly laughed.

“Without knowing just what I'm
supposed to have done,” he replied, “I
dare say I can’t confess.”

“But—you are Janice Leeds! I had
a friend named Jim Leeds. No rela-
tion, of course?”

NSTANTLY the scared look came

back into the girl’s eyes.

“My brother,” she said simply. “He
—that is what I came to see you
about!”

He studied her without replying.
So this was Jim Leeds’ sister! There
was a trace of family resemblance, but
not much. Still, Brightly reflected,
the ravages of dissipation had prob-
ably changed Jim Leeds greatly.
Brightly could not remember that the
man had ever spoken of having a
sister.

“They told me at the consulate that
you are a friend of Jim’s,” she went
on. “They also told me that if there
is one person in the world who could
help me, it would be you!”

Brightly heard her in amazement.
She had said “are” instead of “werc”
when speaking of his friendship with
Leeds. Didn’t she know that the man
was dead—wiped out with the Far-
rand exploring expedition that had
gone intc the Gobi Desert?

An untimely end for Leeds, per-
haps, yet not wholly unexpected. It
had only been a question of time; no
man could do what Leeds had done,
and live long. In one short year the
change had been accomplished—that
was the pathetic part of it.

From the popular, respected repre-
sentative at Shanghai of a big New
York importing firm, Leeds had taken
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a swift plunge into oblivion. The
knowing ones had said that the Orient
had “got” him. Yet, Brightly had
been puzzled. A man doesn’t need-
lessly throw everything worthwhile
to the dogs.

There had been a reason for it—
maybe a woman—but Brightly had
never learned the truth. Eventually
his company dismissed him, when his
conduct became insufferable, and he
lapsed into that most pitiable of all
characters, a white “bum” in a land
of yellow men. Even his friends of
the European quarter sickened of him
finally, and it was said that he had
withdrawn to the Old City, to wallow
deeper in the mire.

IT had been Brightly who had
dragged him forth. When old Far-
rand stopped at Shanghai, on his way
into the Gobi, Brightiy had persuaded
him to take Leeds along.

“He knows a half-dozen dialects,”
Brightly had told Farrand. “He’ll be
more valuable to you than any native
interpreter —if you can keep him
away from booze!”

Brightly himself had found Leeds
in the Old City, hauled him out and
made him half-way presentable. And
Farrand, who was less interested in
the man’s morals than in his ability
to speak the various dialects, had
taken him on. From Shanghai they
had gone north, struck into the Gobi
—and vanished.

Weeks later there filtered down
from Peiping a rumor that the entire
expedition had been destroyed by
bandits. And Brightly, although sad-
dened a little, for he had liked Jim
Leeds despite the latter’s depravity,
philosophically saw the hand of fate
in it. It had been for the best. For
years in China had strengthened
Brightly’s belief in fatalism.

“I’m sorry,” Brightly told the girl.
“You heard, of course, that he was—
dead?”

She flashed a startled look at him.

“You mean the destruction of the
Farrand expedition?”

Brightly nodded. She sighed.

“I heard that,” she replied, “and be-
lieved it. But, that was supposed to
have taken place a year and a half
ago.

“Now, I know it’s not true. At least,
Jim is alive! For I have received a
letter from him!”

HE said this a little breathlessly,

leaning across the table toward
him. He saw her eyes go around the
room, as though fearful that she
would be overheard. And then, as
abruptly, she relaxed, for Francois
was standing smilingly at the table.

“Somesing, m’sieu?” he suggested
pleasantly in English to Brightly.
“Dejeuner, perhap’?” But Brightly
shook his head.

“Monsieur,” said Francois suddenly
in French, “that Eurasian, Quin-
taro—"

But Brightly straightened up impa-
tiently. :

“Later, Francois, later!” he told the
maitre, “Can’t you see we are occu-
pied?”

Francois squared his shoulders. He
gave his mustache a little twirl,
rolled his eyes, and stalked stiffly
away, plainly offended.

ANICE had opened her wrist-bag,

and took from it a folded square-
of paper. She uncreased it, spread it
out on the table. Brightly saw that
it was covered by lines of odd-looking
hieroglyphics, somewhat resembling
the pothooks of shorthand.

“It is a simple code which Jimmy
and I made up,” she explained. “We
used to write each other kid messages
when we were separated at different
schools. You see, there’s just the two
of us. But I'll translate it for you.
It says:
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“Am somewhere in North China, on
unknown river, Farrand and others
dead. Am safe for present, under
protection. Good health. Don’t worry.
Write you again in a month. Big
gecret. Riches—lots.

({4 (JIMIﬂY.’ ”

The girl looked up at him.

“That letter was mailed five months
ago, in Shanghai,” she went on. “I
didn’t save the envelope, but it bore
the Shanghai postmark. But I haven’t
heard from him since. I worried, de-
cided to come here. I arrived this
morning, and inquired at the consu-
late. They told me to see you, said
you would return today from Han-
kow.”

Her eyes filled.

“I’'m afraid, Mr. Brightly!” she
whispered. “Terribly afraid. I know
something has happened to him.

“When he first came to Shanghai,
he wrote me of how wonderfully well
he was doing. Then the tone of his
letters began to change; they were
more infrequent, too. Finally, he said
he was quitting his job. I never heard
from him after that—until I received
this letter.

“I couldn’t understand what had
happened to him. Jimmy and I have
always been so close to each other.
He was a brother of whom to be
proud. But I have heard that the
Orient affects some persons like a dis-
ease. Maybe that is what happened
to Jimmy! Will you tell me?”

Brightly, thrilled by what she had
said, nevertheless was quickened by
some sixth sense which he could not
have defined at that moment. He
could only recognize the sensation,
for it had occurred to him before.
For want of a better name, he had
termed it “the old bird-dog sense.”
The intuition of a hunter who feels
that game is near.

“Let me see the letter,” he request-
ed, holding out his hand.

HE message was written on cheap

paper, characteristically Chinesec.
There was nothing unusual about it.
And yet, the very fact that the mes-
sage was from the supposedly-dead
Jim Leeds gave an added interest to
it. He studied it closely.

On the table was a softly-shaded
lamp. To get better light, Brightly
removed the lamp-shade, held the pa-
per close against the glowing bulb.
This made certain erasures—the mes-
sage was written in pencil—stand out
more clearly. But the changes were
only a letter here and there, probably
not enough to change the meaning of
the thing.

A voice broke in on his contempla-
tion. It was Francois.

“Monsicur,” said the mailtre in
French, “Eurasian, Quintaro—"

Brighitly gave a startled exclama-
tion and half-rose from his chair. Yet
it was not to interrupt Francois,
whom he had not heard. Francois,
however, reading the action for a re-
buff, backed off hastily.

What Brightly saw was something
which was barely distinguishable
through the paper. Probably it was
a crude sort of water-mark, yet so
faintly did it show that his eye had
not caught it at first.

It was a large outlined letter, Chi-
nese in form, yet resembling the En-
glish letter “T.” In the glow from
the lamp shining through the paper,
the letter had a faint reddish tinge.

“What is it?” demanded the girl,
wonderingly.

Brightly folded and handed the
paper back to her.

“Don’t lose that, please,” he told
her. He glanced around the room.
The Eurasian and the Chinese were
gone, but Francois, a determined look
on his face, was approaching again.

“I’d rather not explain—here,” went
on Brightly. “Let’s go to the consu-
late. Got something important I want
to report to Robbins}”
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He stood up.

This time, however, Francois would
not be dissuaded.

“That Eurasian, Quintaro,” he
stated in French. “All the while he
study you, and mademoiselle. Very
interested, so! He ask me many ques-
tions, who you are, who she is. But,
do I tell him? Ah! Not Francois, the
fox !”

He rolled his eyes grandiloquently,
gave his mustache a fillip.

“Magnificent, Francois!” applauded
Brightly, smiling. He crushed a bill
of Chinese currency into the maitre’s
hand. “Watch that Eurasian closely.
He looks suspicious. But ke will not
fool you, my friend!”

RANCOIS bowed, backed away,
almost overcome. Such praise as
this, coming from Craig Brightly, the
brilliant one known only to a few as
the confidential diplomatic agent of
the United States. A man who was
said to have a finger in every political
pot-pie in the Far East. It was praise
indeed. Francois considered regret-
fully that with such natural gifts he,
although maitre of the Cafe Riche,
might have become a detective. A
tting contemporary, he thought, of
such a master as Craig Brightly.

At the curb, while he handed the
girl into his own car, which had been
summoned — experience had taught
him that ’rickshas drawn by coolies
were unsafe in traversing darkened
streets—Brightly whispered to her:

“I’'m afraid, Miss Leeds, that you
won’t hear from your brother—soon.”
It was on his tongue to say “ever,”
but he wanted to spare her. “On that
letter you carry is a clue, the mark
of a Thing—maybe a man, or a group
of men; in any event, it’s a sinister
Intelligence. The thing I'd give my
life to destroy, because the sacrifice
would be cheap enough; it would
mean the saving of many other lives,
later. The devilish thing I've been

fighting for four years, ever since I
came here.

“It_killed Brand, my predecessor,
at Nanking, It is called The Red
Typhoon!”

CHAPTER II
The Warning

OBBINS, the consul general

at Shanghai, faced Brightly

and Janice Leeds across his
desk.

“Of course, the matter is wholly in
your hands, Brightly,” he stated. “It’s
too much for me; I'm merely the com-
mercial representative here. But I'll
make a report to our minister at Pei-
ping. The American fleet is at Foo-
chow. A destroyer could be here
within twenty-four hours!”

Brightly smiled and shook his
head. :
“Thanks,” he acknowledged, “but
there’s no need for such a move, just
yet. There’s a thread or two to un-
ravel right here in Shanghai.

“This letter,” and h= tapped the pa-
per which Jance had shown him,
“was mailed in Shanghai. Somebody
carried it here for Jim Leeds, if it
is true that he is in the interior of
China. That person must have been
a friend; assuming, of course, that it
is not part of a plot.

“But Jim Leeds didn’t die with the -
Farrand expedition, for he mentions
that the others are gone. In some
manner he escaped. He speaks of
riches. What could that be, Reb-
bins? You're supposed to be famil-
iar with the resources of this coun-
try.”

Robbins considered.

“It could be gold,” he mused. “It
has been found in North China, but
the threat of bandits has always dis-
couraged white prospectors, whereas
the natives have only crude methods
of going about it. There is a man
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here, however, who doubtless can
give you accurate information about
that part of the country. A Eu-
rasian. Quintaro is his name. Smart
fellow, tool”

Brightly stiffened.

“I’ve seen him,” he remarked. “Saw
him tonight, in fact. A Chinese
dressed like a white man, was with
him, Can you guess who that Chin-
ese could have been, Robbins?”

The consul pursed his lips.

“It could have been Ki-Lung,” he
replied. “He’s pretty close to Quin-
taro. Graduate of Oxford, I under-
stand. I can’t guess what his game

can be. But,” he added, “it might be
something worth your attention,
Brightly!”

HE latter nodded, as he got to his
= feet.

“I’m going to lock up this Quin-
taro,” he decided, “just as soon as I
take Miss Leeds to her hotel.” He
turned to the girl

“I may be gone for a few days,” he

went on. “Keep in close touch with
Robbins, here. A4nd be careful!l
Shanghai is a strange place.”

“Ready?”

The girl smiled.

“You sound mysterious,” she re-
minded him.,
worry about poor Jim, I'd enjoy this
thrill. Why should I be afraid? And
why should this dreadful thing you
call The Red Typhoon be interested
in my brother? What is The Red
Typhoon?” :

Brightly looked sober.

“I can’t tell you that,” he replied,
“because I'm not certain myself. But
its purpose seems fairly well estab-
lished. In this part of the world a
typhoon, you’ll understand, typifies
destruction. The purpose of The
Red Typhoon seems the destruction
of the white man’s supremacy, at
least in the Orient. After that—
why the storm may sweep the world

“If I could forget to

before it blows itself out! At least,
that’s the ambitious hope of the man
or men behind it. It is closely link-
ed with the Chinese Communists,
which accounts for the ‘red’ part of
it. :
“Yet it is in reality yellow, for
that is the hue of the human whirl-
wind that is slowly gathering force
out here. When the fury of it is
loosed upon the world, why, even the
sun is going to have a yellowish
tinge, as it does after a typhoon has
passed.”

“And you think Jim is involved in
this some way?” asked the girl anx-
iously. “They may kill him, if they
haven’t already done so!”

“I’'d gladly give my own life, if I
could destroy this thing,” declared
Brightly. “So would Robbins, here.
So would any real white man. Unless
I'm mistaken, Jim Leeds would make
the same sacrifice willingly, if he
understood the significance of it.

IFE is cheap in the eyes of this

menace. A white man dies here,
another disappears there, still a third
goes haywire. It’'s been going on
for years, and not until they killed
Brand at Nanking did the significance
of these happenings become plain.
Moreover, the time is drawing near
when the pent-up emotions of the
rabble may overflow and ‘cause seri-
ous trouble, perhaps bloodshed.

“So far, we’ve managed tc forestall
it. But the thing is getting away
from us; it is not geing to die of its
own accord, as we had hoped. They
are getting ready to strike, and we've
got to beat them to the punch.

“Our only hope is that the brain
of it, the nerve-center, is one man;
and we have reason to believe that
this is probable. It is easier to
scotch one snake than a hundred. If
our guess is correct, then by destroy-
ing this nerve-center—or, still thinke
ing of it as a typhoon, by breaking
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the center of the storm—the whole
thing will collapse.

“That’s why you'll understand
when I tell you that one white man’s
life—my own, perhaps—is a small
price to pay if the great thing can
be accomplished !”

He was in deadly earnest. So was
Robbins, who had risen, and was
standing there with sober, serious
face. Again that scared look came
into the girl’s face.

“Come,” said Brightly. Nor did he
speak again until he had dropped her
at her hotel. Then he smiled.

“Sorry if I seemed a bit carried
away tonight,” he apologized. “But
there is no reason to keep you
in darkness about it. I wanted to
impress upon you the seriousness of
the situation.”

The girl held out her hand to him.

“If I can help—" she suggested.

“You may be invaluable,” he told
her. “Our purposes coincide. You
want to find your brother, and so do
I. Because I believe that in unrav-
eling the mystery concerning him,
I'll be getting closer to the truth I've
been seeking for four years.

“Meanwhile, stay close here until
you hear from me. Robbins will lo-
cate me for you, if something im-
portant happens.”

He glanced at his wrist-watch.
Near midnight.

“You’ll hear from me’ soon,” he
promised. “Don’t forget what I said
—that strange things may happen
here!” Then he was gone.

