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UH just can’t get Red 
off that black horse,” 
declared Sheriff Spike 
Haslam. “I never have 

seen anythin’ like it.”  
“Red likes his new horse,” grinned 

Little Pardner as he sat on the corner of the 
desk and looked at his father. Geography 
Jones, the tall lanky deputy, raised himself 
to one elbow and squinted across the room 
at the sheriff. 

“Red’ll kill that poor horse, ridin’ him 
like that in all this heat,” he grunted. 
“Mebbe yuh shouldn’t have fixed it with 
Joe Weston for Red to buy that horse.” 

“I didn’t do much,” smiled Haslam. 
“Yuh should have heard Red put on that 
sales talk. It sure was a dandy. It was his 
money that he’d saved for some time, so I 

reckon he can ride Diamond all he wants 
to.”  

Haslam got slowly to his feet, wiped 
the sweat off his round red face with a 
bandanna, then he moved over to the 
doorway and looked outside. He was a big 
husky man dressed in overalls, a blue shirt 
with his five pointed star on the left side, 
and a pair of black high-heeled boots. He 
leaned against the doorway and watched 
as Red rode slowly past the office. Red 
waved to the sheriff as he swung his black 
horse into the sidewalk. 

“Whatsamatter, Sheriff?” he asked. 
“Gettin’ hot?” 

“Not gettin’,” grinned Haslam. “Are 
yuh sure yo’re not too hot out there, ridin’ 
up and down?” 

“Y
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“It’s swell,” laughed Red. “Isn’t 
Diamond a beauty?” 

“Yeah,” drawled the sheriff as he 
turned and walked back into the office. 
Little Pardner slid off the desk and walked 
to the doorway. 

“Take me for a ride?” he asked. 
“After awhile,” replied Red. “It’s too 

hot now, but after supper I’ll ride yuh 
around town.” 

“All right,” sighed the youngster as he 
turned and went back into the office. Little 
Pardner was four years old, short and 
stocky, dressed in bib overalls, a once 
white shirt, and he was barefooted. On top 
of his round head he wore his battered old 
straw hat which was held in place by a 
whang-leather strap that fastened under his 
chubby chin. His face was round like a 
moon, with a button-like nose, large blue 
eyes which were always looking for 
something new in bugs, and a wide mouth. 

He walked over to the cot and sat 
down beside Geography. The deputy 
looked at the youngster, then broke into a 
grin. He tugged at his ragged mustache as 
he sat up and swung his feet off the cot. 

“Don’t let it bother yuh,” he said. 
“Red’ll let yuh ride with him a lot after the 
newness wears off. Besides, it’s too dang 
hot for a boy yore age to be out there.” 

“Uh-huh,” nodded the youngster as he 
rubbed his right hand across his forehead. 
“Awful hot.” 

“It sure is,” sighed Haslam as he sat 
down at his desk. “The stage ought to be 
comin’ in pretty soon, then we’ll go up 
and see if we have any mail. After that, 
we’ll go up to the house and get somethin’ 
cool to drink.” 

Red Harris turned his black horse 
around and slowly rode up the nearly 
deserted street. Everyone in Ocotillo City 
was staying in the shade, trying to keep 
cool. Red rode past the hotel, where he 
stopped and looked down the road. He 

could see a wall of dust far across the 
desert, indicating that the stage was getting 
close to town. 

“Come on, Diamond,” said Red. “Let’s 
meet Buck and the stage.” 

 
E DUG his bare heels into the horse’s 
ribs, sending it down the road toward 

the oncoming stage. Red was sixteen years 
old, slight of build, with a thin freckled 
face, large nose, blue eyes, and a narrow 
mouth. His gray shirt was slowly creeping 
over the top of his overalls and waving in 
the breeze as he galloped along. His 
battered sombrero was pulled low over his 
forehead and the brim was standing up in 
the wind as he rode. 

Red had drifted into Ocotillo City after 
his old prospector pardner had been 
murdered, and had been given shelter in 
the sheriff’s house. After saving Haslam’s 
and Little Pardner’s life on more than one 
occasion, the sheriff legally adopted Red 
and gave him the job of being Little 
Pardner’s guardian angel. 

Red met the stage a short distance out 
of town. He swung Diamond around and 
rode up beside the driver’s seat, where 
Buck Ryan squinted at him through the 
dust. Red waved, then sent Diamond 
ahead of the stage. He raced into town and 
stopped in front of the sheriff’s office, 
where he called to them, notifying them 
that the stage was coming, then he swung 
his horse around and rode up the street to 
the stage depot. 

The dusty stage pulled to a stop in 
front of the stage office. Red stopped in 
front of the horses and watched as Buck 
Ryan leaped off the seat and opened the 
door, allowing his single passenger to get 
out. 

The passenger was a short heavy set 
man, dressed in a dark brown suit, and 
wearing a brown derby cocked over his 
right eye. He stood on the walk and looked 

H
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up and down the street, then he turned and 
started down, past Red. Red glanced at 
him, then turned to see Haslam, 
Geography, and Little Pardner coming up 
the walk near the stage. Red grinned as he 
turned to see where the stage passenger 
was heading. 

About twenty feet from Red stood the 
stranger, facing a tall lanky cowboy who 
was striding across the street. The cowboy 
stopped short, stood for a second facing 
the stranger, then without a word his right 
hand whipped back to his holster, his gun 
leaped into his hand. The stranger was 
reaching for his gun in his hip pocket, but 
the heavy bullet from the cowboy’s gun 
thudded into his chest, sending him 
spinning around on his heels, where he 
dropped to the sidewalk. 

The cowboy stood there for a moment, 
then he shoved his gun into the holster, 
whirled on his high heels, and ran over to 
the hitch-rack, where he yanked a tie rope 
loose, leaped into a saddle, and headed 
down the street. Red whirled Diamond 
around and took after the cowboy. As they 
flashed down the street, Diamond 
overtook the cowboy, and quickly cut in 
front of the other horse, driving him off 
the street and into a small picket fence. 
Here the animal lost its footing and fell to 
its knees, throwing the cowboy to the 
ground. 

Red stopped Diamond and 
dismounted. The cowboy’s horse managed 
to get to its feet and trot off down the 
street. By the time Red reached its rider, 
he was starting to get to his feet. When he 
saw Red, his right hand streaked for his 
gun, but his holster was empty. He started 
to turn away, but Red grabbed his arm and 
held on. The cowboy took a wild swing at 
Red, but the boy ducked the blow and 
twisted his frail body sideways, putting all 
his weight on the man’s arm, causing both 
of them to fall to the ground. 

