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Chapter One

Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player,

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,

And then is heard no more. It is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,

Signifying nothing.

(William Shakespeare, Macbeth, act V, scene V)

I woke from darkness with no preamble and with no particular desire to exist, from a space between death and life. That was over one hundred and sixty years ago.

My creator, Victor Frankenstein, shunned me, leaving me to wander in search of meaning.

In the beginning, I had no desire to either be or not to be but was conscious only of a need to find my reason to exist. It was to that end that I returned to the world of man from the Arctic after many years and ultimately to the City of New York in the year 1936. That was three years ago.

I assumed the name of Adam Paradise after my favorite poem and set about finding my place within this new world I had entered in hopes of finding a place and a purpose. Names have power, so perhaps it was an unconscious attempt to will myself to a better place by using that name.

“You are going once more the movie with the Chinese woman, Mister Paradise, yes?”

The hunchbacked Romani woman at her desk startled me and drew me back from my ruminations.

“If you wish for dinner first, you have been staring out the window long.”

“Yes,” I agreed with both her statements. Of late, I had been aware of a deep unease, of something somehow wrong but in a way I could not pinpoint. This time, I had been staring out the window of my second-floor office on Fifth Avenue, watching the Friday afternoon parade of humanity from which I felt so apart. “I was lost in my thoughts.” I turned from the window to smile at her.

“It is not good for one to look only inward, Mister Paradise.” She didn’t look up from the typing she was doing at her desk in the outer office and never missed a keystroke. “One cannot appreciate the flowers in darkness.”

“Except by their scent, little mother, but that is why I am going out to be among people.”

“Then you have better hurry,” she said. “I have some pages to finish typing, then I will bring them to the magazine. I will lock up.”

“As you wish.” Vandoma Kalderash had been a client only months ago but now had become both ad hoc secretary and assistant to me. She was a Romani woman with a prominent place in her tribe, a position inherited from her recently murdered mother. She was in her mid-twenties and had not at all been limited by the malformation of her spine, which might have given another pause.

I think she felt a certain sense of responsibility for me as she viewed me as the fulfillment of Romani legends of the gadjo mullo (outsider revenant) who would not obey his creator and fled from this world.

“You have been spending much time with this woman.” Her fingers kept flying on the typewriter keys as if they were separate entities, the clattering of her bracelets rivaling the keys for sound. Her gaze was focused on the page of pulp writing she was transcribing, but I detected a disapproving side glance at me.

“I can’t learn Cantonese from a book.” I grinned as I went to the coat tree and grabbed my leather trench coat, though the May weather was mild enough that I didn’t belt it. “And John Dewey said, ‘Education is life itself.’”

The music of her bracelets slowed slightly. “To learn things is good, this I know.” When I did not react, she added, “And tomorrow you are here?”

“Yes, I’ll be in tomorrow; even though things have been slow with no cases these last weeks, the routine of coming in is good.”

“Yes, good. I will be here as well, I am sure they have more for me at the publisher today.”

“Have a good night.” I headed out to the stairs. “And say hi to your brother for me.”

“Latcho drom, Mister Paradise.”

“Good journey to you as well, Vandoma.”

The air was brisk during my short walk to Fourteenth Street, where I elected to take a taxi to Chinatown. I was aware of the eyes on me during my walk, but being New Yorkers, the sight of a seven-foot-two-inch man striding down the street only drew a quick glance before they returned to their routines. It was one of the reasons I had located in the city.

One of the others was the diversity of cultures, such as expressed by my destination at the Florence Theater on East Broadway in Chinatown. It was built into the very arch of the Brooklyn Bridge to be a very unique structure.

The stonework of the bridge formed a vaulted ceiling high above the theater, giving it a cathedral-like feel. This helped with the acoustics of the large space. A hundred seats were set out in even rows facing a folding movie screen set up on the low vaudeville stage at the head of the room.

