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most confident one being Shepard, who murdered a
man in cold blood, at the same time wounding a woman
and baby, on Big Cowen Creek, a few miles south of
Craftsville, on Christmas day, just past. He had shot
the man, Riley Webb, while he was warming his hands
at a fireplace. Still he was confident of coming clear at
his trial, as he had given Attorney Dan D. Field a horse
to defend him.

After becoming acquainted with the situation as exist-
ing in Letcher County, I could see good grounds for
Shepard’s confidence in acquittal, for Mr. Field is a
bright lawyer and is related by blood or marriage with
nearly every one in the county. Besides, whisky is
cheap. I myself with a pint flask of “moonshine” as a
weapon, faced a dignified Democratic judge and had a
shooting scrape virtually annulled. I showed good judg-
ment though, by presenting the flask of liquor before
stating my case, and I assured this acting district judge
that my intention was not to bribe him with this flask of
corn juice, which was an open lie that could be seen by
a less learned man than this Honorable Court.

I did the job to save Birdie H's sweetheart a trip to
the penitentiary.

I made frequent trips to Collins’ still in Knott County,
on the head of Rock House creek, after liquor for my-
self and friends.

I knew thé date when “Doc” and his daughter Emma
were to be at Collins’ still to take pictures, so my plans
were arranged accordingly.

On that date “Donk” and I marched up to the Collins
residence with two empty jugs to be filled, one for ny-
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self and the other for Ashford N. who had sent the cash
to pay for his gallon of firewater. Miss Emma greeted
us at the gate, and my spirits soarcd upwards. We had
come twelve miles over a rough mountain. I made pre-
tense of having to hurry back, but Emma and her father
insisted on my remaining all night. So “Donk” was put
into the stable and the good time commenced.

We first emptied “Doc’s” bottle of corn juice; then I
bought a full one for “Doc” and me, and another of
apple brandy for Emma.

The woods were full of rough looking people who
came to get liquor and to have their pictures “took.”

After supper “Doc,” Emma and I had the front room
all to ourselves. We had started in for the night with
two full bottles. Toward bedtime I began to feel the
effects of the corn juice, and on the spur of the moment
did a foolish trick, which ended all right, though.

“Doc” suggested that I take out a policy in his insur-
ance company for $1000. I told him that I had left
Texas suddenly, under a cloud, therefore didn’t dare to
have my life insured in favor of any of my relatives
there; my idea being to give the impression that I had
committed a crime in Texas and had to skip out. Then
“Doc” asked if I didn’t have a relative or friend outside
of that state who would appreciate $1000 in case of my
death. I answered “No.” Here Emma with one of
her sweet innocent smiles, asked me to have the policy
made out in her name.

I was never known to be a “piker,” or to show that I
was not a “dead game sport” when it comes to dealing
with pretty girls, so consent was given and the policy
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was made out with Emma as the holder of the stakes in
case I shuffled off this mortal coil.

The danger soon flashed across my addled brain that
when I visited she tough town of Donkey, Virginia, I
might be considered worth more to Emma dead than
alive.  Still, I was too “blooded” to “crawfish” now, at
the commencement of the game.

There was one redeeming feature in the transaction,
it was an accident policy, so that if they tried to kill me
and failed, I would get paid for the wounds, myself.
The premiums were paid up for two months.

About midnight “Doc” and I retired in the broad-
gauge bedstead, while Emma occupied the narrow gauge
one near our feet. “Doc” slept next to the wall, so I
acted as barkeeper, the full quart bottle being on a chair
near my head.

I had just fallen asleep, when “Doc” dug me in the
ribs saying “Lloyd are you asleep? If you ain’t, hand
over that bottle.” Then we both took a drink. Soon
sleep began to creep over me, but for fear of being awak-
ened again, I thought it best to give “Doc” another drink
in hopes of filling him up. But I didn’t know then that
trying to fill “Doc” up would be like pouring sand in a
rat hole with the other end in China. The bottle was
emptied just as day was breaking, then we both got our
first good sleep.

" When breakfast was called I got up feeling good—
no sign of headache which follows the free use of
liquor, not pure.

It was agreed that I join “Doc” and his daughter at
John Craft’s and accompany them home to Virginia.
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Before leaving with my full jugs for Whitesburg, I
gave Emma a quart bottle of apple brandy to keep up
her spirits on the way home.

Arriving in Whitesburg I made preparation to start
next morning for Craftsville.

The Holcombs and other friends begged me not to
risk a visit to the head of the Kentucky river in the
Potter neighborhood and to the tough town of Donkey,
Virginia. They cited countless cases of murders and
robberies committed in those places. Miss Lizzie Hol-
comb especially pleaded with me not to go. She and I
had become a little “sweet” on each other, though we
did our courting on the sly, as I told her that she was
too nice to be seen at public 7atherings and out riding
with me, as I hadn’t finished sowing my wild oats, and
that I might be seen at any time drunk and in company
with bad women, which would be a reflection on her
character if she kept company with me.

The poor innocent girl couldn’t understand why a man
of my age and apparent intelligence should want to
scatter wild oats over the country. Miss Lizzie was a
pure Christian girl, and she had never had her eye
teeth cut in the ways of the world. She tried hard to
reform me, but the more she preached reform, the worse
I seemed to get. Of course it pained me to act against
my conscience in this way, but it was “business.” I
had started out to graduate in the big Dickenson College,
therefore I didn’t propose to be branded as a “quitter,”
just for the sake of upholding goodness and purity.

That night the county jailer, Boney Isum, a nice fel-
low, who had won his spurs and been elected county
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jailer through the fact of having recently killed a U. S.
revenue officer near Whitesburg, brought Ashford N.
from the jail to my room at Holcomb’s, and with the as-
sistance of the two jugs of liquor we made “Rome
how!l” until the roosters crowed for day. Boney Isum
loved liquor, and he was a good judge of its purity, as
he and his forefathers before him had conducted “moon-
shine” stills in the face of Uncle Sam and his standing
army.

During the early part of the evening, Sol Holcomb
spent his time in my room with Boney, Ashford and me,
and in order to be in the “swim,” Mrs. Holcomb, Lizzie,
the little girl Alberta, and the fifteen-year-old boy
Andrew, drank what they called “stugh,” made of
whisky, sugar and hot water.

Next morning with two quarts of liquor in my saddle
pockets, I started for Craftsville, where the night was
spent with the widow Bee Craft and her family.

Early next day I joined “Doc” S. and his pretty
daughter at John Craft’s, and we started up the river
for Donkey, Va.

The girl rode behind her father on the large white
horse. I carried the photo outfit on “Donk.”

We passed through the noted Potter settlement and
put up for the night at Bentleys.

During the forenoon next day, some pictures were
“took” as per advertised schedule; that is, advertised by
word of mouth, as there were no newspapers in the
county. .

After dinner we left the extreme head of the Kentucky
river and began to climb up the western slope of the
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Black Mountain range, the top of which is the divid-
ing line between Kentucky and Virginia. On reaching
the highest point of the range, “Doc” pointed out the
lay of the country. From this black mountain of the
great Cumberland range, flow four large rivers, the
Kentucky to the west, the Cumberland to the southwest,
the Sandy to the north and the Pound river to the east-
ward. The heads of all these rivers were now in sight
and at our feet. It was certainly a grand view of a
heavily timbered country settled only on the streams,
except in certain spots.

Then we rode into the noted Pound Gap, where two
houses, one a residence and the other a saloon, stand.
They are on the line of Kentucky and Virginia, and are
owned by the notorious “man-killer” Britt Potter, whom
I found later to be a nice fellow, though a little blood-
thirsty at the mention of the Wright family, who had
reduced the male members of the Potter fireside with
hot lead.

The saloon had been closed by law since both Letcher
County, Kentucky, and Wise County, Virginia, had
adopted local option. Then Britt had moved down the
river a few miles to where his father Abraham Potter
lived. Here Britt is training his little boys to shoot.
One of them became impatient one day because there
were no Wright boys in sight, so killed his own brother,
by shooting him in the head while he slept.

Just after passing through Pound Gap we came to the
spot where a few years previous, the whole Mullens fam-
ily, all but one boy, who was fleet of foot, were ambushed
and killed for their money, the old man having just sold
his land and was leaving Kentucky.
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“Doc” and I climbed the large rock behind which the
five assassins were concealed.

As soon as the boy, whose suspenders were cut in
two with a bullet where they crossed in the back, spread
the news, “Doc” S. was one of the first to join the offi-
cers and go on trail of the assassins. They came to-
gether in a house, and when the smoke of battle cleared
away “Doc” was branded for life with a bullet through
his face from one side to the other. In the flight one of
the officers crossed the dark river of death, and so did
some of the outlaws. The balance were captured and
sent to the pen.

A few miles down the mountain side through the tall
timber, we came to the first house, owned by “Doc” S’s
brother-in-law, Brennan. Here we “liquored up” and
warmed by the fire.

About three miles further, we came to the only Donkey
town on earth. It contained only one store and about
one dozen houses. “Doc” owned the two story frame
house acrcss the street or road from the store, and a
farm south of the swift flowing Pound river.

Mrs. “Doc” S. and the five small children were happy
over Miss “Mousie’s” return, she being the oldest child,
and her mother being an invalid. In Donkey I found that
Miss Emma was known by the name of “Mousie,” al-
though not ratified.

The older boys took our saddle animals to the stable
across the river, while “Doc” and I walked a few hun-
dred yards down the river to old man Eli S’s. Here I
was introduced to “Doc’s” father and mother, his brother
Gregg and his wife and his pretty black eyed sister Lil-




426 A COWBOY DETECTIVE

lie, whose age was twenty-six. The old man being an in-
valid, spent most of his time propped up in bed in the
front room which faces the main road.

After the old man had been assured by “Doc” that I
was “true blue” and all right, the different kinds of
liquors, apple brandy, mint brandy, blackberry wine and
doctored “moonshine” which would kill a mule as it was
full of “lye-ball,” were pulled from under the bed which
was the old man’s “blind tiger” and his way of making
a living. Then the drinking began and ended when
“Doc” and I were called home to supper.

Before leaving old man S’s I had to promise to be their
guest the following night. Here the thought of the in.
surance policy in favor of “Mousie” came flashing
through my memory, and I wondered if they would
try to kill me by poison or bullets. I hoped they would
use the bullet method, for then I could bring old Colts
45 into play and stand a chance to win some of the in-
surance money by only getting wounded. Many in
Whitesburg and at Craftsville had warned me to steer
clear of old man S’s “blind tiger” which they said was
a death trap. Therefore my mind was in shape to ex-
pect anything.

We retired early at “Doc’s,” and I slept soundly as
the door to my room was locked so that no one could
get in to play for that thousand dollar prize.

Next day I put in my time horseback riding with Miss
Lillie S., and buying sweets, calico and ribbons for the S.
kids, including Miss “Mousie.”

That evening I became the guest of Eli S. and his
family.
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After the chicken supper we all congregated in the
front rcom where the liquor was stored, and where a
fire blazed in the old fashioned fireplace. “Doc” had
joined us. Soon Miss Lillie got out her guitar and com-
menced to play and sing. One of her songs worked me
up to a high pitch; it set me wild. It ran thus:

“Oh meet me in the moonlight
When all alone,
For a story I have to tell
And it must be told alone.”

Her sweet, low voice seemed to fit the song to per-
fection. I couldn’t buy the drinks fast enough to suit
myself and to encourage her to play and sing the same
song over and over again. I was in an earthly Heaven.
The different kinds of liquor helped matters along, and
so did Miss Lillie’s meet me in the moonlight glances.
Music and singing had not had such an effect on me
since 1882 in St, Louis, Mo., when I cut up a fine parlor
chair.

I had just landed in St. Louis and bought a new
suit of “hand-me-down” clothes. The Jew who sold
them couldn’t induce me to discard my cowboy hat and
high heel boots, nor could my sister or her up-to-date
husband.

One day while walking down Fourth street a well
dressed Southern gentleman gave me his hand and asked
if I was not from Texas. Then we had a few rounds of
drinks. This gentleman proved to be one of the wealthy
ex-slave-owning Terrys of Wharton county, Texas, ad-
joining the county of Matagorda where I was born. I
had heard of the great Terry plantation when a small

boy.




428 A COWBOY DETECTIVE

Nothing would do Mr. Terry but that I visit his resi-
dence. He said that he had just married a young lady
and wanted to show her what a real Texas cowboy was
like. I went. On our arrival the elegant parlor was
filled with elegantly dressed ladies, but no gentlemen.

After being introduced to the ladies, a plush mahogany
chair was given me to sit in. I was very cautious and
sat down gently so as not to spoil the delicate thing.
Here Mr. Terry asked his beautiful young wife to play
a few of her favorite pieces on the piano, as I would no
doubt enjoy music of that kind after so many years of
sleeping and eating out doors. The lady’s sweet singing
is what upset me. My mind was centered on the pretty
singer, while no doubt many eyes were centered on me.

When Mrs. Terry quit playing and wheeled around on
her stool to see what effect her singing had had on me,
I came back to my right senses. I found myself sitting
on one foot, which was under me on the plush-bottom
chair seat. The other foot was up on one of the chair
rounds, and in my right hand was a sharp I. X, L.
pocketknife with which the chair had been whittled to
ruination. The brussels carpet was strewn with ma-
hogany shavings.

I didn’t realize that there was anything wrong until
Mr. Terry began to yell and laugh. Finally Mrs. Terry
broke into a laugh. The older ladies were too much
mortified to even smile. I insisted on paying for the
chair, but Mr. Terry wouldn’t hear to it. He said this
was worth more than a dozen chairs to him, as his wife
had been begging him to round up a real live Texas
cowboy and bring him home so she could see what they
looked like.



