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Even the Heat Couldn’t 
Smother Red’s Curiosity 

 

TRACKS IN 
THE DUST 

B
 

O ONE ever denied it that 
there was a hotter place in the 
world than Arizona about mid-
afternoon in the month of July. 

This particular day was an exception—it 
was hotter! Heat waves danced across the 
hot sands and even the Cactus seemed to 
wilt. 

y GENE VAN 

Down a narrow winding trail through 
sagebrush and mesquite rode two boys on 
a tall black horse. Red Harris and Little 
Pardner were used to the heat, but today 
they wished that they had taken Sheriff 
Spike Haslam’s advice and stayed home. 
But no, they left early in the morning, 
seeking adventure in Mummy Canyon, 
and before mid-afternoon, they had 
emptied their canteen. 

Hot and thirsty, they sought the nearest 
ranchhouse, which was a small spread 
owned and operated by Jud Gray. As they 
swung down the side of the hill, they could 
see the small ranchhouse situated back 
against the foot of the hill. 

“It won’t be long,” said Red over his 
shoulder to Little Pardner, who was seated 
on the horse’s rump, and holding onto 
Red’s rope belt. 

“I‘m awful dry,” sighed the youngster 
as he tried to wet his parched lips with a 
dry tongue. 

“I‘m dry, too,” said Red, “but pretty 
soon we can get a good drink and fill our 
canteen, then we’ll head for Ocotillo 
City.”  

 
“Good,” grunted Little Pardner, “I’m 

awful tired, Red.” 
Red Harris sat erect in the saddle, his 

flat-crown Stetson pulled down over his 
red hair, and shading his blue eyes from 
the sun. His nose was straight, mouth 
wide, and his face was covered with 
freckles. Red was sixteen, but his slight 
build made him appear several years 
younger. He was dressed in overalls, a 
gray shirt, and his feet were bare. 

Little Pardner was four years old, 
rolly-polly, with a moonlike face, small 
pug nose, large blue eyes, and a small 
mouth. He wore a battered old straw hat 
on his blond head, which was held in place 
with a whang-leather strap that fastened 
under his chin. He wore bib-overalls with 
a blue shirt, and on his small feet were 
worn tennis shoes. 

These two boys were always together, 
in and out of trouble. They lived in 
Ocotillo City with Sheriff Spike Haslam, 
Little Pardner’s father. 

The officer had adopted Red, an 
orphan who had drifted into the country 
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with an old prospector who later was 
murdered. Red acted as a guardian over 
Little Pardner. 

Red swung his tall black horse, 
Diamond, through the brush at the foot of 
the hills until they reached the front of the 
Gray ranchhouse where they stopped. 
Everything seemed quiet about the place 
as Red slid to the ground. He dropped the 
reins, then turned and assisted Little 
Pardner. Together they climbed up on the 
porch and went to the door where Red 
knocked loudly.  

After several moments, with no reply, 
Red shrugged his narrow shoulders and 
looked down at Little Pardner.  

“Reckon Gray’s gone to town,” he 
said. “Let’s go out in back to the windmill 
and get a drink, and fill our canteen.”  

Red led Diamond around to the rear of 
the house and left him at a small watering 
trough, then he and Little Pardner walked 
over to the windmill where they found a 
spigot. They quenched their thirst, and 
filled the canteen. Red sat down in the 
cool shade of the water tank and sighed 
while Little Pardner moved about seeking 
his friends—any type of bug that moved.  

“Hey!” called Red as the youngster 
scooted across the yard and around the 
house in pursuit of a lizard, then got to his 
feet an took out after Little Pardner. He 
grabbed Diamond’s reins and led the 
refreshed horse to the front of the house. 
Red’s eyes noted that a front door of the 
place was now open. 

“Little Pardner!” he called. “Where are 
yuh?”  

“I’m in here, Red,” replied the 
youngster as he appeared in the doorway 
of the house. 

“Don’tcha know yuh shouldn’t go into 
anyone’s house when they’re not home!” 
snapped Red as he stepped up on the 
porch. 

“Somebody’s home,” said Little 

Pardner. 
“Who?” queried Red as he moved into 

the doorway. Little Pardner stepped back 
and pointed across the room. Red’s eyes 
snapped wide! 

Seated in a chair, and slumped forward 
across a crude table was a man. His head 
was twisted grotesquely to one side, and 
both arms were outstretched. As Red 
moved slowly forward, he noticed a pool 
of blood under the man’s head. 

“Jud Gray!” gasped Red as he stopped. 
Little Pardner grabbed Red’s overalls and 
held on, his eyes filled with fright. 

“Hurt, Red?” queried the youngster. 
“Dead!” replied Red softly, as he took 

the youngster by the hand and led him 
outside, then he gently closed the door. 
“Whe-e-e-w-w-w!” he sighed, “this is bad, 
we gotta get the sheriff quick, Little 
Pardner.” 

“Uh-huh!” nodded the youngster. 
As they stepped off the porch, Red’s 

eyes studied the dust about the place. He 
saw boot-marks leading to and from the 
porch. They went to the hitchrack where 
he found more horses’ tracks. Red boosted 
Little Pardner upon Diamond’s rump, then 
he climbed into the saddle. 

“Hold on tight,” said Red “we’re goin’ 
to really travel.”  

He swung the black horse around and 
started down the narrow road toward 
Ocotillo City throwing a cloud of dust 
behind them. 

 
HE darn old fool, he’s gettin’ so 
irresponsible!” snorted Buck Ryan 

as he paced back and forth in the sheriff’s 
office. “He’s been late before bringin’ in 
the stage, but never two hours. There isn’t 
any reason for it!”  

“Easy, Buck,” cautioned Sheriff Spike 
Haslam, who was seated at his desk. 
Haslam was a big, red-faced man, with 
large eyes, a large nose, and wide mouth. 

“T
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“Somethin’ might have happened.”  
“That’s what I’ve been tryin’ to tell 

myself,” grunted Buck, “but I can’t 
believe it. Jeep Carter’s gettin’ too old.”  

