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“Right-o,” said Limey. “I’d like a
little target practice to-night, and noth-
ing would suit me better for a bull’s-
eye than that chink’s mug.”

He stepped behind the screen,
through a crack of ahich he could still
see Wong Sing. Then the Chinaman
reached out and struck a single note
on a gong.

In a moment there was a shuffling
sound in the corridor and a slant-eyed
servant came in with a candle. The man,
rat-faced and almost as thin as a skel-
eton, bowed low. He said something
in Chinese, and the Yellow Dragon
nodded. He turned to Duke.

“My servant tells me that all the elec-
tric lights in the building are out. Very
clever of you, O mighty Hawk, I per-
ceive that you came to visit me om the
wings “of the darkness. But electric
lights are an invention of the white
devils. Candles, though they have a
humble flame, cannot be short-circuited.
By the light of the two now in this
room, I shall show you that the Yellow
Dragon is not without a magic of his
own.”

Then Wong Sing spoke to the servant
in rapid Chinese. To Duke’s surprise
the man sprang forward and whipped
away the screen behind which Limey
had hidden a minute before.

Duke’s body tensed, and a chill ran
along his spine. He could hardly be-
lieve his eyes; for, though there was
no doorway apparent in the wall or floor,
Limey had disappeared as completely as
though the earth had swallowed him.

CHAPTER 1V.
JAWS OF DARKNESS.

FOR the first time, Duke realized that

he might have been foolhardy in
coming here. He had thought that the
craft and the wickedness of the Yellow
Dragon had been exaggerated in the
sensational newspaper stories about him.
But now, with a tremor of dread, he

saw that he had been mistaken. Wong
Sing had the mind of a master criminal.

He was laughing soundlessly at
Duke’s surprise, the whitish scar on his
face showing lividly.

“Now, most honorable Hawk,” he
said mockingly, “do you still wish to
be conducted to the chamber of Mr.
Maitland, or will you stay here and en-
tertain the Yellow Dragon with your
clever white devil’s tricks. Just make
your choice.”

“I’ll stay here,” said Duke harshly,
“and I'll keep my gun pointed at your
head. If my friend isn’t returned to
this room by the time I've counted to
fifteen, I shall be forced to pull the
trigger.”

“So,” said Wong Sing in a voice as
soft as the pur of a cat.

“Yes,” said Duke, and he began to
count: “Onme, two, three——"

For safety’s sake, he edged slowly
around so that he could see the door-
way from the corner of his eye. But
even then he didn’t feel at ease. Limey
had been whisked from a spot which
seemed to have no exit. This room
might have a dozen secret exits and en-
trances for all he knew.

“Four, five, six, seven——"" his
voice droned on monotonously. But it
seemed to be having no effect on the
Chinaman.

Calmly Wong Sing inserted another
white pellet of opium in the end of his
pipe. Calmly he held the bowl of the
pipe over the still flame of the candle.
The skeleton-thin servant hovered near
his elbow, looking at Duke with expres-
sionless eyes.

“Eight, nine, ten,” counted Duke.
“Eleven, twelve ”

He broke off with a hissing exhala-
tion of breath and whirled. He had
caught a vague movement of the dra-
peries by the door. The skin along the
back of his neck prickled.

He had not been a second too soon.
Crouched near the wall was a China-
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form arose to meet him, but the blond
puncher’s gun roared. The form crum-
pled.

Risking a swift glance through the
window, Lazy Lucas saw three men con-
verging upon the rock that sheltered
Bob.

But the slim youngster’s gun chat-
tered its song of hate. One man went
down. The two others turned and fled
into the tangle of juniper and scrub
pine.

Now Lazy Lucas examined the lean-
" to more closely. There was no place
that a man could hide. And Lobo Ca-
rillo was yet to be accounted for.

The blond C. A. man slipped to the
other door that led into the main room
of the cabin. He opened it a crack, and
his eyes swept the gloomy interior.

Then he dropped to the floor, as a
vicious stab of orange flame spat to-
ward him. The bullet plunked into the
log wall behind him.

And now Lazy Lucas’s gun roared,
but in the darkness of the room the
bullet only brushed its mark. A great,
dark-faced, hook-nose half-breed jerked
erect.

Oaths flowed like searing acid from
his lips. A twinge of fear swept over
his face. With lightning speed, in spite
of his bulk, he whirled. Straight
through the window he dived.

And as Lazy Lucas sped to the open-
ing, the big man leaped to his feet and
raced for the paint horse at the hitch
rack.