By this time, Haslam and several of 
the men managed to reach the scene and 
untangle Red from the stranger. Haslam 
quickly slipped on handcuffs and yanked 
his prisoner to his feet. 

“Red,” said Haslam, “yuh shouldn’t 
have done that. Yuh sure took an awful 
chance.” 

“I dunno,” mumbled Red, dusting his 
overalls. “I—I didn’t realize what I was 
doin’—but say, Sheriff, didja see how 
Diamond cut in on that other horse?” 

“Diamond’s a cuttin’ horse,” replied 
the sheriff as they started up the street. 
“He knows his business.”  

They shoved their way through the 
crowd which had gathered around the 
body on the sidewalk. Geography was on 
his knees beside the body. He turned and 
looked up at the sheriff, shaking his head. 
“Drilled him dead center,” he said softly. 

Haslam looked at his prisoner, who 
stood with lips drawn tight, a funny glint 
in his hazel eyes. After studying the body, 
he raised his head and looked at the crowd. 

“Well,” grunted Haslam, “haven’t yuh 
got anythin’ to say?”  

The cowboy shifted his feet and 
looked at the sheriff for a second, then his 
gaze shifted to the body, but he remained 
silent. 

“Why did yuh kill him?” asked 
Haslam. “Who is he?”  

When the man failed to answer, the 
sheriff jerked at his right arm. “What’s the 
matter with yuh, can’t yuh talk?” he asked. 

The cowboy smiled a little, but refused 
to speak, so Haslam turned him over to 
Geography. “Take him and lock him up,” 
he ordered. “He’ll talk after awhile. Red, 
you and Little Pardner go along with 
Geography.” 

“Gee, Sheriff,” pleaded Red, “can’t I 
stay here and help yuh?” 

“You go to the office,” snapped 
Haslam. “I can take care of things here.” 
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ED shrugged his shoulders and took 
Little Pardner by the hand. He caught 

Diamond’s reins, then they followed the 
deputy and his prisoner up to the sheriff’s 
office. Red tied Diamond to a small hitch-
rack outside, then he and Little Pardner 
went inside. The deputy was in the rear of 
the building locking the prisoner in one of 
the cells. Red and Little Pardner sat down 
on the edge of the cot and waited. Finally 
Geography came back. 

“Did he say anythin’?” asked Red. 
“Not a word,” replied the deputy. “Just 

sat down on the bunk and started to roll a 
smoke. Damn cool feller after just killin’ a 
man.” 

“He must have had a good reason,” 
said Red, “but yuh’d think he’d tell yuh 
why he did it. Mebbe the sheriff can make 
him talk.” 

“Mebbe,” grunted Geography. “Say, 
that was a nice bit of work you done, Red, 
but it was damn foolish. Just lucky for you 
he lost his gun when he fell.” 

“Heck,” grinned Red. “I did it before I 
knew what I was doin’. If I’d had time to 
think about it, I’d a probably let him get 
away.” 

“We go home?” asked Little Pardner. 
“I’m tired and hot.” 

“We’ll go pretty soon,” said Red. 
“Wait until the sheriff gets back. I want to 
see what he’s found out.”  

Just then several men walked past the 
office, carrying the body wrapped in a 
blanket. After they had passed, the sheriff 
came in carrying several sheets of paper in 
his right hand. He tossed them on the desk 
and looked at Geography. 

“Did the hombre talk?” he asked. 
“Not a word, Spike,” replied the 

deputy. “He’s too damn cool to suit me. A 
real killer if there ever was one.” 

“Mebbe he is,” grunted Haslam as he 
sat down behind his desk. He picked up 

the papers and went through them. “The 
dead man was a detective, accordin’ to his 
cards,” he said. “These papers might help 
us—but we’ve got the killer.” 

The room was silent for several 
minutes while Haslam read over the 
papers, then he tossed them back on his 
desk and looked over at his deputy. “If I’m 
not mistaken, our prisoner’s name is Ed 
Elman,” he said slowly. “Seems that this 
detective, Mike Carson, was after an 
escaped murderer, Elman; and Elman’s 
description kinda fits our prisoner. It says 
here that Elman and another man, 
unknown to the police, pulled several 
hold-ups, but they made a bad slip when 
they robbed a train of thirty thousand. One 
of the men pulled the trigger and killed the 
messenger. Several of the train crew 
managed to capture Elman, but the other 
man got away. Elman never spoke of his 
partner, although it was rumored that 
Elman was planning to meet this partner 
and get his share of the loot.” 

“Mebbe that’s why he killed the 
detective,” said Red. “He must have 
known he was after him. What are yuh 
goin’ to do now, Sheriff?” 

“I’m goin’ to have a little talk with our 
prisoner, then I’m goin’ to wire the 
detective agency and tell ‘em they’re short 
one operator,” replied Haslam as he got to 
his feet and went into the small hall 
between the cells. 

“I hope Spike has better luck than I 
had with that feller,” sighed Geography, 
“but somethin’ tells me that he isn’t goin’ 
to talk.”  

Little Pardner got slowly to his feet. 
“Let’s go home, Red,” he said. “I’m tired.” 

“All right,” replied Red, getting to his 
feet. “We might as well go up and fix a 
bite to eat. It’s about noon.” 

 
HE two boys stepped to the doorway, 
where they nearly bumped into two 

R
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men who were just entering the office. The 
boys stepped back into the room and 
allowed the men to enter. 

“Hyah, Mister Weston?” greeted Red. 
Joe Weston, owner of a small ranch 

between Ocotillo and Copperville, was a 
big husky man with a full face, large flat 
nose, small beady eyes, and wide mouth. 
He was dressed in overalls, leather chaps, 
a gray shirt, and a black sombrero. He 
nodded to Red, then turned to Geography. 

“What’s this I heard about a cowpoke 
killin’ a stranger just as he got off the 
stage?” queried Weston. 

“That’s right,” nodded the deputy. “He 
tried to get away, but Red stopped him.” 

“Diamond and me did it,” grinned 
Red. “That hombre sure is a dandy. He 
knows just what to do.” 

“I told yuh he was good,” grunted 
Weston’s companion. “I ain’t wrong when 
it comes to horses.” 

“Just leave it to Tex Hansen,” laughed 
Weston, “but when it comes to almost 
anythin’ else, he’s not so good.” 

“Aw, Joe,” pleaded Tex, “I ain’t that 
bad.” 

“We’ll skip it,” grinned Weston, 
turning back to Geography. “Has the 
sheriff found out anythin’ about the 
stranger and the cowboy?” 

“The stranger was a detective,” replied 
the deputy, “but we aren’t sure about the 
prisoner yet. Spike seems to think his 
name’s Ed Elman, but we don’t know. 
Spike’s back there now tryin’ to make him 
talk, but I’m afraid he’s goin’ to have his 
hands full.” 