“That statement is wrong,” said 
Geography Jones as he raised himself to 
one elbow on the cot and squinted at Ryan. 
“Any man who can accuse someone of 
stealin’ cards ain’t too old.”  

“Oh, that trouble!” snorted Buck. He 
shrugged his broad shoulders. Buck was a 
big, husky young man who owned the 
stage line between Ocotillo City and 
Copperville. “That wasn’t much.”  

“Not much, eh?” snorted Geography as 
he sat up on the edge of the cot. “If Spike 
hadn’t a-stepped in an’ stopped it, either 
Jeep or Jud would have been dead by now. 
They was fightin’ mad. Jeep claimed that 
Jud stole a king. No siree, Jeep ain’t too 
old. He left the Fill ‘Em Up Saloon 
swearin.’ that he’d get even with Jud if it 
was the last thing he’d ever do.”  

“Old fool talk!” snapped Buck. 
“Here comes yore stage,” grinned 

Haslam as he pointed out through the 
doorway. Ryan moved over in time to see 
the stage draw to a stop in front of the 
stage office which was next door to the 
sheriff’s office. 

Jeep Carter, small, wiry, climbed down 
over the front wheel and looked around. 
He spotted Ryan, so he bow-legged his 
way over to him. 

“Jeepers, but it’s hot!” he exclaimed as 
he shoved his way into the sheriff’s office. 

“Where have yuh been?” demanded 
Buck. 

“Been? I been driving that damn stage, 
that’s where I’ve been,” snorted Jeep. 
“What’s eatin’ yuh, Buck?”  

“Yo’re two hours late.”  
Jeep grinned and tugged at his shaggy 

mustache. “No use hurryin’, is there? No 
passengers, an’ this damn heat’s bad for 
the horses. I seen a coyote at Twin Rocks 

an’ took a shot at him.”  
Ryan sighed and started out of the 

office when he saw Red and Little Pardner 
dismounting in front of the office. He 
paused as the two boys hurried across the 
high boardwalk and shoved past him. 

“Sheriff!” blurted Red breathlessly. 
“We—we just found Jud Gray—dead!”  

“Huh?” gasped the sheriff as he leaned 
forward in his chair. “Yuh say yuh found 
Jud Gray dead—where?”  

“We stopped by his ranch an’—” Red 
told the sheriff, Geography, Buck and Jeep 
what they had discovered. As he came to a 
close, all eyes were focused on Jeep 
Carter. 

“Could yuh tell if he’d been dead long, 
Red?” asked Geography. 

Red shook his head. “We didn’t stay 
there long enough to tell much of anything 
except that he’s dead,” he replied. 

Haslam got to his feet. “Red, fetch Doc 
Bishop. Geography, get the horses ready!” 
He looked at Jeep. “Better stick close to 
town, Jeep, I might want to talk with yuh 
when we get back.”  

“Now listen, Sheriff, I—I didn’t do 
anythin’,” pleaded Jeep. “I’ll admit that I 
wanted to, but—I—jeepers, don’t all of 
yuh look at me that way.” 

“Yuh said yuh killed a coyote,” 
reminded Haslam, “an’ yuh called Gray a 
coyote—remember. Lemme see yore six-
shooter, Jeep.”  

Jeep Carter loosened his gun and 
handed it to the sheriff who examined it. 

“One shot fired,” remarked Haslam, 
“I’ll hold onto this until we get back,” he 
added as he placed it in the top drawer of 
his desk. 

They filed out onto the boardwalk 
where Geography was waiting. Down the 
street came Red and Doc Bishop, the 
doctor’s short legs carrying his chubby 
body as fast as they could. In his right 
hand he carried his medicine bag. As he 
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stopped before the sheriff, he adjusted his 
thick horn-rimmed glasses and peered 
about. 

“I—I thought the body was here,” he 
panted. 

“Out at Gray’s ranch,” said Haslam. 
“Better get yore wagon an’ follow. 
Geography and I are on our way.”  

“Can I go, Sheriff?” asked Red. 
“You’d better stay here with Little 

Pardner.” 
“I can go, too,” grinned the youngster. 
“Not this time,” replied the sheriff as 

he mounted. “We’ll be back in a little 
while.” 

“He’s crazy!” snorted Jeep as the two 
officers rode down the street. “I never did 
it.” 

“Did what?” queried Red, who had 
missed the scene in the office. 

“They think I killed Gray,” replied 
Jeep, as he whirled and went back to the 
stage. 

“Was it because of the trouble between 
Gray an’ Jeep?” Red asked Buck Ryan. 

“Yeah,” nodded Ryan, “an’ it does 
look bad for Jeep—with him bein’ two 
hours late comin’ into town. The main 
road is only half a mile east of Gray’s 
ranchhouse.”  

Just then, a tall, thin man dressed in 
fancy range clothes came up on the walk. 
He spoke to the boys and Buck. 

“Well, I’m goin’ to settle down here 
now,” he announced. “I just bought me a 
spread of my own.”  

“Yeah?” queried Buck. “What one?”  
“I bought out Jud Gray.”  
“You—you what?” queried Red. 
“Why, what’s wrong?” he said looking 

from Red to Buck Ryan. “Is there any 
crime in buyin’ a ranch?”  

“When did yuh buy it, Mr. King?” 
asked Red. 

“Why, this mornin’,” replied Al King, 
who was new in Ocotillo City. He had 

drifted into the country only a short while 
back, trying to locate a ranch. He seemed 
to be well fixed financially, and had been 
accepted by the people of Ocotillo City. 
“I’ve been tryin’ to buy it for some time, 
but this morning Jud Gray came to me and 
said that he was ready to sell. Henry 
McColl drew up the papers at the bank, 
and I paid Gray ten thousand cash for the 
place.” 

“Jud Gray’s dead,” said Buck Ryan.  
“Gray—dead? Why—why that’s 

impossible,” stammered King. “I—I saw 
him ride away from here about noon. 
How—what happened?”  