THE AuTtHOR As HE AprreArep wHEN HE WHITTLED
THE CHAIR.
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After getting over my blushing, I confessed that it
was Mrs. Terry’s pretty face and sweet voice which did
the damage.

Whittling on boxes and ranch benches had become a
fixed habit with me, hence cutting the chair.

“Doc” went home early. Mrs. Gregg S. had gone to
bed in another room, and the old lady had gone to bed
by the side of her husband in the room that we were
celebrating in.
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doubt if he wasn’t too drunk he could see the fire flashing
from my eyes, for I meant business. When I opened
the door and stepped out into the darkness, he called to
me saying he would leave the door open so I could find
my way back by the lamp light.

It had been raining, and the road which followed the
bank of the river was very muddy, almost knee deep in
some places. It was too dark and my head was in too
much of a whirl to see the footpath on the side of the
hill, so I kept the middle of the road, and twice fell
down in the mud, but I strained every nerve to reach
Gibson and tell him that I had been poisoned.

About two hundred yards above “Doc’s” house I came
to a place answering the description of Gibson’s. I
knocked on the door and a rough mountaineer in his
night clothes admitted me to the inside. He informed
me that his name was Gibson and that “Nels” Craft was
a friend of his. Then he was told my suspicions of
being poisoned. He replied: “I saw you out riding
this evening and I'm not surprised. You ought to have
known better.”

Mr. Gibson held the candle while my muddy boots and
outer clothing were being pulled off, and when the pistol
was jerked out and placed under the pillow, he gave a
jump as though startled.

I then fell over on the cot and he pulled the cover over
me. In a moment I was dead to the world.

Soon after daylight, the noise of Gibson’s building a
fire in the front room woke me up, and on finding my-
self not dead from the supposed poison administered by
the S’s, I was ashamed of myself.
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My outer clothing was a sight, with the mud still
adhering to them, but they were put on.

Before leaving, Mr. Gibson promised that he would
not tell of my poison suspicions. He was told that I
intended to fix up a story about getting lost and finding
his place by accident.

In passing “Doc” S.’s house on my way to the old
man’s “Mousie” who was outside splitting kindling for
the morning fire, spied me. She came running out to
the fence saying: “Oh Mr. Lloyd, where have you
been? They are all crazy down to grandpa’s. They
have been up all night searching for you in the river and
everywhere. Uncle Gregg came after papa to help find
you. They thought you fell into the river.”

I explained to “Mousie” of how I got drunk and went
outside to get some fresh air, and sitting down on a
rock fell asleep, and that when I woke up I took the
wrong direction and found myself at Gibson’s house, and
was put to bed.

There was great rejoicing on my arrival at old man
S.s place. They felt sure that I had fallen over the bank
into the river and was drowned. Their greatest worry
seemed to be over the chance of the story getting out
that I had been robbed and murdered, and if my body
was never found, of people thinking that it had been con-
cealed to hide the crime.

I made up for my misconduct by going to bed like a
gentleman that night.

About midnight Gregg and I opened the front door
to go outside before retiring for the night. This woke
up the old lady and in an excitable voice she called out:
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“Oh, Gregg, come back here, don’t you take Mr. Lloyd
off and lose him again.”

The chances are the S.’s don’t know to this day the
true story of my getting lost in Donkey.

It shows how a man’s mind can be worked up by hear-
ing false tales about people. While the S.’s were hand-
ling liquor contrary to law, I had no fear of being
harmed by them after learning their true natures.

After this I made other trips to Donkey, and Gregg and
I rode out to “moonshine” stills in the wildest part of
the mountains, and so far as the S.’s were concerned, I
felt perfectly safe.

On one of these trips to Donkey I saw ‘“Doc’s” courage
and “Mousie’s” cooking tested.

“Doc” and I had walked down to old man S.s to
“liquor up” a little when we heard much shooting up
at the store. Soon a man came down to tell “Doc” to
keep hid out as his most bitter enemy was drunk and
hunting for him to kill him on sight. It was this enemy
who was doing the shooting at the store. He and his
partner had just come down from their “moonshine”
still on the Black Mountain with the intention of wiping
Donkey off the face of the earth, just because “Doc” S.
lived in the place.

“Doc” had left his pistol at home and he couldn’t get
to it unseen without a long walk over the hills. He
asked for the loan of mine so that he could face this
enemy and give him the opportunity of putting him out
of business. I loaned “Doc” my old Colts 45 as I was
anxious to have her tested in a hand-to-hand battle by
some one else besides myself.
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With the pistol in his hand held behind him under his
coat, “Doc” started for the store and I with him. In
front of the store there were several men. One of them
stood on the edge of the store platform facing “Doc’s”
house. In his hands he held a Winchester rifle, and
around his waist was strapped a large pistol. He had
been firing the Winchester rifle into a dirt bank just
under “Doc’s” door yard, so as to bring “Doc” out of
the house.

The wild and woolly “moonshiner” had just reloaded
his rifle magazine with more cartridges when “Doc” and
I stepped upon the store platform behind him. Just then
“Mousie” stepped into the side yard and the “bad” man
fired a bullet near her. “Doc” stepped up almost to the
fellow’s side and in a cool, low, voice told him that if he
shot again he would kill him. The fellow turned his head
slowly around and saw “Doc” by his side, but he made
no effort to bring the rifle around towards his bitter
enemy. There both stood like statues, neither saying a
word. The suspense was a strain on my nerves, as 1
wanted to hear old Colts 45 talk while a brave man’s
finger was on the trigger.

At this moment Ike Potter and four companions from
Kentucky, rode up, and seeing the situation, Ike Pot-
ter called the “bad” man by name and asked him to step
out to him. This he did. A few words were spoken.
Then the “bad” man walked in the mud by the side of
the horsemen and all disappeared down the road. When
below old man S.’s the shooting began again. Two days
later we heard that this “moonshiner” was in jail for
shooting up the county seat, Wise, Va.

3
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When “Doc” handed me back old Colts 45 after we
had entered his home, I imagined that I could see the
poor pistol shedding briny tears over the chance she had
missed of showing her abilities, when it came to punctur-
ing human flesh; for I had been a cruel master and for
twenty odd years had kept her in restraint.

Now about “Mousie” and her cooking; I had been to
the railroad towns of Glaymorgan, Wise, and Norton,
Virginia, and I had promised Miss “Mousie” to be back
in Donkey on a certain day, sure. She had agreed to get
me up a swell supper with her own hands.

On my way back to Donkey on the appointed day, I
stopped at Pound, two miles below Donkey, where there
is a postoffice, and there found “Doc’s” oldest boy and
the fat white horse. The boy and I rode home together.
He could talk of nothing else but the good things
“Mousie” was cooking for my supper. He said she had
been baking pies and cakes all day.

But holy smoke and little fishes, what a deceitful world
this is. I had to look pleasant and pretend that “Mousie”
was the best cook in the world. Besides, I had to fill
my stomach with pie, cake and biscuits which would have
taken a week to digest, had it not been for the goodnight
kiss received before retiring. Still, the poor girl did
her best, which couldn’t have been worse from an indi-
gestion standpoint.

I felt satisfied that the people around Donkey, Crafts-
ville and the Potter settlement had nothing to do with
the kidnapping of young Wentz. Furthermore, I was
satisfied that he was dead, as I had got it from Ashford
N. and Mrs. Lottie H., both of whom no doubt knew
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hat they were talking about. Ashford had assured me
that he was dead and would never bother Kentuckians
again, and Lottie said she knew that he had been killed
for the cruel way in which he and his men had treated
her and Birdie, and for killing her half brother Daniels,
though she didn’t know what had been done with the
body. She said the parties who had done the job kept
the matter to themselves; that all she cared to know was
that he had been killed.

On top of Black Mountain, at the head of the Cumber-
land river, on the road leading from Whitesburg to
Stonaga, Va., several citizens of Letcher County, Ky.,
had owned saloons which were run in defiance of the
laws of Wise county, Va., and Letcher county, Ky.
These saloon buildings were built on the line of the two
states, half in Kentucky and half in Virginia, so that
when officers of one state would try to make an arrest
the saloon fixtures and goods were moved into the op-
posite end of the building over the state line.

One of these saloons had been run by Lottie H.,
her sixteen-year-old daughter Birdie, and her half
brother Daniels, with the help of her nineteen-year-old
son Jim.,

Another saloon at the same place had been run by my
fat friend Monroe W. who had lately married Lottie H.’s
oldest daughter.

The other saloon had been run by Ashford N.

The Wentz Company owned the coal mines at Stonaga,
Va., about three miles down the mountain side from these
above mentioned saloons. Dan and Ed Wentz, sons of
millionaire Dr. Wentz, of Philadelphia, Pa., were in
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direct charge of these mines, and they objected to these
saloons being located so near, on account of their em-
ployes being made drunk.

One night a raid was made on the saloons. In the
fight which followed the town marshal, King, of Stonaga,
was shot and killed, an so was Lottie H.’s half brother,
Daniels. The liquor was destroyed and the buildings
sawed in two. The half in Kentucky was left standing
while the other part was hauled away or burnt up. Lot-
tie H. and her daughter Birdie were marched through the
mud afoot, and placed in jail at Wise, Va. And for
this crime against blue-blooded Kentuckians, Ed. and
Dan Wentz were doomed to die, though after Ed. was
kidnapped Dan kept out of the way, so that he couldn’t
be caught unawares.

This is the story told me in confidence by Lottie H.
She gave me the full details of the fight from beginning
to end, all except the manner in which Ed. Wentz was
put out of the way, and this she claimed not to know,
as her friends who had the matter in charge kept it a
secret.

While Lottie didn’t confess it as a fact, she gave me
to understand that Monroe W. and his money were
leading factors in the plot, and that was why he tried to
run me out of the country; that he supposed I had just
come from Virginia to run down the Wentz mystery,
and that when he found that I had come from Jackson,
Ky., he thought maybe I might be all right, though she
said he was always suspicious and uneasy and advised her
not to associate with me for fear she might let some-
thing drop, as I might be a detective on the Weatz case.
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I had become so “solid” with Lottie H. that Monroe
W. and his gang couldn’t break our friendship. I had
confided in her as to a killing of two men in Texas in
which fight I took part, and I had let her read all my
Texas and New Mexico letters on the subject. While
I had hoped that she would let the secret out of my be-
ing an outlaw, she didn’t do it. She was just as true as
steel to me and kept her promise not to give me away.

Lottie H. had a farm two miles below Whitesburg on
the Kentucky river. She was a fairly good-looking
middle-aged woman of more than the average intelli-
gence. With her lived Birdie and Jim with his young
wife Ollie, and a younger son and a daughter Mary.

Lottie H. was a sister of Sheriff Ed. Callihan of
Brethitt county, Kentucky, who soon after was arrested
for bloody murders committed in and around his home
town of Jackson.

Many were the murders committed through this hon-
orable officer of the law, as told to me by Lottie H. He
had formerly been a member of the noted Hatfield gang
of the McCoy-Hatfield feud notoriety.

I was given the details of a late cold-blooded murder
committed through sheriff Callihan of Brethitt county.
He owned a big mercantile establishment in the country
east of Jackson. A man started a store in the same
neighborhood, and in order to get rid of this store
sheriff Callihan hired his brother-in-law S. to kill the
owner.

One day S. with some picked witnesses drove up to
the opposition store in a wagon and raised a fuss about
a log hook which had been borrowed. S. shot the man
dead.
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There being some uncertainty about the result of the
trial in Jackson, the jury had to be bought at quite a
cost to Lottie H.’s brother. S. came clear, and later ap-
" peared on the scene in Virginia where Ed. Wentz was
kidnapped. After the kidnapping of Wentz he married
Lottie H.’s daughter Birdie. He had “shook” her and
returned to Brethitt county just previous to my arrival.
From what I could learn he had a hand in getting away
with Ed. Wentz,

I put in much of my time at Lottie H.'s drinking,
dancing and having a big time. I also kept up my
carouses with Ashford N. in my room in Whitesburg,
through the assistance of the jailer, Boney Isum.

In order not to disturb the sleep of the Holcomb fam-
ily, I had Mrs. Holcomb fit me up a room in a log cabin
away from the main residence. Here Ashford N. kept
his jug of liquor and often slept with me, the deputy or
jailer coming after him in the morning.

Ashford told me all about young Wentz passing him
in the road near Kellyville, Va., on the morning of his
disappearance, but he wouldn’t say that he had a hand
in getting away with him, though he indicated as much
and seemed to want to impress me with the fact that
he did.

A good deal of my work now was over on the head
of the Cumberland river, where I used to get “moon-
shine” fresh from the illicit stills. I had gained a “foot-
hold,” and “moonshiners” were not afraid of me now.

On one of these trips to a “moonshine” still with Ash-
ford N.’s chum, Brown, who lived over on the Cumber-
land river at the foot of the southern end of the Black
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Mountain near where that bunch of saloons were cut in
two, I secured some information about Ed. Wentz. I
learned that he was dead, and that he had been taken
from his horse alive by three men.

Brown and the few people in his wild out-of-the-way
neighborhood were very bitter against the Wentzes and
their company for having gobbled up vast stretches of
valuable coal and timber land, and their interference with
the liquor traffic.

In riding over the mountains with Brown in search
of pure “moonshine” I was told many blood-curdling
tales of murder in which Brown had figured, and from
others I found he had told the truth. He was honest
enough though to acknowledge that the people of these
mountains didn’t give enemies a chance to fight for their
lives; hence they are generally shot from ambush, which
he thinks is the proper way. He himself has been shot
clear through the body, and he showed me the wounds.

I traded my mule off to Brown on this trip. While
on the way to a “moonshine” still he pulled out $40
and offered it as boot between my “Donk” and his small
three-year-old blue roan pacing stallion. I accepted and
saddles were changed.

In this trade I won a prize, for he was the swiftest
natural pacer and the best piece of young horseflesh
that had ever been straddled by an ex-cowpuncher.