“Tough customer, eh?” asked Weston. 
“Plenty tough,” agreed Geography. 

“Never blinked an eye as he looked at the 
dead man. Gosh, I’d hate to have him on 
my trail.” 

“Think Spike will make him talk?” 
queried Tex. 

“In time—yes,” nodded Geography. 
“Spike takes time, and if they fail, he puts 
the pressure to ‘em, and then they talk—
and plenty.” 

“Well,” remarked Weston, “at least 
you all saw the shootin’, so it’s an open 
and shut case for the court.” 

“Yeah,” drawled the deputy, “but we’d 
kinda like to know the reason for the 
killin’. Yuh see, the detective was reachin’ 
for his gun, too, but the puncher was 
faster. Another thing yuh like to know 
yore prisoner’s name.” 

Little Pardner tugged at Red’s hand. 
“Come on, Red,” he said. “I don’t feel so 
good.” 

“All right,” replied Red, as they turned 
and walked out of the office. “Say, didja 
say yuh didn’t feel good?” 

“Uh-huh,” nodded the youngster. “I 
feel funny all over.” 

“Gee, mebbe it’s the heat,” grunted 
Red. “Let me get Diamond, then we’ll 
hurry home where’s it’s cool.” 

 
“So he wouldn’t talk, eh?” grunted 

Red. “Well, it looks like you’ll have to go 
to work on him, Sheriff.” 

Haslam smiled as he shoved his chair 
back from the table. “I might have to, 
Red,” he said, “but I hope not. No matter 
how tough they are, they’ll talk. Mebbe 
it’ll take a day or two, but I’ll wait. He 
knows we’ve got him where the hair’s 
short, so mebbe he thinks if he keeps still, 
we’ll hold up the case, tryin’ to find the 
reason for the shootin’. But I’m sure he 
killed that detective because he realized 
that he was about to be caught.” 

“That’s as good a reason as any,” said 
Red. “Do yuh think his name’s Elman?” 

“I
 

 CALLED him Elman, but it didn’t 
seem to bother him,” replied the 
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sheriff. “He’s got a poker face, but it’ll 
crack.” Haslam turned and looked around 
the room. “Where’s Little Pardner?” 

“I dunno,” replied Red. “He doesn’t 
feel so good. He lay down when we came 
home. He didn’t eat very much now, so 
mebbe he’s layin down again – I’ll see.” 
Red got to his feet and walked to the 
doorway and looked into the front room. 
Little Pardner was lying on the leather 
couch. 

“How yuh feelin’, Little Pardner?” 
Red asked as he walked over to the couch. 

“Not so good,” replied the youngster. 
“I feel bad, Red.” 

“What’s goin’ on in here?” demanded 
Haslam. “What’s this I hear about a sick 
feller in this room? I don’t see anyone 
around here that looks sick.” 

“I’m not sick,” replied Little Pardner. 
“I just don’t feel good inside.” 

“Well, that’s much better,” smiled the 
sheriff. “Red, yuh’d better watch after him 
today. I’ve got to go to Copperville on 
some business so I won’t be back until 
late. If a reply comes from that detective 
agency, just keep it for me. I asked them 
for more information on Elman.” 

“When are yuh goin’ to leave?” asked 
Red. 

“I’ve got to go back to the office, then 
I’ll saddle up and head out. Golly, I hate to 
make that long trip in all this heat, but 
that’s the penalty of bein’ an officer.” 

“I’ll watch things around here,” said 
Red. 

“That’ll be good enough for me,” said 
Haslam. He kissed Little Pardner on the 
forehead, picked up his hat, and walked to 
the doorway, where he paused. “Now, 
don’t wait up for me because I’ll be pretty 
late.” 

“I won’t,” replied Red. 
When Haslam had walked outside and 

closed the door, Red sat down beside 
Little Pardner and placed his hand on the 

youngster’s forehead. “Gee, you’ve got a 
fever, Little Pardner,” he said. “Yo’re as 
hot as a horn-toad in July.” 

“Is that bad?” queried the youngster 
eagerly. 

“Oh, I don’t think so,” replied Red. 
“Mebbe this awful heat causes it.” 

 
ED fixed Little Pardner up on the 
couch so’s he’d be comfortable, then 

went into the kitchen and washed the 
dishes. When he finished his work, he 
went out in the back yard to look at his 
horse. Red had taken their small corral and 
had enlarged it to take care of Diamond 
and their old mule. He had been forced to 
divide the corral in an effort to keep the 
two animals from kicking each other. Red 
filled their water trough and filled the 
manger with food, then he went inside. He 
found Little Pardner sound asleep on the 
couch, so he tip-toed across the room and 
out onto the front porch where he sat 
down. 

Little Pardner’s health had taken Red’s 
mind off the killing, but now as he settled 
down, his mind turned back to the 
shooting. 

He wondered what it was all about, but 
he was sure that the sheriff was on the 
right track about Elman. He decided that 
as soon as the reply came from the 
detective agency, things would be cleared 
up. 

Red leaned back in his chair and 
relaxed. Before he knew it, he was asleep, 
and so it was late in the afternoon when 
Little Pardner came out on the porch and 
found him. 

“Red!” he called. “Red, wake up!” 
Red stretched, yawned a little, then he 

looked at the youngster who stood in the 
doorway. 

“Whatsamatter?” he asked thickly as 
he got to his feet. “Gettin’ hungry?” 

R
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“Uh-huh,” nodded Little Pardner as he 
turned and went back into the house. Red 
followed him inside. 

“How do yuh feel?” 
“Justa same,” replied the youngster. 

“Still got fever.”  
Red felt at his head. “Doggone it,” he 

said. “Yo’re hotter now than yuh were. 
Say, mebbe yuh’d better go to bed and let 
me get Doc Bishop.” 

“I’m hungry and thirsty,” said Little 
Pardner. “I don’t want Doc.” 

“I’ll fix yuh up now,” announced Red, 
“but if yuh don’t get better by dark, I’ll get 
Doc—even if yuh don’t want him.”  

Red fixed supper for them. Little 
Pardner tried to eat, but after several 
mouthfuls, he got down off his chair and 
ran into the front room. Once there he 
sprawled on the couch, as Red followed 
him into the room. 

“Can I help yuh?” he asked. 
“Nope,” replied the youngster. “I just 

gotta lay down.” 
“You lay still,” said Red. “I’ll get the 

dishes out of the way, then if yuh don’t 
feel better, I’ll get Doc. If yuh want 
anythin’ just call me.” 

“Uh-huh,” replied the youngster. “I 
don’t want nothin’.”  