“Little Pardner an’ I found him dead at 
the ranchhouse,” explained Red. He told 
what he knew. 

 
L KING tilted his sombrero back on 
his head and scratched his neck. 

“Gawd, what a queer world,” he muttered. 
“Gray was happy to sell that place. Said 
that he wanted to get back to his daughter 
in Phoenix.”  

“A daughter in Phoenix, eh?” grunted 
Ryan. “So that’s why he used to make a 
trip there every couple o’ months, eh? I 
often wondered about Gray. He always 
seemed well fixed, yet he never ran much 
cattle.” 

He had two hundred head—an’ I 
bought them,” said King. “Well. I’ll be 
seein’ yuh.” He walked up the walk past 
them. 

“C’mon, Little Pardner, let’s go up to 
the house,” suggested Red, “it’s too hot 
down here.” 

He took the youngster by the hand and 
they sauntered up the street to the Haslam 
house which was on the outskirts of the 
town. As they came up the front walk, 
Glub and Fitt came prancing out to meet 
them. Glub was a mongrel dog and Fitt a 
tall, rangy cat. Both pets went straight to 
Little Pardner. He petted the dog, then 
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picked Fitt up and carried her back on the 
front porch where he sat and played. 

 
ED HARRIS sank down in the old 
battered rocker on the porch, his mind 

busy trying to piece together the troubles 
that had occurred in the past few hours. 
Any mystery was an open challenge to 
Red Harris, and he was always happy 
when something exciting occurred. Red 
closed his eyes and tried to picture the 
room at the Gray ranch. He could see the 
still body, the outstretched arms, and the 
pool of blood. Who had killed Jud Gray, 
and why? He had to agree with Buck 
Ryan, things did look bad for Jeep Carter. 
Jeep had a motive, and a good chance to 
do it. There was no reason for the stage to 
be two hours late. 

Red carefully weighed everything that 
he could think of; things he had seen at the 
Gray ranch and things that he had heard 
here in town. Slowly he shook his head 
and sighed. He had always liked Jeep 
Carter, but this was one time when he was 
forced to admit that there was very little 
hope left for his friend. 

“Red,” said Little Pardner, tugging at 
Red’s pants leg, “I’m hungry.”  

“Hungry—heck, so am I,” grinned Red 
as he opened his eyes. “I’ve been so busy 
thinkin’ I plumb forgot about eatin’.”  

“I never forget inside,” announced the 
youngster. 

Red got to his feet and walked to the 
doorway. “Better get washed up, ‘cause 
I’ll have it ready in a few minutes.” 

It was dark when Sheriff Haslam, 
Geography Jones and Doc Bishop returned 
to Ocotillo City with the body of Jud Gray. 
Word had spread around town, and a small 
crowd was gathered about the Bishop 
house as they carried the body inside. 
Questions were popping from the lips of 
interested persons, but most of the answers 
were missing. Haslam and Geography 

managed to get away from the people and 
return to their office. 

Haslam emptied a handkerchief that he 
had filled with Jud Gray’s belongings. 
Among them was a small picture of his 
daughter, Nancy Gray, along with her 
address. 

Quickly, Haslam wrote out a wire and 
handed it to Geography. 

“Send this right away,” he ordered. 
As the deputy opened the door, Red 

Harris and Little Pardner shoved their way 
inside the office, and Red closed the door 
behind Geography. The sheriff eyed the 
two boys, then began going through the 
things in the handkerchief. Red and Little 
Pardner stood beside the desk and 
watched. 

“Find out anythin’ new, Sheriff?” 
asked Red. 

Haslam shook his head. “Gray was 
shot with a forty-five at close range,” he 
replied, as he slowly closed and tied the 
corners of the handkerchief. “I’ll keep this 
for his daughter.”  

“Is that all yuh found?” asked Red 
eagerly. 

“Yeah, why?”  
“There’s no money there—an’ we 

found out that Gray sold his spread to Al 
King this mornin’ for ten thousand 
dollars.”  

Haslam sat down heavily. “Ten 
thousand, eh?” he muttered, rubbing his 
chin. “Who told you?”  

“King did,” replied Red. 
“Mebbe he put that much money in the 

bank,” suggested Haslam, “we didn’t find 
any around the place.” 

“Whoever killed him could have taken 
it,” offered Red, “say, mebbe that’s why 
he was killed.” 

 
ASLAM thought it over. “I still think 
Carter had something to do with it. 

I’m going to have another talk with him.” 

R
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He got to his feet and walked out of the 
office, leaving Red and Little Pardner 
alone. They sat down on the edge of the 
cot. 

“Daddy busy?” queried the youngster.  
“Uh-huh,” nodded Red. “He’s got 

troubles.”  
“I got troubles, too, Red.”  
“You got troubles?” queried Red. 

“What are they?”  
“No bugs,” replied Little Pardner. “All 

bugs gone.”  
“I reckon it’s too hot for ‘em,” grinned 

Red. 
The office door opened and Geography 

entered. He glanced about, then sat down 
in a chair facing the boys. 

“Where’s Spike gone to?” he asked. 
“Out to talk with Jeep,” replied Red. 

“Geography what do you think about it? 
Do yuh think Jeep killed Gray an’ took the 
money?” 

“Money—what money, Red?”  
Red told the deputy about the sale of 

the ranch. Geography whistled softly. 
“That throws a different light on the entire 
affair, doesn’t it? ‘Course, Jeep might of 
killed Gray; an’ then discovered the 
money. He’d be a fool to leave it.”  

Red got to his feet and walked to the 
door. “I just can’t figure Jeep as a killer,” 
he said as he drew his right big toe through 
some dust on the floor. His eyes narrowed 
for a moment. “No sir, I don’t think Jeep 
did it.”  

“Everyone’s entitled to their own 
opinion,” retorted the deputy. 

“I got mine,” announced Little 
Pardner. 

“Opinion?” queried Geography. 
“Mine’s bugs,” replied the youngster. 

“I like ‘em—lots of ‘em.”  
“I reckon that’s yore opinion, all 

right,” chuckled Geography. 
 