As to searching for pure “moonshine,” I will state that
much of the “moonshine” in these mountains is doctored
by adding “lye-ball,” pure concentrated lye. With one
gallon of pure “moonshine” liquor and one ball of lye,
about three gallons can be made, and only an expert
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can tell the difference, though one’s stomach soon finds
it out.

Through the teachings of the S. boys, in Donkey, and
Ashford N., I had become an expert in knowing the
difference between the pure and the adulterated liquor.

Towards spring, Ed. Wentz’s body was found by acci-
dent in a wild heavily timbered country three miles from
where his horse and saddle had been found on the night
of his disappearance. It was found near Kellyville, Va,,
on the eastern slope of the Black Mountains directly
over the mountain from the head of the Cumberland
river in Kentucky.

Our Asst. Supt. Estin of the Philadelphia office hur-
ried to the spot to view the body before it had been
moved. He found that young Wentz had been shot
through the heart and placed on top of some logs in a
reclining position. Down the hill from the body lay his
pistol with one chamber empty, to give the idea of
suicide, and also his eye glasses, hat, etc. Mr. Estin in-
formed me later, that it would have been impossible for
Wentz had he shot himself, to have reached the spot
where the body was found, he having been shot through
the heart. Estin also said that the body had no doubt
been placed where it was found at least a month after
he had been kidnapped; for when he disappeared the
forest leaves had just begun to fall, and under the body
the leaves were plentiful, showing that his body had
been put there after the leaves had fallen.

Furthermore, after the young man’s horse had been
found, Dr. Wentz and his son Daniel had hired hundreds
of men who scoured the woods for ten miles square in
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the neighborhood of where the horse and saddle were
found. The coal mines at Stonaga had been closed down
and all the men turned out to search for the missing
man. They were divided up into gangs and walked
abreast through the thick woods, so that every foot of
ground could be searched. It was done systematically.
Mr. Estin says that men who were in this searching
party claim that they remember going over the spot
where the body was found, and had it been there they
couldn’t have helped seeing it.

The body was in good shape, with the exception of
the right hand being cut off. The hand was never
found, and here hangs a tale.

Shortly after young Wentz’s disappearance his father
began to receive mysterious letters offering to free Ed.
Wentz for certain sums of money up into the hundreds
of thousands of dollars. Finally a letter came from San
Francisco, Cal,, that if a large sum of money was not put
in a certain place and an advertisement put in the per-
sonal columns of the San Francisco Examiner, stating
that all was O. K., his son would be killed and his right
hand sent to him to prove that their threat had been car-
ried out.

The chances are that young Wentz had been held alive
for a month or so in hopes of a ransom from his father,
and when their scheme failed they took him to the spot
where the body was found and fired a bullet from his
own pistol into his heart. Then laid the body on the
limbs of the dead tree where it was discovered by men
hunting cows. The hand may have been cut off with the
intention of sending it to Dr. Wentz, but later decided
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to be a dangerous thing to do, as it might lead to detec-
tion. Again, the hand may have been lost before the
time came for sending it.

I found out that Lottie H. had relatwes living thirty
miles from San Francisco, Cal. She kept up a cor-
respondence with them. I had seen their letters; hence if
Monroe W. and his gang had young Wentz secreted
in the mountains they could have had that threatening
letter mailed in San Francisco by their relatives. One
of these male relatives came to Whitesburg from Cali-
fornia after my arrival on the scene, and I became well
acquainted with him.

There is one thing sure,—if the gang above referred
to didn’t commit the crime, then Lottie H. and Ashford
N. wanted to leave the impression on my mind that they
did, and were therefore revenged.

Dr. Wentz would have paid any amount of money for
the return of his son alive, but he had received other
mysterious letters which had been run down and found
to have been written by “cranks.” Besides, the time
allowed in the letter referred to above was too short,
considering the great distance from San Francisco to
Philadelphia, to meet the demand before the time set
for the killing and the cutting off of the hand.

After the body of Ed. Wentz had been taken to Phila-
delphia for burial. I made frequent trips into Virginia
along the railroad which skirts the foot of Black moun -
tain, from Stonaga, through Appalachia, Kellyville and
Norton, and Wise, the county seat.

Near Kellyville lived a man named Hubbard, and his
family, and they were thought to know something of
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the crime, as young Wentz's horse and saddle had been
found in the road leading to Kellyville by two young
men who were stopping at the Hubbard place.

Hubbard was known to run a “blind tiger,” selling
liquor against the law and keeping a hard gang around
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healthy babies and the regulation low water mark on her
neck. She split her own rails and put in her own crops.
All she asked of her lord was that he visit her once in
awhile to see how the crops were getting on. Her lord’s
main wife and half a dozen children lived eight miles
from this girl, therefore no danger of hair pullings.

Boney Isum had only one wife anchored, and she
lived at the jail.

In these mountains nothing is thought of a man hav-
ing half a dozen “wives.” One fellow of the Brigham
Young build, who lives at the head of the Kentucky river,
has seven women, and all have raised large families, and
all have the stamp of being chips from the old block.
It would be a safe wager to bet that one-third of the pop-
ulation of these mountains are of illegitimate birth.

When Ashford N. broke jail he put in the first night
down at Lottie H’s, and the next night at Dicie F’s;
thence to Brown’s place. No one suspected me of be-
ing on the inside. He could serve me better by being a
free man. My plans had been laid for the future, when
a full confession of the Wentz murder was almost cer-
tain.

During the winter I had made three trips out to civi-
lization, once to Bristol, Tenn., once to Knoxville, Tenn.,
and the other time to Huntington, West Va. These
trips were made to meet Supt. Bearce, or Asst. Supt.
Estin to get a new supply of money. My horse would
be left in a livery stable at Norton, or Appalachia, Va.

While in Knoxville I went to see the saloon building
which is now used as a restaurant, where “Kid” Curry
made such a brave fight, shooting two officers.



A COWBOY DETECTIVE 445

While in the mountains of Kentucky and Virginia I
learned all the tricks of beating the Government in the
licensed still business. I visited several stills so as to
get onto these tricks, which are many.

I had made arrangements to start a licensed still in

with T nttie H'e wrns
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from that country. We were lucky in having an honest
intelligent young man, Samuel Collins, for postmaster in
Whitesburg, otherwise my mail would have been
tampered with, for he told of the inducements offered
him for some of my mail. These inducements had been
offered when I first came to the country, and I suspected
Monroe W. as being the gentleman who had tried to
“work” young Sam Collins. Of course the postmaster
didn’t say that he had been offered money, but that cer-
tain parties were suspicious of me and wanted him to let
them have access to my mail.

During the month of May when my plans were ripe
for starting the whisky still with Jim H., I had been re-
quested by our Philadelphia officials to give my opinion
as to whether convictions could be secured against the
murderers of young Wentz, if convincing proof was se-
cured. I gave it as my opinion that it was a waste of
money to try to convict any of these people, owing to
the fact that most of the settlers and their offspring are
related either by blood or marriage, and of the further
fact of the bitter feeling against the Wentz company.

A good deal of this hatred had been brought about
through the Wentz’s arresting men for cutting bee trees
and trespassing on company land.

In the meantime while waiting for money to start the
still, I was learning all the ins and outs of the still busi-
ness.

It was Jim H.s and my intention to establish our
liquor warehouse on top of Black mountain on the lots
owned by his mother. Then we would have Ashford N.
and a few men of his stamp peddle liquor on the sly
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among the coal miners in Stonaga and the other coal
camps nearby. I had also visited Middlesboro, Ky., to
learn the licensed still business. The Ball brothers,
there being four of them, were friends of Jim H. They
owned a still and four saloons in that town. Since then,
these Ball brothers have gained notoriety on account of
killings, the state militia being called out to capture them
in their mountain stronghold.

One day I had been up the river to Sam W.’s place,
drinking “moonshine” and having a big time, Sam W.
being one of the “bad” mankillers of the country.

I arrived back in Whitesburg about sundown. Lottie
H. was in town on her mule. She asked me to ride home
with her as there was a drunken crowd in town and she
was afraid to go home in the dark. We started, and I
noticed R. and some of his drunken companions watch-
ing us as we rode across the river, R. being a married
man who was in love with Birdie H. and jealous of me,
no doubt.

On reaching Lottie H.s home I ate supper, after
which Lottie and I sat on the porch talking. Birdie and
her younger sister Mary had gone to bed. Lottie tried
to persuade me to stay all night, but I refused under the
pretense that I could sleep late in the morning in my own
room and thereby get rested after my “big time” up the
river. But the truth of the matter was, I smelled a
“mice” from the way R. and his gang had acted when
Lottie and I rode out of town.

It was about 10:00 P. M. when I bade Lottie good-
night and rode across the river into the main road. The
night was cloudy and dark, and my route lay along the
river bank in the shadow of tall trees.
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After going a quarter of a mile I saw the outlines of
four men afoot in the road coming towards me. On see-
ing me they jumped over a rail fence and ran to a clump
of bushes in the field on my right, and hid. I rode
slowly past this thicket with my hand on old Colts 4s.
A few hundred yards further up the road I met Lottie
H.’s hired man Day, coming from town on a mule. I
told him of the four men hiding in the thicket. Next
day in court Mr. Day testified that he had met me, and
of being told about the four men in the thicket, and of
how he had just got to bed when R. and three drunken
companions came into his room and wanted to know
where Lloyd was. On being told that I had gone home
R. said that must have been I who went up the road
when they hid. That then, he said, the gang went into
the room where Lottie H. and her two daughters were in
bed, and demanded to know where Lloyd was. They were
told that I had gone back to Whitesburg. Then the gang
commenced raising Hades. Soon after this, Lottie H.’s
nephew Jim D., who was a deputy sheriff, dropped
into Lottie’s on his way from his sweetheart’s place down
the river. Here a battle began, one against four, and
when the smoke cleared away the deputy sheriff lay
mortally wounded with a bullet through his body, while
two of R.’s companions were wounded from bullets fired
by Jim D.

Early that morning I was back to Lottie H.’s and did
all that was possible to relieve the suffering of the
wounded deputy sheriff. At midnight he died, and from
that time until morning the scene was affecting to even
calloused nerves like mine, for the dead man’s brothers,
Jesse and Bob, cried all night.

-
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After we had all been singing religious songs around
the bedside of the corpse, old grandma H. got me to
one side and said: “I didn’t think we would have to lay
poor Jim out so soon, but I did expect your death before
this. I know what I'm talking about. You have been
marked for death quite awhile. You have been warned
several times but you won’t leave. Now you take my
advice and get out of this country just as quick as you
can. I can’t tell you all I know, but I don’t want to see
you killed.”

Grandma H.’s oldest son was the father of Lottie H.’s
children. He had been dead a couple of years.

One of R.’s wounded companions made a confession
on being arrested, and said that R. had furnished him
with a pistol to go down to Lottie H.’s and help raise
a fuss with me, so as to “do me up;” that he went by
R.’s house to get the extra pistol as he had none of his
own, while R. had two.

I continued to visit at Lottie H.’s as though grandma
H. had not given me the friendly warning.

Soon after, I received instructions from Asst. Supt.
Estin to sell my horse and outfit and meet him at a cer-
tain hotel in Washington, D. C. In the letter he stated
that the operation would be closed as it was decided that
a conviction could not be had, no matter how strong the
proof.

After selling the horse and outfit, my friends were bade
goodby for a short time, as it was pretended that I was
going to return after a short visit to the World’s Fair
in St. Louis, Mo. .

I had made many warm friends in Whitesburg, among

»
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them being Sam Collins the postmaster, and a young
lawyer, Wilson Field.

There are some good people in these mountains, and
others not so good. Their worst fault is their reckless
regard for human life. They think no more of killing
a man than of killing a wild beast. At least twenty
murders were committed in these mountains during my
short stay.

They also need education in their mode of living,
especially in their home life, wherein one wife is not con-
sidered sufficient for one man. Also, they need bath-
tubs. I failed to see one bath-tub in the counties of
Letcher, Perry and Knott. Possibly they are afraid of
wearing out should they wash too much.

One morning Mr. B. whose weight is 300, and who
is said to never have done a day’s work in his life, al-
though past middle-age, he being a king-bee of the
“moonshiners’ ” brigade, and I were to start early on
a squirrel hunt. On reaching his house he informed
me that he couldn’t go hunting as this was his bath
day; that his wife kept track of it and was now heating
the water. He said he always took a bath regularly
every six months; that some people didn’t believe in
bathing so often, but he did. Out in the back yard his
little delicate wife had two large kettles on the fire, as
though it was hog-killing day.

Another curse of this country is the marrymg of first
and second cousins.

I was glad to get away from Whitesburg, for two
reasons one of which was to get beef to eat. I had not
seen or tasted a piece of beef in Kentucky during my
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over seven months’ stay, that is, away from the rail-
roads. I was also anxious to get away from the sound
of banjos. Nearly every household has from one to
half a dozen of these instruments, and nearly every child
can pick the same tune. Some few can pick as many as
three or four tunes.

Regardless of my wild-oat sowing habits, pure-hearted
virtuous Lizzie Holcomb gave me a goodby kiss, with
a hope that I would reform and quit scattering oat-seed
broadcast over the land.

Before shaking the dust of the Kentucky mountains
from these pages, I will state that should any reader of
this book wish to see a dying man smile, he or she ought
to be present when the last breath is just leaving me,
and then mention Mrs. Sol Holcomb and the first four-
legged monkeys which were ever in Whitesburg.

A couple of Italians brought two trained monkeys to
Whitesburg: They were dressed up in human rigging
and performed on the main street which contained only
five stores and the overgrown court house. The town
turned out to see the monkey show. It was a circus
sure enough, but all the monkeyshines were not per-
formed by the little “monks.” There were others.

