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Chapter One
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March 16, 1916

Tandy had finished preparations for the ride. Amos lay in the shadows, watching. Carrying a shotgun. As Amos moves from the darkness, Tandy whirled, going for his gun — then relaxing as he recognizes the other man. Both were returning to the cozy campfire. Roy, wrapped snugly in a blanket, lying with his head against the saddle from the Appaloosa. Amos prepared his bedroll. Trying to keep warm while each man nestled closer to the fire. Behind them, in the far outreaches, where massive peaks that swept a 100-mile radius. 

“Everything all arranged for tomorrow?” asked Roy in a gruff resonant voice.

“Yeah, I guess so,” answered Tandy in his Tennessean accent.

By that tone, he wasn’t sure. Tandy began to get jittery. Roy turned his head.

“You guess so? You better know,” said Roy.

“I know that. Don’t ch know by now, I’m aware of that.” snapped Tandy.

Amos stopped what he was doing, and turned his attention toward Roy and Tandy.

“Well, I’m...” Tandy stopped talking.

“Out with it. Just what? We’ve taken banks before. Look, I’ve already told you. This is the last job.” said Roy.

“The fact of the matter is, I’m not sure about tomorrow. You are aware that the President of these here United States is coming?” replied Tandy.

Roy and Amos both took turns staring. Amos slid down further into his blanket, dipping his campaign hat over his face, hoping to get some rest. However, Roy, on the other hand, continued to stare. 

“The plan is, while everyone is ogling the President and listening to him make speeches. We’re just going to ride right over to the bank and help ourselves with some money. Plain and simple. Did you get that? Mr. Tandy Jones? You hearing this too, Amos?” retorted Roy.

“Yeah, well. You mentioned that before, and the job before that. And the job before that. All we got was dust in our lungs and empty pockets. Not to mention the fact, we nearly got shot. I still ache from the last bank we pulled.” said Tandy.

“It won’t be nothing like San Jorcación. This time it’s gonna be different,” said Roy. 

“Y’all are crazy! And I’m an even bigger fool for letting y’all talk me into this. How do you know the President will be out this way?” Amos spoke. 

“Hell, Amos, it’s all over Texas. But if you want proof, then I’ll oblige ya,” said Roy.

Roy pulled back his blanket and began opening up his saddlebags. Shifting through it until he found what he was looking for. He tossed the newspaper over to Amos. 

“There read that,” replied Roy. 

Amos caught it in midair, even though it was published a week ago. But there it was. As big as light. 

“President Woodrow Wilson visiting Stoneridge. Arriving on the 12:15 on Monday, March 17....” the article began. Amos reads on.

“That’s tomorrow,” said Tandy.

“He knows it’s tomorrow, Tandy. Now, hush and let the man read,” replied Roy.

The president will deliver remarks on the executive actions he is taking to put an end to Pancho Villa’s revolutionaries. It went on to point out that the president hopes that citizens of Stoneridge will look back at how government officials handle revolutions five or ten years from now. Amos looked up from the paper.

“Okay,” said Amos looking directly at Roy.

“Don’t you see? It can’t be simpler while everyone is out parading around. We’re all going to ride in. I tell you. It’s fool-proof.” said Roy.

“Yeah. Fool-proof my ass.” replied Amos.

Amos tossed the paper back over to Roy. 

“Better get some sleep we gotta lot of work to do,” said Roy.

Each man began to settle for the night. Roy turned over on his side, hoping and praying that his plan was indeed simple. Before Amos turned in, shaking his head. He glanced once more at the surrounding view. Steaming with towering hills, and deep arroyos. He took in a deep breath and let it quickly. Then drifted to sleep. 

****
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President Woodrow Wilson was getting his affairs together when he got an invitation to travel to Stoneridge, Brewster County, Texas, for a celebration. Eleanor, Wilson’s youngest daughter, wanted to go because she always wanted to see the Wild West. She begged and pleaded till finally agreeing President Wilson allow his daughter to travel alongside him. His daughter and his secret service of about 20 men surround them at all times until the celebration finished, and the President was back in Washington. Little did the President or Roy Martin knew that they weren’t the only ones waiting for the opportune time to raid. Across the border into Mexico lived revolutionary tyrant Juan Romero and his men. Roughly about fifty. What men that weren’t killed in the revolution scouted into the hills and turned outlaw. They robbed the poor farmers and murdered the weak. 