T WAS some time later when Spike 
Haslam returned to the office. He was in 

a bad frame of mind because he had been 
unable to locate Jeep Carter anywhere in 
Ocotillo City. 

“He hasn’t been to his room at the 
Ryan’s house, either,” added the sheriff. 
“Now, where do yuh suppose that little 
fool has gone?” 

“It looks bad for Jeep,” sighed 
Geography. “He promised to be around 
here for questionin’.” 

“That don’t sound like Jeep,” grunted 
Red. 

“Like the old sayin’, yuh never can tell 
which way a dill pickle is goin’ to squirt,” 
said Geography. “Jeep mebbe thought it 
over an’ decided to pull out with the ten 
thousand.”  

Just then Buck Ryan entered the office. 
He leaned against the wall and squinted 
about the room. 

“No sign of him, eh, Sheriff?” he 
grunted. “I didn’t think he’d pull outa 
here.” 

“With ten thousand probably burnin’ a 
hole in his pocket,” snorted Haslam. 
“Buck, will yuh send a wire out to all the 
surroundin’ counties, tellin’ ‘em to keep 
their eyes open. We’ve got to pick him 
up.” 

“I’ll send it right away,” said Buck as 
he opened the door, “If yuh find him, 
throw him in jail pronto. I heard the people 
in the saloon talkin’ about a lynchin’ 
party. Jud Gray was pretty well liked 
around here.”  

“Mebbe Jeep heard about it, an’ is 
hidin’ out,” suggested Red. 

Buck shrugged his shoulders as he left 
the office. 

“Killed a coyote,” grunted Haslam as 
he banged a huge fist on the desk top. “I 
should have locked him up before we went 
out there.”  

“Who killed a coyote?” queried Red. 

I
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“Jeep said that he did kill a coyote at 
Twin Rocks,” replied the sheriff. “Aw-w-
w, hell, let’s go to bed an’ see what 
tomorrow will bring.” 

 
OMORROW turned out to be another 
hot day, and the appearance of Nancy 

Gray on the noon stage from Copperville 
is what it brought. Buck Ryan was forced 
to handle the reins of the stage due to the 
lack of manpower. He helped Nancy from 
the stage to the high boardwalk. 

“I’ll take yore bags to the hotel,” he 
said. 

“Thank you,” Nancy tried to smile, but 
there was a tightness about the corners of 
her tiny mouth. Her blue eyes were now 
red from crying, and her face was streaked 
with tear stains and dust. She was dressed 
in a gray suit and wearing a large-brimmed 
hat on top of her red curly hair. “Is the 
sheriff’s office near?”  

“Right there, Ma’am,” replied Buck, 
pointing to the building next to the stage 
office. 

Nancy walked down to the office and 
entered. Sheriff Spike Haslam and Red 
Harris were alone in the office. They both 
got to their feet when she came in. 

“Are you the sheriff?” she asked 
Haslam, and when he nodded, she 
introduced herself. Red pulled up a chair, 
and she sat down before the officer’s desk. 

“Miss Gray, may I say that I am sorry 
to have to meet you under such 
circumstances,” said Haslam. “Yore father 
was a good friend of mine.”  

“He spoke of you, too, Mr. Haslam,” 
she said. “I received your wire when I was 
eating supper last night, so I managed to 
get a seat on the midnight train and arrived 
in Copperville at six-thirty this morning.”  

“I’m afraid there isn’t much that I can 
tell you,” sighed the sheriff. “Your father 
sold his ranch yesterday morning.”  

“He wrote me telling me that he 
thought he’d sell,” she said. “He said there 
wasn’t any money in cattle now:”  

“It took him a long time to find it out, 
Ma’am,” said Haslam. “I hope we recover 
that ten thousand dollars. It’ll kinda 
smooth things out for you. I don’t suppose 
he sent you much money.”  

“On the contrary,” replied Nancy, “he 
sent out quite a lot of money. In fact, he 
was ready to retire; so I was not surprised 
to hear that he was expecting to sell out.” 

“Hm-m-m-m,” mused Haslam 
thoughtfully, “I—I didn’t know—that. 
Would you like to see the body?” 

“Yes, I would,” nodded Nancy. “I’ll 
make arrangements to take him back to 
Phoenix and bury him beside Mother.”  

Haslam got to his feet and led Nancy 
outside and down the street to Doc 
Bishop’s house. Meanwhile, Red went 
outside and sat down on a crude wooden 
bench in front of the sheriff’s office in the 
shade. He watched the people as they 
moved up and down the main street. 
Although his eyes followed them his mind 
was busy working on the crime that had 
been committed. He wondered where Jeep 
Carter could have disappeared to. Did Jeep 
kill Jud Gray? If he didn’t, who did? All 
these questions popped into Red’s mind. 
For a while Red had thought Jeep 
innocent, but now he was inclined to 
change his mind. The turn of events had 
caused Red much worry, and he wondered 
where Jud Gray had got all of that money. 

“What’s goin’ on, Red?” asked a 
voice, and Red turned to see Geography 
and a short, heavy-set cowboy standing by 
the doorway to the office. 

“I was just thinkin’,” replied Red with 
a grin. “Howdy, Doug.”  

“Hyah, Red,” greeted Doug Lane in a 
deep voice. “Hear yo’re the one that found 
Jud Gray; too bad.”  

T 
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“What, me findin’ him or his gettin’ 
killed?”  

“His gettin’ killed,” replied Lane. “I 
wish I was the one who fired the shot. I 
hated that old man.”  

“Now, Doug, that ain’t no way to talk 
about the dead,” said Geography. 

“Aw-w-w-w, all right,” snorted Doug. 
“But I did hate him. He tried to gyp me 
outta some money when I helped him out 
there a couple weeks ago. I sure told him 
off, too.” 

“Mebbe he was mistaken,” said Red. 
“Not Jud Gray!” snapped Doug. “He 

spent all his time countin’ his change. 
He’d steal a penny off a dead man’s eye. I 
know that type—an’ I’ll never work for 
anyone like that again. Yes, I’m glad he 
got what was comin’ to him—he probably 
tried to cheat someone else.” 

