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By 1926, Charlie was out of prison and had a general store near Wooster, Ohio. His store was fairly typical for the time; wood frame and the whole deal. The passage to the living quarters lay beyond the rearward exit, hidden from the store by curtains. The store section was the size of two or three rooms, which provided space for different aisles of food that gave way to cleaning supplies. In the next aisle, clothes gave way to small farm implements and then animal feed.

From behind the counter, Charlie dealt with a tall, skinny woman who was trying to get a refund on the boots her husband had purchased a few days earlier. She said they were of inferior quality, but ... 

"Just look at these!" the woman said. "The water soaks through these boots like they were silk. And to think we paid nearly nine dollars for these." The woman stood defiantly, expecting Charlie's reaction.

He took a muddy boot from the woman and turned it upside down, producing a stream of dirty pebbles.

"Let's see that other boot," he said.

With barely a twist of the leather, drops of water began hitting the counter.

Charlie asked, "What was your husband wearing these for?"

"All he did was work around the farm," the woman answered, almost biting off each syllable.

Trying to hide his doubt, Charlie pushed the boots toward the woman. "You ought to have your husband bring these in."

"He's a busy man," the woman said. "He hasn't got time for this sort of thing."

"Where is he now?"

"Down at the pool room."

"He must not be too busy."

"It's Saturday. He worked hard all week."

Charlie couldn't resist asking, "In the mud?"

The woman let out an overly dramatic sigh and gathered up the boots. "You haven't heard the end of this," she warned. "I'm going to tell everyone in town about you."

Charlie watched the woman storm out of the store and was thankful that it was the end of the week.

––––––––
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THAT EVENING, CHARLIE was at the house of his best friend, Jobie Marsh. Charlie had nearly twenty years on Jobie, but he liked the way Jobie hung on every word as Charlie related tales of the Old West or how Jobie was always coming up with one crazy idea or another, so there was always something to laugh at if the radio was acting up.

Jobie had a place about a mile down the road from Charlie's. Jobie's house was small—just four rooms for him, his wife, and three children. The city made him get rid of the chickens, but the coops were still beside the garden. Inside was a lot of bare wood and dilapidated furniture.

They were finishing off some of Jobie's moonshine when Charlie said, "I can't stand it anymore; people are driving me crazy."

Jobie drained the jug into Charlie's glass. "They're not hiring over at the sawmill, or I'd try and get you on there."

Charlie took a long swig and frowned as he thought. "Just as well," he said.

"Yeah," Jobie agreed. "You’ve been your own boss so long you couldn't take orders from anyone else."

"Probably," Charlie admitted. "Sure, that store's been a pain in the ass since I opened it."

Jobie shrugged before saying, "What we need is to find some buried treasure."

"Yeah, right," Charlie responded. "We'll just find some treasure."

"It's been known to happen."

"Sure. To other people."

"Why not us?" Jobie asked.

"Where are we going to find treasure?"

Jobie shot back, "It's all over down in Mexico."

Charlie responded with a wave of his hand. "That does us a lot of good up here in Ohio!"

The two men drank in silence until Charlie broke the silence with some small talk. "Where did you say your wife and kids were this weekend?"

"They're at her parents. I told her I had to do some work in the garden."

"So, what have you done?"

"A little reading, a little radio, and a lot of moonshine."

Jobie's response seemed to re-energize the conversation. After a hearty laugh, Charlie asked,     "Where'd you hear about all that treasure?"

"They were talking about that kind of thing last week in Harper's," Jobie answered after he finished another glass of moonshine. "First, they were talking about all the Civil War gold and silver that was lost, then they brought up that Pancho Villa character down in Mexico. Back in his bandit days, they say he buried stuff all over Mexico."

"That's a big country," Charlie reminded.

Jobie said, "He was only in Northern Mexico. That would make things easier."

Charlie said, "That's still a lot of hot desert. A treasure hunter's gonna need a map."

"Oh, that's not much of a problem."

"It's not?" Charlie asked.

"Some say ol' Pancho had a treasure map tattooed on his head and then grew hair over it."

"Sounds far-fetched."

"That's the story in Harper's. Tattoo and all."

Charlie said, "They'll do anything to sell a few magazines.”

"If it's not true, why did someone steal Villa's head a couple weeks ago?" Jobie countered.

"Steal a head?" Charlie asked.

"Damnedest thing I ever heard of!" Jobie stated. "Dug up the grave, took the head, and some other bones too."

Charlie frowned, saying, "Sounds like you gotta find the head to find the treasure."

Jobie said, "There ought to be somebody you can talk to."

"Just like asking for directions," Charlie sneered.

"Something like that." Jobie acknowledged. "There ought to be some men around he used to ride with or some women with an ax to grind."

"Sounds like you already have it all figured out."

"I'd be lying if I said I haven't been thinking about going to Mexico since I read that article."

"You read too much," Charlie declared.

"Those swashbucklers have nothing on me," Jobie said.

"I was thinking more like Wyatt Earp," Charlie said.

"Did you know guys like that back in the old days?

"How old do you think I am?" Charlie asked.

"Did you mess around much down in Mexico?"

Charlie shook his head. "I was more of a Texas boy—Dallas—Fort Worth—that area."

"Pretty far from the border," Jobie declared.

"I knew a few guys who made it across the border, but not that many."

"Know any Spanish at all?" Jobie asked.

"Just enough to get by," Charlie said. Stuff like '¿Dónde está el tequila?"

"More like, '¿Dónde está el moonshine?" Jobie joked.

The men laughed as Charlie and Jobie killed off another jug of moonshine.

The next week was a replay of most of the weeks that Charlie and Jobie knew. Jobie cut a few boards at the sawmill, Charlie sold a few items at the store, and it was another night of checkers and moonshine when Saturday rolled around.

Jobie and Charlie were sitting at the rickety kitchen table when Jobie asked, "So, when are we going to Mexico?" while Charlie opened the second jug of moonshine.

Charlie chuckled. "I didn't know we were going."

"Eventually, we gotta do it," Jobie declared.

"C'mon!" Charlie tried to reason. "We're in Ohio. Pancho was in Mexico."

"That's why they invented trains," Jobie said.

"Yeah," Charlie admitted. "But it takes money too."

"We'll just save up a few months."

In an exasperated tone, Charlie said, "You have all the answers, don't you?"

"We could both use some of that treasure," Jobie grinned.

"We're still a long ways off," Charlie reminded.

"No problem," Jobie declared. "We just take a train to El Paso and jump across the border."

"They say he hung out just over the New Mexico border," Charlie corrected.

Jobie shrugged. "Better make it Santa Fe then."

"Still a ways to go from there," Charlie said.

"We can get a car, some horses, motorcycles—whatever it takes."

"Columbus, New Mexico, is where Villa hit the States," Charlie said. "If I was going to do anything I’d begin there."

"Sounds like I'm not the only one who's been thinking about this," Jobie observed.

Charlie shrugged as he readied the checkerboard for another game.

Jobie remained silent before shaking his head. "Hell, we don't even know how the roads are down there!" he said in a sad tone. He was silent before changing the subject and saying, "Ya know, my nephew has a checkerboard made out of cardboard with plastic pieces.

"Nothing's like it used to be," Charlie said. 

Both men played quietly until Jobie said, "We're going to Mexico, aren't we?

"Probably this fall," Charlie confirmed.
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