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Big Trouble in Little China: Fire and Fury 
Chronicle 1: I Left My Heart in Little China 

 

Chapter 1: Egg Shen and His Attorney 

 

Let us begin with the ending. 

 

“The battle raged on but Lo Pan, the ultimate evil on earth, had escaped,” claimed the enigmatic 

elderly man. 

 

The lawyer who sat across from him sighed loudly and just rolled his eyes.  

 

The elderly man continued, “But the gods blessed us with a true champion, named Jack Burton, 

whom the gods in their wisdom had cleverly disguised as an ordinary loud-mouthed beer-

swilling truck driver. Armed with only a knife, Jack bravely faced Lo Pan. But the conniving Lo 

Pan wrestled the knife away from Jack, intending to insult my friend by killing him with his own 

weapon. Lo Pan hurled the knife straight at Jack. But in a display of inhuman skill, Jack caught 

the knife and threw it back, hitting Lo Pan dead-center on the forehead.” 

 

“And then Mr. Burton said, ‘It’s all in the reflexes,’” interrupted the lawyer.  

 

“Exactly!” exclaimed the old man, “How did you know?” 

 

“Call it a lucky guess,” responded the lawyer. 

 

The man’s name was Mr. George Camden and he just spent the last hour and a half listening to 

the eccentric Mr. Egg Shen tell his incredulous tale. Camden looked at his watch and grew 

impatient. He had tee time in forty five minutes and needed to get the real truth out of Egg Shen.  

 

“But you still don’t believe. Do you Mr. Camden?” queried Shen.  

 

“Please, Mr. Shen, excuse me for being a little skeptical but Chinese black magic. C’mon…” 

 

“You aren’t convinced even after I showed you proof of Chinese black magic?” 

 

For the second time, Shen conjured bolts of brilliant green lighting between his palms.  

 

“I don’t call that proof, Mr. Shen,” scoffed Camden, “I call it a nice parlor trick. I just caught a 

show last night where a magician stuck a needle through his hand. Very entertaining. But not 

worth the eight bucks I paid for admission” 

 

The lawyer looked over at his stenographer, who joined him by throwing out a little smirk. 

 

“But let me make sure I have this straight Mr. Shen,” smirked Camden, “You’re telling me that 

Jack Burton and his friend, Wang Chi, were trying to find Mr. Chi’s kidnapped wife, Miao Yin.” 
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Egg Shen nodded and grunted in agreement.  

 

“Miao Yin had been kidnapped by three men, these so-called Three Storms, who apparently are 

some kind of super-powered warriors because fly around Chinatown and kill dozens of men 

without barely lifting a finger.” 

 

“Sure,” acknowledged Egg Shen as he took a sip of coffee.  

 

“These Storms brought Miao Yin to their master, this Lo Pan, an evil immortal sorcerer. And in 

order to rule the universe, he needed to marry a green-eyed girl. In fact, he found two green-eyed 

girls, Miao Yin and Gracie Law, a Chinatown lawyer.” 

 

Egg Shen nodded and chuckled, “A very charming young lady.” 

 

“But to make sure his Demon God approved, Lo Pan performed what you called ‘The Ritual of 

the Burning Blade on these women” 

 

“Very dark magic,” grumbled Shen.  

 

“I see,” mocked the Camden, “You, Mr. Burton, and Mr. Shen broke into the Wing Kong 

Exchange, which you say is Lo Pan’s hide out. You stopped the wedding, then killed the Three 

Storms and Lo Pan.” 

 

“But first we drank ‘The Elixer’!” stressed Shen.  

 

“Ah yes, ‘The Elixer’ which is I guess some kind of magic potion. Did I forget about anything 

else?” asked Camden 

 

“You forgot about the Chang Sing and the Wing Kong!” announced Shen. 

 

“Ah yes, the two Chinatown clans, The vicious Wing Kong worked for Lo Pan and the noble 

Chang Sing helped you defeat them in order to get to Lo Pan.” 

 

“The Wing Kong and Chang Sing been fighting for centuries!”  

 

“Of course, centuries,” signed Camden.  

 

Camden threw up his hands in surrender and grumbled, “Mr. Shen, if I’m going to be your 

attorney, you really need to tell me the truth.”  

 

Egg looked at a loss and appeared to be thinking very hard as one does when they are out of 

ideas. After a moment, he stood up slightly, patting his pockets.  