 
OUG turned and sauntered up the 
street. Geography scratched his head 

and sat down beside Red.  
“Doug’s a queer critter,” he sighed. 

“Always pickin’ trouble with someone, 
but I doubt if he ever goes any further than 
doin’ a heck of a lot of talkin’.” 

“Barkin’ dog type, eh?” suggested 
Red. 

Geography nodded. “Where’s Spike?” 
“He’s down at Doc Bishop’s with 

Nancy Gray,” replied Red. “She came in 
on the stage. Looks like she’s been cryin’, 
too.”  

“Yuh can’t blame her for that,” said 
the deputy as he tugged at his mustache. “I 
wonder where in hell Jeep disappeared 
to?” 

“If I could answer that, we’d have a 
big worry off our hands,” sighed Red. He 
turned and looked closely at the deputy. 
“Geography, if Jeep did kill Jud Gray, how 
do yuh think he got over to Gray’s from 
the main road?”  

The deputy scratched his neck back of 

his right ear. “Well, he might have driven 
the stage over there. It’s a little too far for 
him to walk, especially in this damn heat.” 

“That’s what I’ve been thinkin’,” said 
Red. “That road to the Gray place is awful 
narrow for the stage, an—an—” Red shut 
his lips tight, his eyes narrowing to mere 
slits. 

“What’s that?”  
“Oh, nothin’,” replied Red. “I just got 

a crazy idea, that’s all.”  
A dog came around the corner of the 

office, hurried past Red and Geography, 
and cut across the dusty street. Red 
watched the dog, a twinkle in his eyes. 

“Twin Rocks,” he muttered. 
“Huh, what’s that, Red?” queried 

Geography. 
“Oh, nothin’,” said Red as he got to his 

feet. “I’m goin’ back to the house if the 
sheriff should want me.”  

Geography sighed as he watched Red 
going up the street. He got to his feet and 
entered the office where he flopped down 
on the cot. 

Little Pardner was busy playing on the 
front porch when Red came up the walk. 
He looked up at Red as the boy climbed 
the stairs. 

“Hot again today, Red,” he said. 
“It sure is,” replied Red, “whatcha 

doin’?” 
“Playin’ with Glub and Fitt. They like 

to play with me.”  
“I’ll bet they do,” said Red as he 

stepped to the doorway. “Are yuh 
hungry?”  

“Uh-huh,” said Little Pardner. 
“C’mon in, then, because I’m goin’ to 

get lunch now. I think I’ll take a ride this 
afternoon.”  

“I’m stayin’ here,” said the youngster 
as he followed Red into the house. “It’s 
too hot to ride.”  

“Suit yourself,” replied Red. 
 

D 
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HE hot afternoon sun beat down on 
the Twin Rocks, sending heat waves 

dancing off into space. The two rocks, 
identical in cut, were on either side of the 
road as it wound its way down the side of 
the hill toward Ocotillo City. To the right 
was the high hill; to the left was a deep cut 
of possibly seventy-five or a hundred feet. 
It was a couple of hundred feet across the 
cut to the other side of the hill, which was 
dressed in heavy brush. 

Red Harris dismounted in the shade of 
the left-hand rock and dropped the reins to 
the ground. He sat down with his back 
against the rock, removed his flat-crowned 
sombrero, and wiped his perspiring 
forehead. There was very little air stirring. 
Red yawned, stretched, and wished that he 
could put in a few hours sleep, but he 
knew that he could only remain there a 
short while before he had to return to town 
in order to get home by dark. 

He studied the surrounding 
countryside. Finally he got to his feet and 
walked to the edge of the cut and looked 
down. There wasn’t a thing down there 
that interested him. He returned to the rock 
and leaned against it. 

“I wonder where that coyote is?” he 
muttered aloud. He studied all the angles 
that Jeep Carter could have used in 
shooting a coyote from atop the stage. 
“Mebbe it was across the cut.” He turned 
his attentions in that direction just in time 
to see a lone rider. Red backed against the 
rock and watched. The brush was too 
heavy to afford him a very clear view of 
the man, so Red was unable to see who it 
was. The stranger halted near the edge of 
the cut, dismounted. Red watched, but the 
brush hid the man from view. Red 
wondered who it was, and what he was 
doing over there. 

Presently the man appeared again. He 
seemed busy at his horse for several 
minutes, then he mounted and rode on. 

Red prayed that the man would ride into 
view, but his prayers went unanswered as 
the unknown rode out of sight. 

Red grabbed his reins and climbed into 
the saddle. He turned Diamond about and 
raced down the road possibly a mile to 
where there was a trail cutting across the 
cut and up the other side of the hill. Red 
swung Diamond up through the brush to 
the ridge, then sharply to his left. The boy 
raised himself in the saddle and peered 
about, but he was unable to locate the lone 
rider. 

They swung in and out of the brush 
until they came opposite the Twin Rocks, 
here Red halted and slipped from the 
saddle. He found boot marks in the dirt 
and a large dark spot on the ground. He 
looked at it for several minutes, then with 
a smile of satisfaction on his face, he 
mounted and rode on in the direction that 
the lone rider had taken. 

Thoughts were popping into Red’s 
mind. Things were becoming more clear in 
one way, and more confused in another. 
He rubbed his nose thoughtfully and 
wondered where the lone rider had 
disappeared to. Who was that man? 

Red was sure that if he found him, he 
would have the solution to all the trouble. 
It sounded easy—just find that rider—but 
who was he? 

 
ED leaned forward and watched the 
ground ahead of him. It was dusty, 

and hoofmarks showed up plainly. He 
found a set leading across the trail that he 
was following. He stopped and studied 
them. Red wasn’t an expert on tracks, but 
he was sure that they had been made by 
the lone rider. Taking a chance, he swung 
Diamond to his right and started following 
the tracks as they wound in and out of the 
brush. 