Red hurried with the dishes, then came 
back to the front room where he lighted 
the oil lamp on the table and went over 
and looked at Little Pardner. The 
youngster seemed very pale in the 
lamplight. Red felt his forehead and it was 
very hot. 

“I’m goin’ to put yuh to bed,” said 
Red. “Then I’m goin’ to get Doc. Yo’re a 
sick boy.”  

He picked Little Pardner up in his arms 
and carried him into the bedroom and then 
placed him on the bed. Red lighted the 
lamp on the dresser, then he undressed the 
youngster, who didn’t seem to be 

interested in anything. Red slipped his 
nightshirt on and covered him up. 

“I’ll be back shortly,” he said. “You 
stay here in bed and don’t try to get up! 
Doc’ll fix yuh up fine. Gee, I wish the 
sheriff wah here. I dunno what medicine to 
give yuh, so I’d better leave it up to Doc.”  

Red turned the lamp low, then left the 
house. He trotted up the street into town, 
passing several persons on the walk, but 
this time Red didn’t stop to talk. At the 
sheriff’s office he saw a light, so he 
opened the door and looked in. Geography 
was sitting at the desk. 

“Little Pardner’s sick,” he told the 
deputy. “I’m goin’ after Doc.” 

“The kid sick?” queried Geography. 
“What’s wrong?” 

“I dunno,” replied Red. “He doesn’t 
look good, and his head’s awful hot. I’m 
scared.” 

“I’ll go up to the house with yuh,” said 
Geography. “Stop for me on yore way 
back from Doc’s.” 

Red hurried out of the office and down 
the street toward Doc Bishop’s house 
which was at the further end of town. Red 
went through the front yard and up on the 
porch where he knocked at the door. The 
door was opened by Mrs. Bishop, who 
invited Red inside. 

“Is Doc here?” asked Red. 
“Yes,” replied Mrs. Bishop. “He’s in 

the front room playing checkers with Joe 
Weston. Do you want to see him?” 

“Uh-huh. Little Pardner’s sick.” 
“Oh, my goodness,” said Mrs. Bishop, 

as she turned and went into the living 
room. Red followed her. In the room, 
seated at a table were Doc Bishop and Joe 
Weston. Both men looked up as they 
entered. Red quickly told Doc about Little 
Pardner. 

“I’ll take a look at him right away,” 
said Doc, getting to his feet. “Sorry, Joe, 
but sickness comes first.” 
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“That’s all right,” said Weston. “I 
understand. Red, have yuh got any idea 
what’s the matter with Little Pardner?”  

“He looks pale and is burnin’ up,” 
replied Red. 

Weston got up and followed Red and 
Doc out of the house. Doc Bishop was a 
short fat man with a round face, stubby 
nose, small eyes that peered at people 
through horn-rimmed glasses, and a 
narrow mouth. When they stopped at the 
sheriff’s office for Geography, Weston left 
them and went over to the saloon. The 
deputy joined Red and Doc, and the three 
of them hurried up to the Haslam house. 

“I put him to bed,” said Red as they 
entered the house. “He’s right in here, 
Doc.” 

Red led the way into the bedroom and 
turned up the lamp while Doc turned to the 
bed. 

“Say,” snapped Doc, “where is Little 
Pardner?” 

“Where’s Little—?” Red paused and 
looked at the empty bed. “Why—why, I 
put him to bed and told him not to get up.” 
Red whirled around and ran through the 
house, looking for the youngster, but he 
wasn’t around. The three of them met in 
the front room. 

“This isn’t funny,” snapped Red. 
“Where could that kid be? He was too sick 
to go far.” 

“Mebbe he wandered outside,” 
suggested Geography, as he picked up the 
lamp and went outside, followed by Red 
and Doc. They went around the house, 
calling for the youngster, but there was no 
reply, and they couldn’t find any sign of 
him. They finally returned to the front 
room where Doc sat down on the couch 
while Geography went through the rooms 
again. Red went back into the bedroom 
and looked around. He got down on his 
hands and knees and looked under the bed. 
As he got up, he looked down. 

“Oh, my gosh!” he exclaimed, then he 
turned and hurried into the front room 
where Geography and Doc were talking. 
“Say, Little Pardner’s blanket is gone 
too!” 

“Blanket gone, eh?” grunted 
Geography. He walked over and looked in 
the room, then came back. He tugged at 
his mustache and looked at Doc. “It 
doesn’t look so good to me. What about 
you, Doc?” 

“I can’t figure it out,” replied Doc. “I 
wish I knew where that kid is. He’s sick 
and needs help.” 

“He shouldn’t be outside the way he 
feels,” said Red. “Yuh don’t think anyone 
would come in here and kidnap him, do 
yuh?” 

“Pshaw—no,” replied Geography. “He 
might have pulled out lookin’ for you, 
Red.” 

“Let’s look around town,” suggested 
Doc. “It’s probable that he missed Red, so 
he got up, took the blanket with him, and 
started out looking for him.” 

“What are we waitin’ for?” asked Red 
as he started for the front door. The men 
followed him. They walked slowly up the 
street, looking and listening for some 
sound that might lead them to the 
youngster, but they failed to find any as 
they reached town. 

Here they divided, Geography taking 
the alleys behind the buildings, while Doc 
and Red each took a side of the street. 

 
S RED walked past the saloon, Joe 
Weston and Tex Hansen came 

outside. They looked at Red, then Weston 
asked about Little Pardner. Red told them 
what had happened. 

“Little Pardner missin’!” gasped 
Weston. “Why, that don’t sound 
reasonable. Here, let me and Tex help yuh 
look. The more that looks, the better 

A
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chance we’ll have. The kid is probably 
around here some place.” 

“That’s what we thought,” sighed Red, 
“but he was too sick to do much walkin’.” 

“What was wrong with him?” asked 
Tex. 

“I dunno,” replied Red as they started 
up the walk. “It isn’t often that Little 
Pardner gets sick and gives up, so it must 
be somethin’ serious.” 

At the further end of town, Geography 
and Doc joined them. They failed to report 
any luck, so they all walked down to the 
sheriff’s office. 

“I can’t figure it out,” said Geography. 
“Someone must have taken Little Pardner, 
otherwise he’d be around somewhere. He 
knows this town pretty well, so he 
wouldn’t wander off and get lost.” 

“Not unless he was out of his head,” 
said Doc. “But if he was that bad, he 
probably wouldn’t have taken the blanket 
with him.” 

“Gee, if the sheriff was only here,” 
said Red. “He might know what to do.” 