CHAPTER III
The Lead

HE House of the Golden
Dragon, the place was called;
and Brightly stood on the
threshold for a moment, trying to ac-
custom his cyes to the dim lights,
the smoky haze which softened the

cheaply barbaric trappings, and made

moving figures within almost indis-
tinct. Then he stepped inside.

Swiftly, a change came over the
place. Until then there had been a
semblance of gayety about it. Above
the chattering of Chinese, the sing-
song cries of waiters, and the throaty
bellowing of some drunken white
sailor in one of the booths, there was
throbbing of a marimba played by
sallow Visayans from the Philip-
pines; the steady thudding of ham-
mers upon its wooden cylinders
sounding savage and weird.

On a cleared spot in the center of
the room swayed the lithe figure of
a Eurasian girl, barefooted, fingers
and toes heavily ringed, while the
rope upon rope of beads she wore
glistened and shot fire in the light
with every movement of her body. It
was her eyes, fixed on the door,
which caught sight of Brightly stand-
ing there, and as though in surprise,
she stopped in the middle of her
dance.

THE marimba quit in the middle
of a bar. The chattering died,
and eyes were turned upon the door-
way. The bellowing of the drunken
sailor ended in a gurgle, as though
somebody had clapped a hand over
his mouth.

White men were not strangers to
the Golden Dragon; not even white
men who wore evening clothes and
apparently showed no signs of be-
ing drunk., But somehow Brightly’s
appearance had the effect of clashing
with the atmosphere of the place. He
was foreign—too foreign to suit
them.

A Chinese waiter hurried toward
him, bowing deferentially, and
Brightly permitted himself to be led
to an ebony-covered table. He ig-
nored the curious stares, many of
them plainly hostile, and scated him-
self.

“Quintaro!” he told the Chinese.
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The man eyed him for a second,
then ducked his head and backed
away. As Brightly settled back in
his chair, the marimba resumed hesi-
tantly, then broke into its regular
rhythm. Mechanically the girl be-
gan dancing once more, yet her eyes
scarcely left Brightly’s face. Grad-
ually the murmur of voices swelled
in volume, yet a certain restraint was
apparent.

A well-dressed white man who
came thus to the Golden Dragon in
the Old City, at this unholy hour of
the night, evidently had a purpose
in mind. Seemingly they had for-
gotten him, however, yet in reality
he knew that he was still being scru-
tinized.

Then a voice at his elbow:

“Yo’ wish to spik wiz me, sar?”

UINTARO was standing there at

Brightly’s elbow. At such close
range the Eurasian’s bloated, dead-
white face seemed more dull and ex-
pressionless than ever. Yet there
was nothing dull about the black
eyes which peered from beneath
thick, purple lids.

Brightly motioned the other to a
chair, and even smiled.

“I took a chance on finding you
here, Quintaro,” he remarked. “I be-
lieve you were asking about me earl-
ier tonight?”

For an instant the eyes gleamed
questioningly then it seemed that a
shutter was drawn over them, so
that the thoughts behind them could
not be read. Quintaro smiled, and
rubbed his hands.

“Ah, yes,” he agreed. “I remem-
baire! I see yo’ tonight—and wondair
why we haf never met. Yo’ are a
stranger in S’anghai, yes? I hope I
haf not given offense, sar!

“Hi, boy!” he called to the waiter.
“Burgundy, chop-chop!”’

Diplomatic, thought Brightly. Nev-
er a mention made of Miss Leeds,

although, according to Francois, the
Eurasian had been deeply curious
about her. But he would not offend
Brightly by speaking of it now.

“No offense,” Brightly assured
him, when twin glasses of the dark-
red wine were set before them. “I
dare say you know about me fully
now, even though the maitre at the
Café Riche did not prove very volu-
ble. Am I right?”

Quintaro smiled, and ducked his
head.

“Yes, sar,” he agreed, “I do know
about yo’—now, as you haf guessed!
I am flattered that yo’ come down here
in the Old City at these time of night
to see me. May I be of service?”

“Robbins, our consul, spoke of
you,” said Brightly. “He told me
that you are familiar with a region
in which I am interested just now-—
North China. Is that correct?”

Quintaro drew back a little, sus-
picion in his eyes.

“What ees it yo’ wish to know?”
he countered. “Maybe I can be of
help—maybe not.”

Brightly had dropped his own gaze
to the table., Carelessly, it seemed,
he had spilled a little of his wine,
and now he was idly tracing a queer
pattern with it. Fascinated, Quin-
taro watched him, for Brightly
seemed to be preoccupied. Suddenly
the Eurasian’s breath drew inward
with a hissing sound.

HE spilled wine had been traced

into a capital letter “T,” which
nevertheless resembled a Chinese
character. Abruptly, Brightly looked
up, caught the other’s eyes.

What he saw there made his own
eyes harden, and he opened his lips,
but at that instant there was an in-
terruption.

It was the dancing girl. The music
had ceased, and she had slipped over
to the table. Now she said some-
thing hurriedly to Quintaro, who re-
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plied shortly in the same tongue,
which Brightly, trained fer the dip-
lomatic corps and schooled in several
languages though he was, could not
catch.

Quintaro got up, smiling in oily
fashion.

“Yo’ will haf to excuse,” he told
Brightly. “Verree important mes-
sage has come for me., I must hur-
ree off. I am sorree, sar, but I
cannot help yo’. I know but leetle
of thees country of which yo’ spik!”
Then, bowing abruptly, he crossed
the room.

At another table on the far side, he
paused for a moment to speak to a
tall, haggard-faced white man who
sat there and who had doubtless just
arrived, for Brightly had not szen
him before. But at sight of him, the
light of recognition leaped into
Brightly’s eyes.

“Crawleigh!” mused Brightly. “So
you’re mixed up in this, too? When
a white man does go bad, he goes
the limit!” .

But the dancing girl had slid
closer. She shot a glance at Quin-
taro’s back, then whispered hurried-
ly to Brightly

“I am Luchee.
yo’. Thees verree bad place for yo
now. Yo' go queek!” Then she
whirled away from the table and
plunged into her dance, swaying, gy-
rating as before,

Brightly saw that Quintaro had
vanished through a narrow doorway
leading off the main room. Craw-
leigh was sipping slowly from a
glass of whisky-and-soda and, while
pretending to be interested in some-
thing at the far end of the room,
nevertheless was watching him out
cf the corner of one eye, Brightly
saw.

Meestaire, I lak

RIGHTLY smiled, yet he was
tense, watchful. Eefore him on
the table was his glass of Burgundy,

which he had not yet tasted. Now,
however, he lifted it to his lips, cup-
ping the glass with his hand. H=
set it down presently, licking his
lips.

The beat of the marimba quicken-
ed; Luchee went into a mad, spin-
ning dance which whirled her among
the tables. Once she looked anx-
iously at Brightly, who seemed to
be sliding slowly down in his chair.

The marimba throbbed more sav-
agely; the lithe, gyrating body of
the girl seemed to hang poised for a
second over Brightly, and then she
vanished, while from somewhere
came a shout in English,

“Look out, you dude!”

There was a crash, as the cord
which suspended the string of paper
lanterns across the room, the only
illumination of the place, broke, and
the trappings came down.

Hard on the heels of it Brightly
came to life with astonishing sud-
denness. He straightened up, a ser-
vice revolver in each hand, while
three men, Quintaro at the head of
them, halted the swift rush they had
started toward his table.

Now the paper Ilanterns had
flamed up, lighting the place redly
and filling it with acrid smoke.
Brightly, his face aglow, was back-
ing toward the door; but as he did
so, he gestured with his right-hand
gun at the figure of a man in an
American sailor’s uniform who stood
weaving drunkenly at the far end of
the room. It was the sailor who had
jerked loose the cord holding the
lanterns.

“Come on, you!” cried Brightly to
him. “I owe you something. And I'll
save your life as you tried to save
mine!” Brightly’s guns held back
Quintaro and his aides as the. sailor
walked with difficulty toward the
door, and outside.

Suddenly Brightly wheeled and
was after him, As he vanished the
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tension broke and the place went
into an uprear.

THEY were stamping out the
A flames licking along the floor,
while above the commotion the voice
of Quintaro could be heard, shrilling
orders. Brightly caught the sailor
by the shoulder, shoved him into a
waiting ’ricksha, and jumped aiter
him. The ’ricksha coolie nearly
dropped the handles of his cart as
the gun muzzles menaced him.

“Chop-chop!” ordered Brightly.
“To the gates.” Then, as the fright-
ened coolie started off, the ’ricksha
with the two men in it swaying af-
ter him, Brightly turncd to the man
he had rescued.

“You thought they had doped me,”
Brightly said, “which was the thing
I wanted them to believe. But you
risked your life to warn me. Who
are you, and why did you do it?”

The other stared at him owlishly.
The sailor was not tall, but was wide
of shoulder. Probably thirty years
old. A Dboatswain’s-mate rating
badge showed on the right sleeve of
his blouse. It was his voice which
Brightly had heard when first enter-
ing the Golden Dragon.

“I’'m Bill Tremper,” the man re-
plied. “U. S. S. Luzon—or was,” he
added as an afterthought. He hic-
coughed. “Saw you sorta passin’
cut, and saw them gettin’ ready to
rush you. Couldn’t stand for that—
and you a white man. What’s your
name?”

Brightly told him, but Tremper
shook his head.

“You’re sorta handy with a gat,”
he remarked. “If you hadn’t bluffed
them yellow devils, I reckon they’d
sliced me some. And you didn’t run
out on me, either!”

Apparently he was highly pleased.
He slapped Brightly on the back.

“What a pal!” he cried. Then he
sobered a little. “Reckon it’s ‘cur-

tains’ for me when I get back to my
ship. They must have me posted as
a deserter; must be two weeks I've
been gonel”

He tried to stand up in the sway-
ing ’ricksha as sudden realization
gripped him.

“Let me out!” he demanded. “I’'m
goin’ back there and clean out the
whole yellow gang! They ‘framed’
me—slipped me doped bcoze—God,
I guess I've been crazy!”

“Who are ‘they’?” asked Brightly.

“That yellow-bellied Quintaro and
his crew!” exclaimed Tremper. “They
got me drunk, promised me a lot of
things they were going to do for me.
They’d buy my discharge from the
navy, and set me up like a king, if
I put in with ’em.

ET me out!” he insisted, and it

was all that Brightly could do
to hold him. “I'm goin’ back there
and square yards with ’em!”

“What did they want you to do?”
persisted Brightly.

The sailor’s wild words thrilled
him somehow. Powerful as Bright-
ly was, he was hard put to it to keep
the man in the ’ricksha, for Tremper,
despite the effects of his long de-
bauch, was muscled like a gladiator.

“Steady, old man!” counseled
Brightly. “No good to go back there
now. But maybe we’ll both go back
together—later—if it scems wise.
Why did they want you to put in
with them?”

Tremper subsided a little. It was
plain that he trusted Brightly. And
plain, too, that he was vastly dis-
turbed by the predicament in which
he had just found himself.

“How do I know?” he replied. “I’'m
a sailor, for one thing—sail or steam.
And I'm middleweight champion of
the Asiatic Fieet. That’s what secem-
ed to interest Quintaro—he said he
wanted a fightin’ man!” '
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Tremper was trying to roll up his
right sleeve.

“Why, they even put a tattco-
mark on me!” he cried. “Sort of a
joke, at first. Then they told me
that all I had to do was to show it,
and I'd get out of any trouble that
might come up out here. I'll show
it, if I can get this blamed
sleeve—"

“Don’t bother,” said Brightly
quietly. “It’s a red T, isn’t it? A
sort of a Chinese letter?”

Tremper swung around to stare at
him in amazement.

“You know that?” he demanded.
“Then there is somethin’ to it, after
all?”

Brightly nodded. The method of
The Red Typhoon varied but little.
No fish was too small to escape the
net, if that fish could be made useful.
Always some white man was the vic-
tim, A man like Jim Leeds; and then
this sailor, Bill Tremper. Other white
men in the Orient had mysteriously
collapsed and disappeared. But at
that moment Brightly’s attention was
distracted by something ahead.

THEY were near the gates of the
Old City, and beyond lay the do-
main of the foreigners, the European
concessions. It seemed improbable
that with the start they had acquired,
Quintaro could overtake them and, of
course, there was no such thing as a
telephone in this section, or other
means of getting word ahead of their
flight. Nevertheless, Brightly knew

that the thing had been accomplished,

for, as they were about to pass through
the gates, the shadows disgorged men.

Soft-footed men, who came running
swiftly, the gleam of metal in their
hands. They might have been merely
lurking there for such prey as would
come their way, but Brightly guessed
otherwise.

Their ’ricksha man veered, terrified,
but Brightly’s guns had once more

jumped into his hands. Nevertheless,
the sudden lurch of the ’ricksha near-
ly upset it, and did hurl out Bill
Tremper. With a scream, the 'ricksha
man tried to wheel and run, but a
shadowy form was on him in a catlike
leap, and his cry ended in a choked
gurgle. Life is cheap in the Orient,
and nowhere is it cheaper than in the
0O1d City.

But Brightly’s right-hand gun
smashed life out of the killer, then he
was out of the ’ricksha, his guns talk-
ing. One, two, three of the killers
went down. Grim business, this, and
hardly in accord with the normal con-
duct of a diplomatic attache, but the
state department could thresh that
out. When a man’s life was at stake
—when there was even a bigger stake
than that—

Bill Tremper was roaring, and the
narrow, alley-like street echoed to the
reverberation of his barking guns.
The sudden, fierce offensive checked
the cnslaught of the attackers. Beaten
back, they dashed off like startled
rats, leaving still forms behind them.

“Come on!” cried Brightly, “Got
a car outside!”

They broke past the gate, hurried
along the dimly-lit street. But as
they did so, from ahead came the
shrilling of a police-whistle. The pa-
trol of the European concession was
ever watchful of the Old City, and
the echoing sounds of the gunshots
had been heard.

Brightly swung down  an alley,
Tremper after him, while from be-
hind came sounds of pursuit. An-
other twist and dive, and then, pulled
alongside the curb, the chauffeur
leaning anxiously from the window
and watching, was Brightly’s car.

ET they were not to reach it so

|4 easily.
Across their path leaped a tall Sikh
policeman, swinging his heavy leather
club. There was reason why these gi-
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gantic fighting-men from India were
used as policemen in the foreign quar-
ter, instead of small, rabbit-souled
Chinese. The size and fierceness of
the Sikhs were enough to intimidate,
and they hated the yellow-skinned
natives.

And Brightly knew that if he were
stopped now, with those men lying
back there in the street, all sorts of
complications might ensue and his
plans would go awry in a glimmering.
Killing in self-defense, as he had
done, was one thing, and potting a
Sikh policeman was quite another.
But with the destruction of The Red
Typhoon as the main objective, no
one life was too costly. Couldn’t be

fettered by red tape now.