Presently they swung to the right and 
down into a wash. Here it was hard for 

T 
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Red to follow him because cattle had been 
driven up and down the wash. He rode 
along, his eyes searching the surrounding 
country for any sign of life. 

The sun had gone down over the 
western hills, sending weird purple 
shadows across the brush. Red realized 
that in a short while it would be dark, so 
he decided that it would be best to forget 
the lone rider and head back for town. He 
knew that he was some distance away 
from the road, but he thought that if he 
followed the wash, he would come out 
near the Gray ranch. 

Before he reached the Gray spread, it 
was fairly dark. As he swung to his right 
along the low hill, something attracted his 
attention. Red drew up on the reins and 
waited. Again he saw it. It seemed to be a 
flickering light! Red scratched his neck. 
No one lived over there—he was sure. The 
only place about was the Gray ranchhouse, 
and that was off to his left. 

Again he saw the light—this time for 
possibly a minute before it disappeared. 
Red slipped from his saddle. The light was 
only a short distance ahead of him. He tied 
Diamond to a mesquite clump, then moved 
forward on foot, trying not to make any 
noise. 

Twice he nearly fell over small clumps 
of brush, and one time he stubbed his toe 
which almost caused him to yell. He 
caught himself just in time, as the brush 
was heavy along the foot of the hill and 
the light failed to appear. Red halted, 
wondering just where he was. He waited 
some time, but no light. Had he been 
seeing things? Red was about to turn back 
when he saw the flickering light again, 
only a few feet off to his left. He held his 
breath, because this time he was about to 
see the shadow of a man through the 
heavy brush. As the light moved away, a 
thought dawned on Red. The light was 
coming from sort of a cave! 

He moved forward, holding his breath 
for fear he might betray his presence. He 
found heavy brush about the entrance of 
the cavern, and the only way in, was 
through a small opening back against the 
hill. Red wondered who all were inside the 
cave. He couldn’t hear voices. 

Cautiously he moved forward along 
the opening to the mouth of the cave, 
where he paused. The ground was heavy 
with rubble, he craned his neck and peered 
around the corner of the entrance, but 
there was no light. Far back, he could see a 
dim radiance. As his eyes became 
accustomed to it, he realized that there was 
a turn in the cave, and that whoever had 
the light, was around that bend. He eased 
himself into the cave and stopped. It 
wasn’t exactly a cave either—more like a 
small stope in a mine. 

Thoughts flashed through Red’s mind. 
He wondered if he was foolish to enter this 
cave alone—and who was at the other end. 
Red was sure that if he found out who was 
there, he would know who killed Jud 
Gray. Was it Jeep Carter? Slowly Red 
edged his way forward toward the bend in 
the opening. He couldn’t hear a sound, and 
this puzzled him a great deal. 

He stopped at the bend and listened. 
He could hear someone moving about, but 
that was all. Suddenly the light became 
brighter, and Red realized that whoever it 
was, was approaching the bend in the 
cave. He shrank back against the wall of 
the cave, his eyes searching for a hiding 
place, but there was none. There was a 
queer feeling in the pit of Red’s stomach 
as the light became brighter. He clenched 
his fists until the nails dug into the flesh. 

Whoever was coming toward him, was 
unaware of Red’s presence, so Red 
decided that a surprise move was his best 
bet. He braced himself against the wall of 
the cave, one leg drawn up and his foot 
braced against the rock, ready to spring as 
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the man rounded the corner. The light was 
bright now, and Red was ready. He sucked 
in a deep breath and waited. 

Around the corner came a man, and 
before he knew what was taking place, 
Red leaped at him, both arms encircling 
him. The force of Red’s lunge threw them 
backward against the opposite wall, and 
the lantern went clattering on the floor, 
pitching the cave into darkness. 

Red could feel the heavy breathing of 
his adversary as he held onto him, but the 
man, once he gained his senses, was 
cursing and clawing. Red fought back with 
all he had, realizing what he was up 
against. They rolled over and over on the 
floor, first Red, then the other on top. The 
man’s heavy blows were telling on the 
boy, as he lost all his punch. 

Then he went on the defensive, trying 
to tie the man’s arms up, but the man 
staggered to his feet and threw Red to one 
side. Red’s back struck the wall, nearly 
knocking the breath from him. He sucked 
in air. 

Whack! The man’s foot found its mark 
against Red’s ribs. Red nearly doubled 
over, a weak groan escaping his bloody 
lips. Again the man kicked, but Red heard 
the movement, and grabbed the foot, and 
with what strength he had left, he jerked it, 
upsetting the other, who crashed to the 
floor with a thud. 

“Damn yuh!” snarled the man as his 
hands clawed out at Red. One hand got too 
close to Red’s mouth, and Red clamped 
his teeth deep into the flesh. 

“Ouch!” roared the man as he slapped 
out with his other hand, knocking Red’s 
head backward against the wall, arid 
causing him to release the hand. Another 
hard blow struck Red high on the chest, 
driving the wind from him. A third blow 
caught the boy flush in the face, driving 
his head backward against the hard wall, 
and knocking all the fight out of him. He 

toppled over to his right and fell face 
down on the floor of the cave. The man 
reached out, felt Red, then laughed wildly. 
The boy could hear the laugh, but it 
seemed miles away from him, as stars and 
rockets seemed to flare up before his very 
eyes. Red’s mind was reeling. 

The man struck a match on the cave 
floor, cupped it in his hands, and looked 
down at Red. He drew back his right foot 
and let fly a hard, well-placed kick into the 
boy’s ribs. Red groaned, but didn’t move. 

“Red-headed devil!” snarled the man. 
‘‘I’ll teach yuh to stick yore nose into 
other people’s business!”  

The match burnt low, burning the 
man’s hands, and causing him to drop the 
flare. He cussed again and gave Red 
another kick in the ribs. Then he turned 
and stumbled out of the cave, leaving Red 
alone. 

The first thing that seemed to register 
on Red’s sense was a-ringing in his ears. 
At first it seemed miles away, then it drew 
closer. Pains shot through his body as he 
tried to move. His right side felt as though 
it was caved in. It was hard for him to get 
a good breath, no matter how hard he 
tried. Red wondered for several minutes 
where he was, then his mind began to 
function, and he recalled the fight. 