There were old gray headed men and women who
had never seen a monkey before. When it was all over
Mrs. Sol Holcomb came into the sitting room of her
house, perspiring like a “nigger” at an election. She
said: “Lor’ bless my soul, I didn’t know befo’ that mon-
keys was human beins! I jess wouldn’t of believed it.”

Good-natured, easy-going little Sol Holcomb smiled
and said: “Why Bess, they ain’t humans, they are jest
animals.”
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Here Mrs. Sol got up on her high horse and with
her strong right arm bared to the elbow and pointed
towards her hubby said: “Now look a here Sol, don’t
you dare tell me them ain’t humans, for I knows better.
They are jess as much humans as any black nigger or
you either, Soll”

I spent three days in Washington, D. C., on leaving -
Kentucky, and there took in the sights. In Philadelphia
I stayed two days settling up the affairs of the Dr.
Wentz operation. Then Mr. Roy L. Dickenson phoned
for me to tome down to New York City. I arrived in
New York City on that morning, and most of the day
was spent with Mr. Royder Dickenson. He showed me
through every nook and corner of the large block owned
and occupied by the Dickenson agency. I also visited
with the other high officials, and the many assistant su-
perintendents, too numerous to mention. That night I
went to a theater at the agency’s expense.

Next day my old Denver friend, executive clerk Mr.
C. K. Hibben, showed me some of the great sights of the
city, and I took in Coney Island on an excursion
steamer.

Mr. Dickenson gave me permission to take in the
World’s Fair in St. Louis, en route to Denver. But he
requested that I go from St. Louis to Chicago to Visit
Mr. W. L. Dickenson, as he might want to see me, though
I suspected this was done for my own pleasure to give
me a rest.

En route to St. Louis one night and part of one Sun-
day were spent in Pittsburg, Pennsylvania, which gave
me an opportunity of seeing part of that smoky city.
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In St. Louis I took in the World’s Fair with my
sister and her family.

While in that city I also visited the Dickenson agency
under the supervision of Mr. Wooster, whom I already
knew.

Then I took the back track for Chicago to meet Mr.
Wm. L. Dickenson. He had no business for me, except
a desire that I go out to his residence and ride his new
$500.00 saddle-horse and give my honest opinion about
him, also that I take a look at his half dozen fine bull
terriers. The horse I found to be a “dandy.” He was
certainly the finest gaited large horse that I ever strad-
dled, but for real heavenly delight he couldn’t hold a
candle to the little blue-roan sold in Kentucky by me
for $60.00.

While in Chicago I enjoyed the visit with Mr. Dick-
enson and the superintendents and their assistants,

Shortly after my return to Denver, Supt. J. S. Kaiser
received a letter from Mr. W. L. Dickenson requesting
that I make out a bill for my personal expenditures while
taking in the World’s Fair several days, and the agency
would pay it. I did as requested, and it pleased me, as
this is something employers seldom do.

Thus did the most interesting operation of my eighteen
years’ ronnection with the Dickenson agency end. I had
been gone from Denver eight months,
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Soon after my return from the Dr. Wentz case in
Kentucky and Virginia, I was hurried south to Magda-
lena, New Mexico, on the A. T. & S. F. Ry. From
there I went to the mining camp of Kelly to meet Mr.
Cochran, the manager of the Kelly mine, on a stage-
coach.

Mr. Cochran started me to work on certain mining
men of the camp to gain ctertain information for the
benefit of him and his associates.

My name here was Chas. T. Lloyd. I remained over
a month and did the work successfully.

En route back to Denver, Colo., I stopped off a few
days in Santa Fe to visit my pets at the Sunny Slope
ranch. Two of my pet horses, Lulu and “Glen” had
crossed over to the happy hunting ground where, if the
Indians’ religion is correct, they may be ridden by the
noble red men on buffalo hunts. I felt grieved over their
death.

A few days spent in Denver and I was off for Chey-

454
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enne, Wyo., to meet U. S. Marshal Hadsell and his
deputy Joe LaFors, and the client who is a high-up
statesman.

The Warren Live Stock Company had had their home,
ranch on Pole Creek, twelve miles north of Cheyenne,
burnt along with a lot of stock, causing a loss of about
$40,000.00. It was known to have been set afire, but
there was no clue as to who did it. Joseph LaFors had
worked on the case and found suspicious circumstances
connected with an ex-convict named Bert H. Hence it
required that I win the confidence of cowboy Bert H.
and get a confession from him if he committed the
crime. Bert H. was known to be somewhere on the
Laramie plains about seventy-five miles north of Chey-
enne,

In order to hail from the adjoining state, Nebraska,
I went there on a U. P. Ry. train, and from Sidney,
Nebraska, I took a B. & M. train to Torrington, Wyo-
ming, near old Fort Laramie, where years before I had
attended dances on crutches. Here I bought a horse and
saddle and rode west for the Laramie Plains, several
days’ ride distant.

Bert H. was found at the Jim K. ranch. He had a
contract to put up some wild hay for Jim K. He did the
hay-cutting all alone in the gulches and low places far
from the ranch, the country being wild and unsettled.

Bert H. and I became fast friends and we made trips
into the settlements. He told me all about himself and
we planned big horse-stealing raids into Nebraska. He
had been sent to the Wyoming pen for stealing horses,
and he now kept a small band running on the range as
a nest-egg to drawn on.
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During this fall of 1904 while working on Bert H.
I took in the great cowboy tournament at the Frontier
Day Celebration in Cheyenne, and while there I was kept
jumping sideways to avoid running into Bert C. of
“Wild Bunch” fame and others whom I knew.

This gowboy tournament was a great treat to me,
especially the “bronco-busting” contests. The riders did
fine, but in the roping contests the ropers, as a whole,
were “on the bum,” which would have been considered
disgraceful to the early-day cowboy. But this can be
accounted for by the fact of the present-day towboy
not getting much every-day practice.

One day when Bert H. and I were five miles from the
Jim K. ranch we saw a streak of flying calico in the air.
As it drew nearer, we discovered it to be Mrs. Jim K.
sitting clothespin fashion on an old horse who was run-
ning his best. As soon as the frightened lady could
get her breath she informed us that her only child, a
twelve year old boy had shot himself in the leg with a
pistol.

She and the boy were the only ones at home, as her
husband had gone away on a week’s trip and their hired
man Joe Cruelty would not be back until night.

As the wounded boy had been left lying on the kitchen
floor alone, I put spurs to my horse and galloped to the
ranch while Bert H. followed with the team and wagon,
so as to take the boy to Chugwater station on the Chey-
enne Northern Railroad about twenty miles west.

The boy was found on the floor badly frightened. I
discovered that the bullet was lodged deep down in the
calf of his leg. After bandaging the wound with wet
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towels, first cleansing it with diluted carbolic acid, I be-
gan to cheer him up, by laughing and telling him of the
value of bullet-marks in the making of a good cowboy.
He had a great desire to be a wild and woolly cow-
puncher.

By the time Mrs. K. arrived I had the boy laughing.

Then I explained the foolishness of making the trip
to Cheyenne, just to have the bullet cut out, at an expense
of at least $200.00, in the face of the future honor to be
derived from carrying lead in his flesh, as in old age
he could tell his grandchildren that he was packing
lead shot into him by wild Indians when the Laramie
plains was a howling wilderness. I assured the mother
that the boy would be well and on his feet in two weeks,
whereas in Cheyenne hospital he would be kept just as
long as she could be grafted out of the doctor’s fees.
The result was, when Bert H. arrived there was no need
for the team, as the proposed trip to the railroad had
been given up.

I finally decided beyond a reasonable doubt, that Bert
H. had no hand in the burning of the Pole Creek ranch;
therefore, I went near the line of Nebraska to work
out another clue which had been given by Senator War-
ren and Joe LaFors.

On leaving the Laramie plains the wounded boy, who
was on crutches and out of danger, sold me one of his
half-starved Russian wolf-hound pups. He was all legs
and hair, and had never had a square meal, as the eight
dogs on the ranch were fed once a day on mush by the
hired man, Joe Cruelty, who only fed them half enough,
the few table scraps all going to his own two shepherd
dogs and Mrs. K.’s pet cats.
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I named the pup “Jimmie Long-legs,” as a name should
always be founded on facts, and the fact of Jimmie hav-
ing long legs was a reality.

On leaving the ranch one morning to make a hard
ride without water, Jimmie played completely out and
couldn’t navigate.

I was uncertain as to whether the bronco which I had
just traded for, would consent to carrying double, but
it was a case of “pushincy,”—something had to be done
to get Jimmie to water.

Riding up by the side of the pup I reached down and
caught him by the nape of the neck. Then swinging him
across the saddle in front of me, the bucking contest be-
gan. Here was a bronco-busting contest going to waste
on the desert with no one to see but the Lord, and if His
all-seeing eye gathered in any fun from this free show
He failed to let it be known by slapping me on the back
" and saying: “Well done thou good and faithful bronco
and dog buster.” The pup was being “busted” too, or at
least would have been had his stomach contained any-
thing but the lingering memory of his last mush supper.

Every time the bronco came down on his front feet
with his hind parts up in the air, my whole weight was
thrown against the pup’s empty mushbasket, and of
course the air was full of yelps. I wanted to smile but
didn’t have time.

On reaching the creek where there was a small lake,
I shot a mudhen for Jimmie. Then I had to pull off
my boots and pants and wade out into the muddy lake
to get the hen. While ripping the mudhen open prepar-
atory to skinning the feathers off, the “purp” which was
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sitting on his long tail eyeing the operation, smelled the
blood and made a grab for the hen. I tried to take it
away from him but he held on, so turning my hold
loose I told Jimmie to pick his own duck; but bless you,
he ate feathers, bill, feet and all. It was filling that he
was after, and not dainties,

Here I changed Jimmie’s name to “Eat ’Em Up Jake”
and he retains that name to this day.

Later in Cheyenne City, I put E. E. U. J. in a crate
and expressed him to Santa Fe, New Mexico, there to
join my other pets.

My next few weeks’ work solved the fire mystery.
The secret was locked up in the brains of two wealthy
brothers who had cattle on a thousand hills. They were
bitter enemies of Senator and his company. I
became quite chummy with one of them and he told me
enough to satisfy me as to their guilt. )

I spoiled one scheme which the brothers were using
against the Company. They had an extra ’phone
instrument which was used to get the secrets passing
between Senator and his manager, Mr. Willson
in Cheyenne City, and the foreman of the Pole Creek
Home ranch. A wire would be attached to this private
telephone line and then fastened to the extra receiver on
the ground. My informant told me in confidence of how
after the fire, he lived on this telephone line catching all
the secrets of Joe LaFor’s sleuthing work.

In Cheyenne city I met Senator at his home
and the case was discussed. We decided that it would
require a long siege at great expense to secure evidence
enough to convict, more so, as the secret was locked
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up in the heads of two “foxy” men who had money to
fight the case to the bitter end.

The senator said that he would read the “riot act” to
these brothers so as to let them know that he knew of
their guilt and how they had stolen his secrets from the
telephone line, and how they used to kill and cripple his
fine range horses by running them into barbed wire
fences, one of their favorite schemes being to raise the
wires which fenced in a windmill and trough, so that the
thirsty Warren horses could crawl through to the water.
Then the wild animals would be stampeded through the
wire, many being ruined and some killed. On the
strength of this information from me, the senator dis-
posed of his range horses.

It was agreed that the operation be discontinued,
therefore I returned to Denver.

My next operation out of the city was to Salt Lake,
Utah, to do secret work on a son of Banker O’Gormley
of that city; also on his friends, all young “bloods” and
“high rollers.”

I passed myself off as a mining man and secured the
information wanted, relating to a copper mine and new
smelter in one of the southern territories. Then I
dropped out of sight and returned home.

Soon I was hurried off to Prescott, Arizona, to work
on a big robbery which had just taken place.

Jim S. was the treasurer of Yavapai County, Pres-
cott being the county seat, and on the morning after
election, his party being defeated, S. was found by his
daughter bound and gagged, and locked in the vault
of the court house. All the gash, many thousands of
dollars, was gone.
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Jim S, claimed that two strangers overpowered him
after midnight and locked him in the vault, after which
they took the cash and skipped. But his bondsmen had
a suspicion that he did the job himself, hence the Dicken-
son agency being called into the case.

I arrived in Prescott, Arizona, about 10 P. M., and
after securing a room strolled down “Whisky Row”
fronting the court house, and there on the street my
friend Joe Hobbs in company with the county treasurer
Jim S. was met. Of course I was introduced to S. and
we three went into a saloon to “irrigate.”

This illustrates how good luck often helps a detective,
though it would have been an unlucky meeting had I
not previously played my cards right with Joe Hobbs.
He and I had been partners in a mine when I was work-
ing on the Jersey Lillie mine-salting case. He had been
used then as a cat’s paw to pull my chestnuts out of the
fire, and now I intended to use him again for the same
purpose, as he and S. were bosom friends.

Joe Hobbs knew me by the name of Lee Roy Davis,
therefore that name had to be used.

After midnight I invited Mr. Hobbs and S. to have a
feast with me, and while we were in a cafe eating, two
officers came in and arrested S. on a warrant sworn out
by his bondsmen.

Hobbs and I accompanied the Texas gentleman to jail
and saw him safely put to bed behind cold steel shutters.

Of course, my friend Hobbs was “hot under the col-
lar” over the arrest being made at night when bonds
could not be given for his friend’s release.

At 8 p. M. next day, in Lawlor’s office, I met the
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bondsmen who had employed the Dickenson agency.
They were: Mr. James Wardner, Mr. Tony Motts, Mr.
John Lawson, Mr. Robt. Howe and his partners in the
Palace saloon and theater, Messers Smith & Belcher.
They gave me all the facts in the case, of how Jim S. on
the morning after the election had been found by his
daughter who was the assistant treasurer, locked in the
vault and all the county funds gone.