Brightly swung up his gun, as the
Sikh, shouting terrifyingly in his own
tongue, charged them. From the al-
ley sprang two other Sikhs.

“Let me take ’em!” roared Bill
Tremper.

The first Sikh could never have
known exactly what happened. A
squat man leaped at him, and instantly
the world dissolved in a blaze of
shooting-stars, as the knockout punch
went home. Then, with the engine of
the automobile thundering impatient-
ly, the sailor leaped after Brightly
into the car.

“Shipmate,” declared Tremper, as
the car shot away, “you’re right handy
with guns, and we seem to be gettin’
in deeper and deeper. Just what is
the lay, anyhow?”

Brightly shook his head.

“Bill,” he said, “we’re going to
work together, but I can’t tell you
now. Before we’re through, you’ll
not only be cleared of desertion, but
the admiral himself is going to com-
pliment you!

“You've put in some licks for a
great cause, Bill. Just you leave
everything to me, and don’t worry
about the Luzon. I can use a fighting

man as well as the folks who put that
tattoo-mark on your arm!”

CHAPTER IV
Trapped

T was late afternoon when Bright-
ly awoke. On a couch in the other
room, Bill Tremper still snored

lustily, recovering like the healthy
animal he was from the prolonged
debauch into which he had been led
by Quintaro.

Bill’s nerves would be rasped for a
time, but he already had sworn fealty
to Brightly for having inadvertently
rescued him from the clutches of
Quintaro’s gang.

But for hours after they had re-
turned to Brightly’s lodgings frem
the affaii in the Old City, the diplo-
matic agent had been busy. He had
telephoned Robbins, rousing the lat-
ter from sleep, and set in motion cer-
tain machinery which would change
the status of Bill Tremper in the
eyes of the navy. Military regula-
tions are not made to be broken, but
they may become pliant when enough
pressure is put upon them.

Tremper’s status, although he- did
not yet know it, was that of a man on
detached service, or would be as scon
as the American minister at Peiping
could take up the matter with the ad-
miral of the Asiatic Fleet. The latter
official was already under orders to
lend all aid in his power in further-
ing Brightly’s plans, and Tremper’s
status could be easily arranged.

For the time being, however,
Brightly thought it best not to inform
Tremper that the latter was no longer
an unintentional deserter. Some men
work best under restriction, and
Brightly felt that the sailor might be
difficult to handle if he knew too
much.

Likewise, Brightly had gone over
the entire case, with the new develop-
ments weighed and catalogued. Quin-
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taro’s entry in the affair was timely.
Until now, the Eurasian had so suc-
cessfully cloaked his connection with
The Red Typhoon organization that
Brightly had given him no thought.
He had heard the man’s name men-
tioned, but that was all. Even Rob-
bins had not suspected that Quintaro
was other than the unimportant figure
he had seemed to be.

HERE was but one personage

whose place in the scheme of
things still needed to be determined.
The European-educated Chinese, Ki-
Lung. More or less a crony of Quin-
taro’s, it would seem that he was at
least a part of the organization. If
The Red Typhoon was an individual
instead of a group devoted to one
purpose, Ki-Lung might be more im-
portant than one would suspect.

The Red Typhoon himself? Or
could it be Quintaro who was the
master mind? Or both of them, and
others? But there was no proof as
yet, and Brightly had ever been slow
to jump to hasty conclusions.

When he had completed his work,
daylight was streaming through the
window. He sought his bed, deter-
mined that first of all he would see
Janice Leeds. He was troubled a
little abeout her; he was not quite sure
that she appreciated what a strange
place Shanghai could be. He’d have
Robbins keep a close eye on her.

His first move upon awakening was
to telephone the girl at her hotel
But he was informed that she had
gone out. The clerk didn’t know
where.

Robbins said he hadn’t heard from
her. Worried a little, Brightly made
himself ready for the street as quickly
as possible, and in fifteen minutes was
at the girl’s hotel.

The clerk confirmed that she had
been gone about two hours. She had
gone alone. He recalled, however,
that a Chinese boy had arrived with

a note and, soon after, she had called
for a ’ricksha and set out rather hur-
riedly. Would the gentleman wait,
or leave word?

“Call the manager!” demanded the
gentleman curtly.

T took fifteen minutes, a revelation

of Brightly’s identity, which was
corroborated by Robbins himself, be-
fore they would allow him to see her
room. Only a wild hunch it was, yet
he had to make a beginning some-
where. "What he needed now was a
clue. And he found it, a neatly-folded
piece of paper peeping from the cov-
ers of a book on the reading-table.

“I have news of your brother,” read
the writing, which was in rather trem-
ulous script, as though the author was
in deadly fear, “but I dare not leave
here, as I am watched. Call at the
fourth door past the stone lions on
Bubbling Well Road.”

And then, deeply underscored, were
the words:

“Tell no one of this. Spies are
everywhere. It means life or death!”

The astonished manager of the ho-
tel felt himself thrust aside, as
Brightly charged down the stairs.
Brightly paused long enough only to
scribble a note, which he gave to his
chauffeur.

“Take it to the sailor in my rooms,”
he directed. “If I am not home by
midnight, tell him to look for me at
the address in the note!”

Then Brightly set out for the Bub-
bling Well Road.

Darkness had fallen over the city
when he reached the place. The
fourth door beyond the stone lions
proved to be a dingy, forbidding
place. The neighborhood itself was
none too prepossessing, and the
swarm of ’ricksha men who sighted
him and instantly gathered, jabber-
ingly offering their conveyances,
seemed bolder than usual.

When they saw that he paid no
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attention to them, they muttered
among themselves, and regarded him
scowlingly.

At Brightly’s rapping, a small panel
was slid back, and the weazened face
of an old Chinese woman appeared.

“A white lady came here?” asked
Brightly. “Where is she?”

But the crone shook her head, as
though she did not understand, and
promptly closed the panel. As he
hammered on the door again, he heard
her feet shuffling up the stairs.
Brightly threw his whole weight
against the door, while the awed
’ricksha men gabbled speculatively.

Again he surged, as he felt the
panel give. The next time it went in-
ward with a crash. From the tail of
his eye, Brightly saw the inevitable
Sikh policeman approaching on the
run, evidently having heard the crash
of the breaking door.

But Brightly did not pause.

The Sikh would be more of a hin-
drance than a help under the circum-
stances; indeed, it was improbable
that the officer could be made to un-
derstand why it was necessary to
force entrance in this fashion.

P a flight of stairs Brightly
sprang. At the head of them he
saw the Chinese woman, evidently
frightened, just disappearing within
a door. ‘But he slammed after her be-
fore she could close it. He flung her
aside, and raced down a corridor.
From below came the shouts of the
Sikh, but Brightly didn’t worry about
him now—the second door would stop
the policeman for a time, at least.
Brightly was acting on impulse and
intuition rather than surmise. There
was the scurrying of padded slippers
ahead of him somewhere, a clatter,
and suddenly, around a corner ap-
peared the startled face of Crawleigh.
The man had a gun in his hand, but
before he could lift it, Brightly was
on him like a tiger.

As they went down, Crawleigh be-
neath, Brightly caught a glimpse of a
dimly-lighted room just off the corri-
dor. And he saw Janice Leeds, just
as she had half-risen from her chair,
startled.

But he had Crawleigh, whose dissi-
pations had sapped him of such
strength as he might have possessed.
He had the man’s gun, held him
pinned to the floor, then jerked him
to his feet. Then he shoved him into
the room where the girl was waiting,
and closed the door.

“He sent for you?” Brightly de-
manded, indicating Crawleigh.

She nodded.

“He said he could tell me something
about my brother,” she replied, “but
I believe he was lying. He begged me
to wait, telling me that somebody was
coming who could lead me to Jim—"
She broke off, coloring, and Bright-
ly’s eyes glinted.

“You wrote that note?” he de-
manded of the captive. Crawleigh
shrugged, although there was fear and
uneasiness on his face.

“What of it?” Crawleigh asked
with an attempt at boldness. “I’ll ad-
mit I was lying, but I believe I could
help her, at that. I saw her—took this
means to get acquainted—"

“Sit down!” commanded Brightly,
forcing the man into a chair. His
practiced hands explored the other
for weapons, but found none. “You
weren’t lying then, but you are now,
Crawleigh. You can shed light on
this mystery, if you will. And you’re
going to do that very thing!”

THE man’s eyes flickered, but he
smiled contemptuously.

“I say now!” he jeered. “You're a
bit fast, aren’t you? What makes you
think I'm going to do anything? Un-
less, perhaps, to throw you into jail
for breaking into my rooms in this
fashion! I fancy I could do that. I
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dare say there’s a Sikh officer below
this very moment!”

“But you won’t call him,” pointed
out Brightly. “Because you don’t dare
to, Crawleigh. And the very fact that
youre informed of Miss Leeds’
search, although she has been in
Shanghai less than forty-eight hours,
proves that you do have the informa-
tion we want!”

“And what if I have?” demanded
Crawleigh nastily. “Why should I
tell you?”

For answer, Brightly got up and
tore loose the tasseled cords hanging
from the window-shades. Then, be-
fore Crawleigh could struggle or
voice protest, Brightly had bound him
in the chair. The man’s eyes watched
him fearfully, yet in puzzlement,

Smiling, Brightly seated himself,
and lighted a cigarette.

“There is a Sikh below,” he re-
marked to the prisoner easily. “But
I'm the one who is going to call him,
unless you talk Crawleigh. And do
you know what I'm going to say?
I'm going to tell him your little story,
which I happen to know!

“I'm going to tell him what hap-
pened on His Majesty’s ship Mon-
mouth, where you were executive offi-
cer. Of how you gambled away the
mess fund with which you were en-
trusted and, when accused of it,
killed—"

“Stop!”

RAWLEIGH'S voice was sudden-

ly hoarse. His eyes had widened
with horror, and he looked around
furtively, as though Brightly’s words
had been heard by somebody in the
room.

“I dare say the chase for you has
cooled down, Crawleigh,” went on
Brightly. “But your shipmates
haven’t forgotten. There’s a British
man-o’-war at Woosung this minute.
If they could lay hands on you, you’d
be dancing at the end of a yard-arm

before the sun has risen and set twice.
No matter how I learned it; it’s my
business to know a lot of queer facts
that may be useful—"

“Stop!” cried Crawleigh again. “My
God, man, I didn’t believe there was
a soul in Shanghai who knew that!”
His voice dropped to a whisper, as he
glanced around the room again. A
cunning look came in his face. “You
give me your word that you won’t
hand me over—if I'll tell you what
you want to know?”

Brightly nodded casually enough,
although he found difficulty in con-
cealing his elation.

“Agreed, Crawleigh,” he said. “You
deserve hanging, but I've kept your
secret for some time now. You talk
—and then take three days to get out
of Shanghai!”

Crawleigh whimpered.

“I'll probably die if I do, and die
if I don’t!” he moaned. He jerked his
head toward the girl. “I was told to
get her here, and keep her. She’ll tell
you that I've treated her as a gentle-
man should. I’'m not the rotter you
think, even if I am a—"

But he could not say the word.

“Why was she brought here?”
Brightly pressed him. “And where is
Jim Leeds?”

Crawleigh licked his lips nervously.
He was afraid of Brightly’s threat,
tremendously afraid; and yet he
could not shake off the fear of some-
thing else.

“He—The Great One—wants her,”
whispered Crawleigh. “Leeds—on the
Kuoming. A good cruiser—land at
mouth of river—three days’ trip up-
stream—they’ll kill you—"

“My God!” His voice ended in a
whine. Brightly, even Janice Leeds,
who was watching this grim third de-
gree with horror-stricken eyes, had
heard the sound. All turned toward
the door. That slithering noise, the
soft scuff-scuff of slippered feet, just
outside. Brightly rose, the girl, too.
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Noiselessly he turned the knob,
then threw back the panel. But there
was nobody there. However, there
was the patter of feet down the cor-
ridor, and Brightly raced in the direc-
tion of the sound, Janice behind him
as though afraid of becoming sepa-
rated from him in this gloomy, mys-
terious place.

Down the hall they went, swung
around a corner which led off to an-
other corridor full of shadows. But
Brightly, although he seemed to be
doing a foolhardy thing, for at any
moment a figure could have stepped
from an alcove and knifed him before
he could shoot, did not pause. The
chase led to an open window, whose
curtain was still swaying. Peering
out, he saw the roof of another build-
ing there.

Whoever had been listening outside
the door had escaped out the win-
dow and across the roof. Brightly
turned.

“You shouldn’t have followed me
like that,” he told the girl rather se-
verely. “There was danger in you
doing so!”

“But you didn’t seem to mind it!”
she pointed out.

He led the way back to the room,
disturbed a little. Yet, there was no
reason why the prowler should worry
him. He had Crawleigh, at least, and
the man was on the point of talking.
He had triumphed there.

The door, he noticed, was closed.
He opened it—and then shut it ab-
ruptly, feeling a little faint at what
he saw.

Crawleigh was still there, but dead!
Without a sound he had been killed,
and the knife which had slain him
was still sticking in his neck, where
it had been driven by one who had
approached from behind.

Defiantly, there had been drawn in
his own blood on his white shirt-front
the letter T

CHAPTER V
Plans

HAKEN despite himself,
Brightly managed to get the
girl to the street. Happily

enough, the Sikh policeman had gone
on about his business, evidently de-
ciding that the unceremonious entry
of the white man into this ques-
tionable place was no affair of his
anyway. Brightly fought his way
through the swarm of ’ricksha men,
finally found a two-seater into which
he and the girl climbed.

Just how the killer had managed to
“get” Crawleigh, Brightly could only
guess. Evidently the conversation
within the death-chamber had been
overheard all the time. Crawleigh,
showing signs of weakening and
about to blurt out a secret, had been
calmly knifed.

Brightly, feeling a little foolish, de-
cided that the noise outside the door
and that mad, precipitate flight down
the corridor had been staged for his
own benefit, that he might be away
so that the killer could get at Craw-
leigh. He wondered now why an at-
tempt hadn’t been made to kill him,
too; seemingly, it would have been
just as easy as killing Crawleigh.

But Brightly realized, with some
chagrin, that the murderer had let
him live for a purpose, and had
scrawled that ominous red T on
Crawleigh’s chest in order that there
might be no mistake as to the slayer’s
identity.

It was at once a warning and a
promise. The Red Typhoon had dis-
posed of the renegade as punishment
for intended treachery, and at the
same time hoped to put fear in the
heart of any meddler.

Brightly knew now what he had
suspected for some time—that his
own connection and status were
known to the enemy. Yet he had
striven to guard his identity closely;
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aside from Robbins, the only man in
Shanghai who knew his secret, so he
had hoped, was Francois of the Cafe
Riche. But he trusted Francois, and
had only revealed himself to the
maitre because he sensed that the man
was in a strategic position where he
might pick up information that would
be extremely valuable.