I only stopped long enough to get snacks for the movie, as I would go to dinner afterward with my host. I went in early to sit at the back of the auditorium also so as not to block someone else’s view of the film. This also allowed me to leave my folded trench coat on the floor beside me.

The location helped me blend in as much as possible with my scarred Caucasian features. As I had been coming to these shows for months now, the regular crowd seldom took much notice of my unusual looks anymore—even in this sub-cultural pocket of the city, the “unusual”—or in my case, frightening—became commonplace and accepted quickly.

I appreciated films as a special window into the way the vox populi saw the world, for it was the only way I could see the world without the shades of the dead swirling around. The flickering light of the cinema made me feel closer to mankind in an odd way, allowing me to see the world much as they did.

Departed souls, attached to those seated around me by circumstance or blood ancestry, hovered above our heads. They were translucent, irregular shapes in many shades and colors with no discernible features; most would call them ghosts. In recent memory, I had confirmation that this seemed to be the case.

I thought about how some of the shapes floating around me were different, for they were not of my ancestors, not exactly. They were the souls of those who had inhabited the body parts I was assembled from. I had only recently had my suspicions confirmed that the amorphous shapes were indeed remnants of some part or whole of the consciousness that lingered on this plain. I had no way to communicate with them as of yet, but how to do so interested me. I intended to explore that possibility at some point when time and circumstance permitted.

I was there to enjoy a special showing of Charlie Chan at the Opera. The theater normally was home to Yiddish films and vaudeville shows, but the enterprising owners rented the space out on Friday nights, the Sabbath of the Jewish religion, to the ever-growing Chinese population of the area.

There, they held some Chinese Opera presentations and showed motion pictures, both silent and sound. In tonight’s special film, a Swede played a Chinese-American detective, and an India-born Englishman played an American escaped lunatic. It was actually a product of Hollywood with the American print that had subtitles added in Cantonese and Mandarin for Far East distribution.

The audience around me, all Asian and mostly Chinese, were more than willing to forgive the Swede impersonating their race since, for once, the faux Chinese detective was the smartest guy in the film, and an actual Chinese-American actor played his Number One Son.

The oddity on the program that night was a second Hollywood-made Chinese detective film, Mr. Wong, Detective, this time with the Anglo-Indian actor Karloff playing a Chinese hero in a much more cartoon portrayal. Still, those around me enjoyed “one of their own”—albeit not played by one of their own—triumphing for once more over the “devil white man.”

I had some fascination with the lead actor as he had, in a way, portrayed me—or at least the mythologized version of my story. The mythology of “our hero” fascinated me. Each group of the still tribal humanity had a desire to see some element of themselves raised to something “more.” As Emerson said, “A hero is no braver than an ordinary man, but he is brave five minutes longer.”

Yet each tribe from the dawn of time had found some archetype to admire and aspire to, from Gilgamesh to Galahad to the garish four-color fellows in the new comic books that had become popular in the last couple of years.

I personally had no archetype—no group nor real role model to aspire to, though with literary and academic pursuits, I did search for one. I stood outside all and every group, a singular being. I was so much so that I had to wear gloves to conceal the fact that my two hands did not match, for my creator had not really given thought to such niceties as symmetry.

I was passing, in my own way, as one of humanity under this assumed name of Adam Paradise. Names, they say, have power to conjure with, and I suppose subconsciously, I hoped to find such a place, at least temporarily.

When the second feature ended, the lights came on in a short break for the concession stand to make sales and local businesses to make announcements.

The break gave me a chance to stand and stretch my legs, which felt cramped in the folding theater seat. These seats were not fastened to the ground so they could be adjusted for different performances. This allowed me to quietly move my last row seat back to give me a little more legroom.

I still had some popped corn and sweetmeats left, so I didn’t have to go out to the lobby for more. I had slipped my snacks into my upside-down fedora, which was resting in the wire frame below the seat.