  

“Perhaps, I have proof of our battle with the formidable Lo Pan.” 
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Frustrated, Camden rubbed his forehead with his hands. He wondered what his loony client 

would throw at him next. 

 

Egg Shen began to rifle through his pockets feverishly, emptying their contents onto Mr. 

Camden’s desk. Next to the brass desk lamp, Egg Shen piled his bus keys, used tissue, some 

loose change, a diamond about the size of a quarter, crumpled receipts, and a couple of sticks of 

chewing gum. Egg Shen double-checked his pockets to make sure they were empty. Mr. Camden 

leaned forward slightly to look more closely at the large diamond on his desk. 

 

“Is that real?” he asked. 

 

“What?” replied Shen still checking his pockets.  

 

Camden picked up the diamond for a closer look. 

 

“Oh that. Yes, very real. It’s been in my family for generations. It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” 

 

Camden looked even closer at the diamond. It seemed to glow with its own light. 

  

“It has absolutely no flaws,” claimed Egg, “look closely at it, very closely…” 

 

The diamond glowed brighter and brighter. It soon bathed the whole office in light. But Mr. 

Camden could not turn away from it.  

 

With a flash, Camden and Shen found themselves in a foggy Chinatown alleyway. Mr. Camden 

looked around trying to figure out how he got there. Egg Shen paced slowly in front of Camden 

but continued to talk.   

 

“I told you the truth, the whole truth, Mr. Camden. But it’s not the past you should be interested 

in.” 

 

A dozen or so young Chinese men and women dressed in black outfits with red sashes and 

turbans ran from behind a corner towards Egg Shen. Mr. Camden knew Egg Shen could hear 

them coming but Egg didn’t move from his position.  

 

Egg Shen continued, “What you SHOULD be concerned about is what happens next.” 

 

Camden could see the young men were scared for their lives. They ran closer and closer to Egg 

Shen. It almost seemed like they didn’t see him. Just when you thought the group would run 

down Egg Shen, with a woosh, they ran right through him instead. A few steps later they ran 

through Mr. Camden then stopped to catch their breath. The experience was a little jarring to the 

lawyer. He realized that he must be a kind of spirit looking in on current events like in “It’s a 

Wonderful Life”. But somehow he knew that this was not going to have a happy ending.  

 

Camden took a closer look at the young men and women that just ran past him. They were still 

breathing very heavy. Mr. Camden realized they were close to exhaustion. He wondered why 
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they were running and soon had his answer. From every corner of the alleyway dozens of other 

young men and women wearing black outfits but this time with gold sashes and turbans ran in 

with a battle cry. They paused, knowing they had the others surrounded.  

 

“The Chang Sing are now hunting down all the Wing Kong,” claimed Shen, “They are doing this 

partially in revenge for their assassinated leader, Lem Lee. And partially because without Lem 

Lee’s wisdom…the Chang Sing aren’t quite what they used to be. With Lo Pan and the other 

Wing Kong leaders dead, I fear the remaining Wing Kong will not live many more days.” 

 

One Chang Sing then let out a battle cry then a second followed by a third. Then they all joined 

in and pounced on the helpless Wing Kong. Camden shuddered at the shear wave of hatred and 

vengeance that swept past him.  

 

With another flash, the two found themselves standing in a sparsely decorated bedroom. A young 

lady stood at a dresser mirror staring at herself. Egg Shen approached the young lady from the 

side. Camden could see that Shen made no reflection in the mirror.  

 

“As for young Miao Yin”, shrugged Shen, “She is beginning to realize that the great ordeal she 

has experienced has not left her totally unharmed.” 

 

Miao Yin stared at herself in the mirror as she intentionally blinked her eyes once then twice. On 

the third blink, Maio Yin opened her eyes, but instead of finding her beautiful green eyes, she 

found only menacing blank pupils. Shen turned back to Camden.  

 

“Very few have survived the Ritual of the Burning Blade. And none were allowed to live long 

after that! There’s no telling what happens to a young lady who is exposed to that kind of dark 

powerful magic. 

 

A voice from behind the bedroom door accompanied a knock, “Miao Yin?” 

 

Maio Yin shook her head and her eyes were back to normal.  

 

“One minute,” she said.  