He opened his eyes, but everything 
was dark. Where was his opponent? Red 
listened, but the ringing sound remained in 
his ears. He tried to shake his head, but it 
almost weighed a ton. Every muscle in his 
body cried from pain, Red had never felt 
this way before. 

Carefully, he managed to roll over, 
then with easy, slow motion, and lots of 
time, he was able to get to a sitting 
position. With his back against the wall, he 
relaxed. His head seemed to spin, and he 
tried his best to clear it. He glanced about, 
the cave seemed to be empty—no light 
anywhere. Who was the man he had 
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fought with? Red wished he had had a 
chance to see the stranger’s face. Slowly 
he pumped air into his aching lungs. 

After some time, Red staggered to his 
feet, bracing himself against the wall with 
one hand. His right side hurt, and he 
explored it with his fingers. From what he 
felt, Red was sure he had some broken 
ribs. He looked toward the opening. How 
was he going to get to Ocotillo City? Red 
felt in his pocket and found a match. He 
struck it on the wall of the cave and 
glanced around in the flickering light. He 
saw a candle stub resting in a niche in the 
wall, so he lighted it and dropped the 
match to the floor. 

With the candle in his right hand, he 
slowly made his way around the bend in 
the cave, determined to see what the man 
had been doing back there. As he stumbled 
along, he saw the end of the opening. 
There were several barrels, and a box of 
tools. As his eyes swept about, they rested 
on a gunnysack that was stretched out 
beside the toolbox. He staggered over and 
dropped to his knees beside it. 

With trembling fingers, he opened the 
top of the sack and drew it back. Inside 
was Jeep Carter, tied, hand and foot. There 
was a deep cut on the side of his head, and 
he was unconscious. Red pulled back the 
sack the best he could, then securing a 
pocket knife, he worked at the ropes. It 
was hard work for him to cut them 
because he had so little strength left. It 
seemed hours before he finished. He 
looked at Jeep. There was nothing he 
could do for him here, and Red was in no 
condition to try to get him to town. 

Red staggered to his feet and leaned 
against one of the barrels, then happened 
to look down into it. Red swallowed hard, 
inside the barrel was the dead body of a 
coyote, its glaring eyes looking right at 
Red. 

Red shoved away from the barrel and 

staggered down the tunnel around the 
bend, and out to the entrance, where he 
stopped and rested. The cool night air 
seemed to give him added strength. After a 
good rest, Red slipped out through the 
brush, using the candle to light his way. 
He found Diamond tied to the mesquite, 
he blew out the candle and dropped it to 
the ground as he gathered all his strength 
to climb into the saddle. 

He grasped the saddle-horn, and with 
pain tearing through his body, he managed 
to pull himself into the saddle. He slumped 
forward over the saddle-horn and grasped 
Diamond’s mane. 

“Home, Diamond,” he muttered as he 
kicked weakly at the horse’s ribs. 

 
HERIFF SPIKE HASLAM, 
Geography Jones, and Little Pardner 

sat in the sheriff’s office, looking glum, 
saying nothing. There was a worried look 
on the sheriff’s face. 

“That darn kid,” he snorted. “I wish 
he’d told us where he was goin’.”  

“Red said he goin’ for a ride,” said 
Little Pardner. 

“Yeah, but where?” growled Haslam 
as he banged his huge fist on the desk-top. 
“It’s ten o’clock, an’ he should be in 
bed—an’ you should be in bed, too, Little 
Pardner!” 

“I’m not sleepy, Daddy.”  
“Mebbe not, but yo’re goin’ to bed,” 

said Haslam as he got to his feet. “I’ll take 
yuh over to Mrs. Ryan’s, she’ll put yuh to 
bed for the night.” 

“Mrs. Ryan’s got cookies, too,” said 
the youngster happily. 

“Mrs. Ryan’s it is,” smiled Geography. 
“Want me to take him over there, Spike?” 

“Yeah,” nodded the sheriff, “I’m goin’ 
to do a little scoutin’ around here.”  

Geography got to his feet and picked 
Little Pardner up in his long arms. The 
youngster threw a kiss to Haslam as he 

S
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disappeared out the doorway with the 
deputy. Haslam got to his feet and walked 
outside, stopping on the high boardwalk. It 
wasn’t like Red Harris to be out this late, 
and it worried the sheriff. 

Being Saturday night, there were many 
people in town. The three saloons were all 
busy, but the Fill ‘Em Up was the main 
attraction since they added music and a 
little dancing. Noise, song, and music split 
the evening air as Haslam sauntered down 
the high boardwalk. 

A rider swung into the hitch rack by 
the Fill ‘Em Up. It was Doug Lane. He 
called to the sheriff, then entered the 
building. Haslam stopped and looked at 
the horses, then moved on. As he came to 
the north end of town, he was joined by 
Geography. 

“Little Pardner’s in his glory,” he 
reported. “Ma Ryan had a box full of 
cookies, and he went up to bed with both 
hands full.”  

“I wish Red was here,” sighed Haslam. 
“Geography, he didn’t mention any place 
where he was goin’, did he?”  

“No, sir, but I wish he had,” replied the 
deputy. “When he left me, I thought he 
had somethin’ on his mind.”  

“He usually does,” grunted Haslam. 
“Between Red an’ findin’ Jeep Carter—
I’ve got plenty on my mind, too. I could 
kick myself for not arrestin’ Jeep 
yesterday before we went out to Gray’s 
place. Look what it would have saved us!”  

“We can see it now, but we couldn’t 
then,” said Geography. “It will all work 
out for the best, Spike. We’ll find Jeep in 
time.”  

“Mebbe,” grunted Haslam as they 
stopped in front of the Fill ‘Em Up Saloon. 

“Red’ll be driftin’ in pretty soon,” 
assured Geography. “C’mon, let’s see 
what’s goin’ on inside. No use paradin’ up 
and down the street like a couple old hens 
lookin’ for a lost chick.” 