It was good that I planned ahead. I could see through the doors that the concession stand was mobbed because the second half of the program was a fan favorite, a Hong Kong-made Xuxia film. It featured an adventure of Wong Fei Hung, a Chinese national hero, physician, and martial artist. He was a real man who was only recently dead, a historical figure in the birth of Modern China.

When everyone was settled again for the second part of the night’s program, a short newsreel depicting the horrors of the war in Manchuria and China ran, changing the mood. The Han race was suddenly not heroes, but the victims of a vicious aggressor, and I could sense the undercurrent of anger in the room.

Even though Japan had begun its advance toward conquest seven years before, the Chinese-American community felt it as a fresh wound each day. Where I had been able to enjoy my anonymity among them and had been united with them in rooting for Chan and Wong, now I felt clearly apart from them—it was not my relatives, my ancestral homeland, my very heritage under assault. It was directly theirs. And I was once more “the other.”

My connection to them, to all humans, was existential.

My only direct connection to the group in the theater was the woman who stepped up to make an impassioned plea after the newsreel when the house lights once again came on. She implored the crowd to dig more deeply into their pockets to aid their overseas brethren in the relief of the Manchurian people and to help against the Japanese occupation.

The young lady’s name was Han Ku Lee, though she preferred to be called “Hank.” She was Manchurian born but lived and thrived in New York as the owner of three restaurants and a pool hall up in Harlem, where I had first met her.

Physically, she was delicate, with a short-bobbed haircut and dressed in a green man-style trousers and jacket with a brooch on her lapel that had the flag of China on it. Her presence, however, was anything but delicate. Her persona filled the space of the room as if she was ten feet tall and again gave the people a new hero to look up to.

Hank also wore a green eye patch over her left eye that gave her a piratical, even swashbuckling air, which seemed to help her pitch. The patch served to make her good eye, a bright emerald green, almost glow with inner light.

In addition, the souls that hovered over her were golden shades, and it imparted a certain theatrical effect to my view.

“You have seen the news from Changsha in Hunan,” Hank began. “Our brave brothers and sisters are repelling the horrors of the Japanese aggressor, but they need many things, things we can supply.” She went on flowing back and forth from English to Cantonese with a very practiced and elegant plea requesting funds for food, medicine, and the purchase of weapons for the Chinese forces. I expect she had given the same pitch across the country, in any Chinese community she could reach, and in several sympathetic non-Chinese enclaves.

She had been doing so for five years, trying to arouse the sleeping giant that was America to the incursions in first Manchuria and then all of China. It was a hard task, as the United States had a strong anti-war faction that would have the country stay isolated from the troubles of the rest of the world. The American public was doing their best to ignore not only the war in China but the clouds of war from Europe, fearing a repeat of the remembered horror and death of The Great War.

Mankind continued to embrace tribalism as strongly as before I had taken myself to the Far North with initial, failed hopes of extinction. It was disappointing that so much remained unchanged since ancient times.

Hank spoke for some fifteen minutes, which ended with applause, and several even stood. People filed up and dropped little red envelopes in the bucket she had set out on a table by her.

I had understood about half of the Cantonese portion of her speech and felt proud of it. She had been tutoring me in the language for almost seven months since I had occasion to meet her while delving into a robbery case in my capacity as a private investigator. It was she who had invited me to the screenings at the Florence Theater once a week and I had tried to make as many of them as possible to further my education.

I would join Miss Lee for a late meal after the films but made no indication, at that time, that I knew her so as not to “taint” her appeal to her people with my outsider status.

Just as she was concluding her appearance, about to pack up the bucket so the second half of the program could start, the doors to the right of the auditorium flew open. Five masked men stormed in from the lobby. Above them, dark indigo shapes swirled and danced, an indication that these men had taken lives at some point. Violently.

“Everybody stay!” One of the masked men called out in Cantonese, “Pay tribute to Hip Sing tong!” He raised a gun into the air to silence the chaos when the crowd realized what was happening.

The startled exclamations stopped suddenly at a gunshot—these people understood the consequences of violence, having been preyed upon by forces inside and outside their community for many years—and everyone remained quiet.