My visits at the home of Mr. Hobbs were enjoyed, as
Mrs. Hobbs was a nice little soul and had three sweet
little children. Besides, she was a good cook and gave
me an opportunity of testing her culinary art. She was
a sister of my friend Joseph LaFors, the deputy U. S.
Marshal of Wyoming. On this account I disliked using
her and her hubby as cat’s paws,

Of course it was impossible for me to stay in Pres-
cott without being recognized by my old friend Johnny
Kinnie, who still owned mining interests there. After
we had come together, I found that he still loved “red
licker,” “all same” twenty-five years previous, when he
and I went to a swell Mexican wedding in La Mesilla,
New Mexico, and got “loaded” on champagne.

As Kinnie was a good Democrat, same as Mr. Hobbs
and Jim S. and knew the inside workings of the Arizona
brand of political whisky-soaked rorruption, I used him
also as a cat’s paw, though with his consent.

Johnny Kinnie and I went to the strong Miners’ union
camp of McCabe where 1 did some secret work among
old Coeur D’Alene, Idaho, dynamiters, who knew me
well, but who failed to recognize me. Kinnie was fear-
ful lest one particular rabid dynamiter from the Coeur
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D’Alenes might know my face and voice; for only a
few weeks previous he had told Kinnie of that Dicken-
son detective “Allison—Siringo” who had joined the
Gem union and turned traitor. He said he would know
me should we ever meet, but the fellow drank at my ex-
pense many times and told me all about the prospects
for a man of wealth like myself, investing money in that
camp.

Before court sat I made a trip to Phoenix, the capital
of the territory, and to Tempe and other places. On
these trips I was gathering evidence to be used against
the schemes which Jim S’s friends were manufacturing
to clear the county treasurer.

Finally the day of trial arrived, and after the jury
were selected I informed our clients that the defense
would “fix” a few of the jurymen so as to be assured
of a “hung jury”; and later our clients were given the
names of the “fixed” jurymen, as I had got the informa-
tion from headquarters, but it was too late now to remedy
the evil, as the case had started.

During the trial a Catholic priest did a little stunt on
a court official to save one of his church members of
wealth and influence who might be sent to the peni-
tentiary in case Jim S. was convicted.

As soon as the jury were dismissed the four “fixed”
jurymen met Hobbs, Jim S. and myself in one of the
saloons. Then drinking began, and these jurymen told
of how they had worked for an acquittal. One of these
“fixed” jurymen said he wouldn’t have brought in a
verdict of guilty had he been at an upstairs window in
the court house and seen Jim S. carry off the county
funds
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Thus is Arizona justice blind-drunk sometimes.

Of course Jim S. was put under bond for a new trial,
he being convicted at the fourth trial, and sentenced to
the penitentiary for four years.

The next day I bade my friends goodby and pulled

out for Denver stopping en route at Santa Fe, New Mex-
ico.
I found a wonderful change in Eat ’Em Up Jake. He
had grown to be almost as large as a young colt, and
his ribs were covered with good solid fat. Mr. and Mrs.
B. C. Volk who had charge of my ranch kept him filled
up as per my request. E. E. U. J. knew me and seemed to
take great delight in showing how easily he could pick
up a jackrabbit. The pleasure of seeing him outrun a
swift jackrabbit in a few hundred yards race amply re-
paid me for the trouble and expense of getting him to"
Santa Fe. Besides, he was a beautiful specimen of the
Russian wolfhound breed, and it was a satisfaction to
know that I had “brought him up” from a lanky half
starved pup to his present lordly state. His hair was
now long and curly and as white as snow, with the ex-
ception of a few cloudy spots. It was also a pleasure to
think back to the time when he and I slept together and
“busted” broncos on the sagebrush flats of Wyoming.

Soon after returning to Denver I was sent to Mt. Car-
bon, a coal mining camp in Gunnison county, Colorado,
to investigate a fire which had destroyed a “tipple” and
other buildings.

I found Mt. Carbon to be a desolate place on the
snowy crest of the great rocky mountain divide. Here
at midnight, with the snow from two to ten feet deep, I



Ear 'Ex Up JAKE






A COWBOY DETECTIVE 465

walked out into the hills and with old Colts 45 shot out
the old year 1904, and ushered in the new year of 1905.
It was a single handed New Year's celebration at a
height of over 10,000 feet above sea level, with the
whole face of nature wrapped in her purest robe of
white, and with the large flakes of snow falling thick
and fastt My mind naturally drifted back twelve
months to when old Colts 45 and I smoked in the new
year just dead, among the “moonshiners” of “Old Kin-
tuck.”

I finally decided that the fire which destroysd the
tipple was an accident caused by defective electric wires.

Then I “hiked” back to Denver to await a new opera-
tion. :

For the next few months my work was on short oper-
ations in the city or the nearby towns.

During this time I made one “big catch” in the per-
son of Joseph Adams, alias many other names. He was
a member of the noted Knox-Whitman gang of check
forgers and had been chased all over the United States
and Europe. In the crowded postoffice one Sunday morn-
ing I recognized him as resembling the Adams photo
which was carried in my pocket. After this “foxy”
gentleman had gotten a letter at the general delivery
window he went out into the rainstorm and tried to
cover up his tracks by going through out-of-the-way
streets and alleys. On turning a corner he would stand
concealed to see if any one were following him. Here
my early training in “shadow” work came in play. He
finally went to his room on 14th street. Then I stepped
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into a nearby drug store and ’phoned to Assistant Supt.
Geary that I had the muchly wanted bank forger located,
giving the number of the street where his room was
located.

Soon Asst. Supt. B. and operative “Dick” H. were
sent to assist me.

When Asst. Supt. B. and one of the city officials
arrested Adams in the afternoon, when he had finished
a meal, I dropped out of sight, as we poor operatives
are compelled to do in order to hide our identity. But
not so with the assistant superintendents; they can
swell up and look wise as though they are the whole
“cheese.”

Next morning the daily papers came out with glow-
ing accounts of the great detective ability of our Asst.
Supt. Mr. B. in the running down of this great criminal.
Of course Mr. B. didn’t “load” the newspaper reporters.
He merely looked wise and they did the rest. I mention
this to illustrate how an operative in the Dickenson insti-
tution is a dead duck so far as the public are concerned.
Adams was sentenced to a long term in the penitentiary,
so I was told.

During the early spring I was sent to Leadville and
Cripple Creek to make an investigation on mining mat-
ters,

On returning to Denver I was sent to Pueblo, Colo-
rado, to work on the Blanche Haws kidnapping case.

Mrs. Haws was the principal witness against Repub-
lican officials in recent election frauds in Pueblo, and she
had just been kidnapped and spirited away to parts un-
known.
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On reaching the city of Pueblo I met our clients, Dis-
trict Attorney S. H. Grave, Geo. E. Lord and J. A.
Boothly, both of the Daily Chieftain, the leading news-
paper of the city.

A couple of days later Mrs. Haws was found in a
wagon, being in the hands of her kidnappers en route
to Canyon City.

Mrs. Haws and several men were thrown in the county
jail. I had found out enough to convince me that Mrs.
Haws “stood in” with the “play” and had been kidnapped
by her own consent.

She was a good looking young woman of the free
and easy kind, and swore by all that was holy that she
had been kidnapped by force. A few days later in the
same jail where I had been a prisoner with the cold-
blooded murderers Dick Manley and Anderson, many
years previous, I broke Mrs. Haws down and she made
a full confession. Undersheriff Tim O’Leary assisted
me.

While on the Haws case in Pueblo I had the pleasure
of inspecting President Roosevelt’s teeth without his
knowing it.

He was returning to Washington from his noted bear
hunt. He made a short speech from the rear of his
private car. The chief of police, McCafferty, who knew
my business, had given me a “tip” as to where the Presi-
dent’s car would stop. Therefore the widow, on whom
I was working, and who thought I was a rich mining
man, and I, secured a choice place to stand. We stood
within a few feet of “Teddy” the Great, and I could look
into his mouth while he was talking, and see every tooth
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in his head, and a finer set of teeth I had never seen be-
fore. Every one seemed to be perfect, and they were set
into jaws that were built for wear and tear.

While making his heart-to-heart talk to the great audi-
ence, the President showed his regard for the safety of
others, and also the activity of his massive brain.

On the rear end of the coach dozens of children were
hanging. The engine backed up to the train and the
jolt knocked some of these “kids” off onto the track
where they would have been run over had the coach
moved a few feet further. With outstretched arms ready
for action, the President sprang forward and grabbed at
some of the urchins who were still hanging onto the
car. The coach came to a standstill before any damage
had been done, and quicker than a flash the President’s
whole countenance changed, and with a smile he said:
“Look out boys, little apples always go to the bottom of
the barrel!”

Of course this put himself in the big apple class,
which caused a roar of laughter. But the point which
struck me forcibly was the quick action of both thought
and speech.

I had seen “Teddy” Roosevelt onte before at Trinidad,
Colo., when on his way to the Rough Riders’ Reunion at
Las Vegas, New Mexico. This was before he became
President. At that time too, I stood near the end of his
car, though dressed as a coal miner and being in com-
pany with a gang of striking miners.

Finally I returned home after doing all that could be
done against the “Grand Old Party” of President Lin-
coln and Ben Butler.
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I had found out enough to satisfy me that the Repub-
lican party had corrupted decency and the sacred fran-
chise in the city of Pueblo, but that is not saying that
the Democrats wouldn’t. have done the same had they
been in control of the political machinery.

In Denver, where the Democrats had been in power
for many years, they had carried corruption with such
a high hand that even a Pattersonian anarchist of the
sic-em-tige kind ought to hang his head in shame, and
blush every time he sees a statue of the Goddess of
Liberty.

At one of these corrupt elections in Denver, I was in-
structed to put on “bum” clothes and join the hobo gang
in the slums, so as to secure evidence. I only voted a
few times,—eight in all,—three times before the same
judge of election. Others of my hobo chums voted all
day as they needed some “easy” money.

The notorious Jack Hall of the old Clifton Hotel had
charge of the Democratic slush fund, where I did my
voting that day. My earnings for the day only amounted
to 8$1.75, at 25 cents a vote, as the paymaster skipped
out with the funds after my last vote was deposited,
just before the polls closed. On finding out that the
“money-guy” had vanished, there was much swearing
and gnashing of teeth among these poor downtrodden
American citizens who help make our laws.

Denver has made great strides though, in the matter
of buying votes, since the time that Wolcott put up his
good hard cash to become a Republican senator of these
glorious United States, where every man is a king, with
the sacred right to vote. At that time the Republicans
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had control of the city, it being about sixteen years ago.
But at that time they had no “scab” voters; they paid
union prices,—a new two dollar bill for each vote.

My next operation was trying to run down a hard
case in the State of Sonora, Old Mexico.

Operative J. V. Marke, now one of the Asst. Supts.
of the Denver office, had just worked up a big steal in
Colorado City, Colorado, and this man was wanted in
connection with that case. He had been seen by a
traveling man at a fiesta in the town of Magdalena,
Mexico, and had told of owning a placer mine out in the
La Briesa mining country, about 100 miles east of the
railroad town of Magdalena. But as to the name he
was using down in Mexico we were ignorant; therefore
I had only his description to work on.

In Magdalena, a small city, I failed to get a trace of
my man, as at the time he was seen there the city was
full of strangers attending the fiesta.

From here I went overland by stage, private convey-
ances and on horseback to the La Briesa mining camp
owned by Col. W. C. Green. From La Briesa I scoured
the wild mountain regions for fifty miles around, where-
ever gold had ever been found. I did this on horseback
and had some trying experiences with the half-starved
Mexican ponies breaking down.

I concluded that my man had never been in this La
Briesa country.

On returning to Magdalena I boarded a train for the
south and scoured the country through to the city of
Guaymas on the Gulf of California. In Hermosillo, the
capital of Sonora, I enjoyed life for a week, and also
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took in the dives and tough places where my man would
naturally hang out, as he was a gambler by profession.

There was great excitement throughout the State of
Sonora over the Yaqui Indian war, Indian prisoners
were being brought into the capital and shot, then their
bodies hung up to trees to rot down, it being a crime
to remove a corpse from its necktie swing. I could have
seen five of these warriors shot and hung up about five
miles north of Hermosillo, but I had no desire to witness
the scene.

In Nogales, Arizona, on the Mexican border, I found
a hotel proprietress who had seen my man as he was
leaving Mexico. He had stayed at her hotel while wait-
ing for the northbound train.

From here I went to Naco on the train, thence back
into Old Mexico to the large mining camp of Cananea;
thence back to Bisbee and Douglas, Arizona. In Doug-
las I met my old cowboy friend Jim East and his good
wife.

After putting my case in the hands of the Arizona
Rangers, I returned to Denver, stopping off a few days
at Santa Fe, New Mexico.

Soon after my arrival in Denver the Captain of the
Arizona Rangers wrote me that they had my man located
and asked if they should arrest him. This letter was
turned over to our clients in Colorado Springs so they
could make their own terms with the Arizona Rangers.
This ended my connection with the operation. I had
gone under the name of Chas. Tony Lloyd on this trip.

I reached Denver just in time to see the State Legis-
lature seat Peabody in the Governor’s chair for a second
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term, in spite of the protests that his opponent Alva
Adams had been elected and was entitled to the seat.

It was predicted that Governor Jas. H. Peabody would
be assassinated if the legislature confirmed his election;
therefore the Dickenson agency was called on to furnish
two bodyguards for the governor, who could shoot
straight and were not afraid to die. Yours Truly and
old Colts 45 were selected as one of these bodyguards
and we were itching to plant six 45 caliber bullets where
they would do the most good for society. Mr. Pace, one
of Capt. John Howard’s patrolmen, was the other body-
guard.