And so it had worked out, with
Francois very much flattered at being
Brightly’s confidant. Now, however,
Brightly fancied that The Red Ty-
phoon would play with him only a
little longer. The arrival of Janice
Leeds had brought matters to a crux.

The foe—The Great One—wanted
to get hold of her, Crawleigh had ad-
mitted. And Jim Leeds was on the
Kuoming. A moment more and
Brightly might have wrung from
Crawleigh’s unwilling lips the all-im-
portant secret of who the mysterious
Great One was, although there was no
certainty that the renegade knew.
But now the would-be traitor was
silenced for all time.

These were Brightly’s thoughts as
the ’ricksha rolled down Szechuen
Road, beside the old canal; but he did
not voice them. Likewise the girl
was silent, shocked by the thing she
had seen. Once he touched her hand
and found it cold. She was trying to
keep a grip on herself; to fight
against a nightmarish web of circum-
stance which seemingly would drive
her, screaming, into wakefulness.

“From now on,” he told her sud-
denly, “you’re going to stay with Rob-
bins and his wife. He’ll keep watch
over you. I’'m going to be gone—
for some time!”

“To find Jim?” she asked.

“I hope so,” was the reply. “But
I'll have to be lucky. They know
what Crawleigh confessed; they’ll be
waiting for me. ‘A good cruiser—
land at mouth of river. They’ll be
watching every boat that leaves
Shang—"

He broke off suddenly, with an ex-
clamation of delight.

“What is it?” demanded the girl.

Brightly chuckled.

“They’ll be watching the boats,” he
pointed out. “But they won’t be
watching the sky!”

“A plane?”

He nodded, putting his finger to his
lips.

“Easy,” he cautioned her. “Even
this coolie hauling us may know
enough English to understand. It’s
not improbable that he’s one of the
gang; they have spies everywhere!”

“But—you’ll take me with you on
this trip?” she asked. “I’'m not afraid;
not so afraid as I'd be if I stayed
here!”

“No!” he told her with finality.
“Too dangerous, for one thing. We’d
be playing right into the hands of this
outfit!”

“It’s my brother for whom we'’re
looking!”

Brightly shook his head.

“We’ll find Jim, if we can,” he ex-
plained. “But the thing is bigger
than just one man. It means more
than one man’s life—my life, for in-
stance, or even your brother’s!”

She made no reply, but he knew
that she was hurt and angry. Nor did
they speak again until he had dropped
her at Robbins’ house, and told the
consul the circumstances.

“They could get a plane here from
Foochow in time to start by dawn,”
pointed out Robbins. “The admiral’s
all set for quick action. My guess is
that you won’t let this Red Typhoon
outfit get word to Kuoming ahead of
you, if you can help it!”

“Correct!” Brightly  nodded.
“Hustle the message through for me.
Tell ’em I want Lieutenant Tim
Flynn, if I can get him. I know that
chap; he’s got the scrappy disposition
necessary for this job. And, say,” he
added, as an afterthought, “tell ’em
I want a big plane, a bomber., There’s
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a sailor named Bill Tremper going
with me. He may recognize some of
’em—if we get that close!”

With a leaf from his notebook, he
jotted down a memorandum, which he
handed to Robbins.

“If you don’t hear from me within
a week—" and left the sentence sig-
nificantly unfinished. Robbins’ eyes
widened a little as he read it, but he
nodded agreement.

It was as though a ponderous ma-
chine was slowly starting up. The
touch of a lever here, a valve there,
and soon the great flywheel would be
gpinning swiftly, omnipotently. But,
opposed to it would be a force equal-
ly powerful, one that would hurl its
own massive weight and strength
against the other. And in the strug-
gle between these giants, one must
crush and annihilate the other, for
there could be no compromise.

Brightly turned to the girl.

“If Flynn gets here, I'll start at
daylight,” he told her. “And when
I get back, I hope to have Jim with
me, or I'll bring word from him.”

Janice smiled.

“Good-bye, Mr. Brightly,” she
said cheerfully, holding out her hand.
“We'll see each other again—soon.”

The way she said it puzzled him a
little. Yet he nodded curtly enough,
and left. Robbins was already tak-
ing steps to flash a message to the
American fleet anchored at Foochow.
Within a few hours Brightly would
be ready for his coup. The foc prob-
ably surmised that he’d strike for the
Kuoming at once. But they’d ex-
pect him to go by boat, not by
plane. He might get the jump on
them.

At his rooms he found Bill Trem-
per nervously pacing the floor.

“Tried to find a drink in your
place,” he said reproachfully to
Brightly, “but it seems that there
ain’t none. And I didn’t dare leave

and hunt one up. Figured I'd get a
call from you.

“Say,” he added, “there’s some-
body here to see you. Been waitin’
nearly an hour., An educated Chink

he is—says his name is Ki-Lung.”

CHAPTER VI
Mystery

RIGHTLY scarcely repressed a

start. Ki-Lung? The last time

he had seen the man was at the
Café Riche, and Ki-Lung then had
been the companion of Quintaro.
And Quintaro was definitely placed
as an important cog in the enemy
machine; he might be all-important.
Then, who was Ki-Lung?

And why did he come here in this
open fashion? Was it part of some
bold plot which the foe had con-
ceived? Watchfully, yet with face
impassive, Brightly entered the room
where the other awaited.

The Chinese stood up politely and
smiled. He was above normal height
for one of his race, and Brightly’s
guess was that he was of the Man-
chu strain—the race of conquerors.
There was a certain hawk-like bold-
ness in his features.

Yet his voice was pleasant enough.

“You know me, I think,” he said.
“And I have heard of you, Mr,
Brightly—ah, quite a good deal. That
is why I have come to see you.”

Brightly sat down, pushed a tobac-
co-stand toward the other, and light-
ed a cigarette for himslef. Bill Trem-
per was outside the room, the door of
which had been closed.

After that first statement, silence
came, with Brightly waiting for the
other to go. Apparently, Ki-Lung
was choosing his words.

“You are a very bold man, Mr.
Brightly,” said the Chinese present-
ly. “More bold than discreet, I
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should say. You knew that you were
very near death tonight?”

Brightly smiled. The black eyes
of Ki-Lung searched his face ques-
tioningly, narrowly.

“Then you were there?” Brightly
parried. “You know who killed Craw-
leigh?”

Ki-Lung started a little, shaken
out of his habitual calm.

“Crawleigh killed?” he echoed. “I
was not aware of that! No, I was
not there, as you suggest.”

Brightly leaned forward suddenly.

“Let’s get down to cases,” he said
abruptly. “Doubtless you know all
that is worth knowing about me. I
know that you are a friend of Quin-
taro’s. And, Quintaro is—well, we’ll
let that go for the time being.

“Why did you come to see me?”

Ki-Lung glanced around the room
as though he expected to find an
eavesdropper. Then he said in a low
voice:

“Does wealth mean anything to
you, Mr. Brightly?”

The latter settled back. Somehow,
he had rather expected this. It
seemed to be the only explanation as
to why Ki-Lung should have troubled
to look him up in this fashion. But
at the same time he experienced a
mild thrill. If they were about to
offer him money, why, that was as
good as admitting weakness.

Brightly grinned, and threw his
cigarette into the tray.

“If I wanted to be melodramatic,
my friend,” he assured the other, “I
might leap to my feet and order you
out of the room. But I'm not in-
clined that way.

I’LL sum it up in good old United
States lingo: ‘Nothing doing! Is
that clear?”

Ki-Lung smiled and rubbed his
hands.
. “Perfectly,” he agreed. “I guessed
as much. But you have been in China

long enough to know that ‘cumshaw’
is asked and expected in every deal,
no matter how minor. You have
taken no offense?”

“None,” replied Brightly, “for the
very reason that I don’t believe you
came here to bribe me at all. What
is your real mission, Ki-Lung?”

The eyes of the Chinese snapped
in appreciation. If there is one qual-
ity which the Mongolian race values,
it is discernment. It was clear that
Brightly had it.

“You have the ‘inner eye,’” he ap-
proved. “I know now that I may be
frank with you.”

He hesitated, then lowered his
voice as he whispered:

“I came to you, my friend, because
I need your help, as you need mine,
You understand? Our objectives are
the same!”

Brightly, startled, half-rose from
his chair. Had Ki-Lung suddenly
drawn a knife and lunged at him he
would have been less astounded.

“You say—what—"

Ki-Lung inclined his head.

“It is quite true,” he said. “I do
not hesitate to speak, because I feel
that this is, perhaps, the only place
in Shanghai where we would have no
eavesdroppers.”

He paused, and then a glitter came
into his eyes.

“You wonder why I am fighting
The Red Typhoon?” he asked. “I
love my own country, even as you
love yours, Mr. Brightly!”

He turned back the lapel of his
coat, and a round, button-like ruby
glowed there—the mark of a man-
darin.

“My father’s,” explained Ki-Lung
simply. “He was well-beloved and
trusted by the Court at Peking—not
Peiping, as they have renamed it.
These rebel dogs, they killed him!
They drove the old dynasty inte
exile,
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HEN came The Red Typhoon, a

greater evil, even though at first
I was hopeful that it would be the
means of restoring the lost glories of
China. I have worked with them,
lent them my aid, for I have the
confidence of the old Manchus who
would see the dynasty restored.

“But I know now that I have been
merely a tool in the hands of an un-
scrupulous foe. Secretly they smile
at my gullibility. When The Red
Typhoon is let loose, and not a white
man, woman or child is left living in
the Orient, they will laugh openly at
me then! ‘Go, join the rest of the
Manchu dogs! they will say. ‘Fool!’
they will jeer at me. ‘Spawn of a
Tartar horde! The executioner
awaits you!””

Ki-Lung’s voice had risen a little
in his excitement. Brightly sat there,
thrilled and impressed, yet outward-
ly impassive. Nevertheless, he felt
the sincere ring in Ki-Lung’s words.
The man was in earnest. This was
no play-acting, designed to entrap
the white man.

Slowly Ki-Lung smiled, his normal
calm restored.

“You believe me?” he asked. “You
wonder why I am telling you this?”

Brightly shrugged.

“It sounds plausible,” he admitted.
“But, you haven’t told me anything
in reality. There is one question,
Ki-Lung, which, if you will answer
truthfully, will clear away all doubts.

“Who is The Great One—who is
The Red Typhoon?”

But Ki-Lung shook his head.

“If I knew that,” he replied, “my
work would be simpler. It would be
like cutting off the head of a snake—
to kill that man! The rest of the
hody would die, But no one knows!”

“Is it Quintaro?”

“Who can say? I doubt it, but the
thing could easily be possible. Quin-

@70 is a clever, cunning man, as
shrewd as he is unscrupulous. Of

late, he has been suspicious of me; 1
have felt it. The night we saw you
at the Café Riche, he had been up-
braiding me. Then he saw this girl,
Miss Leeds, and straightway he for-
got all else.”

DID you have a hand in trying to
deliver her to this—this Great
One?” demanded Brightly harshly.

Ki-Lung shrugged, shook his head.

“Is that why Crawleigh was kill-
ed?” he asked.

Brightly told him of the circum-
stances, convinced that the man was
sincere. When he had finished, Ki-
Lung nodded.

“It would be that way,” he de-
cided. “I knew nothing of it, but
word came to me that you were
marked for death. In fact,” and he
smiled again, “I have been delegated
to that honor.”

He lifted his hand slightly and dis-
closed a small automatic pistol con-
cealed in his palm.

Brightly laughed outright.

“I wondered about that,” he ex-
claimed. “Do you know, Ki-Lung,
that you have been ‘covered, as we
say in America, ever since I entered
the room? I shoot equally well with
either hand.” He moved his left
hand, disclosing that it was in his
coat-pocket,

“Besides,” he added, “I doubt that
you could get past Mister Bill Trem-
per, who is just outside the door.
Tremper, by the way, is a brand res-
cued from the burning. He bears the
mark of The Red Typhoon, but he
quit cold when he saw through
Quintaro’s plan to murder me in cold
blood in The Golden Dragon.”

Ki-Lung inclined his head courte-
ously, and laid his-gun on the table.

“Of course,” he apologized, “I had
no intention of carrying out the or-
ders given me. Else I should not
have warned you. Nor can I tell you
from whom I received my orders.
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The word came—as it usually comes
—your name and nothing else on a
note delivered by a coolie.

UT,” and he spread his hands,

“we waste time. We should
make our plans together. You know
that this Leeds is on the Kuoming;
it is a country strange to you, but
one with which I am familiar. If I
am not mistaken, you will go there
at once. Very well; I shall go with
you!”

Again Brightly laughed.

“I like your style, Ki-Lung,” he
declared. “And I'm not afraid of
you. Moreover, I believe you are
sincere in what you have told me.

“I’d rather have you with me than
elsewhere, working against me. But
I do not fear to trust you. We—"

He was interrupted by a rap on
the door.

“Somebody on the phone, skip-
per,” said Tremper. “Name’s Rob-
bins. Says he wants you, quick!”

Brightly jumped up, went to the
instrument.

“Listen,” came Robbins’ worried
voice, “your little bird has flown out
of the window. Or somebody climbed
the fire-escape and got her!”

“What’s that?” demanded Brightly.

“I mean the girl, Miss Leeds,” de-
clared the other. “She asked me
every question she could think of,
and then went to her room. When
Mrs. Robbins called there a moment
ago, the window was open and the
girl was gone!”

CHAPTER VII
Strange Company

l IKE some monstrous bird of
the night, a great seaplane
bomber was at rest on the

yellow waters off the Bund. At a

respectful distance around it swarm-

ed a cloud of sampans. They were
afraid to come too near, afraid

of the roaring threat of its propel-
lers; afraid, too, of a nervous, hel-
meted figure who leaned from the
forward cockpit and threatened them
with dire things. Volcanic always,
the loss of a night’s sleep had not
improved the temper of Lieutenant
Tim Flynn,

In strong, salty language he cursed
venturesome sampan-men who scull-
ed their craft too near the big am-
phibian which lay there with motors
idling,

Now, in the brief gloom which
followed the false dawn, a sampan
headed directly for the bomber.

“Sheer off, there, you blasted
heathen!” yelled Flynn. “You foul
this ship and I'l sink you without a
trace!”

Still the sampan came on, its pilot
jabbering placatingly, for he was not
only fearful of the seaplane, but
fearful of white men who bellowed
at him in such tones. Then Flynn
saw that there was a passenger in the
tiny cabin of the boat.

“Brightly party!” called the pas-
senger, as the sampan nosed along-
side.