Everyone, that is, but Hank.

The plucky woman stepped to block one of the men from reaching for the donation bucket.

“Keep your hands off that money,” she said. “That is for our people back home.”

The man ignored her and made to push her aside, but the moment he put a hand on her shoulder, she lashed out with a solid right punch that caught the man in the jaw. It rocked his head back, and he dropped unconscious to the floor.

“And keep your hands off me!”

The leader of the bandits who had fired his gun turned to her and yelled, “Bitch” in English as he leveled his pistol at her.

That was when I acted.

I rose swiftly, grasped the back of my chair, and swung it overhand directly at the gunman.

The wood and metal chair flew with such velocity that it hit the gunman in the chest and lifted him off the ground. He was catapulted back six feet to slam into the skirt of the stage before collapsing to the floor. He did not move again. I witnessed his shade rising from his body, a maroon blob of translucent light.

The amorphous dark shape hovered above the dead gangster, joining the dead he had made himself, then flowed across the room toward me. The essence of the murdered man joined the dark shapes that swirled over my head—all those whose lives I had ended. It was my own personal crown of thorns, or perhaps Jacob Marley’s chains?

The theater erupted into pandemonium, the audience streaming for the exit doors with panicked yells of terror. This made it difficult for me to run directly to Hank’s side. I had to weave around the fleeing crowd, all but knocking down several by accident.

At the front of the theater, a second of the masked men produced a knife and attempted to grab the donation bucket. Hank was having none of that. Abruptly, there was a small caliber pistol in her hand.

“Hey!” the bandit yelled. He slashed at her, but the woman fired twice, and the man fell back away from her.

The remaining bandits, including the now-revived attacker who had assaulted Hank, raced out the lobby doors to be lost in the concession crowd.

All at once, we two were the only living beings in the room.

Hank looked up at me and said with a crooked smile, “Nice pitching arm, Dizzy Dean. But I guess this means we don’t get to see the second bill.”


Chapter Two

“His whole chest is caved in,” Police Detective Pettruchi said in astonishment as he bent over the fallen leader of the bandits. “It’s like he was hit by a freight train.” The body of the masked thug was a bloody mess, a leg of the chair having penetrated through to his chest and out his back, bisecting his spine. The policeman looked up from the corpse to me with a mix of revulsion and fear. He took in my countenance, and I saw mirrored in his eyes what I had seen in many faces before.

My features were regular in that I had two eyes, a nose, and a mouth in the usual place, but all were cast in an angular mold that seemed to be harsh by all opinions. And there were scars that I passed off as from a car crash when an explanation seemed necessary. I also used makeup to minimize the starkness of the sutures against my skin. Tonight, I had opted not to use it.

Pettruchi held that appraising stare as he rose to his full five foot five in what I assume was an attempt to intimidate me to cover up his fear.

At seven foot two, I was not impressed.

“So, Mister…uh…Paradise,” he began. He was a round-faced man of Italian extraction with a dark complexion and a five-o’clock shadow that I suspect required him to shave several times a day. He made an elaborate show of taking out a pencil and notebook and writing in the book. “Why were you here with the chow mein crowd?”

It was an odd attempt at a racial slur since I am sure his own Italian ancestors faced resistance in immigrating to America. I suppose he was trying to find a way to be on “my side” as an interrogation tactic since we both had Caucasian skin. The tendency of humans toward tribalism was always obvious but still made no sense to me.

I did my best to project docility despite the gory spectacle before us. I had developed that skill to make my interactions with people more comfortable for them.

“I came at the invitation of Miss Lee,” I said. “The young lady your fellow officer is questioning.”

He made a disgusted face and then asked, “And how is it that you, a licensed private investigator, had no gun, and the China dame had one?” Pettruchi looked sideways at the uniformed officers who had corralled as many of the patrons as they could to take statements. Another detective was questioning Hank near the back of the room.