****
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The day started as your typical average Monday, and not much was going on. horseless carriages seem to be scattered across the county. The population of this provincial rural town was only 2,682, and that’s not counting the stray dogs and cats. Like all southwestern towns of Texas, Stoneridge had the latest of everything. Trying to keep up the times, the town officials had begun talking about updating their new Federal Bank security system. There was supposed to be someone coming from Washington to install it. According to them, it is supposed to be nearly executable; after all, this was nineteen hundred and sixteen. The days of the Wild West were gone. 

****

[image: ]


The local sheriff’s office was identically in perfectly centered across from the bank. If anyone were dumb enough to try anything, they’d have to past 77-year old sheriff George Brady. He was billed as an extra-large heavy-set man. If George had any hair left, it was very little, and it was gray and white. There had been a snowfall during the winter months, and the fact is it just began to melt. Not everywhere was dissolved, but some. The air was still cold, must have been in the low 20s; nonetheless, it was still real cold. It was a cold but partly cloudy morning, around 8:30 in the morning. 

The businessmen were already up and doing their morning routines to attract customers. A few people were stirring. That was, of course, going to change real soon. Three Army men came riding into town, like most riders, they were bundled up. As heavy breaths snorted from their horses began filling the air. The men didn’t seem to be in a hurry. It was as if they had returned from war. 

By the looks of the three men, two were white, and the third was black. Nothing out of the ordinary least that’s how it was supposed to be. Appeared the leader of the three men, wore his stripes up and down his left arm, which indicates that he was the first sergeant while the others seemed to be corporals. What seemed like a routine, turned out rather odd, instead of riding for the saloon. Roy, Amos, and Tandy headed straight for the newly built bank. And underneath, someone has printed:

FIRST FEDERAL BANK

Once they reached the bank each man stepped down from their mount. Their cavalry slouch hats drew tight. Without speaking they, begin to brush off their clothing and get their uniforms in order. When they walked, they walked tall, erect like three well-bred stallions.  Amos was heavy-set but stocky. He had some gray streaks running through his hair. 

Roy and Tandy were built solid, had a good foundation as if they had kept in shape. Tandy removed his cavalry slouch hat, revealing that he had dark brown hair, to let the cold air flow through his sweat-soaked hair. Roy appeared to have chestnut brown hair, as it peeked under his hat. On their hips, they wore the traditional military gun belts, which enclosed their M1911 pistols. They were in excellent condition.  Hanging from their saddle scabbards were Winchester Model 1892 Carbine - .44-40 rifles. They appeared to act like real soldiers, even though they weren’t. Neither man spoke to anyone who passed them on the sidewalk. They walked immediately up to the door of the bank and his raised toward the knob of the door. It was locked. He tried several more times. Still, it would not budge. His first instinct was to smash the window and then unlock it from within. But that would cause a disturbance. And he promised no rough stuff. 

“What’s wrong?” asked Amos.

“The bank ain’t open,” said Roy.

“Maybe they don’t open on Mondays,” replied Tandy.

“Not open? The hell they ain’t,” said Roy.

“Come on. Let’s get out of here. People are starting to stare.” said Amos.

“I’m not leaving here without that money,” said Roy.

He pulled and pulled on the doorknob with all that stretching, yanking and jerking on the knob. The knob came off into his hand.

“Well, that tears it,” said Roy.

Roy jerked his pistol out of his holster when suddenly someone walking by started him.

“What do you want?” asked Roy.

“Bank’s closed. Bank doesn’t open till 9,” said a townsman watching Roy trying to get in.

“You want me to get the president of the bank to let you in?” asked the old man.

“No, I don’t want the president...” Roy thought about it. “Yeah, you better get the president.” said Roy.