“Yeah, mebbe yo’re right,” replied 
Haslam as they crossed the porch and 
entered the saloon. The place was fairly 
filled. At the rear was a stage, and upon it 
were six girls doing a song and dance. 
Men were lined up at the bar, and across 
the room there were several poker games 
in progress.  

 
ASLAM slid into a chair near the 
door and watched while Geography 

moved forward to the games of chance, 
watching the men win and lose. Doug 
Lane shoved away from the bar and came 
over to Haslam.  

“How’s about a little drink, Sheriff?” 
he asked.  

“Thanks, but I never touch it,” smiled 
Haslam. “Doug, you haven’t seen Red in 
your travels this evenin’, have yuh?”  

“Red? No, I don’t think I have.” Doug 
shook his head. “What’s wrong, is he 
lost?” 

“Oh, no, 1 was just wonderin’ where 
he was, that’s all,” lied the sheriff.  

Doug nodded as he turned and went 
back to the bar where he joined Al King, 
who was leaning against the bar. Haslam 
watched the men.  

The swinging doors flew open and a 
man came inside. He glanced about, then 
he saw the sheriff. 

“Sheriff,” panted the excited man as he 
approached the officer, “I—I just found 
Red Harris.”  

“Where—what’s wrong?” asked 
Haslam as he got to his feet.  

Everyone in the room had heard the 
man’s words, and they all turned their 
attention toward the sheriff.  

“Out—out on the road. He—he’s all 
bloody,” replied the man. 

Just then the swinging doors opened 
and into the room staggered Red, his face 
caked with blood and dirt. He weaved 
back and forth on his feet as he stared 

H
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about. Haslam stepped forward, and 
caught Red just as his knees buckled. He 
eased him to the floor while men began to 
crowd about. Geography stepped in and 
moved them back. 

“Red, what happened?” asked Haslam 
as he knelt beside the boy. 

“I--I found Jeep—cave,” his voice was 
so weak that Haslam had to almost place 
his ear against Red’s mouth to hear. “Dead 
coyote there—fight—I—I—” his lips 
stopped moving. 

Haslam glanced at Red, but the boy 
was unconscious. He lowered Red’s head 
and someone placed a rolled coat under it. 
Haslam raised his head and glanced at the 
men standing about. His eyes rested on Al 
King and Doug Lane. 

“Like hell yuh do!” snarled Al King as 
he stepped back, his right hand darting for 
his six-shooter. “Yuh won’t take me!”  

Haslam, slightly bewildered, started 
for his gun, too. Just as King reached his 
six-shooter, Doug Lane crashed into him, 
driving him back against the bar. King 
managed to twist away from Lane, and he 
raised his gun, but Haslam fired first. The 
sheriff’s bullet thudded into King’s 
shoulder. He dropped his gun and grabbed 
at his shoulder as Geography grabbed him 
and threw him to the floor, and before he 
realized it, the deputy had placed 
handcuffs on King’s wrists. 

Haslam, with smoking gun in his right 
hand, studied the situation, still unable to 
figure it out. Why had King acted that 
way? The sheriff glanced down at Red, 
who was struggling to sit up. He turned 
back to King. 

“Damn red-headed devil!” snarled 
King. “I—I thought I finished him off!” 

“Oh, so that’s it,” said Haslam. 
King raised his eyes slightly. “He—he 

told yuh it was me—didn’t he?”  
Haslam smiled as he shook his head. 

“No, he didn’t, but thanks just the same, 

King.” 
“Was—was it King?” queried Red as 

he raised himself to one elbow and stared 
about. He squinted at King’s hands. 
“There—his left hand—see where I bit 
him?”  

“What’s this all about?” demanded 
Haslam. 

“King killed Gray,” explained Red 
painfully. “I—I knew it couldn’t be Jeep. I 
saw tracks in the dust at Gray’s.” Red 
paused and took another deep breath. He 
winced with pain. “Jeep rode a stage, but 
whoever killed Gray rode a horse.”  

“You’re too damn smart!” snarled 
King. “All right, I killed Gray—I got my 
ten thousand back, too.”  

“Why didja want the Gray ranch?” 
asked Geography. 

King drew his lips tight and a look of 
defiance crept into his eyes. The deputy 
repeated the question, but King refused to 
answer. 

“I think I know,” said Red. “I—I think 
there’s gold in the cave where I found 
Jeep.” 

“Gold!” gasped somebody, “Gold on 
Jud Gray’s spread?”  

“There was,” corrected a woman’s 
voice, and they turned to see Nancy Gray, 
with Doc Bishop. Suddenly her eyes 
snapped wide, as she saw Al King. 

“Albert Wells!” she exclaimed. 
“Where on earth did you come from?” 

 
HE man they knew as Al King shifted 
his eyes, and did not reply. 

“Do you know this hombre, Ma’am?” 
asked Haslam quietly. 

“Why, yes—very well. He—he 
worked in a bank, and well, he handled 
our account. He knew about the gold. You 
mean that he—” 

“He killed yore father, Ma’am,” said 
Haslam. “He wanted that gold.”  

“But the gold is all gone,” she 
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explained huskily. “It was only a pocket, 
and Dad said it was worked out. That is 
why he was willing to sell.” 

“Fool’s gold,” whispered King. “I—
I—was—the—fool.” 

“He’s fainted,” said somebody. “How 
you comin’, Red?”  

“I’m pretty good,” whispered Red 
painfully. “I’m a fool, too. I’ve got what 
Doc calls astigmatism.”  

“Did he hurt yore eyes, Red?” asked 
the sheriff anxiously. 

“No—it ain’t that, Sheriff,” grinned 
Red weakly. “I’m always pickin’ onto 
somebody that’s to big for me to handle. 
But I’m sure glad I ain’t awful big. If I 
was, there’d be so much more of me to 
ache.”  

“You are just the right size,” 
whispered Nancy. 

“That,” grinned Red, “makes me quit 
complainin’.” 

 