“I’m goin’ to get him,” said the 
deputy. “He’d want to know right away.” 
He got to his feet and walked out of the 
office, heading for the stable in the rear. 
Doc decided to go home and wait. Weston 
and Tex got their horses and walked up the 
street with Red. 

In front of the stage office, Ryan called 
to Red and handed him a telegram to give 
to the sheriff. The boy thanked him and 
slipped the wire in his hip pocket and went 
on. 

In front of the house they stopped. “Do 
yuh want us to stay here with yuh until the 
sheriff comes?” asked Weston. “We’ll be 
glad to do any thin’ we can to help yuh.” 

“Thanks a lot,” said Red, “but I’ll wait 
up for him. Geography will bring him here 
as fast as he can. There’s nothin’ you can 
do around here.” 

“I reckon there isn’t,” agreed Weston, 
“but if yuh need us for anythin’, just let 
me know, and Tex, Tony, and I will be 
willin’ to help yuh.” 

“I’ll remember it,” said Red as he 
turned and walked up to the house. He 
stood on the porch and watched the two 
men ride down the road, then he went 
inside and sat down in the chair next to the 
table. 

“My gosh, why would anyone want to 
take Little Pardner away when he’s sick!” 
he said aloud. “It isn’t fair! He’s liable to 
die without good care.” 

 
ED got to his feet and paced back and 
forth across the room. His face was 

drawn and pale, and small tears formed in 
the corners of his eyes. Finally he stopped 
beside the table and took out his bandanna 
and wiped his eyes. As he started to put 
the handkerchief away, his fingers touched 
the telegram. He took it out and tossed it 
on the table. There he studied it for several 
minutes, then slowly opened and read it: 

 
SHERIFF HASLAM,  
OCOTILLO CITY, ARIZONA. 
SEND CARSON’S BODY TO US. ELMAN 

LAST SEEN IN YOUR COUNTRY. CARSON 
NOTIFIED US FROM COPPERVILLE 
YESTERDAY. HAD HOPES OF FINDING 
ELMAN’S UNKNOWN PARTNER. ELMAN 
HAS BAD SCARS ON BACK OF LEFT HAND. 
CRIME WAS COMMITTED THREE YEARS 
AGO. WIRE FURTHER INFORMATION. 

J. J. KELLER,  
COAST DETECTIVE AGENCY. 
SAN FRANCISCO. CALIF. 
 
Red read the wire over several times, 

then turned away and paced the floor 
again. He had forgotten about the prisoner. 
The disappearance of Little Pardner was 
foremost in Red’s mind, so the other 
events had slipped into the background, 
but now they crowded into his mind, 
confusing him more. He finally sank down 
on the couch and buried his head in a 

R
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pillow. Different questions seemed to pop 
into his head. Where was Little Pardner? 
Who took Little Pardner—and why? Who 
was Elman’s partner? Is the prisoner 
Elman? Who came here around three years 
ago?  

Red turned over and stared up at the 
ceiling. “Doggone it,” he muttered aloud, 
“I wish the sheriff was here. And—and I’d 
give anythin’ to have Little Pardner back.” 

The tears streamed down his tanned 
cheeks, but he didn’t make any attempt to 
wipe them away. “I—I wish I knew who 
took Little Pardner—I—I’d shoot ‘em! 
The poor kid, he—he’s really sick, and 
mebbe,” Red choked a little, then went on, 
“mebbe he’s real bad off, and I know they 
won’t get no doctor for him. Oh, gee, if 
there was only somethin’ I could do!”  

Slowly Red wiped his eyes with the 
back of his hand. He got to his feet and 
walked to the doorway, where he looked 
outside. 

There was no one in sight. He stood 
there for several minutes, watching the 
road in the moonlight, wishing that the 
sheriff would appear. Finally he returned 
to the couch and lay down. He lay there 
for some time, then fell asleep, exhausted 
from all the excitement. 

 
HE banging of the front door brought 
Red quickly to his feet. Through 

blurred eyes he saw the sheriff coming 
into the room. He rubbed his eyes. 

“No sign of Little Pardner?” asked 
Haslam eagerly. 

Red shook his head. “I can’t find him 
any place,” he replied. “He—he’s gone, 
and he’s a sick boy, Sheriff.”  

Haslam nodded as he sat down on the 
couch beside Red. “Geography told me an 
about it on our ride here,” he said. “I—I 
couldn’t hardly believe it. I can’t figure 
out why anyone would kidnap the 

youngster. What would they want with 
him?” 

“He was awful sick,” said Red. “I been 
doin’ a lot of thinkin’ about it, Sheriff, but 
it just doesn’t make sense. I was only gone 
from here a few minutes—just as long as 
it’d take me to run up to Doc’s house and 
bring him back.” 

“Then you didn’t see anyone around 
here when you left?” 

“Not a soul,” replied Red. “I went out 
of here on the run, so someone could have 
been hidin’ where I couldn’t see ‘em.”  

Haslam got to his feet and began 
pacing the room. As he passed the table, 
his eyes spotted the telegram. He stopped 
and picked up the wire. 

“That came this evenin’,” said Red. 
“I—I opened it and read it. I hope I didn’t 
do wrong, but I was so upset, I didn’t 
know just what I was doin’.”  

When Haslam finished reading the 
wire he smiled at Red. “It was all right,” 
he said. “Just why is it that everythin’ has 
to happen at the same time? Thank God, 
I’ve got the murderer in jail. Now I can 
turn all my attention to findin’ Little 
Pardner.” 

“Shall we start out now?” 
“We’d better wait until daylight,” 

replied Haslam. “It’s still too dark to look 
around—especially when yuh don’t know 
just where to start in.” 

“Are yuh goin’ to form a posse?” 
“I think it’ll be the best thing,” said 

Haslam. “I know I won’t have any trouble 
gettin’ a few of the boys together.” 

“Weston and Hansen offered their 
services when they found out Little 
Pardner was missin’,” said Red. “Weston 
was with Doc when I went down there. I 
reckon he’ll be in town early. He wanted 
to do all he could to help me.” 

“Well, that’s fine,” sighed Haslam. 
“Weston’s always been a true friend, but 

T 
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right now I think we’d better get a little 
sleep, so’s we’ll he fit for tomorrow.” 

“Got any idea where we’ll go?” 
Haslam shook his head. “We’ll divide 

up and go different directions,” he replied. 
“There’s a lot of country to be covered.” 

 
ED and Haslam were up early. They 
fixed a small breakfast and ate in 

silence. Haslam looked years older, while 
Red’s face was drawn and pale. Neither 
was very talkative. They left the dishes on 
the table. Red went into his room and got 
his battered sombrero while Haslam 
picked up his hat in the front room and 
went to the front door. As he opened the 
door he noticed a folded piece of paper 
under it. He quickly picked it up, and as he 
opened it Red stepped up beside him. The 
sheriff slowly read the note, then handed it 
to the boy. 