“All right!” agreed Flynn crossly.
“Hop aboard, and stow yourself.
Where the devil is that swordfish
who tore me loose from the first
poker game in months I've been win-
ning?” Flynn and Brightly were old
friends, but the navy man always af-
fected bluffness toward him.

“He’ll be here soon,” was the re-
ply. Then the passenger stepped
hesitantly aboard, and vanished with-
in the cabin.

“He’d Dbetter,” grunted Flynn.,
“Yep, he’s coming now.” Another
sampan had hove in sight. “Three
of ’em!” he cried, as he spied the
passengers. “What does he think
I'm running, a blasted ferry-boat?”

But from the darkness of the cabin
the passenger did not reply. In-
deed, the stranger appeared to have
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vanished utterly, as though conceal-
ed behind a seat, or stowed in some
cubby-hole.

RIGHTLY hopped aboard, fol-

low by Ki-Lung ard Tremper.
The grayness of dawn had come
swiftly, so that faces were dis-
tinguishable. Brightly’s was creased
with anxiety.

“All right, Flynn!” he cried. “Let’s
go! Mouth of the Kuoming!”

The pilot, as he settled himself at
the controls, looked at his friend
strangely. Brightly didn’t seem to
be himself. Ordinarily there would
have been ribald greetings exchang-
ed, but now Brightly was grim with
determination which didn’t encourage
byplay.

“All right and aye-ayel” agreed
Flynn, as he made ready. “Some-
body heave short that anchor!” He
saw that the passengers beside
Brightly were a Chinese and an
American sailor. “What we got
here,” he demanded. “The Foreign
Legion?”

But Brightly was in no mood to
banter. Nimbly, Bill Tremper skip-
ped forward and nauled up the mush-
room weight which had held the
plane’s nose upstream. The motors
spoke thunderously, drowning all
conversation. Then, while sampans
in its path sculled madly for safety,
the big ship taxied slowly around
and headed seaward, into the face of
the rising breeze.

Its speed quickened as its twin
motors bellowed more loudly. Then
imperceptibly it left the water, veered
around and headed northward.

“What’s biting you?” demanded
Flynn at last, when he had leveled
out, and the big ship was boring
through the air toward the northern
sky, while the yellow hills on the
port beam were outlined in the rays
of the morning sun. He looked odd-
ly at Brightly., “What I know about

this cruise you could drop into the
eye of a sail-needle and still have
room for the thread. I get rush or-
ders to meet you at Shanghai, and
here I find you as solemn as though
you were going to your own funeral.
‘Mouth of the Kuoming,’ says you.
And says me ‘For why?'”

RIGHTLY swiftly gave the pilot

an outline of the situation, and
why they were headed north on this
mission. Flynn’s lips puckered in a
soundless whistle.

“But that’s not all,” added Bright-
ly. “They’ve got Miss Leeds. I've
raked Shanghai from one end to an-
other, and Robbins is still at the job,
but we couldn’t find her. If it
hadn’t been necessary to get to the
Kuoming ahead of them, I'd still be
hunting for her. But I couldn't
wait. Robbins promised he’d keep up
the search, but he won’t find her. This
devil called The Red Typhoon wants
her—the Englishman Crawleigh said
so—and I guess he’s got her!”

Flynn, though he clucked sympa-
thetically, nevertheless looked ask-
ance at the other. Then he squinted
at the wavering needle of the induc--
tor-compass.

“Tough luck,” he commented.
“Reckoned you had it all figured out
you’d marry the girl? Well, that’s
the way it goes. Poor old Uncle
Sam might have lost a darned smart
detectatiff—"

“Oh, shut up,
Brightly, enraged.

Bill Tremper could not repress a
grin, but the Chinese, Ki-Lung, did
not smile. He was all intent with
the purpose of the cruise, and stared
steadfastly over the nose of the ship
which was held on the northern hor<
izon. Up there on the Kuoming, a
whimsical fate had already set the
stage for the working out of the
destiny of everybody aboard this
great plane. Some might return,

Flynn!” cried
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some might not. Life or death, suc-
cess or defeat—all was arranged, ac-
cording to Ki-Lung’s reasoning. In
the hands of the gods.

“Say!” exclaimed Flynn suddenly.
“I’d forgotten! What became of the
fourth member of your party, who
came aboard just ahead of you?”

Brightly whirled on him as though
struck.

“What?” he demanded. “You fool-
ing? There’s but three of us.”

Flynn jerked his head aft.

“Back there, somewhere,” he sug-
gested. “I can’t leave the controls!”
A GUN jumped into Brightly’s

right hand. For a moment he
stared at Ki-Lung, but there was
only surprise on the face of the
Chinese.

“Do not suspect me,” urged Ki-
Lung. “I know nothing about it!”

Grimly Brightly bent his head in
the low-roofed compartment, and
started aft in the rather commodious
compartment, which had been cleared
of its war-time fighting equipment.
Despite the fact that the plane was
a big one, there was really little
room to hide. Suddenly he stiffened.

“Come out of there!” he ordered,
his gun ready.

From « corner, behind a spare tank
of gasoline, a figure emerged. A
flyer’'s helmet, leather coat, putteed
legs. But at sight of the stowaway’s
face, Brightly nearly dropped his
gun.

“Janice—Miss Leeds!”

Her face was flushed, defiant.

“You wouldn’t let me go, so I came
anyway !” she told him. “I’ve as much
interest in this venture as you have!”

Up forward, Lieutenant Tim Flynn
slewed around in his chair, and
scowled speculatively as he eyed the
two confronting each other back
there. Then ke swung back to his in-
struments, glaring fiercely at them.

“Jinxed!” he exclaimed to himself.

“They’ll court-martial me for this, if
the admiral ever finds it out. What’ll
the flotilla gang say when they find
out I've been piloting a blasted honey-
moon ?”

On into the north roared the great
bomber, with a strange company
bound on a stranger mission. Only
Ki-Lung seemed as impassive as be-
fore. That was because he believed
in faith.

CHAPTER VIII
The River

OG, billows and billows of it,

which rolled beneath like a

great sea as the sun dipped
low in the west. Flynn, still at
the controls, scowled in disgust,
looking for a hole through which he
could drop. But there was no gap, no
break in the clouds. Only the fact
that they were flying at twelve thous-
and feet gave them visibility at all,
and presently that would be gone, as
night came.

“Must be somewhere near the
place,” he told Brightly. “This map
of the coast is detailed, although we
don’t know much about the country
inland. I've logged her by dead-
reckoning ever since we hit this
blasted fog. We're either right over
the river-mouth, or a bit inland.

“We've none too much gas to spare
—enough to get us back to Shanghai,
and a little more. Can’t float around
all night up here; I've got to set her
down. Might as well chance it now
as to wait until it gets dark. We—"

He broke off as he caught sight of
a rift in the clouds. Below it seemed
to gleam a wavering line of silver.

“There’s you river!” he exclaimed
in satisfaction. “That’s the Kuoming,
or I'm a lubber. Wide and smooth
enough to set down there, too. I’ll
chance it if that hole doesn’t close
up!”

But Brightly gave an exclamas
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tion, and pointed off to the north.
Another rift showed there. It, too,
had the flat whiteness of water; and
likewise a mirage-like effect of houses,
most of them low, flat-roofed, but
here and there were towers. One of
them, with a succession of upturned
cornices, appeared to be a pagoda. Its
roof was blue.

Ki-Lung was watching, too ; and now
he gave a cry. He turned excited
eyes upon Brightly.

“They mentioned it often,” said the
Chinese, “although I have never seen
the place. The City of the Blue Pa-
goda!”

“You mean,” demanded Brightly,
“that it belongs to The Great One—
who calls himself The Red Typhoon?”

Ki-Lung nodded emphatically.

“In such a place The Great One has
entrenched himself,” replied the
Chinese in his precise manner. Then
he pointed to where the city had
been.

“Look, it has vanished!”

Flynn nodded.

“Farther inland than I thought,” he
decided, “but it could easily be pos-
sible. You said this man Leeds was
three days’ hike from the mouth of
the river. Then we must be at least
sixty miles from salt-water.

“Blast this fog! We've got to turn
west now, until we’re over salt-water,
then set her down until daylight.
We’ll be lucky if the sea is calm
enough to let us ride during the
night. Gotta do that, or swing back
for Shanghai, or at least until we run
out of the fog. But the blamed stuff
may be spread all along the coast. I've
known fogs at this time of year out
here to last two weeks.

“Sorry, Brightly, but it doesn’t
seem to be in the cards!”

But Brightly shrugged.

“Can’t afford to wait,” he an-
nounced. “I'm going down! Delay
now might disrupt everything!”

E dragged out a parachute stowed
in a rack.

“Show me how this blame thing
works!” he demanded. “I’'m going
into that town down there, if I can
land without breaking my neck!”

Flynn regarded him admiringly.
Janice seemed about to protest, but
said nothing.

“You’re game, all right,” said
Flynn. “This way!” And he showed
Brightly how to strap the thing on.
Ki-Lung watched with widened eyes.

“You—you are going down there,
alone?” the Chinese asked. Brightly
nodded shortly. Then he spoke brief-
ly to Ki-Lung and the others. They
were to land when they could, as soon
as the fog thinned out sufficiently to
sece where the plane was going. But
only Ki-Lung was to follow him into
the city. The Chinese carried with
him an outfit of native garb, and he
would not be suspected. The others
would await word before trying to
penetrate the city.

“Okay,” agreed Flynn. “I think
you're taking a crazy chance, but I
don’t see how you can do otherwise.
Anyway, if they ‘get’ you, they won't
be able to enjoy it. There’s a couple
of bombs slung under the plane. I'd
like a little target practice on that
place down there!”

He levelled the plane.

“When I give the word,” he an-
nounced, ‘you bail out.’ Don’t jump,
but dive! Hang onto that ring, and
count eight, then jerk it, hard!

“Ready!”

A little white-faced, Brightly swung
back at the door of the cabin. Be-
low, the fog lay spread in fleecy bil-
lows. What lay below the mist, he
could only guess.

THERE was no certainty that the
parachute would open properly;
even if it did, he was dropping into
the heart of the enemy’s camp, where
he need expect nothing but short
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ghrift. Still—there was a chance, and
he felt that he dare not wait longer.

His guns were in their arm-pit hol-
sters. He was dressed warmly enough
in the leather flyer’s jacket and hel-
met. There were a couple of bars of
chocolate in his pockets, enough to
sustain him for a time. After that—
well, he would have given much to
have possessed the fatalistic view-
point of Ki-Lung’s.

He glanced once at Janice Leeds.
She was standing thcre, hands clasped,
lips parted, It seemed that she
wanted to say something, but pride
forbade her to speak. Not since her
discovery on the plane, against
Brightly’s orders, had the two spoken
after that first clash.

He was worried about her, and at
the same time her blithe disregard of
his wishes that she remain in Shang-
hai, infuriated him. On the other
hand, she was determined to share
whatever risk there was to be under-
taken; her excuse being that it was
her brother’s life which was at stake.

“Bail out!” cried Flynn suddenly.

Brightly dived.

A whistling rush downward, a bul-
let-like drop which seemed to suck
the air from his nostrils. He could
nct get his eyes open. And then he
was aware that he was counting—six,
seven, eight! He jerked so hard on
the rip-cord ring that he feared it
must have been torn loose.

Yet the response was instantaneous.
A teeth-jarring shock, which almost
snapped him in two, and then he was
conscious that his descent had been
checked. He opened his eyes to find
himself in the thick fog, while just
above him had bloomed the umbrella-
like spread of the ’chute.

Indeed, he felt that he was not fall-
ing at all, for there was no fixed ob-
ject visible by which he could guage
his movement. Thicker and thicker
was the fog, and still he seemed to
hang poised in that great white void.

From far above him there came the
drone of Flynn’s plane, but this
sound quickly dwindled into nothing-
ness. And there was silence, awful
silence.

Anxiously he looked down, for
common sense told him he was drop-
ping more rapidly than he realized.
Soon he would have to undergo the
ordcal of landing. Somewhere he had
read that to land from a ’chute was
like jumping to the ground from a
perch about fifteen feet in height.
Chance for a twisted ankle, or even
a broken leg. But there was no es-
caping it.

HEN, suddenly, he caught a

glimpse of earth below. Only a
glimpse before the fog closed again.
Three seconds later, however, he saw
it again, but more to the left. Then,
directly below him, there appeared
water!

The river!

He tugged at the stays of the ’chute,
hoping to manipulate the contrivance
so that he would be carried ashore,
but the air currents were sluggish.
Frantically he tore himself loose of
the straps—and then he struck with
a splash and went under.

He was glad now to be free, for
the ’chute had dropped over him, so
that he was compelled to dive to es-
cape it. As he came up he saw that he
was clear, but he was being borne
swiftly downstream, the ’chute float-
ing ahead of him. Turning, he struck
out for shore.

But the current was stronger than
he had believed. Moreover, he saw
that the bank for which he was swim-
ming was steep; its crest fully fifty
feet above water. But the river was
bitterly chill, and he knew that he
would not last long if he could not
get out.

There was some chance that he
might catch hold of a log or low=
hanging branch, and draw himself
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out. Likewise, his movements were
hampered by the heavy coat, but he
would not discard that until the mat-
ter became absolutely necessary.

A sharp turn in the river occurred
while he was yet fifty feet from shore.
A sandbar jutting out from the bank
appeared. Gratefully he headed for
it. None too soon he dragged himself
clear of the water, and lay there for
a moment while he sought to regain
his breath. Then as the chill struck
him he got to his feet and listened.

There was no sound save the hiss-
ing of the water as it slid off the
point of the sandbar. Gloom was set-
tling upon the river, for the sun was
down. Ashe moved off along the sand-
bar his eyes noted tracks in the gravel.

The river was evidently at a low
stage, and apparently there had been
no rain for some time, and yet the
tracks were indistinct, indicating that
they were old. At the moment he saw
no importance in the discovery.

As he neared the clifflike bank, he
saw what appeared to be a well-de-
fined trail leading down to the water,
On a shelf above was the dark mouth
of a cave. It was while he was skirt-
ing the edge of a deep pool, where the
river curved in an eddy that he got a
shock.

In the bottom of the pool, outlined
against the white sand, was what ap-
peared to be a log. Yet it was the
odd form of it which drew his atten-
tion. He bent lower, to take ad-
vantage of the rapidly weakening
light sifting down through the water.

Then he saw that the supposed log
was the body of a man, and a white
man at that!

CHAPTER IX
The Cave
GHAST, Brightly gazed in as-
tonishment at the still form
so immobile down there that
the man appeared to be sleeping It

was queer in a way that, dropping
out of the sky as he had done, he had
made this discovery. And yet on sec-
ond thought it was not so strange
at all.

