
Roger’s Trail 

 

 It was a hot and dusty day in Sleepy Eye, Texas, and I had just finished my 

daily patrol when it all started.  You see, I’m Roger Randolph, the Sheriff of this 

little old town. Everyone here is good friends, and nothing bad really ever 

happened, until today. Nothing had been particularly unusual about the day. 

Everyone was going about their merry little way, and the streets were quiet as 

they normally are. It was getting late in the day, and I was tired. So, I headed up 

to my cabin to fix myself some supper. Little did I know, while the whole town 

was in bed, including me, a sneaky crime would take place.  

You see, two robbers had been laying low in our town for a while and had 

been watching the town for the perfect time to pull their heist.  While we were 

sleeping, they were silently creeping through the town to the bank, where so 

many of our townspeople had put their hard earned money.  They slowly crept 

into the bank, gathered all the money and valuables, and snuck off completely 

undetected in the dark.  The next morning, I was quickly awakened to the sound 

of the banker running down the street yelling, “THE BANK HAS BEEN ROBBED!”  I 

immediately got up and ran to the bank to see what had happened.  After I 



examined the footprints on the floor and investigated the scene, a few facts 

became clear; there were two robbers in this gang. They had headed south, and 

they knew exactly what they were doing.  Everyone was surprised and did not 

know what to do since nothing like this had every happened in our sleepy little 

town.   

I knew what I had to do as the only lawman in this town.  I know how much 

sweat and backbreaking work had gone into every dollar that had been stolen, so 

I loaded up my horse and set off on the trail after them.  I was a little afraid and 

did not know what to expect. It was only me against the both of them, and they 

would surely expect to be followed. Still, this was my job, and I was bound to do 

it.   

The direction they headed was straight into dangerous territory where 

there are many different Indian tribes and many wild animals such as wolves, 

coyotes, and poisonous snakes.  I was on their trail all day long. I had been so 

focused on tracking that it got late much faster than I realized.  As it was getting 

dark, I knew that I needed to make shelter and a fire, but I didn’t have much time, 

and I didn’t have any resources ready. I got what I could together to build a fire 

and a shelter, but with so little time to get it setup, it wasn’t my best work.  Still, it 



would have to do, so I settled down to get some shut eye.  At daybreak, I got up 

and set on the trail again, not knowing what was ahead of me.  After a long day of 

tracking the gang, I setup for the night. It was much better than the night before, 

and I was able to drift off to sleep good and soundly— too soundly.   

During the night while I was sleeping, Indian warriors came to my shelter 

and stole all of my goods.  They brought me to their village where they tied me to 

a post and traded with their friends for my supplies, tools, and weapons.  When 

morning came, I saw a knife lying on the ground just within reach.  I got it quickly, 

cut myself free, quietly got my horse, and rode off.  I now had no tools, supplies, 

and only one weapon, the knife that I cut myself free with.  Still, I set on the trail 

after the robbers hoping I could re-supply somewhere on the trail.  Late into the 

next night, I kept riding and I saw a glimmer of their campfire off in the distance.  I 

stopped to get a plan together for how I was going to catch them and get the 

money back for the townspeople.  I remembered a story about how a man had 

gotten many torches and put them in a circle around the enemy and lit them.  The 

enemy surrendered thinking they were surrounded.  I did the same thing and 

when the torches were lit, the robbers were frightened.  Then I yelled really 

loudly, “Surrender, you are surrounded! Take your weapons and throw them far 



away from you!”  When they did, I hurried and got the weapons and arrested 

them. 

When they were tied up, they were so embarrassed at how they had given 

up so easily because they had been tricked.  I brought them back to the town and 

locked them up and returned the money to the bank.  The town was quiet once 

again, and all was well or so I thought.... 