After the legislature had seated Governor Peabody, a
big reception was held at night in the Peabody mansion
on Capitol Hill, and there I experienced a touch of high-
life, and at the same time had a couple of years added
to my life by the governor’s pretty daughter, Miss Jessie,
pinning a carnation to my coat and smiling her sweetest
while doing so.

In order to keep peace in the Republican household,
Governor Peabody resigned his office later, and the
legislature appointed Jesse McDonald, a good Republi-
can from Leadville, as the new executive. Thus did I
lose my job and the chance of high living, also the op-
portunity of killing members of Western Federation of
Dynamiters, or the spilling of my own Texas blood for
the benefit of society and the corrupt politicians.

A few days later I was en route to Sheridan, Wyoming,
to work on cowboys and cattlemen to secure secrets of
a “Frenzied Finance” nature for a live stock commis-
sion trust of the east.
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I was given a letter of introduction to Ctas Long, a
cattle inspector and deputy sheriff at Sheridan. Mr.
Long was a cowboy of the old school, and assisted me
in my work.

In Sheridan I made the acquaintance of an old Texas
cowboy by the name of George Carroll. He was now
a prosperous cattleman. I went with him and his young
son to their cattle ranch on the Rosebud river in Mon-
tana, and while on this trip I lived my old cowboy life
over again by eating fine fat beef stuck on a stick and
roasted over a campfire.

After about a month spent in and around Sheridan, I
secured the coveted sworn affidavit from the McKinley
brothers, cattlemen. But I sweat blood until the afh-
davits were in my pocket, as the “boys” didn’t want to
mix up in the affair as it was no fight of theirs, they
being honorable men.

I then returned home, wondering what the next oper-
ation would be.

After a short stay in Denver I was detailed on a case
in Colorado Springs, which turned out to be a two
weeks’ pleasure trip in that noted summer resort. The
tourist season was then at its height, it being midsum-
mer; therefore my stay in that clean little prohibition
city was a pleasure indeed.

The work was in the nature of an investigation to
decide who had stolen a big lot of street car tickets,
though only a few of them had been used.

The operation was being conducted by Mr. G. A.
Carpp, the president of a principal national bank. I was
assisted by Mr. O. J. Lewis, Mr. Wm. Boyd, Dr. Tice
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]
and Supt. Latham of the street railway system of that
place.

While in Colorado Springs I visited my old friends,
Postmaster Dana, Chief of Police Alex. Adams; the
cowboy author, Andy Adams, and last but not least, C.
W. Kurie, the mining man, and his lovely wife and sons.

Mr. Kurie and his eldest son gave me my first auto-
mobile ride in their brand new $4000.00 “Red Devil.”
I enjoyed it immensely.

As the result of my work a high up employe of the
Electric Ry. Co. lost his job. I felt sorry for the poor
fellow when I accused him of being the guilty man. The
blood rushed out of his face and he became as pale as
a ghost. His ears became so transparent after the blood
had left them, that I could almost see through them.
But the head officials had no disposition to prosecute
him,
I had previously confronted other trusted employes on
whom a slight suspicion rested, and accused them of the
theft as though I had good proof, but they looked me
square in the face and showed their innocence by every
look and action. Among these were Mr. Carpp’s young
nephew and on old Union soldier eighty years of age.
It was comical to see this old hero of bloody battles climb
upon his dignity when accused.

I then bade my friends goodby and returned to the
Queen City of the Plains, Denver.

Supt. J. S. Kaiser at once detailed me on an opera-
tion in Roswell, New Mexico, just the place I wanted
to visit, as I hadn’t been there for twenty-three years.

Although my instructions from Asst. Supt. “Hank”

Y
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Geary who had charge of the case was to do nothing to
retard justice, as the agency couldn’t afford to work
against his “royal nibs,” Uncle Samuel; still, knowing
my failing, I felt sure that once in the battle I would
fight to win, even though my big Uncle did get his corns
stepped on. )

Before starting on my trip to Roswell, the manager of
our six western offices, Mr. Jas. McCartney, called me
into his private office to inform me that I had been pro-
moted to the position of assistant superintendent under
Supt. John S. Kaiser of the Denver office; that on my
return from New Mexico I was to take the place of Asst.
Supt. Carver, who had just resigned to accept a place
under Special Agent Ben Williams of the A. T. & S.
F. Ry.

I told Mr. McCartney that I didn’t want the position
of assistant superintendent, but he wouldn’t take no for
an answer. He told me to take a week to think the
matter over carefully, and then to write my decision to
Supt. John S. Kaiser, so that my letter could be forwarded
to the eastern headquarters.

After reaching Roswell, New Mexico, I wrote a letter
refusing the promotion, under the pretense that I didn’t
think office work would suit my complexion after having
led an active outdoor life so long; though in truth I re-
fused it because I didn’t consider my education finished.
For to accept the assistant superintendency, would be
like a pupil in a college taking a position as assistant
professor. The facts are, I started out in the Dickenson
school to serve fifteen years. Then the time was extended
to twenty years, as I found there was much more to
learn of the world’s ways.
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On starting out with the Dickensons, I had just fin-
ished “fifteen years on the hurricane deck of a Spanish
pony,” in the strenuous cowboy school, and I concluded
that another fifteen years in the equally strenuous
Dickenson College would complete my education; but
this school was found to be great and broad, so that a
twenty years’ course would be short enough.

Boarding a Colorado Southern Ry. train, I started for
Amarillo, Tex. There a transfer was made onto a Pecos
Valley train of the A. T. & S. F. system.

The journey from Amarillo, Texas, to Portales, New
Mexico, an all day ride in a railway coach, was over the
level staked plains, and was a rare treat to me. Over
this same ground I had ridden horseback, with not a
single inhabitant between the L X ranch twenty miles
north of Amarillo, southwesterly to Roswell, New Mex-
ico, a distance of about 200 miles. This was in 1877
and 1878. Now my train speeds along through a coun-
try of fine white ranch and farm houses, with a wind-
mill on nearly every section of land. What a wonderful
change in about twenty-seven years.

On coming in sight of the Paloduro (head of the Red
river) Canyon to our left, I saw the once favorite camp-
ing place for Indian and Mexican buffalo hunters. Here
after the New Year in 1877, W. C. Moore (the cowboy
outlaw seen in Alaska) Jack Ryan, Vanduzan and myself
camped, down in the breaks of the Paloduro, where Van-
duzan had killed a fat bear. And that day I saw my
first Indian buffalo hunt with lances.

Leaving my companions in camp, I had joined a band
of fifty Apache Indians and we rode out to a large herd
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of buffalo which were grazing where my train is now
gliding along. The herd numbered about 20,000 to
50,000 head. When within half a mile of the woolly
beasts our Indian chief placed us all abreast close to-
gether so as to fool the buffaloes who couldn’t figure
out what kind of an animal we were. They would have
stampeded from the sight of horsemen approaching them
in a haphazard fashion; but as it was, we were within
100 yards of them before they broke into a run. Then
the race of life and death began. We were soon right
in the midst of the herd at the tail end. For awhile I did
nothing but watch the Indians do their expert lancing.
Each buck would run up by the side of a buffalo and
reaching over, stick the sharp steel or stone lance, which
were fastened to long poles, into the animal’s loin. Down
the poor brute would go, helpless, but not killed. Then
Mr. Buck would select another and another victim for
slaughter.

One old grey-haired Indian buck on a large yellow
horse, leaned far over in his stirrup and drove the lance
home, but his weight on the handle broke it, and off he
tumbled and rolled over and over in the short buffalo
grass. I happened to be following close behind. It was
comical to see this Indian, after he had gained his feet,
dodging the buffaloes which were bringing up the rear.
They tried to keep out of his way, but in his excitement
he would run in front of them. One old bull jumped
almost over his head and knocked him down. Then he
sat still and the rest went around him.

At the windup I emptied my Colts 45 pistol and killed
three bulls; my aim being just at the lower edge of the
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hump. Here the bullet enters the “lights” and does the
work.

After the battle was over there were several hundred
crippled buffalo scattered along the trail. They were un-
able to rise to their feet, but otherwise much alive.

I remained to see the several hundred bucks and squaws
who had followed behind, kill the wounded animals.
Then I rode back to camp in time for the bearmeat
supper. Of course I had brought along the humps of
the buffalo killed by me.

Soon the train rounded the head of Paloduro Canyon,
and here to the right, a few hundred yards, stood the
log rabin house built by the Dyer brothers (brothers-in-
law of Cattle King Charlie Goodnight) in 1878; this
being the first house built between the L. X ranch and
Roswell. At that time Charlie Goodnight had his ranch
at the mouth of Paloduro Canyon about twenty-five miles
further east. All around this old Dyer log house now
waived fields of ripening grain, and nearby stood up-to-
date farm homes.

Finally we crossed Running Water, thence past a large
“dry” lake which had looked good to me in the summer
of 1881. At that time I was returning with the rem-
nants of my men from a raid after “Billy the Kid” and
his gang and the cattle which they had stolen and run
into Lincoln County, New Mexico, the winter previous.
This raid had resulted in the killing and capture of the
whole gang.

We struck this “dry” lake with 2,500 head of famished
cattle which had had no water for two days and nights;
hence were almost crazy. We and our mounts were
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about dead for water, too. The bottom of this lake bed
contained about two feet of rainwater, which proved a
godsend to us. We had been lost, but wouldn’t give up
the ship by turning the cattle loose.

My cowboys were Frank Clifford (“Big Foot Wal-
lace,” afterwards an outlaw), Tom Emory and Lon.
Chambers. The last two were in the battle which put
“Billy the Kid” out of business, and placed two of his
gang, Charlie Bowdre and Tom O’Falliard under the
sod. They and Jim East, another of my men, were with
Sheriff Pat Garrett when the fight took place.

On flew the train over familiar ground, finally stop-
ping in the lively town of Portales. Here at Las Por-
tales Lake, “Billy the Kid” and his gang had their head-
quarters in the early days, while stealing cattle. At a
fresh water spring coming out of a cliff of rock they
had a camp and a stone corral.

From here the train descended from the staked plains
down into the Pecos Valley, and in the evening dumped
me out in the beautiful little city of Roswell, New Mex-
1€O0. )

Late that evening I walked down the main street of
Roswell, and there in front of a real estate office sat
my old cowboy friend Tom Emory.

But seeing Emory so often in the weeks following
brought back memories of bygone days; for right here
in this very spot in the spring of 1881 I had left him to
guard the steers which we had recovered from parties
to whom they had been sold by “Billy the Kid,” while I
took Lon Chambers and “Big Foot Wallace” down the
Pecos river to attend the roundup on John Chisolm’s
range, in search of other stolen cattle.
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At that time, John Chisolm, whose home ranch was
five miles below Roswell, and which is now the beauti-
ful home of millionaire J. J. Hagerman, ranged 60,000
cattle, where now live nearly that many human beings.

And within a stone’s throw of where Tom Emory now
sits smoking, stands the same adobe residence where
Emory took his meals with the family of Capt. J. C.
Lea,—one of nature’s genuine noblemen, now dead,—
during my absence.

In those days Roswell contained two stores, one
owned by Capt. J. C. Lea and the others by a Mr. Cos-
grove. There were, not to exceed a dozen houses in the
town, and Emory used to graze his steers where the
busy streets now are, and watch them from the Lea store
where he was wont to sit and smoke in the shade, just as
he is doing now.

During the forenoon the gay after my arrival, I
stepped into the Citizens National Bank to make a de-
posit, and my old friend John W. Poe, the president of
the institution stepped to the window to wait on me. I
“gave him my name as Chas. Tony Lloyd and this threw
him off the track. We met several times afterwards and
he never recognized me.

Seeing John W. Poe brought back other memories, for
I was the direct cause of his first coming to New Mexico,
where he has lived ever since and accumulated an inde-
pendent fortune by having the foresight to see the
future of Roswell and the Pecos Valley.

In the winter of 1880 I had followed a herd of cattle
supposed to be stolen, to Las Cruces on the Rio Grande
river. and there from the notorious desperado “Hurricane
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Bill” I found out their destination was Tombstone, Ariz.
Then I wrote to my boss, W. C. Moore in Texas, to
send a good man by rail and stage to Tombstone, Ariz.,
to investigate this cattle herd, as I couldn’t go that far
from my outfit, then in White Oaks.

John W. Poe was a deputy U. S. Marshal in Mobeeta,
Texas, with a name for honor and bravery, so Moore
employed him for the trip to Arizona; but he reached
there too late, the herd having been scattered over that
wild country and all trace of them lost. Then Moore
ordered Poe to Dofia Ana and Lincoln Counties, New
Mexico, to prosecute the parties who had “stood in” with
“Billy the Kid” in the stealing of L X cattle, as per my
reports.

Later when Pat. Garrett’s term of office expired, John
W. Poe was elected sheriff of Lincoln County, which
then embraced a wild territory almost 200 miles square.

After becoming settled in Roswell, I called on Attor-
ney W. W. Gatewood, then my operation was started.

I made many new acquaintances here and was taken
out buggy riding often, among the flowing artesian wells
and lovely farms and orchards. It was indeed a treat to
see the change from an untamed cattle country to fruit
and flowers. And a drive through “Lovers Lane,” the
former ranch home of John W. Poe, on a hot summer’s
day is next to paradise, especially if the girl is a “good
looker.” s

In Roswell I became well acquainted with Gen. Sher-
man Bell, who dished out to the Western Federation of
Miners in Colorado, some of their own bitter medicine.
They made a great howl about being deported from their
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homes, contrary to the Constitution of the United States;
but in these howls they failed to mention the hundreds
of non-union men termed “scabs,” dragged from the
bosom of their families and set adrift without food or
shelter in dead of winter by them. I know whereof I
speak, for I helped them do it in the Coeur D’Alenes, and
the only crime committed by the poor “scabs” was try-
ing to earn an honest living by the sweat of their brows.