Roy then passed the knob over to Tandy, who then passed it over to Amos, who passed it to the old man. Moments later, walking out of the barbershop across the street, was bank president Oscar Evans, a well to do dude from back east. Oscar was very stuck-up; high-society. But he was punctually and did things by the book. Which in all the years of the banking industry, he had never been robbed a day in his life. That was about to change. Oscar never got in a hurry for anything. 

“What is all this about. I’m a very busy man.” said Oscar walking toward Roy. 

“We were sent down by Washington, to test out this here bank. To make sure this here bank is safe once President Wilson gets here. Can’t have any outlaws looking to rob the bank while the President’s in town,” said Roy lying. 

Oscar’s mouth dropped, and he immediately began to unlock it. 

“By all means, come in,” said Oscar smiling.

Once inside, Oscar turned to meet with Roy and his friends. Tandy and Amos removed their pistols from their military holsters and cocked their hammers back. They are pointing their weapons at Oscar. 

“Change of plans. We’d like it very much if we could talk about withdrawal,” said Roy pointing his pistol.

Mr. Evans slowly raised his hands. 

“Right face. March!” ordered Roy.

The three men marched him over toward the vault and began to dictate to him that if he didn’t open it. They were going to shoot him.

“Now, open it,” demanded Roy holding his pistol.

Mr. Evans was frightened out of his wits. He had no idea what to do.

“Can’t,” said Oscar petrified.

“Mister, you better open that safe. And I mean now,” said Amos.

“Can’t,” repeated Oscar.

“Can’t or won’t!” replied Tandy.

“You can’t? Why?” asked Roy.

“It’s on a time lock, opens at nine and not a minute before,” said Oscar nervy.

Amos cocked the hammer back on his pistol and was about to pull the trigger when Tandy stopped him.

“Roy, maybe we ought to forgo the money and get the hell outta here,” said Tandy.

“No, I want that $50,000, and I set out to get it. We’ll all be rich’, That is if Mr. Moneybags here, ain’t lying to us. Amos, check the window. Tandy try the vault.” said Roy as he withdrew his.45LC Colt Model 1902 Philippine Revolver, and aimed it directly at Oscar’s head.

“What $50,000?” asked Oscar.

“Oh, it’s gonna be like this. The $50,000 that’s supposed to be inside this here bank,” replied Roy. 

“There ain’t no $50,000. I mean, there isn’t any $50,000.” said Oscar.

“Mister, we are not here playing games. I’m gonna grant you until the count of three, and then I’m gonna light this here fuse and well, Mr. Moneybags, there won’t be enough of you left, that even your mama won’t recognize,” said Roy in his gruff resonant Texan drawl.

“Listen, I don’t know who you are, but I’m informing you of the truth. There is no money. So, I’ll be in trouble if I assist you in robbing my bank. I’m a law-abiding citizen, and I do know the law, and you can’t waltz in and help yourself with...” replied Oscar.

“There ain’t no money? What do you mean, there ain’t no money? Why? Why ain’t there no money? Who’s got it? Where did it go to? Nobody’s gonna withdraw that kind of money.” said Roy.

“We would,” said Tandy.

“You hard of hearing? I said there’s not ...” says Oscar.

“Alright then, say goodbye, Mr. Moneybags,” said Roy as he was on the verge of firing his pistol.

“Alright. Alright. The money’s not here,”

“So you keep saying,”

“Darley came and took out a loan, a $50,000 loan to build a whorehouse,” said Oscar.

“You trying to tell me that a man came and took out a loan to build a whorehouse worth $50,000?” asked Roy.

Tandy slammed the vault door while Amos kept a watchful eye on the traffic outside, in case someone ran for the sheriff, in which they could see them. Mr. Evans was frightened out of his wits; he started to sweat more and more. He has a nervous condition as well when he gets nervous and starts to sweat; he begins to pass gas. Oscar has a lifelong problem with flatulence; it just happens whenever he gets nervous. EEEERRRIIIIPPPPP!

He was hoping that nobody paid any attention to him. Amos took the initiative to discover the stink in the air and began sniffing the air.

“Aah naw, naw, naw, you ever do that again, Mister, I’m gonna shoot ‘ya,” said Amos as he began to fan the air with his free hand. 

“I can’t help it. I get nervous,” said Oscar.