He had landed in the wide river be-
cause Flynn had been flying directly
over the stream after that first glimpse
of it. There was no wind to cause
the ’chute to drift. And, once in the
water, there was no chance to get out
of its swift current between the high
banks, save on this very sandbar.

Downstream and upstream as far
as Brightly could see, the banks were
still precipitous.

This very man now lying in the bot-
tom of the pool had evidently walked
up and down the sandbar for the ob-
vious reason that it was the only spot
for some distance, probably, where the
river could be reached with any ease.
There was little of chance in it after
all.

HE fact that it was a white man
suggested much to Brightly. His

first thought, of course, was that it
might be Jim Leeds. But why was
the man lying so motionless there in
the swirl of the chill water? That
was a lesser mystery, but no less
pressing than the other questions
which popped into Brightly’s mind.

He hurried to the inner end of the
sandbar and there, from a mass of
driftwood, found what ke wanted, a
long pole. The light was fading rap-
idly now: he’d have to work fast.
Carefuiiy he probed to the bottom of
the pool, seeking with the end of the
pole to fasten to the unfortunate’s
clothing,

Then he saw that the man, heavily
bearded, was wearing a wide leather
belt about the middle. Brightly
hooked the pole into the belt and
tugged.

Evidently he yanked too hard, for
the belt brok:z: although it still re-
mained wound around the end of the
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pole. And then an odd thing hap-
pened. As though aroused from sleep,
the man was caught buoyantly by the
current and hurried away down-
stream. In an instant the man was
gone, but Brightly was lifting the
heavy belt from the water.

Then in the dim light, all forgetful
of the fact that he was soaked to the
skin and but a short time before had
been shaking with a chill, Brightly
examined the belt.

He knew now why it was that the
man had been so moveless down there.
For the belt was pouched, and in each
compartment was a double handful of
flake gold! Probably the belt weigh-
ed nearly twenty-five pounds. No
wonder it had anchored the body of
its wearer down there in the water.

Brightly hefted it, looked about
him as though expecting to find him-
self observed. Yet night was closing
down swiftly, and the fog seemed
thicker than ever. It was doubtful
if he could reach the city until day-
light came. He knew, too, that he
must have a fire and dry himself,
Shelter for the night.

HE cave suggested possibilities.

Still carrying the belt, he moved
toward the dark mouth of the place.
But as he approached it, he held one
gun ready, on the chance that the
place might be the lair of some ani-
mal.

But it was empty, and fairly roomy,_

he saw. Moreover, he found that it
had been occupied previously, for just
before the entrance were the ashes of
an old fire. Stacked inside the mouth
of the cavern was a pile of wood.
With matches from a waterproof
box he soon had a small blaze going.
This lighted up the cave, and he
stepped inside, pulling off his coat.
In the far end, about thirty feet from
the mouth, was an old felt hat. Not
such a hat as Chinese wear.
Brightly knew that undoubtedly it

belonged to that dead man in the
river. Examining the sweat-band, he
saw the faded letters “J. L.” stamped
thereon.

“Jim Leeds!” he exclaimed softly.

There seemed no question, then, but
that the unfortunate who had died
down there in the pool was the man
for whom he was searching—the
brother of Janice.

But the manner by which the man
had met death in the stream was
something which Brightly could only
guess. Maybe he had fallen in, and
had been pulled down by the -weight
of the gold-laden belt. Where the
gold had come from was also a mys-
tery. It might have been “panned”
from the sandbar.

As he dried his clothes he looked
forward with dread to the time when
he must tell Janice of her brother’s
death. That, however, was something
to worry about later. Here he was,
marooned in a cave near a bandit
stronghold, while she was floating
around up there in space, while Flynn
looked in vain for a place to land
the plane.

The plight of the plane worried
Brightly more than did his own. His
method of procedure when he reached
the city was something which he
could not foresee; he’d have to take
the plays as they came up. But Rob-
bins would not fail him. Other means
failing, Brightly told himself, all he
asked was one crack at the mysterious
one call The Red Typhoon.

After that, it didn’t matter so much
what happened. He didn’t fancy the
role of a martyr, but he had brooded
over and worked on the problem so
long that he was willing to make a
sacrifice of himself, if necessary, in
order that the gigantic conspiracy
might be broken up.

E munched a little of the choco-
late, put wood on the fire, glad
that he would not have to sleep in



THE RED TYPHOON 35

wet clothes. It was a sound outside
the cave which attracted his atten-
tion.

There was a rattle of loose gravel
down the bank, and he froze listening.
But although he stood there moveless
and intent for fully two minutes, he
heard nothing more. His nerves were
jumpy, he told himself. The gravel
might have been loosened by some-
body above, but it was more likely
that the phenomenon was merely a
natural one; doubtless the cliffs were
caving continually.

Brightly’s thoughts turned back to
the man who had evidently occupied
this cave, but who had met death in
the river. There seemed no doubt but
that it was Jim Leeds.

Why had he hidden here? And
where had he obtained the gold? Was
it here that he had written the note
to Janice? And who had carried that
message to Shanghai to be mailed?
Leeds had spoken of riches; doubtless
he had this flake gold in mind. He—

Brightly turned abruptly toward
the cave entrance, but not soon
enough. He saw three evil-looking
Chinese crouched there, and one of
them held a short-barreled carbine
at his heart.

Then gabbled something in the
northern dialect, but he could not un-
cerstand it, although he had a smat-
tering of Chinese. But the meaning
of the command was plain. Slowly,
Brightly lifted his hands above his
head.

He had slipped off most of his
clothing, and his guns, in their hols-
ters, lay beside the fire. With a grunt
of satisfaction, one of the Chinese
scuttled forward and seized the wea-
pons. Then, as though the tension
was lessened, they all stood up, and
grinned at him malevolently.

THEY indicated that he was to put
on his clothes. As he complied,
Brightly watched them. Bandits, un-

doubtedly. The country was infested
with lawless bands, always eager to
capture a white man and hold him
for ransom. Brightly had no fear that
eventually he would win his freedom,
but the delay would upset his plans
wholly.

He cursed his own lack of caution.
That rattle of gravel had meant, then,
that they had seen his fire from above
and had slid down the steep bank. He
should have been more careful. Then,
suddenly, a wild thought of how he
might impress them, popped into his
head.

As he finished slipping on his coat
he bent over and traced on the sand
that mystic symbol—the Chinese-
looking letter T. Then he watched
their faces.

Curiously they stared at the sym-
bol, then regarded him shrewdly.
Then they broke into fierce jabber-
ing among themselves. Evidently
there was an argument between the
man who seemed to be the leader, and
the other two. But the leader ap-
parently won his point. He it was
who carried the rifle, and now he had
possessed himself of Brightly guns.
He moved off up the cliff, following a
hardly distinguishable path, while his
two companions fell in behind the
white man, and indicated that he was
to move.

Brightly groaned. His ruse had
failed after all. Seemingly these
bandits had never heard of The Red
Typhoon. And yet he would have
said that such a situation was impos-
sible; all yellow men knew of the
destroying force.

Up, up and still up, they climbed,
and so thick was the darkness that
Brightly could scarcely see the man
in front of him. If he’d had his guns
he would have willingly taken a
chance on a break, shooting it out
with them, but he knew it was futile
to try to escape without weapons.
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They gained the top at last, and
struck off on a more well-beaten trail.

All directions were the same to
Brightly, but it did seem that in
general they were going upstream and
were following the river. But where
were they taking him? To their
camp, doubtless, where he would re-
main a prisoner until ransomed.

At the end of half an hour, how-
ever, he descried a light just ahead.
Then they stopped before a great
wall, beyond which it seemed that he
could see the outlines of buildings.

Then and there the truth broke on
him. He had been captured by The
Red Typhoon’s men, and taken to the
very city which he sought!

CHAPTER X

Summoned

T the massive entrance gate they
A stopped, and upon being rec-
ognized, Brightly and his cap-
tors entered as the gates swung open.
A half-dozen other Chinese, some
armed with rifles, others with swords
and spears, examined the newcomers
by the light of lanterns hung on poles.
They grunted at sight of Brightly.
Then he was led down a narrow
street, pausing at last before a build-
ing much larger than the rest.

It was fully three stories in height,
and behind it he saw the shadowy
outlines of a great pagoda. This was
the city of The Red Typhoon, which
they had seen from the air.

Down a long, gloomy corridor and
then Brightly was thrust into an
evil-smelling place which seemed
pitch black. A door closed behind
him. He heard the sound of an iron
bolt being shot home, and then he
was alone.

Groping his way about, he found
a pile of straw in one corner, and
on this he rested. From the dark-
ness came the squeaking of rats, and

he could hear them scurrying about.
One of them boldly ran over his out-
stretched leg. It was going to be diffi-
cult, he foresaw, in getting any sleep.
Doubtless the noisome hole had even
more disgusting vermin than rodents.

But he felt that he could have en-
dured it stoically enough if he had
know more of the situation, What
had happened to the plane and its
passengers? He had vast confidence
in Flynn, but if the fog held, there
might be no opportunity to land the
ship.

Flynn might be compelled to turn
back to Shanghai. That, at least, was
preferable to a forced landing on this
unknown terrain which was infested
with bandits. If Flynn did go back,
Brightly hoped that Janice Leeds
would be left behind next time, With
that grim discovery in the river by
the cave there was no further need
for her to expose herself to dangers
in search of her brother.

“And where is The Red Typhoon?”
he asked himself,

That question, however, seemed cer-
tain of an answer before very long.
Brightly knew now that he was held
by no ordinary bandits, with ransom
in mind. That they had not killed
him outright was for the very good
reason that they were working on in-
structions to bring him alive, that his
fate might be decided by some power
higher than ‘heirs.

But, withal, he felt foolish at the
way he had played into their hands.
Yet there was no help for it.

By and by he was aroused from his
reverie by someone at the door with
a lantern. It was a man accompanied
by two guards. They offered him a
steaming bowl of rice and a pot of
hot tea. Despite his unsavory sur-
roundings he managed to eat, for he
was hungry.

Yet he had no sooner downed the
food than it seemed that drowsiness
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stole over him. Even the rats didn’t
annoy him, for he slept. When he
was aroused, it was because some-
body was poking him roughly, and
he sat up, a splitting headache mak-
ing him wince.

Guards.

The light of a lantern was in his
eyes. They were saying things to him
which he could not understand, but
their meaning was plain. They
wanted him to get up, and follow
them,

How long he had been asleep,
Brightly could scarcely guess. But,
as his brain cleared a little, he sur-
mised now that the food which they
had given him was- dosed with some
sleeping-potion. He may have slept
for days, for all he knew.

He staggered drunkenly as he fol-
lowed the guards down the darkened
corridor, while others marched be-
hind him. Slowly, however, it came
to him that this moment was more
important and impressive than it
seecmed. They were taking him some-
where. But where, and why?

And they had drugged him so that
he would give them no trouble until
they were ready. He shook himself,
and his lethargic senses awakened.
And then, as they turned a sharp cor-
ner of the seemingly endless passage,
he saw the glow of light ahead.

Toward it they moved, passed be-
tween tall, tapestried hangings, and
then Brightly was blinking painfully
as his eyes tried to accustom them-
selves to the sudden light. Still he
was led forward, and then the guards
ahead stepped aside, and he was left
standing alone.

As his pupils adjusted themselves,
he saw that he was in a large high-
ceilinged room. He was not alone,
for, besides the guards behind him,
there were fully a dozen other
Chinese, all of them armed, in the
room. He stared around him oddly,
as his still-foggy brain tried to as-

similate the significance of what he
saw.

The color scheme of the great room
was red—a barbaric red! Red silk,
heavy brocades on a red background.
Red of a splendor and magnificence,
the richness of it, that smote like a
blow. And yet there was also a mo-
tive of white in the scheme. And
white, in China, is the color of mourn-
ing. Flaming red —and the hue of
death!

E became aware that the side of

the room which he faced seemed
to be draped with long strings of sil-
very tinsel, which glittered and
sparkled in the reflected light from
lanterns which hung everywhere. On
only this one side of the room did
the tinseled streamers hang,.

Suddenly, then he became aware
that on the other side of this curtain,
which was more or less transparent,
for the streamers were not thickly-
hung, was a figure which he had not
observed before.

The figure of a young Chinese,
dressed in the same red color which
made the great room a blazing riot.
The young man was standing beside
a dais, upon which was a huge chair
of carved ebony. In this chair was
seated another figure, and now Bright-
ly tensed as his gaze rested upon the
latter.

A man, also dressed in red, but
whose crimson garments were more
elaborate than any of the others.
A hooded man, for a square of
white silk, pierced only by eye-holes,
dropped from his forehead, fully cov-
ering his face. Even his hands were
hidden by loose folds of his richly-
colored jacket.

And Brightly knew that he was
face to face with The Red Typhoon!

All this mummery and flub-dub
were purely Oriental, which ever
turns to the bizarre. Under any other
circumstances, Brightly might have
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been amused. But there was a def-
inite grimness about this moment
now which drove the last vestige of
drugged stupor from his brain, and
brought every sense to the alert.

The master plotter had granted
this audience—doubtless for a very
definite purpose. That he had not
hesitated to expose himself, even
though masked, to the gaze of this
white man, was significant in itself.
Less than thirty feet separated the
two—and a wild impulse surged into
Brightly’s heart.

In a sudden rush, he could close
that gap, tear his way through the
flimsy screen which separated them,
and, with his bare hands, kill this
monster before the guards could seize
him. Still with the thought in mind,
he glanced out of the tail of his eye
at the nearest guard, to the right and
behind him. But the guard seemed
nowise disturbed. It may have been
that the dull brain of the guard never
conceived such a mad possibility as
the sacrifice which Brightly contem-
plated.

RIGHTLY looked back at the
hooded figure. The very compla-
cence with which the unknown re-
garded him, was somewhat unnerving.
Indeed, Brightly could almost see the
sneer in the eyes peering through that
mask, as though the white man’s
thoughts were being read and scorned.
Brightly hesitated, warned by in-
stinct. The thing seemed too easy of
accomplishment. And yet—

The voice of the young Chinese
broke in. The man was speaking pre-
cisely, in English.

“The Great One lnows why you
are here,” intoned the Chinese, “but
wishes to know where are your com-
panions. You will be wise, foreigner,
to reply truthfully. It is the wish of
The Great One!”

Brightly heard the words with a

feeling of relief. No matter what his
predicament, Flynn and the others
were safe for the time being.

Almost he smiled. Answer such a
question? He could have laughed
aloud. Even if he could have told
where the plane was at that moment,
it was preposterous of them to expect
that he would tell —unless they
judged him to be a coward.

“I don’t know,” he replied honestly
enough. “And I wouldn’t tell if I
could!”