Lazy Lucas leveled his six-gun, but
held his fire. For a slender figure

straightened behind a boulder. And
then Bob Ballard hurtled forward.
Twice in swift succession his six-
gun spoke. Lobo Carillo, an oath still
on his lips, pitched to the pine-carpeted
ground. He looked up with glazing
eyes at the son of the man he had mur-

dered.

A half hour later, Lazy Lucas and
Bob Ballard again rubbed leather. And
now Bob spoke hesitantly:

“I'll be needin’ somebody to help me
run the Box B spread, an’ I'm hopin’
yuh’ll take the job. I'll pay yuh twice
what yo’re gettin’ from the Cattlemen’s
Association.”

The dimpled smile spread across Lazy
Lucas’s face. “Nope, son, I'm sorry.
I'm done ketched up on work. This
here job I got is a lazy man’s job, an’
it suits me fine. Tar-heels here, an’
me’ll be leavin’ yuh at the turn.” He
leaned down and stroked the neck of his
rangy black. “Tar-heels ain’t hankerin’
to be no cow hoss, neither.”

Then he looked up at Bob Ballard
with a grin. “But some day, son, when
yore work is all caught up, an’ the last
crook is gone from the range, I'll come
an’ rest a good long spell with yuh.”

Being a range detective may be a lazy
man’s job to Lazy Lucas’s way of think-
ing, but there’s quite a few hombres—
most of ’em in jail—that believe quite
differently. The young range dick will
prove again that he can act plumb fast
when he has to, in his next story, which
will be in Street & Smith’s Top-Notch
Magazine soon. Watch for it.

ETEIN IR R
AFRICAN CAMELS IN AMERICAN DESERTS
NE of the most unique experiments ever tried by the United States was the
bringing of camels from Africa for use in the Great American Desert in the

northwestern section of Texas, the Panhandle country. This was prior to the Civil
War, and as a result of the concentration on this matter of the war the camels

were forgotten and left with nothing to do.

After the war they were sold by

the government, though some of them are reputed to have escaped and wandered
way into the wilds and were killed by hunters or died in the uninhabited regions.
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THE BOSS OF BOOM RIVER

tinued to blow at odd intervals, and
finally a dull, throbbing sound reached
them off to the left. Shepard swung
the raft sharply toward it.

“They’re usin’ the winch,” he said.
“They’ve got out a cable and tryin’ to
pull off the bar with the donkey. I
hope they stick until we ketch ’‘em.
What in Sam Hill are we comin’ to?”’

He thrust his pole ahead suddenly to
fend away from a tangle of timber
which loomed before them. Beyond it,
the lake seemed to drop away.

“This looks like the jumping-off
place,” exclaimed Timothy, “‘or the end
of the world!”

“It's a dam!” roared Shepard. “A
beaver dam, by jing! By gravy! They
go an’ pertect them beavers by law—
an’ look what they went and done!
Look at them colony houses! I can
see half a dozen from here.”

“There must be an outlet,”” suggested
Timothy,

“Sure. There’s a old channel through
the muskeg marsh below, but this ain’t
the outlet here. It's too shaller. Se
that’s what makes a lake out of a river,
eh?” he finished, muttering into his
beard.

“What river?” Timothy caught him
up.

“Well, T'll tell you, Mr. Lawler, I
dunno. That ’gator might be in Boom
River or then it might be in another
lake.”

“How would it get there?”’

“Over a portage, haulin’ itself up like
a spider on its own web,” answered
Shepard, “if it’s on Boom River, this
here couldn’t be nothin’ else but the
Dry Branch.”

“The Dry Branch?”’

“] -can remember when we used to
float logs down the Dry Branch. It
used to go dry every summer; but in
spring it had plenty of water. But it’s
been tcetotally dry now for years,
spring, summer, fall, an’ winter.”

They pushed the raft into reed-grown
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shallows until it stuck on the sand. then
got off and waded to dry land, climbed a
succession of low dunes and dropped
into a fog-filled valley.

Out of the fog came a sudden con-
fusion of shouting. Then thé two were
lifted off their feet by a blast that shook
the ground, showering them with sand
as they lay flat, hugging soil for safety.

“Ahoy, there!” roared Shepard, spit-
ting sand. “What war is this?’

“Ahoy, yourself !” came an angry re-
ply, accompanied by a thump of wood
on wood and then on sand. Peg-leg
Peters came limping out of the fog and
stared at Shepard with wide, wild eyes.

“By jing!” he croaked. ‘“You almost
walked onto a plant of dynamite in
this here sand bar. I was jest blowin’
the other end of her to make a channel
for the ’gator.”

“A channel in what river?” sputtcred
Timothy, rubbing sand from his eyes.