“Why not?” asked Amos. 

“Well, I’ve spoken to a doctor about it, but he says it...” said Oscar as he tried to explain his nervous condition to the Amos.

“I’m not leaving here till I get something, and if you don’t stop the jawin’ and start givin’, they’re gonna find a dead president when the bank opens up,” replied Roy as he was getting earnest about the matter. 

“Come on, we ain’t got all day,” hollered Tandy looking out the window, kept his eyes glued on the streets. 

BRRRRRAAACK went the banker again. 

“Of all the bankers I have held-up, I would pick the one who let out an ass whistle. Mister, are you dead inside?” said Roy as he starts to fan the air.

“Aah forget it,” said Amos as he reached around his back and pulled forth a stick of dynamite with a pretty good length of fuse appended to it. 

“Last time, Moneybags? And I do not want to hear you ass whistle again or talk about your doctor or any of that crap,” said Roy impatiently.

Oscar still refuses.

“Alright then...” said Roy.

He moved forward to light the fuse and placed it in-between the handle of the vault safe. Everyone in the bank ran for cover. The fuse struck and ran up the wall with supersonic speed, and when it reached its destination. It fizzled and sputtered out. The way things were going for the bank robbers, you can tell they were not good at what they were planning just as they rose up from where they were hiding behind. KABLAMMMMM! The loud explosion shook the bank, smoke rose from the damaged vault door, causing reduced visibility.

“What in damnation?!?!” said George after hearing the explosion and thought a few seconds on what it could have been. 

He then raced to get outside and see what was going on. The hole in the vault door caused enough damage to the outer hull that it fell off the hinges. The bank robbers all slowly turned to each other and then turned slowly back toward the destroyed vault. They ran over to the vault and started filling up their sacks, grabbing and stuffing money like a wild dog going after scrapes. Racing to the front of the bank, the bank robbers thought about it and figured that it would be wise to find a way out the back, on account of the explosion, and it surely would bring the law to them.

“Alright, this is what we are going to do. Tandy, you skin out, Amos, and I’ll cover ya,” shouted Roy.

Tandy checked the streets for the law, and he managed to saddle up, just before a deputy fired his rifle directly at the outlaw.

“I told you to wait! Now we gotta get ‘em before they get to their horses!” shouted George.

Tandy rode off as fast as he could; he never had a scratch on him.

“Amos, you’re next. I’m right behind ya,” said Roy as he followed in suit. 

They both managed to slip out the back door and saddled up on their horses that Tandy brought to them. 

“Let ‘s get outta here! Hiya, hiya. Git git! Ride boys ride!” shouted Roy as he gave the order to leave.

George and his deputies were flinging lead after them. By a miracle, they missed them entirely. 

“Get them! Get after them! Nobody robs a bank in my town. Nobody,” yelled George.

The shooting had ceased.

“Alright. I want ten volunteers. Ten good horses, 10 good guns. No clerks, no storekeepers. Buddy, you stay. Want nothing else to screw up this day. Of all the days for the President of the United States to come and the first thing you know. The bank gets robbed. Alright. Harlan, Clyde, Gus go track them as far as the border. Wait for me there. I’ll be along.” commanded George.

“Yes, sir,” said Harlan. 

Oscar comes running, and passes gas again and again. 

“Oh, lord here comes Oscar. What do you want? Can’t you see I’m busy?” said George.

“They didn’t get much, I came to tell ya. Sheriff, they stole a measly $400. Darley has the rest. The new whorehouse should be up in a week.” said Oscar.

“I don’t really care if Darley was building two whorehouses and you were the first whore baron. Nobody robs a bank in my town and gets away with it. Nobody! And... have yourself checked, Oscar.” said George waving his hand trying to fan the stench away.

****
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Deputies Harlan, Clyde, and Gus were trailing after them staying back far back so that they wouldn’t spot them. They weren’t gonna take any unnecessary chances with these ruffians. On the other hand, neither was Roy. He told Tandy to hang back. And if they kept following, Tandy knew what he must do. George and his assembled posse took after Roy and his two partners. While Oscar stood there wiping the sweat off his forehead. 
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