 

With another flash, the two found themselves in a busy restaurant kitchen. A young man was at 

the sink washing dishes. The maitre’d approached him with a friendly smile as they began to 

chat. Their small talk was rudely interrupted by a fly buzzing the heads of both men. They were 

able to successfully ignore the flying pest for several seconds, swatting at it when it came too 

close. But after a while both became visibly irritated. The maitre’d attempted to resolve the 

situation by swatting ever more frantically at empty air. But the dish washer had a much more 

effective albeit more frightening solution. With a quickness that no one in the room had ever 

seen before (even the dish washer), he snatched a chef’s knife from the sink and slammed the tip 

into the wall next to him. The maitre’d turned visibly white for the blade missed his face by mere 

fractions of an inch.  

 

“What was that all about, Wang?” asked the maitre’d. 
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The dishwasher responded, “Oh, God, Eddie. I didn’t mean anything. It’s just…”  

 

“Holy Crap!” shouted the Eddie.  

 

Out of instinctual curiosity, Eddie turned to look where the knife has plunged into the wall. At 

the end of the blade was the fly, cut neatly in half from it’d mid-body down.  

 

“How the hell did you do that, Wang?” 

 

Unable to look away Wang whispered, “I have no idea.” 

 

The young man had a look of disbelief on his face. Egg Shen approached the young man from 

behind and smiled as only a proud mentor would. Then turned away and shook his head sadly. 

 

“And my dear old friend, Wang Chi, is about to find out that I’m a selfish old man. In order to 

fight Lo Pan, I needed him to drink the elixir,” claimed Egg Shen with conviction shaking his 

fist, “But I knew it would awaken something in him. Something that…that may have been better 

left undisturbed. But I did it anyway because I needed to fulfill my destiny.” 

 

In another flash, the two found themselves in a dark ominous cavern surrounded by fire, chains, 

and demons. Thousands upon thousands of people as far as the eye could see were tied up in 

chains as the demons cut them up piece by piece. The scene was horrifying and the screams of 

agony were deafening. The demons brought in a white faced man dressed in long robes. The man 

cursed at the demons in Chinese.  

 

“And to my old enemy, Lo Pan. He is meeting his destiny. He has just arrived in the Hell of 

Being Cut to Pieces.” 

 

The demons hung Lo Pan with chains and began to cut him. One demon carved his chest open. 

Another slashed at Lo Pan’s arms. A third took a knife to his back. Lo Pan’s cries rose above the 

others.  

 

Mr. Camden could look no more. He instinctively covered his eyes and was about to scream. But 

before he drew in a breath there was silence. He then heard a familiar sound. It was the typing of 

his stenographer. Camden was frightened but forced his hands off his eyes. He found himself 

back in the office as if he never left. He darted a look at the stenographer. She looked at the fear 

in his eyes and Camden could see she was confused by his expression. Camden wondered if he 

had left his chair at all. Egg Shen continued to talk from his chair.  

 

“So you see, Mr Camden. I was most certainly telling you the truth. But as I said, you shouldn’t 

be concerned with what happened in the past but with what happens next.” 

 

Egg Shen’s Casio watch beeped in alarm. He pushed a button to turn it off.  
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“Hmmm. Thank you for your time, Mr. Camden,” Egg Shen rose from his chair, “You must 

excuse me. I have a plane to catch.” 

 

Egg Shen rose from his chair, “I apologize for not being able to provide you with more 

convincing information.” 

 

Camden did not try to stop him. He was still frozen, the images of hell burned in his mind.  

 

“And I apologize even more that I will not be available for further questions. There are many 

preparations to make. I fear that the final battle is yet to come,” claimed Shen as he put his 

belongings back in his pocket.  

 

He paused momentarily to unwrap one of the sticks of gum and put it in his mouth, “Perhaps the 

city will drop the matter altogether. I doubt they could make much sense of the situation either.”  

 

Egg Shen shuffled over towards the coat rack by the door, shaking slightly from old age.  

 

“You asked how it began, Mr. Camden,” claimed Egg Shen, “And I told you it began as all 

things do – very small.” 

 

Taking care not to disturb the other coats, Shen took his off the rack and slipped his arms 

through the sleeves.  

 

“Then I told you how it ended. As it often does in Little China, in death.” 

 

Egg Shen took his hat. He then turned slightly to open the door and began to walk out. But Egg 

Shen paused and leaned over to see past the door and speak to the still shocked Mr. Camden who 

was frozen in his leather chair. 

 

“The thing is, sometimes in Little China, death is merely…” Shen thought for a moment then 

nodded with a sly smile, “death is merely a new beginning.” 

 

Egg Shen walked out of Mr. Camden’s office. With a creak and a soft thud, the door shut behind 

him. 

 