Sawed-off Simpson loomed up beside

" Peters and answered :

“All there is left of Boom River,” he
said” "“The farther up you go, the less
there is of it. We had good goin’ yes-
terday an’ all last night; but this morn-
in’, we had to haul her over one big
bar. This one was too much for her.
I was havin’ Peg-leg blow hcr. I been
tootin’ danger fer an hour.”™

“My gosh! T thought it was gru'b
call?” snorted Shepard. “Been so long
sinct T heard it. Where’s the wanigan?”

“Anchored in a cove below that firlt

~

bar. Did you find any timber ?’
“Plenty,” Timothy answered for
Shepard. “But you 're headed wrong

for our location.”

“I'm headed upriver. Mr. Lawler”

“Yes, but we want the 'gator and the
wanigan over in the lake about a mile
northwest of here.”

“A lake!” gasped Simpson.

“Beaver Lake,” explained Shepard,
describing in a few words what they
had found.

“Why, Mr. Shepard,” gasped Simp-
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try, ¢+h? \Vhat's the matter with Boom-
ville, eh? You don't like it, Mr.
Kreger?”

“l mean—er—well, you know," in
some ways it's all right, but it needs—
cr a

“All this country needs——"" began
Mr. Blair, and then he stopped short.
For Joe Bouchet, master cook and mas-
ter diplomat, came from the cook tent,
carrying in his hands a huge platter
heaped high with steaming food. “Joe,
are those beans?’ he demanded.

“But sure. Bake’ beans from hunder
a pine stump in a 'ole full of ‘ot rocks,”
replied Joe Bouchet, grinning broadly,
as he put the platter down on the end
of the table set up amid the tents, .

“Al this country needs,” muttered
Mr. Blair, slumping heavily onto a
bench before the platter and holding
one hand with the other, “is plenty of
old-fashioned beans cooked under a
pine stump irm a hole full of hot rocks.
Sit down, Sophy. Sit down, Mr. Kre-
ger, we're going to eat beans.”

Mr. Blair plunged a fork deep into
thé platter of beans. Sophy remained
at the far end of the table. She caught
the plate that Joe Bouchet skittered
neatlty down the table to her, without
spilling a single bean. She gave it, with
a bow, to Charley Kreger.

"Timothy was puzzled by Sophy’s
aloof attitude, as if she wished to avoid
him. Was it possible that Charley Kre-
ger had won her good will? Timethy
intercepted the next plate that came slid-
ing down the table and carried it to
Sophy, whispering in her ear as he set
down before her:

“What does Charley Kreger want?
And how did you happen to come up
with him and your father, and where
have you been for the last few days?”

“I—er—I’ve been in and out,” she
replied, “I’ve been terribly busy trying
to find father. I missed him in Chi-
cago. You see—— Oh, I'm so sorry
ahout it, but it really wasn’t my fault,
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Mr. Lawler. T tried to get word to vou
sooner. You sec. Mr. Kreger a

“Why is your father fiddling around
with Charley Kreger?” growled Tim-
othy. “Say, do you know, Sophy, I
think we’d better find a minister rigzht
away before an:thing happens. My arm
is itching.”

“Your arm, Mr. Lawler?”

“Nothing personal, Sophy. It means
bad news for me, that’s all, when my
scar itches. I can’t recall that it’s ever
been wrong.”

Sophy gave a little gasp and evaded
his look.

“What is it?” he demanded.
me know the worst.”

“Father has come up—to break your
lease,” she choked out.

“Let

“Fell me about it, Sophy!” begged
Timothy. “How did it happen?’

Sephy toyed with her fork. She
seemed to have lost interest in beans
entirely. .

“I can’t tell you all about it,”” she con-
fessed, “All that I know is that Charles
Kreget helped father to sell the surplus
poplar pickets to John Kreger. He was
the broker in the deal. He is also presi-
dent of a folding fence corporation, of
Illinois.  John Kreger is the treas-
urer.”

“Ah!” groaned Timothy. “The plot
thickens. I'm beginning to know all
about it now. It’s happened before.
John Kreger is backing Charley in an-
other of his blasted rackets. Well, that
is John Kreger's own funeral—and
maybe mine, too,” he added, dropping
his voice. “No wonder my arm itched !
Folding fences, eh?”

He chuckled, a little bitterly, then
checked himself as he saw Sophy’s face.
She was flushed one moment, then white.
“Folding snow fences,” she explained.
“You see, they can be made out of pop-
lar because they aren’t used, except, in
winter. In summer, they take them up
and fold them up and I think it’s









































