 
RELEASE YOUR PRISONER BY 

MIDNIGHT OR YOU’LL NEVER SEE THE KID 
ALIVE. KEEP THIS NOTE A SECRET. 

 
Red looked up. “What do yuh make of 

it, Sheriff?” 
Haslam shook his head. “I never gave 

that angle a thought,” he replied. “Now I 
can see through it, Red. Elman’s partner 
must be around here, and he’s afraid 
Elman might talk, so he’s tryin’ to make a 
trade.” 

“Gosh,” grunted Red. “This is 
somethin’. Now we’re sure up against it, 
ain’t we, Sheriff?” 

“I’m the one that’s up against it, Red,” 
sighed Haslam. “Mebbe you’d better hang 
around the house until I get back. I’ll get a 
posse and search, but we’ll keep still about 
this note.” 

“Gee, can’t I help yuh?” asked Red. 
“Geography and I can take care of it,” 

said Haslam. “We’ll need someone around 
here just in case somethin’ pops up, so I’m 
goin’ to put you in charge here.” 

“Yuh—yuh mean I won’t be able to 
ride with the posse?” 

Haslam nodded. “I need a good man 
here, Red,” he said, then he turned and 
hurried across the yard and up the street. 
Red stood on the porch and watched him 
until he disappeared, then he sat down in 
the porch chair. He still had the note in his 
hands, so he read it over again. He studied 
the handwriting. In a way it looked 
familiar to him. He finally got to his feet 
and went into the house. 

In his room he opened his dresser 
drawer and took out a slip of paper upon 
which was written the bill-of-sale for 
Diamond. Red held the two pieces of 
paper and compared the writing. He didn’t 
know much about handwriting, so he 
finally gave it up and shoved both pieces 
of paper into his drawer. 

Back on the porch, Red thought the 
entire thing over. One thing was certain—
Elman’s partner lived around Ocotillo 
City, but who was it? Red knew just about 
everyone in the country. He remembered 
the wire had said that the crime had been 
committed three years ago, so he tried to 
remember who had moved into the 
country in the past three years. As his 
mind passed over the names, Red was 
undecided on just who to pick. Ocotillo 
City had grown considerably in the past 
three years. 

Red was still seated in the porch chair 
when Haslam rode up in front of the house 
and dismounted. He came up on the porch 
and Red got to his feet. 

“Got the men together?” he asked. 
“I’ve rounded up ten besides 

Geography and myself,” he replied. 
“They’re gettin’ their horses, so I decided 
to ride down here and see if you’d seen 
anythin’ new.” 

“I can’t find out anythin’ just stayin’ 
here,” replied Red. “Gee, if yuh’d only let 
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me ride with the posse! I got a horse now 
that’s as good as any in the country.”  

Haslam smiled. “Yo’re still stayin’ 
around here,” he said. “I think we’ll be 
able to cover the country well enough.” 

“How’s yo’r prisoner this mornin’?” 
asked Red, changing the subject. 

“Fine,” replied the sheriff. “I tried to 
get him to talk, but it was no use. He just 
sits there and smiles at me. The damn 
fool!” 

Red looked away from the sheriff. 
Down the road, coming toward town were 
two riders, and as they came closer, Red 
recognized them as Weston and Hansen. 
He called the sheriff’s attention to them, 
and they walked down to the road where 
they waited for the men. 

“Find the youngster?” asked Weston as 
they stopped. 

Haslam shook his head. “No sign of 
him, Joe,” he replied, “We’re gettin’ ready 
to start out lookin’ for him.” 

“Yuh are, eh?” grunted Weston. “Well, 
here’s two more men to add to yore posse, 
Sheriff. I’ll ride the legs off my bronc to 
find that kid. Hell, the man who took him 
ought to be hung mighty high.” 

“We’ll sure help yuh, Sheriff,” said 
Tex Hansen. “I think stealing a little kid is 
the damnest thing I ever heard of. My 
shootin’ iron is ready when we find the 
kidnapper.” 

“Where’s the posse?” asked Weston. 
“They’re gettin’ their horses,” replied 

Haslam. “I told ‘em to meet me here. I 
wanted to talk with Red before I left. He’s 
goin’ to take care of things around here for 
me.” 

“Good,” grinned Weston. “Red’s a 
smart boy to have around.” 

“Doc Bishop’s goin’ with the posse,” 
said Haslam. “He’ll take care of the 
youngster.” 

“If we find him, I’ll see that yuh know 
about it right away, Red,” said Weston. “I 

know just how yuh feel. Say, Sheriff, have 
yuh any idea where to start in at?”  

Haslam shook his head. “I haven’t the 
slightest idea, Joe,” he replied. “We’ll just 
start out ridin’ toward the south. I’ll divide 
the posse into two groups, and put 
Geography in charge of one and I’ll lead 
the other. We’ll search every section of 
this country. We’ve got to find that 
youngster before dark. When it’s dark, it’ll 
be no use.” 

“Here comes the rest of the men,” said 
Red, pointing toward town where a group 
of riders were approaching. Haslam 
stepped over to his horse and mounted. All 
the men gathered around the sheriff, who 
quickly divided them into two groups. He 
gave them instructions, then they rode 
away. 

 
ED spent most of the morning around 
the house. It was noon when he 

saddled Diamond and rode uptown. He 
stopped at the sheriff’s office and went in 
to see the prisoner. The fellow just glared 
at Red, but refused to talk. 

“Kinda tough guy, aren’t yuh, Elman?” 
grinned Red through the bars. “Well, you 
won’t have to worry much longer. The 
court holds trial next week, and it won’t 
take ‘em long to reach a verdict, then yore 
goin’ to hang!” 

The prisoner got to his feet and walked 
to the small barred window where he 
looked outside, ignoring Red, who 
shrugged his shoulders and walked out of 
the office. He mounted Diamond and rode 
up the street. At the sheriff’s house he 
paused for a moment, then he urged 
Diamond on down the road. Red wasn’t 
sure just where he was going, but he let 
Diamond take his choice of roads after 
they had crossed the desert. The horse 
took the road to the right, leading toward 
the Weston ranch, Diamond’s old home. 
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Red’s mind was wandering as he rode 
along, and before he knew it, he was 
riding into the ranchyard. The sight of the 
low rambling ranchhouse jerked Red back 
to his senses. He reined Diamond in 
besides the low fence, dismounted, and let 
the reins drag on the ground. The boy 
crossed the yard and went up to the front 
door, where he knocked loudly. 