“Simple,” I answered, ignoring the insinuations he put into every statement, “I do not like guns, so I do not like to have them around. As for Miss Lee, she is a business owner and feels the need for protection—as this incident would seem to prove out.”

“Soft-hearted are you?” He sneered and poked his pencil at the slain robber. “Shooting is too violent for you, but smashing a guy’s chest to freaking pulp is okay? Your buddy Shane isn’t around to give you a free pass this time, big guy, the DA is gonna want a murder rap on this.”

He was clearly looking to prove his position in the “pecking order” was higher than mine, and he moved his hand near his belt-holstered pistol for security. I was used to frightened reactions to my size and countenance, but this hostile response from the policeman was completely unjustified. There had been more than enough witnesses that my actions and Hank’s were made in self-defense.

True, I was a little angry with myself for not finding another solution than the fatal one. I had been a violent creature in my first days of awareness and had tried in this second sojourn amongst mankind to mitigate that. I felt no deep guilt, however, for it had been a split-second decision. And, on top of it all, my fedora was a blood-stained mess embedded in the man’s chest. It had been my favorite hat.

Several dark shades floated around the detective’s head, a sign he had taken lives himself, but whether it had been in The Great War or after in his capacity as a police officer, I had no way to determine.

For now, I pondered the correct course to take with the detective to mitigate the circumstances.

I depended on good relations with the police, yet there were times when my friend, Detective Tommy Shane, needed to smooth things over with the powers that be. There were a number on the force who did not like a civilian being involved in criminal matters, let alone one as unusual as I was. Two deaths—however justified—would be a hard pill for those sorts of officers to swallow.

The racial aspect would only complicate things. The police force often felt that crime that happens in Chinatown was none of the city’s business, especially after the gang wars of the decade past where the criminous of the ghetto had “fed” on themselves. It was a closed-mouthed community, and the police were happy enough not to bother investigating most crimes within its borders.

Across the room, I could tell by Hank’s body posture that she had reached a point of frustration with the policeman questioning her. She sat shaking her head, and the plainclothes officer wagged a finger at her like a teacher scolding a child. I knew that she would not sit well with that very independent woman. Her green eye blazed with fury like a fuse that had been lit.

“Detective Pettruchi,” I said, “since I have nothing more to contribute to your report, I think I shall join my friend.”

“I didn’t say I was done with you, Paradise.”

I gave him my most pleasant smile. “But you are, Detective. You can ask Commissioner Valentine just how done you are. You can remind him about Camp Siegfried if he needs clarification for my actions here.” Commissioner Lewis Valentine was one of the few officials who knew of my involvement with some violence at that retreat for the Nazi Bund earlier in the year. It was an odd affair the city government wanted to keep from the public. I had helped the department considerably and was counting on them remembering to get me past the enthusiastic detective.

His eyes went wide, and he almost dropped his notebook, and I knew my bluff had worked. He knew that even mentioning the incident to the public was taboo, and if I knew about it and the edict from Valentine to keep it quiet, I might be well enough connected to be a danger to his position. His desire for a long career suddenly trumped his need to act tough.

He hemmed and hawed a moment, then finally found his voice. “So, well, just don’t leave town.” He abruptly turned from me and walked over to one of the uniformed officers holding the patrons at bay.

I walked to Hank’s side, where a balding detective had been questioning her.

“I can’t give you back the gun, lady,” the cop said. “You killed a guy with it.”

“But it’s mine—” she insisted. She presented the image of defiance, standing with hands on hips and staring fire from her good eye. “What was I supposed to do, let him stab me?”

“I don’t make the law, Dragon Lady,” the cop said. “You have a receipt for it. You can pick it up after the coroner’s inquest—or the trial if they charge you.”

“Charge me? For what? He was trying to rob me and to stab me—”

“Look, calm down,” the detective said, an edge coming into his tone, “I don’t make the rules. The money is impounded until this gets sorted out, and you do not get the gun back.” He lowered his voice and hissed out, “Not like you need it much with that attitude.”