In a low mumble, the interpreter
repeated these words, and the eyes of
the hooded man did not change, but
were fixed on Brightly with a malevo-
lent glare. As for Brightly, his spec-
ulations as to the identity of The Red
Typhoon were now wholly upset.

Quintaro understood English, and
spoke it as well, hence there was no
apparent need for this Chinese in-
terpreter. Ki-Lung, first under suspi-
cion, was up in the plane with Flynn
and the others. The Red Typhoon
was a greater mystery than before.
Who, then, could the master plotter
be? There were many answers to
that, but none of them seemed plau-
sible.

Again Brightly felt that impulse to
break away and come to grips with
the other. And again instinct told
him that it was futile; that the hooded
man had anticipated that very thing.
Still, those strings of tinsel were
flimsy, as the points of them sparkled
in the light from many lanterns. He
might try—

EFORE he could move, however,

his arms were seized by the
guards, evidently at a signal from the
interpreter. And then the young
Chinese was speaking again.

“You have two hours in which to
think it over, foreigner,” he told the
prisoner crisply. “At the end of that
time, if you do not agree, you will
die!”
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There was no more melodramatic
quality to the statement than that;
and yet it seemed to convey a signifi-
cance greater than though the man
had shouted it.

The hooded man, impassive as ever,
stared at the prisoner. Smoldering
eyes, peering through those holes cut
in the silk mask. Then, the hooded
man inclined his head slightly, and
Brightly felt himself whirled about,
and hustled away the way he had
come.

He did not resist, and once he was
clear of the great red room, the
guards released him. Again he was
in the dungeon, and the door closed
behind him.

THE place seemed darker than ever,
after that brief glimpse of light
in the audience-room. There was no
way of telling the time. His watch
had stopped, probably from immer-
sion in the river and subsequent neg-
lect to wind it. He still had his
matches. Far up in one corner of
the room was a hole about six inches
square, through which light sifted.
But whether this was from the sun
or some artificial light, there was no
way of knowing.

Two hours! And what then?
Death, the interpreter had said. But
it would not likely be a swift death,
nor an ordinary one, They knew who
he was, knew his mission; it would
be entirely in keeping with their sav-
age instincts if they tortured him.
And, of all peoples, the Chinese have
brought torture to a scientific refine-
ment almost incredible,

Brightly shuddered. And yet he
knew that even if it was in his power
to betray the rest of his party, he
would not do so. Better be dead,
than to live and remember that. Be-
sides, it was not likely that such an
rct would purchase his own life.

He brooded there in the darkness.
It was the waiting that was hardest.

But he had already determined upon
one thing; that if they brought him
face to face with The Red Typhoon
again, he would attempt to kill the
man. It was as much as he could
hope to accomplish now, and he would
not waive the opportunity, for death
was certain anyway.

Minutes passed, stretching, on in-
definitely. Then came stealthily foot-
steps outside, and he got up and tip-
toed to the door. They had come,
then, for their answer! He steeled
himself for the ordeal.

He heard the bolt slid back, then
his name called in a soft voice. The
vigitor carried no light, but he knew
he had heard the voice before.

“It is Luchee!” came the whisper.
“Follow me quickly, but make no
sound!”

And then a small hand found his in
the darkness, and he was being led
along the corridor.

CHAPTER XI
Grim Jest

NDEFINITELY, it seemed, they
I went on; Brightly moving swift-

ly yet furtively after the Eura-
gian girl. The corridor was so black
that he could not see her, but evi-
dently she was familiar with the
place, for she made no mistake. At
last he saw a glow of light ahead, and
then she was outlined against it. But
she turned aside.

From beyond the light, however, it
seemed that he heard sounds of activ-
ity. There was a murmur as of rush-
ing waters, a rattling sound as of
pebbles being shaken together, and he
had one glimpse of men toiling, bent
over with what appeared to be shal-
low wooden dishes, with which they
scooped up earth, dipped it in a
swiftly-flowing stream of water, and
then revolved the pans with a curi-
ous, circular motion. Only a glimpse
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he had, however, and Luchee was pull-
ing him aside.

“The mines!” she whispered. “They
dig for gold!”

Then she was leading him down
another corridor.

But this ended shortly, as she
opened a door, and he found himself
in a lavishly-furnished room. Bronze
statuary, such as the Laughing Lions,
and the inevitable Buddha, and other
objects of Oriental art were about
the place, while on a teak-wood stand
an incense-burner gave off pungent,
perfumed smoke. The floor was cov-
ered with expensive rugs, while on
the walls were heavy brocades and
tapestries—all with the red motif pre-
dominating.

THE girl was dressed as a Chinese,
in expensive red silk. Jewels
gleamed on her fingers, and in her
hair. There was anxiety in her eyes,
their lids heavily mascarred while her
lips were a startling red, yet she
smiled at Brightly almost archly.

“I save you!” she informed him.
“They sure to kill you. I know!” She
shuddered. “Like they have killed
other men!”

She raised her eyes to his.

“You like Luchee for what she has
done?” the girl asked.

Brightly put his hand under her chin.

“I owe you much, Luchee,” he told
her. “More than I can repay, perhaps.
But, they will kill me anyway, for
they’ll miss me. And—"

“I show you the way out of the
city!” she assured him. “We go—you
and I. It is so? We go far away
from the place. I have money! We
go to Hong Kong, Singapore, Europe,
maybe your country—any place away
from here! You do that for Luchee?”

Brightly dropped his hand, and
smiled at her.

“I wouldn’t lie to you, Luchee,”
he told her. “I couldn’t run away
now, even to save my own life! But,

if you’ll help me, you won’t be sorry!

“Who is The Red Typhoon?”

They were standing close together
in this room, which evidently was
the apartment of the Eurasian girl.
To the right of them the thin spiral
of smoke from the incense-burner
curled upward. Scarcely did it vary
its position; although unnoticed now
its symmetry was broken, flattened,
as though caught in a sudden draught.
A vagrant air-current stirred the
tapestry behind the girl.

HE looked at him with shrewdness

in her sloe-black eyes. A bargain-
ing look, such as one might see in
the eyes of women in the markets.
At his first words, disappointment
had come into her face, but now cu-
pudity was there. She smiled, show-
ing her even, white teeth.

“You want to know that somooch?”
she hazarded. “That is great secret,
known only to a few!”

The girl, whose blood was traced
with the taint of a lien race, wanted
this white man. Moreover, she knew
that she was comely in the eyes of
either white man or yellow.

“You will go with Luchee if I tell?”

Brightly caught her by the slender
shoulders.

“Listen,” he told her earnestly, “if
I can bring about the downfall of
The Red Typhoon, I'll go to hell, if
necessary! I mean just that. I'll do
anything you say!”

She stared up at him, and saw that
he was speaking the truth, She smiled
contentedly, satisfied. She had won!

Then a look of fear came into her
face. She glanced around nervously;
then reached up and put her arms
around his neck, that she might whis-
per and be heard only by him.

But even as her lips were about to
form the word, the thing happened.
She gave a choked cry, as the single
lantern which illuminated the room
was dashed to the floor, and darkness
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came like a thunderclap. Brightly
felt her snatched from his arms.

And, although the next second he
had lunged forward to seize her, he
caught hold of nothing more tangible
than the heavy drapes. Somewhere
in the darkness a door slammed, and
then silence came.

RAIG BRIGHTLY prided himself

on being able to control his emo-
tions at all times. He scorned any-
thing that bordered on the hysterical.
And yet at that moment he wanted
to do nothing so much as to let go
of himself and yell in a futile out-
burst of disappointment. Nor was he
far from unmanly tears.

To have almost had the precious
secret; then to have it snatched away
from him—the prize which he had
sought for four years, wrested from
his grasp—rasped his over-taut nerves
almost to the breaking-point.

But only for a moment; then he
had himself in hand once more.

His first move was to lccate the
lantern which had been dashed out.
He found it, but he could not locate
the tallow wick, even though he
lighted practically all of his precious
matches looking for it. The next
thing was to find the door.

This he did without difficulty, but
the panel was secured firmly from
the outside. Moreover, he found two
other doors, one of which opened be-
hind the tapestry where Luchee had
disappeared. But they were locked
by outside bolts.

Unwilling to use up the last of his
matches, he groped his way to a low
stool, and sat down—to wait. For
what? Presumably death. They had
found him easily enough after his
short and mad flight from the cell
when Luchee had liberated him. Yet
they had made no attempt to return
him to the dungeon.

There was a fine bit of psychologi-
cal torture in permitting him to

“stew” here alone in the darkness
without knowing when the dread
summons would come.

But he did feel sorry for the girl.
She had been willing to be a traitress
—because she loved him. It made no
difference that he felt no such emo-
tion in return. He did pity her, for
it was not likely that she would re-
ceive any mercy, now that her intent
was known.

He started to his feet, as it seemed
that he heard footsteps. But he did
not hear them again, and he con-
cluded that it was merely his jumpy
nerves playing him tricks,

How much longer would they let
him live and suffer this way? There
wasn’t one chance in ten thousand
that he could be rescued. Not if the
entire United States army was out-
side the gates. This spot would swal-
low him, digest him even as it had
other white men, perhaps. He would
vanish utterly, and nobody except
The Red Typhoon and his cohorts
would know what had happened.

But—when would it happen? The
uncertainty of waiting was almost
driving him crazy, he felt. He was
ready to jump at the slightest noise,
and yet there was no noise. His tense-
ness had become a greater torture
than he could have conceived.

HEN, suddenly, he did hear a

noise, and it was like a welcome
relief from the dread silence. He
stirred as he listened, and there was
nothing to be heard. Yet he would
have sworn that one of the doors had
opened and closed softly; in fact, he
could feel a sudden cool draught of
air. But, which door?

He fumbled for his matches, deter-
mined to-settle the thing with a look.
Anything was better that waiting for
something to happen. But, even as
his fingers groped beneath his jacket,
he felt a presence stirring near him
in the room.



42 THRILLING ADVENTURES

The difficulty was that he could not
locate it. Whatever it was seemed to
be in front of him, and yet he was
not sure; it might be over there to
the left. He finally got the match-box
open, and as his fingers closed about
the sliver of wood, he heard the thing
coming nearer.

With a sudden movement he drew
the match across the knurled edge of
the box. But, ere it flamed up he was
borne backward by something that
leaped upon him. In an instant he
was fighting with hands and feet as
the unseen assassin hurled him to the
floor.

Yet luck was with him at that mo-
ment. He knew by the twist of the
other’s body that the man had a knife.
The knife-arm fell in a chopping
blow, but the blade, although it cut
through Brightly’s leather jacket, did
not touch flesh. And then, intuitively,
he had the man’s wrist.

Moreover, he instantly had the
happy realization that he was stronger
than his antagonist. Snarling savage-
ly, the ‘other tried to get free, but
Brightly held him fast. At the same
time he twisted the arm with an old
jiu-jitsu trick — back and still back
until he knew that the bone was on
the point of snapping.

With his other hand he drove home
one short jab after another, and felt
the blows thud into flesh, yet he
could not knock the man out. His
only hope was that wrist-lock, and
now he put everything he had into
the effort to break the man’s arm.

There was no resisting it. And sud-
denly, fight went out of his foe. The
voice of the other screamed.

“Oh, my God!”

Then the would-be killer’s form
went limp. And that was the only
thing which szved a broken bone, for
the pressure which Brightly was ap-
plying suddenly turned the man’s
body, easing the fearful strain.

Still Brightly held him, not to be
tricked. Yet the other was motion-
less, non-resistant. Brightly’s free
hand groped until it found the knife
which had been dropped from the
nerveless fingers. Then, triumphantly,
he located the match-box on the floor,

He was a-tremble with eagerness
now. There was something vaguely
familiar in the voice which had ut-
tered that cry in English, something
which stirred old recollections in
Brightly.

The match flared up at last and he
squinted for an instant, shading the
light, while he peered at the face of
the other. A bearded face; that of a
white man. As he held the match
lower, the man on the floor turned
toward him, the eyes opened.

Brightly gave a shocked exclamation.

“Jim Leeds!”

CHAPTER XII
The Coup

NTIL the match burned his

fingers, Craig Brightly bent

over the other, staring in-
credulously. Then, as the light went
out, recognition had leaped into the
eyes of the man on the floor.

“Brightly!” he exclaimed in awe.
There was a puzzled note in his voice.

“Ayel” agreed the victor. “And
you tried to murder me in the da:k,
you dog!” He struck another match,
“Look at me!” he whispered. “Take
one good look, because it’s the last
you’re going to have. I'm beginning
to understand something of this mys-
tery!”

“But you don’t!” cried Leeds. “I
didn’t come here to kill you! I came
here to kill the Red Typhoon!

“That young Chinese devil, Wong
Chee, put me up to it. Told me there
had been a revolt, and that The Red
Typhoon was hiding in this room.
None of the others dared enter. But
he gave me a knife, told me to slip
in, and kill the monster!
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“You understand that, Brightly?
They tried to make me kill you, It
would be their way; their idea of a
joke!”

Brightly got up slowly.

“I believe you’re telling the truth,
Leeds!” he exclaimed softly. “By the
Lord Harry, it would be their way—
the way of The Red Typhoon. But
I thought you were already dead,
man!” Briefly hc told of the finding
of the man’s body in the river. Of
the gold-laden belt, which his captors
had confiscated along with his guns.

HAT would be Furness,” replied

Leeds. “I heard that he had es-
caped from here a month ago. They
said he’d been captured, and shot.
There’s always a patrol of these yel-
low devils along the river. Maybe he
tried to get away from them, and
jumped into the river and drowned.
He had some of my clothes. My hat.
You thought it was me! But it makes
no difference now!”

“No,” agreed Brightly, “it makes
no difference now!” Then, hopefully,
he asked:

“Do you know the identity of The
Red Typhoon?”

The third match had burned out
before Leeds answered.

“No,” he replied. “I've seen him,
but he’s always been hooded. Not
more than three or four in this place
know who he is. But, even that is
going to make no difference to us!”

“No,” agreed Brightly mechanically,
“no difference!”

“But,” insisted Leeds, “you’ve got
to know the truth, even though we'’re
both certain to be killed now. They
dragged me down, Brightly; easy at
first, and then more swiftly, I'd al-
ways been a potential booze-fighter,
and they played upon that—that and
other things. You know what they
did to me.

“A party of them wiped out the
expedition into the desert. They

didn’t kill me because they knew me.
They brought me here to this ac-
cursed place, and kept me a prisoner.
They promised at first that tiey’d let
me go, when the time was ripe. I
knew Janice would be worried, so I
sent her a letter. Evidently they let
it go through. But I wrote her an-
other which she probably never re-
ceived, for Furness, who was a min-
ing engineer brought here to super-
vise these old placer diggings—"

“They dig gold, Luchee told me!”