This is not meant to condemn all members of the
Western Federation of Miners, as that would be unjust.
I venture to say that half of the members of that great
and powerful organization are kindhearted, law-abiding
citizens who are deluded and led astray by rank, blood-
thirsty blatherskites.

Gen. Sherman Bell was in Roswell for his health, and
to hobnob with cowboy Charlie Ballard and U, S. Dist.
Att. Maj. Llewellyn, who had helped him and “Teddy”
Roosevelt storm San Juan hill in Cuba.

I remained in Roswell over a month, and before leav~
ing, our side came out with flying colors, while poor
old Uncle Samuel took a back seat. But during this legal
battle I learned some new lessons in high finance and
official trickery, which would have caused President
Roosevelt’s model teeth and massive jaws to snap to-
gether like a steel trap, could he have peeped behind the
curtains.

One day previous to my departure, I couldn’t resist the
temptation of making myself known to my old cowboy
chums, Phelps and Tom White, nephews of the old time
Texas Cattle Kings, George and Jim Littlefield; the
White boys being now wealthy.



A COWBOY DETECTIVE 483

Of course we had to “hark back” to old times, and in
doing so, Phelps White added a little new history to my
cowboy life.

In the late Spring of 1877 at St. Joe, Texas, mounted
on my pet racehorse “Whisky Pete,” and wearing a satis-
fied smile decorated with a sprouting mustache, I hired
out to the boss of one of the Littlefield trail herds num-
bering 3,700 head of mixed cattle, en route to Dodge
City, Kansas. I was given the job of horse wrangler,—
taking care of the “ramutha,” about 100 head of saddle
horses.

In crossing through the ten mile belt of heavy black-
jack timber near Red River, which is the Texas and
Indian Territory line, the boss detailed Phelps White,
who was then too young to support a mustache, though
old enough to “tote” a Winchester rifle and a Colts 45
pistol, to help me through the “blackjacks.”

I was trailing the “ramutha” several miles behind the
cattle herd, taking my time, when young White and his
heavy artillery appeared on the scene. He was informed
that his help was not needed as the horses were no
trouble. Still, he remained and helped me through the
timber.

And now after keeping silent twenty-eight years he
comes out with the truth that I was suspected of being a
horse thief, and they feared that my Indian Territory pals
might be in hiding in this “crosstimber” to help me steal
the whole “ramutha.” Hence the boss sending him
back to help me.

They could hardly be blamed for their suspicions, for
I was a tough looking kid and had spent the previous
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winter among the Chickasaw Indians in the Indian Terri-
tory.

While with Tom and Phelps White they introduced
me to my old friend Tom Emory, and I found out that
he had once recognized me down in Casas Grandes, Old
Mexico, but having heard that I was with the Dickensons
he thought it best not to speak to me.

I was also made known to my old friends J. S. Lea,
now county treasurer of this, Chaves County, and Andy
M. Robertson, a prosperous business man of Roswell.

Phelps White pointed out to me old “Uncle Henry”
Stephens whom I knew in my boyhood days when he
was one of the largest cattle drovers of the old Chisholm
Trail, between southern Texas and Kansas. He now
represents a Kansas City commission firm, as his great
wealth has taken wings and “flewd” away.

In leaving Roswell on my return to Denver, I ron-
cluded to try J. W. Stockard’s new automobile passen-
ger line over the 107 miles of unsettled country to Tor-
rance, at the junction of the new Rock Island and New
Mexico Central railways. I did this so as to visit my
pets at Santa Fe.

Bright and early one morning we started with the
big Red Devil and the Little Red Imp loaded with gaso-
line and half a dozen passengers. It was raining hard
and the mud flew thick and fast. About night we had
reached Charlie Ballard’s cattle ranch fifteen miles out
of Roswell, and a few of us hired a rancher to take us
back to the starting point in his carriage. It was late
in the night when we reached Roswell.

This was my second and last ride in an automobile.
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The trip was worth something though, as I learned some
new cuss words.

I thought of the story about the western farmer who
had never heard of automobiles and the green cowboy
who had never seen a hay mower, but had heard of auto-
mobiles. The angry farmer was on his way to the cross-
road town to get an unruly hay mower fixed, at a time
when his hay needed cutting. He met the cowboy whose
hide was full of “red licker,” who stopped him and
asked :

“Say mister, is that a au-to-mo-bele ?”

The hayseeder replied: “I dunno,—the d—d thing
au-to-mo-hay, but it won't.”

That was the way with the Stockard Red Devils,—
they au-to have landed us in Torrance, but they didn’t,
thus spoiling my chance of swapping smiles with Eat-
Em-Up-Jake.

Next morning I boarded a train for Denver, return-
ing over the same route that I had come.



CHAPTER XXI

A Cowsoy OPERATION IN EASTERN OREGON—A TRIP
T0 SOMBRERETE, OLb MEeXxico—A VisiT T0 THE
Coeur D’ALENES WITH JAMES McPARLAND—Lay-
ING FOR TRAIN HoLDUPS IN NEBRASKA—AN OPERA-
TION IN MExico CIty.

On returning home from Roswell I was sent at once
to Santa Fe, New Mexico, in response to a telegram
from Absolom Stuck, a wealthy retired merchant of that
place who wanted a shrewd detective sent on the first
train.

On arriving in the Ancient City of the Holy Faith,
I found Mr. Stuck greatly worked up over the receipt
of a threatening letter demanding that a large sum of
money be dropped by him at a certain out-of-the-way
place at midnight, on a designated night, or he would be
killed and his fine residence blown up.

Deputy U. S. Marshal Fred Fornoff and U. S. Postal
Inspector A. P. Smithers had started to work on the
case. I joined them and we three worked together for
the next couple of weeks.

We finally decided that the letter had been written as
a bluff, with a chance that Mr. Stuck would get scared
and drop the cash in the roadway, as requested; but we
advised that a guard be kept around the residence at
night, though I didn’t think that an attempt would be
made on Mr. Stuck’s life, which has proven correct, as

486
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the old gentleman is very much alive up to the present
time.

On leaving Denver I had wired to Silver City, New
Mexico, for my daughter Viola to meet me in Santa Fe.
She had just completed her education in the Territorial
Normal College of that place, and therefore was at
leisure.

Mounted on offsprings of my race mare Lulu, Viola
and I had some exciting races after jackrabbits, led by
Eat ’Em Up Jake and Klondike,

Viola enjoyed the races after the jackrabbits, but she
hated Eat ’Em Up Jake for his bloodthirsty cruelty in
killing the poor bunnies after having them in his power.

After a pleasant two weeks spent with Viola and my
Pets, at Mr. Stuck’s expense I returned to Denver,
thankful to the gentleman who had sent the threatening
letter. It is only the ill winds which scatter roses and
thorns in the pathway of a Dickenson sleuth. On this
occasion the thorns were omitted and placed under Mr.
Stuck’s feet.

A day in Denver and I was off for Steamboat Springs
in the heart of the Rockies, to investigate the burning
of a lumber mill for R. H. Manning and his associates
in the First National Bank of that place.

A lovely trip over the mountain range on the new
Moffat Railway brought me to the terminus at Hot Sul-
phur Springs. From there I had to make an eighty mile
stage ride to Steamboat Springs near the corner of Utah
and Wyoming.

While on this operation I made trips into the moun-
tains on deer hunts,
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In the town of Yampa I was introduced to Attorney
F. E. Brooks, one of Colorado’s U. S. Congressmen, but I
didn’t tell him of how I dodged him and played his client
Duke, in Tucson, A. T., “double” during the Clark-
Duke mining suit.

After a couple of weeks work in the mountains I
placed the crime of setting the Manning mill afire at the
door of another mill man, and a bitter enemy. But as
he had evidently committed the crime alone, I concluded
that it would require several months’ time at great ex-
pense, to get evidence sufficient to convict. I had gained
the friendship of this no doubt guilty party, and he and
I hunted deer together.

On meeting the clients in Steamboat Springs I ad-
vised against retaining me there unless they felt willing
to spend a large sum of money for a conviction, with only
a chance of success, as we might fail. They agreed to
my advice, and I boarded a stage for Wolcott Station
on the D. & R. G. Ry., a distance of over eighty miles
over a route which I had traveled on a previous opera-
tion.

A week’s rest in Denver and I was away for a long
operation in the far-off golden west.

On arriving in Portland, Oregon, I called at our office
there and consulted with the Supt., Capt. Jas. Bevins
and the Asst. Supt. D. G. Doogan, both of whom I was
already acquainted with.

An attempt had just been made near Seattle, Wash-
ington, to rob a Great Northern Ry. train, and Capt.
Bevins took me along with him to investigate this train
holdup.
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Phil. Berne, an ex-operative friend of mine was the
superintendent of the Seattle office, hence I was not a
stranger in that city.

Here I put in a couple of weeks and experienced a
touch of high life in the lower stratum of society, my
work being mostly among the dance-hall “girls” in the
six concert halls there.

After running down several clues and getting evi-
dence against suspects, I returned to Portland to take up
the operation which had brought me to the far west.

Capt. Bevins, who had the supervision of the Portland,
Seattle and Spokane offices, returned to Portland in time
to see me off for eastern Oregon on my important oper-
ation which had been held for me several months.

I went to Shaniko by rail. There I boarded a stage
coach and traveled about seventy-five miles over a rocky
road to Prineville, the county seat of Crook County,
Oregon, in the eastern part of the state.

In Prineville, a prosperous town of 2,000 people, I se-
cured a nice room and settled down for a long stay. My
room was in the house of Judge Bell, and he and his
wife made my stay a pleasant one. They were a fine
old couple who had lived in Oregon for about fifty years.

Prineville is the center of the finest horse country in
the United States, and the rough lava hills are alive with
wild horses. There are also many large cattle ranches,
but the cattle have to be fed hay in winter, as the snow
gets pretty deep at times. The horses require no feed
as they can paw the snow from the wild bunch grass in
the rocky cliffs.
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I adopted the name of Chas. Tony Lloyd and palmed
myself off as a horse dealer. I opened a bank account
with the First National Bank, and had my first money
come through my friend John W. Poe, President of the
Citizens National Bank of Roswell, New Mexico, so as
to show that I was from that territory.

Owing to it being November, the range horse business
was at a standstill, except a few small bunches sold at
auction.

At one of these auction sales shortly after my arrival,
I made myself solid as a cowboy by roping horses by
both front feet. Previous to this there was doubt about
my ever having been a cowboy. I had purchased five
head of broncos at this sale, and they had to be branded
in my own “iron,” which had just been recorded.

In order to test my cowboy abilities it was agreed that
Charlie Bedell, one of their crack ropers, a young man
who stands six feet in his socks and is built from the
ground up, and whose face stands “ace high” with the
girls, and I were to get in the corral and catch these five
horses by the front teeth; the one who caught the great-
est number to be the winner.

Luck seemed to be on my side, although I had had very
little practice for many years. I never missed a throw
and caught four head, while poor Bedell only had one to
his credit. He didn’t object to “setting ’em up” to the
large crowd, so much as being beaten by a “foreigner”;
for the Oregon boys think they can beat the world at
roping and riding.

For reckless riding over rocky hills the Oregon boys
can’t be beaten; but if their mounts were not the most
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sure footed animals on earth, the graveyards there would
be more plentiful.

The winter was spent in making friends with the wild
and woolly element, scattered over the thinly settled
mountainous country for a hundred miles east and south.
Trips were made through this country, and a few horses
bought or traded for, as a “blind.” )

Finally I received orders to discontinue the operation
and return to Portland. Therefore the dozen head of
horses then on hand were sold, and I made preparations
to leave under the pretense that I was going to Alaska.
My work had been successful. I cannot disclose the na-
ture of the operation as the agency may have other work
to do on it.

As a whole I found the people of Crook county, Ore-
gon, good open-hearted citizens, and among them were
some pretty girls. One of these, a Miss Dora Crane,
woke up little Cupid so that he gave me a dig or two in
the ribs with his dart. I had to visit her brother Charlie
who owned a horse and cattle ranch up the Ochico River,
quite often, and Miss Dora and the cute little dimples in
her cheeks did the cooking for us.

On the first day of May, 1906, my friends were bidden
goodby and I boarded a four-horse stage coach for
Shaniko at the terminus of the Columbia Southern Rail-
way.

In Portland I received instructions from Supt. B. A.
Cuppel, who had recently taken the place of Capt. James
Bevins, who had resigned to try ranch life on his farm
in the state of Washington, to hurry on to Denver, as
Mr. Jas. McCartney wanted to use me. I then bought a

L3
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ticket for Denver, Colo., over the Union Pacific railway,
and at Echo we got mixed up in a bad washout, with no
prospects of getting through for a week.

I then returned to Portland and went to Spokane,
Wash,, over the Northern Pacific railroad. But in Spo-
kane I found there were no trains running over the
Union Pacific line out of there, owing to washouts.
There was nothing to do but lay over all day and take
the Northern Pacific by way of Butte City, Mont.

In the Dickenson office here I had a pleasant visit with
Supt. J. G. Gascom and his assistant, George James-
worth, who was an operative with me in the Chicago of-
fice twenty years previous. Also met Mr. George D.
Bangs, the general manager of the whole Dickenson sys-
tem, with headquarters in New York City; and Tom F.
Kipple, general superintendent of the Portland, Seattle
and Spokane offices since the resignation of Capt. Bevins,
Mr. Bangs and Mr. Kipple had just arrived from
Seattle.

My plans were changed by the receipt of a telegram to
meet Mr. James McCartney who would leave Denver
next day, in Boise, Idaho.

At 10 P. M. Mr. Bangs and I boarded a N. P. train
for Butte, Mont. There we branched off on the Union
Pacific for Pocatello, Idaho, where we separated, he
going east to Denver and I west to Boise City, the capi-
tal of Idaho.