“Attitude?” Hank exploded, “A triad bautu attacks me and—”

“Thank you, Officer,” I said, stepping up to partially block Hank from the startled detective. “Your superior has said the young lady and I can leave.” He stared at me for a long moment, then looked to Pettruchi with a questioning expression and pointed to me.

“What—” Hank asked, her fury only slightly thwarted. I just smiled.

“Wait,” I said. “Any moment…”

Pettruchi’s face assumed a sour expression across the room, and then he waved a hand dismissively.

“Okay,” the bald policeman said with an exasperated tone. “You two can go.”

I took Hank by the shoulder and guided her gently past the clot of patrons and the annoyed Pettruchi, who was trying to get answers from anyone who had been in the theater. It was clear to me that most of the patrons had suddenly forgotten how to speak English or developed temporary blindness. I did not have much space to pity him and might have laughed at his frustration were circumstances less serious.

Once Hank and I were on the street, I answered her unasked questions.

“I informed the nice police detective in charge that we had nothing more to tell him,” I said. “I am assuming you had nothing more to tell them, correct?”

She gave me a coy look. “Why, of course, Mister Paradise.” And the truth of the closed Chinese community was never clearer to me. She definitely knew much more than she had told, so the question became, would she tell me?

“You know something about those gang members, don’t you, Miss Lee?”

“I think we should skip dinner after all this, I’ve lost my appetite. You don’t really have any interest in this.”

“On the contrary, Miss Lee; to quote John Donne, ‘…any man’s death diminishes me because I am involved in Mankind.’ And in this case, I have already taken a life, so I am sure the fellows of those gang members will think I am indeed interested.”

She laughed. “Okay, you asked for it, let’s go to Wo Hop’s.”


Chapter Three

Wo Hop’s was a basement restaurant on Mott Street that I became quite fond of in the last year. I think the wait staff, now accustomed to my appearance, frankly, enjoyed the sight of the big gweilo squeezing himself behind the tiny table in a corner and having to duck below the low, tin-roofed ceiling.

They also seemed to enjoy my attempts at ordering in Cantonese. It was all worth it because the food was very good.

“So why here?” I asked Hank when we were tucked into a corner at the back of the small room. “You do have two restaurants down in the area.”

She laughed. “Don’t tell the world, but I like their cook better than mine. And I think it makes the staff of my places nervous if I show up too often.”

We ordered a full meal, and she kept up with me as we ate steamed jasmine rice, soy sauce chicken, and stir-fried bok choy (with garlic). My mismatched hands are not so well-tuned for fine motor functions, so, to my slight embarrassment, I was always forced to use a fork.

It was only after we were in the last course of fresh tomato and tofu soup that I broached the subject of the attempted robbery. She smiled shyly and then fell easily into her lecturer’s voice.

“The history of my people in this country has not been a happy one, Mister Paradise.” She looked at the Han faces around her and then back to me. “Many were brought over to satisfy the cheap labor demands of the railroads when African slaves were not available after the Civil War. When the railroads were done, their numbers alarmed white men who came to fear being replaced. My people were herded into over-crowded areas that became Chinatown here and in San Francisco, and at the same time, they were derided for not mixing or assimilating. No effort was made to welcome them, and this fostered even more isolation. The federal government even passed a law in the 1880s specifically to block new Chinese arrivals and deny rights to the people already here. Conditions for immigrant laborers became more atrocious.”

Her face assumed a pained expression. “Like other minorities, some of these immigrants joined together in the formation of benevolent societies—what you call tongs—based on such societies in the old country to help the people. They soon decided crime was the only way out of their poverty.”

“Lord Acton, a British historian, wrote in 1887, ‘Power tends to corrupt and absolute power corrupts absolutely,’” I noted.