“Plenty of it,” went on Leeds.
“They’ve opened up ancient diggings,
and by more modern methods are
making a clean-up. That’s one of the
ways The Red Typhoon is financing
himself.

“Furness showed them how. I
knew nothing about mining, but I did
savvy dialects, and they had a use
for me when once they got their
clutches on me. But they couldn’t
make me a willing aide because they
couldn’t ‘get’ anything on me, like
they did Crawleigh—"

“Crawleigh is dead!” interposed
Brightly.

E’S better off,” was the rejoinder.

“If it hadn’t been for the hope of
getting clear some day, for the sake
of Janice, I'd have taken the short-
est way out. But they knew that if
I killed you with my own hand, they
would have me for keeps, the devils!”

Brightly straightened up.

“Leeds,” he whispered, “we’re go-
ing to reverse this little joke on
them. They’re at the door now —1I
hear them. They’ll open for you
when you tell them the jobis finished!
They won’t be suspicious; if there
are not too many, maybe we can
handle them. Do you know the way
out of this infernal rat’s nest, once
we get clear?”

“I think I could find it,” was the
reply. “There’s a big courtyard back
of this palace. The Blue Pagoda is
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on the other side. There’s an air-
plane out in that courtyard, always
ready for a getaway, if The Red Ty-
phoon should need it. If you could
fly that ship—"

“But I can’t!”

“Nor me!” was the gloomy rejoin-
der. “Well, that’s out. But we can
at least take a crack at them before
we go under.

“I've got the knife, Brightly—and
I'm going to use it as much as I can!
So long, old man—here we go!”

They tiptoed toward the door be-
hind the tapestry as nearly as they
could judge in the darkness. Then
Leeds cried out something in dialcct.

Instantly there was a stir outside.
The door was opened, cautiously at
first, but with more assurance as they
saw him standing there. There were
three guards, and they carried a lan-
tern on a stick. Instantly the two
white men flung themselves on the
trio.

The lantern crashed out and Bright-
ly heard a shrill scream as Leeds
struck. As for himself, he smashed
his fist in the face of one astonished
Chinese who fell back with a grunt.
He struck again, and the third man,
who had been holding the lantern,
took the blow.

Then came Leeds’ shout:

“This way!”

HEAD in the darkness, Brightly

could hear the pounding feet of
the other, and he followed as best he
could. But ere he had gone far, he
had crashed head-on into a wall, and
from the left he heard Leeds shout-
ing at him. Too late he had missed
the turn.

But the corridor was filled with
other sounds now — shrill shouts of
alarm. Either the guards who had
been attacked had revived, or others
had heard them. Somewhere in the
gloom, Leeds was shouting encour-
agement; but Brightly could not lo-

cate him. It was useless to try, and
Brightly, throwing caution "o the
winds, dashed on alone. In this laby-
rinth of tunnels, he’d have to play
hide-and-seek as best he could, and
pray for luck.

Far ahead a light danced toward
him —a guard hurrying with a lan-
tern. To the right yawned the black-
ness of an off-shoot corridor, and into
this Brightly dodged. He was utterly
lost, and there was no telling what
kind of trap he would stumble into.
He only hoped that Leeds had es-
caped them; but Leeds knew some-
thing of this intricatc network of
passages.

Another light glowed ahead, and
Brightly stopped. But this one was
stationary, proving that it was no lan-
tern. Cautiously he tiptoed forward,
hoping against hope that he had dis-
covered an outlet. Soon he made out
that it came from another passage,
which twisted up a flight of stairs.

The thing looked promising. Up
and out of the enemy-infested place,
where he was playing the part of a
helpless rabbit hunted by bloodthirsty
weasels. The light came from a single
lantern, and he dodged by this, and
went on up.

But the passage ended in a door.
He listened; then, hearing nothing,
gently opened it. Another light on
the other side showed him the way.
From somewhere ahead he heard the
intoning of a familiar voice.

The Chinese interpreter, whom
Leeds called Wong Chee. Moreover,
the man was speaking in English, al-
though Brightly could not hear plain
enough to catch the words. Gripped
by curiosity now, he stole forward;
and, suddenly, a panorama was spread
before him.

HE was overlooking the great red
room where he had been brought
face to face with the hooded man.
The scene was staged as it had been
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before; the guards about the room,
the hooded man on the throne, and
Wong Chee beside him. Through a
slit in the masonry—doubtless there
was some purpose for this hidden
vantage-point—Brightly could see it
all.

Behind him, was a short flight of
stairs which evidently opened out on
the roof, for he could see the star-
sprinkled sky, clear of all fog. Pos-
sible escape lay in that direction.

But, that would wait, for something
of greater interest taking place in the
room below claimed his attention.
The Red Typhoon was sitting in
judgment, and the prisoner at the bar
was no other than the Eurasian girl,
Luchee.

CHAPTER XIII
The Ordeal

OR one thing, the girl’s hands

were bound behind her back,

although her feet were free.
Her lips were sealed with a strip of
silk wound tightly across the lower
part of her face. Brightly guessed
the reason for this; she had in her
power a club which she could still
wield over The Red Typhoon, if giv-
en an opportunity to use it.

She knew his identity, and she
could scream it aloud. Possibly none
of the guards in the room knew the
secret and it did not suit the master
plotter that they should learn it.

—“the fate of all traitors to the
Cause,” the interpreter droned on, evi-
dently pronouncing sentence. “Your
usefulness is gone. Judgment has
been given. Are you willing that it
should be so?”

Brightly could not see the girl’s
face, for he was almost directly be-
hind her, and above. But he saw her
tense, and then nod her head. As she
did so, the hooded man stirred as
though uneasy. Then he inclined his
head as though giving the signal.

Guards sprang forward to seize her,

but before they did so, there was a
sudden clamor. Into the great room
ran two men whom Brightly recog-
nized as the guards he and Leeds had
attacked. He felt a glow of satisfac-
tion as he saw their battered faces.
The third man was not there; evi-
dently Leeds’ knife had settled him.

HEY prostrated themselves, and

babbled something in Chinese. The
interpreter did not trouble to trans-
late; it was unnecessary, for the
hooded man understood. Brightly
saw the latter straighten up in the
great chair, heard him mumble some-
thing to Wong Chee. It was plain
that the guards were reporting the
escape.

Suddenly Wong Chee lifted his
hand dramatically, while he intoned
an order. As he finished, other guards
seized the hapless ones on the floor,
and hurried them away, doubtless to
pay the penalty for allowing the two
white men to escape. But Luchee
still stood there.

As the hooded man regarded her,
it was apparent that fresh inspiration
came to him, for he muttered to Wong
Chee, who bowed, and spoke to the
girl.

“Your white lover w*'l soon be cap-
tured,” Wong Chee told her. “The
two of you shall die together!”

Then, he rasped out an order in
Chinese to the remaining guards in
the room, who promptly scattered, un-
doubtedly for the search. Then it was
that Craig Brightly reminded himself
again of the passage leading to the
roof, beyond which he could see the
stars.

For, it was unlikely that he could
escape the searchers utterly if he re-
mained here, He had no doubt that
they would go over every inch of the
place eventually, and he would be
found. Things were going to be war
from now on. If only he had his
guns!
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T THE foot of the stairs up

which he had climbed, he heard
the sudden patter of slippered feet.
The searchers! Up the short flight
to the roof he went, and stood there
for a moment in the cool, fresh dark-
ness, while he considered the situa-
tion.

A noise below him indicated that
the hunters were coming closer.
Doubtless they would likewise come
up here for a look around—and there
seemed hardly any way to escape. But
a looming edifice just beyond the roof
on which he stood, offered a possible
solution.

It was a tall, cylindrical-shaped
building, with oddly-upturned cor-
nices. This, he surmised, was the blue
pagoda of which Ki-Lung had spoken.
The building which housed the great
red room and quarters of The Red
Typhoon adjoined the pagoda, or
temple, so that a cornice of the latter
projected within fifteen feet of the
roof.

Brightly knew that if he could
bridge that space in a mighty leap,
he might find a window in the pagoda,
and penetrate to the interior of the
structure. It was not likely that they
would look for him there. Anyway,
he’d have to chance it.

But if he missed the leap, there
was a sheer drop of at least forty feet
to flagstones. He had a short enough
run at best, but he took it as the
sounds below grew louder, indicating
that the searching party was coming
closer.

The footing was bad on the roof,
and he could not get up speed; but
he chanced all in a prodigious effort,
and found himself shooting through
space, hands outstretched for the up-
turned cornice. Moreover, he made
it, although he struck with a fearful
shock, but the upcurved tile gave him
a handhold. Though he landed with
more or less of a jolt, he drew him-
self up quickly, and cautiously slid

around the circular roof until he was
opposite the point where the hunters
would be standing. Then, as silently
as possible, he began to climb toward
a dark opening above him,

The pagoda itself was unlighted. It
may have still been in use by Taoist
priests, but there was no sign of life.
As he worked upward, winged crea-
tures which he knew to be bats,
whizzed and zoomed past his head.
From the heavens came the harsh note
struck by nighthawks as they dropped
from the sky. But Brightly kept on,
and at last he drew himself inside the
opening.

HERE was no light, and no shelf

below. He groped for his match-
box, but could not find it; evidently
he had lost it in his flight. As he
balanced there on the rim of the open-
ing he heard somewhere the faint
drone of an airplane, and he thrilled
at the thought that it might be Flynn
and the others. Still, Leeds had said
that The Red Typhoon also had a
plane at his command. No time to
waste in futile conjecture, anyway.

Carefully he let himself down in
the darkness, and swung back and
forth until his foot touched a ledge.
It seemed solid, and wide enough to
stand upright. He let go his hold
with one hand, while he found a grip
on a wooden rail with the other. He
stood there on the shelf for a mo-
ment, then began feeling his way for-
ward.

Suddenly, from the depths of dark-
ness below there boomed the brassy,
echoing sound of a great gong. Three
times it sounded, and then there was
silence. But immediately he heard
the patter of feet below, and, far
down there, he saw a moving light.

But he also saw that, just ahead
of him was a long flight of stairs,
and down these he started. The
theory of pagoda construction, he had
heard, was that the upturned cornices
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were to prevent evil spirits which
flew about at night from descending
to ground after alighting on the spire.
But evidently there was nothing to
prevent one from descending inside.
Doubtless some priest had left the
high window open, perhaps for ven-
tilation.

In any event, it was to prove
Brightly’s salvation, for he knew now
that he could get down into the Blue
Pagoda, but whether he could get out
of it, and away from the city, would
be another matter.

As he descended, he saw below him
a huge shrine, with the carved fig-
ure of an ugly god squatted behind
an altar on which incense-burners
smoked. Before the altar, too, were
several prostrate worshipers, no doubt
priests. Even as Brightly watched
the odd ceremony, he saw a group of
figures enter the room, and approach
the image.

WO of them, it was apparent, were

guards, for they were armed; but
three others evidently were priests—
their flowing robes and weird head-
dresses indicating their calling. Just
in front of them marched a Chinese,
bareheaded, and with arms folded
across his breast. There was something
familiar about the newcomer, but
Brightly could not see well. The
angle of vision was wrong and he
could not get a glimpse of the man’s
face.

But the man approached to the foot
of the image; then prostrated him-
self, as did the other priests. Only
the guards remained standing, watch-
ful as ever. Again, from somewhere,
the great gong boomed thrice.

A wailing chant arose from the
priests, and the Chinese who appar-
ently had been brought here for his
devotions, stood up and spread his
arms widely, while he lifted his face.
Then and there, Brightly got a shock,
for the man was no other than Ki-

Lung, whom Brightly had left aboard
the seaplane with the others!

In his astonishment and consterna-
tion, Brightly straightened up on the
stairs. He was not more than thirty
feet above those on the floor in front
of the image, but until now their at-
tention had been focussed wholly on
the ceremony. Moreover, he had
blended into the shadows above.

Yet in his recklessness, he exposed
himself,

If Ki-Lung was captured, then
what had become of Flynn, of Trem-
per—of Janice Leeds? True, Ki-Lung
had intended to follow Brightly into
this city; indeed, the Chinese wore
the native costume which he had
brought along for that very purpose.
But, something told Brightly that
matters had indeed gone awry, and
that Ki-Lung’s presence now indi-
cated that disaster had overtaken the
others as well. Still, they were no-
where in sight.

I-LUNG, however, had the air of
a man under the sentence of
death. He was making peace with his
gods; his hour had struck, and he was
content with the fatalistic fulfilment
of destiny. Brightly knew that he was
powerless to aid the Chinese who had
forsworn The Red Typhoon, and
yet—

It was a startled cry from one of
the guards which told the white man
that he was discovered. Up the stairs
three at a jump raced the men, swords
uplifted. There was not time to turn
and run, even if there had been sanc-
tuary near-by. To run to the top of
the stairs would only mean that they
would cut him down even as he fled.

But he “took out” the first man in
an unexpected way, by a straightout
kick which sent the man crashing
backward. Before Brightly could re-
peat the feat, however, the second
guard was upon him, swinging the
sword flatwise like a bludgeon.
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The world seemed to dissolve into
a flare of sizzling pin-wheels, yet
through it Brightly retained con-
sciousness, although his muscles
secemed sluggish of response. He
found himself helpless in the grip of
the triumphant guard; then the other,
or, perhaps, the priests themselves,
had him, and he was being dragged
down the stairs.

As though in a daze, he saw the
procession form. Ki-Lung was in it,
too. The Chinese was saying some-
thing in English, but Brightly’s wits
were too fuddled to understand.

They started off, and where they
were going, Brightly had no idea.
But they went miles, it seemed ; miles
and yet more miles, down long, half-
lighted corridors. Sometimes they
were met by men who stopped and
peered at them, and then wheeled and
vanished, cackling triumphantly. On
and still on.

And then, his eyes were hurting a
little by the unaccustomed light from
many lanterns. The smell of incense
was in the air. They were in a large
room, strangely familiar. Everything
was red—and white.

And there, seated in the great chair
of carved ebony, was The Great One,
who called himself The Red Typhoon.

Indeed, it seemed that he had not
moved from that chair since Brightly
had first seen him.

But there were others present. Be-
fore a row of guards facing the seated
master, were Luchee—and they who
had flown north from Shanghai in the
seaplane.” Prisoners all, and the eyes
of the hooded man seemed to burn a
little brighter, as though in triumph-
ant contemplation.

CHAPTER XIV
The Long Hazard
HEY were not bound, save
that the Eurasian girl was se-
cured as before, muffled that
she might not betray the secret which

Brightly desired most. Their expres-
sions were varied. Janice Leeds was
white-faced, uneasy, yet bearing her-
self courageously. Bill Tremper was
scowling, as he sized up the situa-
tion. The Chinese, Ki-Lung, was im-
passive as ever. Of what use is it to
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