Presently the door swung open and out 
onto the porch stepped a big burly 
Mexican. He looked down at Red. 

“W’at you want?” he asked thickly. 
“Oh, nothin’, Tony,” grinned Red. “I 

was just ridin’, and I thought I’d drop in 
and see yuh. I saw Weston and Tex ride 
with the sheriff, so I knew you was alone.” 

“I’m not lonesome, Rad,” he said. “I’m 
too beesy. Lots work to do ‘round ‘ere.” 

“I reckon there is,” said Red. “Didja 
hear about Little Pardner?” 

“Si,” nodded Tony. “Joe, he’s tellin’ 
me about heem. You theenk they find 
heem?” 

“Mebbe,” grunted Red. “Mebbe they 
don’t know just where to look.” 

“You know?” queried Tony, suddenly 
on the defensive. 

“I’m not so sure,” replied Red. “Say, 
how about a drink of water? I’m kinda 
thirsty.” 

“Mucho agua,” grinned Tony. “Come 
wit’ me.” 

 
ED followed the huge Mexican 
around the house. Near the rear of the 

building was an old pump. Tony quickly 
filled a tin cup for Red and let him drink. 

“You like see my new saddle?” asked 
Tony. 

“Sure,” grinned Red. “Y uh got a new 
one?” 

“Si,” nodded Tony. “Eet ees in room in 
shed. Come, I show you.”  

Red followed Tony to the shed that 
was built in against the rear of the house. 
Tony unlocked the door. 

“Gee, it must be good—keepin’ it 
locked up this way,” laughed Red. 

“Eet ees a saddle you never be’ore see, 
Rad,” smiled Tony as he opened the door 
and allowed Red to step past him and into 
the room. As Red stepped inside the room, 
the door banged shut behind him. Red 
whirled and tried to shove it open, but at 
that moment he heard the lock click shut. 

“Hey!” yelled Red. “Tony—what’s the 
matter?” 

“Maybe you find out,” replied Tony, 
then Red could hear him laugh. 

“What in the devil!” said Red, still 
puzzled. He turned and looked around the 
small room. Across the space and against 
the wall was an old bunk. The room was 
some eight feet wide and ten feet long, and 
the bunk was the only thing in it. Red 
leaned against the door, trying to figure 
out this move of Tony’s. There must be 
some reason for it. 

Red moved away from the door and 
started toward the bunk, when he noticed 
something on it move. He stopped. The 
light in the room was dim, so he was 
unable to tell what it was. Slowly he 
moved toward the bunk, and he was nearly 
at it when he gasped. His eyes widened 
and his jaw dropped. Lying on the bunk, 
wrapped in a blanket, was Little Pardner! 

“Little Pardner!” gasped Red as he 
leaped to the bunk. “It’s me—Red! Say, 
don’tcha know me?” 

 
HE youngster turned his head and 
looked up at Red. There was a flicker 

of recognition in his eyes. He tried to say 
something, but his voice refused to work. 
Red knelt down beside the bunk and 
quickly examined the little boy. He was 
still dressed in his nightshirt and wrapped 
in his blanket. Red felt his forehead. 

R
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“Gee, yore still burnin’ up!” he 
grunted. He reached into his overalls 
pocket and brought out a match which he 
struck on the side of the bunk. Then he 
stared down into Little Pardner’s face. 
“Gosh!” Red grunted as he noticed that the 
youngster’s face was covered with spots. 
“It—it’s bad!”  

He blew out the match. What could he 
do? Red got to his feet and paced back and 
forth. Now he’d found Little Pardner, but 
he was a prisoner, too. He knew that the 
youngster needed a doctor real bad, but 
how could that be accomplished? 

“Can’tcha talk, Little Pardner?” he h 
asked. “Don’tcha know me? How are yuh 
feelin’? Gee, can’tcha say somethin’?”  

Little Pardner lifted both hands up to 
Red. Red picked him up in his arms and 
the youngster weakly hugged him. “I’m—
I’m awful sick, Red,” he whispered. 
“Where’s Daddy? I want Daddy.” 

“He’ll be here,” said Red. “He’ll find 
us—he’s just got to.”  

Red placed the youngster back on the 
bunk, then went over to the door and 
listened. He could hear someone riding 
into the yard. He leaned against the door 
and presently he heard Tony’s deep voice. 
Red banged against the door with his bare 
fists and called out. 

“What the hell!” growled a voice 
which Red recognized as belonging to Tex 
Hansen. “What’s in there, Tony?” 

“I’ve got Rad,” replied Tony. 
“You—you’ve got Red!” gasped Tex. 

“My God! What in the world made yuh do 
that? We’re in trouble enough without 
bringin’ that damn red-head out here.” 

“He came ridin’ out here,” said Tony. 
“I’m ‘fraid he’s knowin’ too damn much. 
I’m treeck heem into room weeth keed.” 

“Wait until Joe hears about this,” said 
Tex. “He’s liable to cut yore ears off!” 

“I’m no ‘elpin’ eet,” pleaded Tony. 
“I’m myself scared.” 

“Tex! Tex!” called Red. “Can yuh hear 
me, Tex?” 

“I can hear yuh, and so can the rest of 
Ocotillo,” snapped Tex. “Shut up, yuh 
fool!” 

“Listen, Tex,” pleaded Red, “Little 
Pardner’s real sick and he needs a doctor. 
My gosh, man, can’t yuh be human? I’ll 
let yuh kill me if yuh want to, only take 
care of Little Pardner.”  

Red could hear the men walking 
toward the shed door, then there was a 
click as the lock was opened. The door 
opened and into the room came Tex, gun 
in hand. He shoved Red across the room to 
the bunk. Tony stood in the doorway, his 
gun ready. 

“So, yuh rammed yore red-head into 
trouble, eh?” remarked Tex. “Well, this is 
one time yuh go out feet first, you nosey 
little devil! If you’d minded yore own 
business we could have put the kid back, 
and everythin’ would have been all right, 
but now you’ve settled the hash for both of 
yuh.” 

Tex twisted his head a little and called: 
“Tony! Go over and pick up that sick 

kid. We’ll pull this job back in the hills, 
‘cause yuh never can tell when somebody 
might come here.”  

Tony moved over near Tex, his gun in 
hand, and motioned for Red to step back. 
Red, white-faced, impotent, slid back, but 
his mind was working swiftly. 

“Tony, don’t touch him—he’s got 
smallpox!” he said suddenly. 

The Mexican recoiled, as though he’d 
touched a live wire. Tex heard what Red 
had said, and he too leaned forward, 
looking anxiously. 

“Look at his face,” said Red. “You 
handled him, Tony.”  