“Yes,” she continued, disgust seeping into her tone. “The tongs became about sustaining their own power and pursued criminal activities for gain. Slavery of women was one of the most profitable enterprises of the tongs, for my people here were mostly male Chinese brought over for their labor. Girls were smuggled in, and some tongs ran a thriving business in brothels. Others, like the Hip Sing tong, specialized in gambling to take the hard-earned wages from the men. The gangs became greedy and often fought over money and territory.”

“That reputation colors the opinions of much of America about your people,” I noted.

“Then there were the battles over opium sales that came about, a lingering effect of the opium the West forced on China and the hopelessness of my people.”

“A true shame of the West,” I observed. “But how does it have a bearing on what happened tonight? The thieves announced themselves as with the Hip Sing tong.”

“They did. But I think it was not so. They were imposters.”

“How so?”

“The Hip Sing have been supportive of my efforts. And the Cantonese of the thief you…uh…killed—I do not think he was a native speaker. I believe they wished to cast suspicion on the tong.”

“To what end?”

“I don’t know and cannot guess. Months ago, one of my lectures in California was disrupted in a similar manner, though they claimed to be of the Ghost Shadows. Several branch offices of my Manchurian relief fund were broken into some weeks ago in Los Angeles, San Francisco, and Chicago. Some minor damage done, and some funds stolen. It seems an organized effort, but by whom, I do not know.”

“It is a curious puzzle, to be sure. Criminal gangs often fight or bully others for no other reason than to cause the other to lose face, so it is not the provenance of any race or tribal group, Miss Lee. And they were criminal organizations.”

She nodded to acknowledge my attempt to offer some perspective to her statement.

“When the market crashed, and then the invasion in Manchuria happened,” she continued, “the attention of the tongs returned to their original purpose. They turned their resources to helping the people, providing aid to the destitute, and helping to raise money for home relief against the Japanese.”

“So, how do you account for these acts that appear to be against your relief efforts?”

“I can’t. Except that someone is deliberately trying to sow discord between the Hip Sing and the On Leong tongs. They agreed to a truce brokered by Mock Duck some time ago in this city. There has been peaceful coexistence between the major gangs for years.”

“Who would benefit from your losses?”

“Only the Japanese. If the shipments of food and war supplies are curtailed to our people back home, it could be disastrous. The money taken from my offices was inconsequential in the scheme of things, but after tonight, the word may spread and could discourage people from contributing…”

I contemplated what she had spoken about as I paid the bill and said thank you to the wait staff. When we stepped up to the street, the active Friday night crowds made it seem almost like a busy midday. Most of the faces were Asian, but there were some other races among the bustling crowd, so no one seemed to take particular notice of my companion and me.

“You see, Mister Paradise,” she said, “I have nothing definitive to act on, so it seems pointless for you to spend time on this. I am sure the police will make no progress, so I will have to resolve it myself. It is not your problem.”

“You intend to have Mister Chadeaux investigate?” I referred to the gentleman Miss Lee kept company with on a regular basis. He was something of an investigator and adventurer and fairly well known. She shook her head.

“As much as I like that tall drink of water, he’s got his own problems.” She must have realized her reply was too sharp and mitigated it with, “Actually, Anton is in the Philippines now, Mister Paradise.” The two seemed well suited for each other.

“Adam, please,” I said. “After all these months of tutelage and this evening’s adventure, I think we can be less formal. And as I said before, I am part of this now—I have taken a human life. Whether tong or some other criminal gang, I fear my part in this will not soon be forgotten.”

“In any case, Adam, there is nothing to do but add more security to any of my fundraisers—and get another gun.”

We walked along Bowery Street toward Canal Street until we arrived at her parked roadster. She reached under the front seat and removed a small pistol. “In the meantime, can I give you a lift uptown?”

“No thanks, Miss Lee—”

“If I can call you Adam, you can call me Hank.”

“Hank,” I continued. “The weather is pleasant, so I think I will walk home tonight, but perhaps you can stop by my office tomorrow afternoon, and we will see if there is another way to approach this situation.”

“Okay then. I will. And thank you for tonight.”

“You did promise me an entertaining evening, and you certainly delivered.”
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