“Madre de Dios!” breathed Tony, 
backing slowly. Then he whirled and made 
a running dive for the open doorway. Tex 
was right behind him. He flung the door 
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shut, but the lock did not click. Panic 
overcame their fears of what Red, alive, 
might do to them. They only wanted to get 
away from a disease. 

Red quickly stepped to the door and 
opened it a little, wondering where the two 
men were going. He saw them run across 
the yard, Tony heading for Diamond, who 
was standing beside the house nibbling on 
some weeds. Tex yelled at Tony to grab 
the horse, as he followed the Mexican. The 
black horse sensed something, whirled and 
evaded them. Tex seeing that he could not 
catch the animal, turned and raced back 
toward the stable. Red stood in the 
doorway and watched them. 

But Tony was still intent in catching 
Diamond, who whirled and came toward 
the house, with the Mexican making 
ineffectual grabs at the trailing reins. 
Diamond came on, twitching from side to 
side, and Tony saw a chance to pin the 
animal in the corner between the shed and 
the house. But at the last moment the black 
horse whirled on the Mexican, who spun 
on his heel almost against the door. At that 
moment Red made a flying tackle and 
Tony went down, his head smacking hard 
on the baked adobe ground. 

Red twisted loose, clawed Tony’s gun 
from its holster, and as his prisoner tried to 
sit up, Red banged him over the head 
sufficiently hard to make the Mexican 
forget all about earthly troubles for the 
moment. 

As Tex came out of the stable, leading 
a saddled horse, he saw Red outside the 
doorway of the shed. Diamond was several 
feet away, one forefoot on the reins, and 
Tex could see Tony sprawled on the 
ground. 

That one glance was enough for Tex. 
He drew swiftly and his first shot smashed 
into the boards behind Red, who ducked 
back, holding Tony’s big gun in both 
hands. Then he fired at Tex, missed him 

by inches and scored along the ribs of 
Tex’s horse. The animal almost jerked Tex 
off his feet when it tore away the reins. 
Tex caught his balance and dived for the 
stable doorway, as Red’s next shot struck 
short and showered him with gravel. Then 
Red ducked for the doorway of the shed. 

Little Pardner was sitting up, half 
crying.  

“It’s all right, little bug-hunter,” Red 
said. “Lay down and take it easy.”  

Then Red turned back to the doorway. 
Tex was outside the stable, evidently 
trying to figure out his best move. Red 
rested the big gun against the side of the 
door, pulled low on Tex and squeezed the 
trigger. It was as though some mighty 
force swept Tex’s legs from under him, 
and he went down, sprawling in the dirt. 

But the rider was not out of the fight. 
Cursing bitterly, he leaned on one elbow 
and emptied his gun at the doorway of the 
shed, while Red ducked back and watched 
the splinters fly. Red, being gun-wise, 
knew when Tex’s gun was empty, and he 
was about to step outside, when he heard 
the thudding of hoofs on the hard-packed 
yard. 

It was Sheriff Haslam, Geography, and 
Joe Weston. They had jerked up their 
horses in a flurry of gravel. 

“Look out, Joe! That damn red-head!” 
Tex yelled at Weston and began loading 
his gun.  

Weston, realizing that something had 
gone wrong, was ready. He whirled on the 
sheriff and deputy, covering them with his 
gun.  

“What’s wrong, Joe?” asked the 
sheriff. “Are yuh crazy?” 

“That’s the stuff, Joe!” cheered Tex. 
“Shoot ‘em both—quick. I’ve got a busted 
leg, and that damn red-head got Tony. 
We’ve got to work fast!” 

Red was halfway down to the horses, 
that big gun cocked. His thin face was 
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white under the tan, and he staggered a 
little. 

“Got to do it, Haslam,” said Weston. 
“We’re headin’ for Mexico.”  

His gun was centered on the sheriff, 
when Red lifted Tony’s big gun, gripped it 
in both of his skinny hands, and pulled the 
trigger. Weston’s trigger-finger jerked, but 
the muzzle of the gun was six feet wide of 
its mark as the impact of that forty-five 
bullet knocked him almost out of the 
saddle. He was still swaying, when 
Haslam yanked him out of the saddle and 
crashed him to the ground. 

An instant later Red fired again, and 
Tex rolled sideways, clawing at gravel in 
his eyes. 

“Tryin’ to shoot left-handed,” croaked 
Red, as though explaining why he had 
fired again at Tex. 

Geography quickly handcuffed Tex, 
and Haslam straightened up and looked at 
Red. 

“They stole Little Pardner,” said Red 
wearily. “Yuh better put cuffs on Tony, 
too.” 

“Little Pardner’s uh—all right, Red?” 
“Yeah, I—I hope so.” 
There were more riders entering the 

yard, among them Doc Bishop. Red went 
back to the shed, wrapped the blanket 
around Little Pardner and brought him 
outside, while the posse grouped together. 

“Yuh better keep away—all of yuh,” 
said Red. “I’ve been with him, and if I’ve 
got it—it’s all right. But it’s no use of 
everybody gettin’ it.” 

 
OC BISHOP came up close to Red, 
looking curiously at the blanket-

wrapped bundle. 

 

“What do you mean, Red?” he asked. 
“Smallpox, Doc. Gee, he’s a sight!” 
“Smallpox!” gasped the sheriff. 
Doc Bishop pulled the blanket back 

and examined the swollen, speckled face 
of the little boy. Then he patted Red on the 
shoulder. 

“You are not even afraid of smallpox, 
eh?” he said admiringly. 

“Sure, I’m scared,” admitted Red, “but 
I ain’t runnin’ scared, Doc.” 

“All right, Red,” smiled the doctor. 
“You don’t need to be. Little Pardner has a 
beautiful case of measles—that’s all.” 

Tex was willing to talk. With a 
smashed leg and both eyes swollen from 
flying gravel, he said that Weston had 
been Elman’s partner, and that Weston had 
used the robbery money to buy the ranch. 
They were afraid Elman might talk; so 
they tried to force the sheriff to turn him 
loose. 

“But how did you get wise to ‘em, 
Red?” asked Haslam. 

“I didn’t,” replied Red. “1 went ridin’ 
and Diamond brought me here. Tony got 
spooky and locked me up. I told ‘em that 
Little Pardner had smallpox, and they 
stampeded and left the door unlocked. 
Gee, it didn’t take any brains at all, 
Sheriff—it was all luck.”  

“And measles,” grinned Doc Bishop. 
“And don’t overlook the cold nerve of 

a fool kid,” groaned Tex. 
Little Pardner lifted his head from the 

blanket, peered around with swollen eyes 
and tried to grin. 

“Daddy, what’s the fuss about?” he 
asked. D 