I arrived in Boise a few hours after Mr. McCartney.
On meeting him at the Idan-ha Hotel he informed me
that contrary to his wishes the Dickenson brothers had
insisted that he have me and old Colts 45 accompany
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him on his trips to Idaho in the future. For it had been
learned through secret sources that an attempt would be
made on his life by the Western Federation of Dyna-
miters.

In the early part of the year Ex-Governor Steunenburg
of Idaho had been blown up and killed at his home in
Caldwell, Idaho. A bomb had been placed at his gate
by Harry Orchard, one of the inner-circle of the West-
ern Federation of Miners. Orchard was arrested on sus-
picion after the murder, and Mr. Jas. McCartney was
sent for by Governor Frank R. Gooding of Idaho, and
he secured a full confession from Orchard as to how he
had been paid by the officials of the Western Federation
of Miners to murder enemies of their noble order. He
had only helped to blow up twenty-six in all. He had
made a big killing when he blew up the Independence
railroad depot in the Cripple Creek, Colo., district, kill-
ing thirteen so-called “scabs” and maiming many others
for life,

Governor Steunenburg in the Coeur D’Alene riots of
1899 had offended this Noble Order of Dynamiters by
putting many of them in the “bull-pen,” and for doing
his sworn duty, as he saw it, he was marked for a hor-
rible death; this being done to intimidate other officials.
But in this they underestimated the true, noble qualities
implanted in most men whom the people elect to run the
Ship of State.

Governor F. R. Gooding, despite the threats of murder
through the mail and otherwise, went to work with heart
and soul ablaze with right and justice, to run down the
murderers of his predecessor in office.
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At the Idan-ha Hotel I found our agency conducting
a miniature branch office with operative Thiele and sten-
ographer H. in charge and doing the open work. The
secret operatives being kept in the dark.

In company with Mr. McCartney I visited the Idaho
penitentiary several times, and saw the noted Harry Or-
chard who had confessed; also Steve Adams who later
confessed to Mr. McCartney in order to save his own
neck. He too, says he was employed by the Western
Federation of Miners to murder enemies. His confes-
sion unravels many mysteries wherein detectives and
others have been “put out of the way.”

The warden of the penitentiary, E. L. Whitney, proved
to be an old-time cowboy, he and I having worked for
the same Texas cattleman, W. B. Grimes, in 1876; hence
we “harked back” to the good old days of pure air,
poison liquor, “snap and ball” pistols and long horn
steers.

At the penitentiary I found an old acquaintance in the
person of Rube Robbins who had been a “bad” man
chaser in Idaho for thirty-one years. He had taken part
in the Coeur D’Alene Miners’ Union trouble of 1892,
under Governor Wiley’s administration, and it was then
we first met.

In the county jail in Boise my friend, George A. Petti-
bone, the dynamiter who blew up the Frisco Mill at
Gem, Idaho, in 1892, was now sleeping behind steel bars.
With him were President Moyer and Secretary Hay-
wood of the Western Federation of Dynamiters. They
were being held for the murder of Governor Steunen-
burg.
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According to the confessions of Orchard and Adams,
Pettibone is the wretch who placed the bomb and pocket-
book on a cut-off trail across a vacant lot in Denver, to
blow up Judge Gabbert of the Colorado Supreme Court.
But a poor stranger coming across the lot in the opposite
direction from the Judge, picked up the pocketbook and
the buried bomb did the rest, leaving only a hole in the
ground and pieges of flesh and bones. Pettibone wit-
nessed the scene from a distance, according to these con-
fessions.

In the course of a week Mr. McCartney and I went to
the town of Caldwell where Governor Steunenburg was
blown up. We put up at the same hotel where Orchard
made his headquarters previous to the murder.

While in Caldwell I saw the widow of Governor
Steunenburg and his sons who are bankers there. I
also saw the spot where the bomb did its hellish work.

Finally Mr. McCartney and I made a trip to Spokane,
Wash. Here many of my old Coeur D’Alene friends
were met, among them being “Mace” Campbell and John
A. Finch, and their secretary, W. A. Corey; also Wil-
liam Finch, Wm. T. Stoll, the attorney, and the mer-
chant prince, F. R. Culbertson; and last but not least,
the fighting sheriff of Shoshone County, Idaho, Mr. An-
gus Sutherland.

Angus Sutherland had much to tell me of the ups and
downs of his county in the Coeur D’Alene mining dis-
trict after I left in 1892; how he had to fight the dyna-
miters, and how my friend Dr. Simms, was shot through
the head and killed as he was coming out of the theater
in Wallace; also the killing of Kneebone and Whitney
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and many others. In fact his narrative was sprinkled
with human gore enough to float a small steamer.

From Spokane Mr. McCartney and I returned to
Boise, thence a few days’ visit in Salt Lake City, Utah,
where I met many former friends. Here “Tex.” Rick-
ard presented McCartney with his pet Colts 45 pistol,
which he had carried for years.

After over a month of high living at Idaho’s expense,
we returned to Denver.

My next out-of-the-city operation was a trip to the
State of Zacatecas, Old Mexico, for Mr. Pierce Aker-
man of Colorado Springs, Colo.

Of course, I had to go by way of Santa Fe, New
Mexico, to visit Eat ’TEm Up Jake and my other pets, in-
cluding Mr. J. W, Best, my foreman, and old man At-
wood who had worked for me on the ranch off and on
for many years,

A six hundred mile ride from El Paso, Texas, on the
bumpity-bump old Mexican Central Railway, after two
long delays on account of wrecks, in which two men
were killed, and I arrived in Gutierrez, Mexico. Here at
midnight I boarded a six-mule stage coach for a seventy-
five mile ride over a rocky road to Sombrerete, a mining
camp of 8,000 dark-colored souls. We arrived at our
destination the following evening.

An interesting traveler on the stage coach with me
was an elderly American gentleman by the name of G.
He was going to Sombrerete to round up a 12-year-old
boy whom he had found out had a nose just like himself.

Mr. G. had been absent several years from Sombrerete
and had become well-fixed financially, near the City of
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Guadalajara, Mexico. He said this boy must ve a chip
off the old G. block, hence he intended to give him a
fine college education in the United States. In Som-
brerete, later, Mr. G. showed me this boy after he had
been scrubbed up and put into knee-pants, and he
showed me the peculiarity of his own nose and of the
boy’s. There was no doubt in my mind as to where
this boy got his nose.

The lad’s mother who had other younger children,
hated to part with her son, but the promise of a college
education for the boy, won the battle for old man G.

Who knows but what this is the starting of another
nosy race of people, and who can divine the intentions
of old Mother Nature in this case? I tried to peep into
the future about 1,000 years, and in imagination I could
see a populous race of men with noses just like the elder
G. and his son. And in their family trees I read how
'way back in the dim and dusty past, one Mr. G. who
was of a roving disposition, left his native land of Cali-
fornia and settled in Sombrerete, Mexico, where he mar-
ried a princess of royal blood and begot sons and
daughters.

Thus, in my mind’s eye, could I see history repeating
itself “all same” when the Spanish soldiers and dons
started the foundation of the Mexican race; and the
hardy French trappers of the north established the
French Canadians; and other Frenchmen in the south
laid the foundation stones of the Creoles. Of course
they all sprang from royal blood, now that old Father
Time has washed away their sins.

Mother Nature seems to have her own peculiar way
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in which to improve the human races, and in doing so,
she uses the poor white man as catspaws to pull her
own chestnuts out of the fire. I could even see at the
end of these thousand years where the old lady had com-
pletely straightened out the kinks in the negroes’ hair.

In Sombrerete and the surrounding country I spent
over a month.

In La Noria, a mining camp twenty miles north of
Sombrerete, I made the acquaintance of B. Clark W.,
the energetic ex-son-in-law of the once noted governor
of Colorado, “Bloody Bridles” Waite.

I knew Mr. W. in Aspen, Colo., in the early days, but
he didn’t recognize me as the Chas. Leon he met there
in the year 1888. Mr. W. treated me to high wines,
and without knowing it, divulged secrets which I had
come after. He supposed I was a mining man looking
for investments. He himself is operating the La Noria
silver mine and has working for him several hundred
men.

I also worked on many of Mr. W.’s friends and asso-
ciates.

On this trip I was using the name of Chas. T. Lloyd.

In Sombrerete I met half a dozen pleasant Americans.
Among them was young Arkins, a son-in-law of the
wealthy Arkins of New York who founded the “Judge”
which is read all over the world; also a jolly Irishman
by the name of “Christoval” Mansfield. He and his
good wife forced me to be their guest for Sunday din-
ners. Of course this was a treat, as the hotel food was
“on the bum,” same as it is all over Montezumaland.

My work being finished, I appointed Mr. Adriano
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Agualda, a wealthy Mexican lawyer, to look after our
clients’ interests, which footed up about $100,000.00.
He was instructed to have the trap set and ready to
spring at a moment’s notice. This freed me, so I board-
ed the stage at midnight during a howling rain and
wind storm, for the railroad station of Gueteras. There
the next evening I boarded a railroad train for El Paso,
Texas; thence on to Denver, by way of Eat ’Em Up
Jake’s den.

On arriving in Denver, Supt. “Hank” Geary went with
me to Colorado Springs, Colo., to close up the operation
with the clients, Mr. Pierce Akerman, Mr. Robert Tolles

. and Attorney Wm. Breen.

Soon after returning home I had to accompany Mr.
Jas. McCartney on another trip to the northwest to see
that dynamiters didn’t blow him off the face of the
earth,

We stopped awhile in Boise, Idaho, and visited Harry
Orchard, the self-confessed murderer of Governor
Steunenburg, in the state penitentiary.

During our absence the other Western Federation
dynamiter, Steve Adams, had been transferred to the
county jail as his wife and uncle had been there and
persuaded him to go back on his confession in order to
help the officials of the Western Federation of Miners.

On this trip in Boise I met many of my former friends
in the Coeur D’ Alenes; among them being U. S. Judge
James H. Beatty, Judge Fremont Wood, ex-U. S. Mar-
shal Joe Pinkham, T. A. Doud, and last but not least,
U. S. Senator W. B. Heyburn, all of whom had taken
part against the dynamiters after the first riots in 1892.
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Much of our time was spent in the office of Jas. H.
Hawley & Son, laying plans to outwit the Western Fed-
eration attorneys so as to get Steve Adams to Wallace,
Idaho, without taking him through an outside state.

In order to reach Wallace in the Coeur D’Alenes by
rail, it is necessary to travel several hundred miles either
through Oregon and Washington or Montana, and in
passing through these states we felt confident that Clar-
ence Darrow, the leading attorney for the Western Fed-
eration, would get out habeas corpus papers to delay
matters.

Finally sheriff Angus Sutherland arrived from Sho-
shone County in the Coeur D’Alenes, with a warrant
for Steve Adams on a murder charge. After the court
had turned Adams over to the sheriff, the Western Fed-
eration lawyers and their helpers had guards out all
night so that Adams couldn’t be taken out of town with-
out their knowing it. But here we played a “dirty Irish
trick” and got him headed north in a covered rig. He
was taken most of the way overland to avoid entering
other states. J. C. Mills, Jr., Deputy Warden, and Geo.
C. Huebner, chief clerk of the pen, helped to smuggle
Adams out into the cold night air.

Warden Whitney of the penitentiary, and state de-
tective Gene Johnson accompanied the sheriff and his
prisoner across the rough mountains, hundreds of miles
north into the Panhandle of Idaho.

When Attorney Darrow and his associates found that
their bird had flown, they gave vent to a string of sul-
phuric oaths which would have scorched the lips of
some people, so I was told. But they couldn’t find out
which way their vulture had “flew’d.”
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A few days later Mr. McCartney and I boarded a train
for Wallace, Idaho.

The Western Federation attorneys were in Wallace
when we arrived, but their client, Steve Adams with his
escorts, didn’t arrive until a few days later.

Al C. Watson and Chas H Burkhart, two of sheriff
Nesbit’s deputies from Denver, Colo., were also in Wal-
lace to take charge of Steve Adams for murders com-
mitted in Colorado, in case the court here should liberate
him.

Wallace seemed like home to me after my long ab-
sence of about fourteen years. More especially after
viewing the high timbered mountain south of town
where Frank Stark and I made our home until the sol-
diers arrived.

The town had built up and changed wonderfully.
Only a few old landmarks like the Carter Hotel re-
mained.

Also the faces of long ago had changed. Still, there
were a few of my old friends and enemies left. Among
the friends were: Judge W. W. Woods, Judge Mahew,
Mr. E. H. Moffit, a leading merchant, Mr. Al. Dunn,
postmaster, Mr. Jack Dunn of the Weekly Press and
Robt. Dunn of the U. S. Land office; also Chas. E.
Bender and Chas. White, leading merchants; M. J.
Flohr, cashier of the First National Bank, Dr. Hugh
France, Joseph Turner, lumberman and contractor, mer-
chant J. W. Tabor and my good natured friend, Jerry
M. Savage, who formerly owned the Gem Hotel, where I
crawled through the window to escape dynamiters; and
last but not least, J. G. Boyd, the trusted general agent
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of the N. P. Railroad in Wallace. It was he who turned
the switch and gave the train load of Joe Warren
“scabs” a clear track to Burk, while sheriff Cunningham
and several hundred union miners, myself included, were
eagerly waiting to capture the poor “scabs” and tear
them to pieces if they refused to return from whence
they had come.

Many of the old Miners’ Union gang came from Burk
and Mullen to see the dastardly Dickenson detectives,
Jas. McCartney and Yours Truly. I recognized many
of them and a few looked daggers at me. It was voiced
around that they intended making a raid some night on
Mr. McCartney and me. From that time on I kept a
Winchester rifle and a supply of ammunition in my
room, which adjoined Mr. McCartney’s.

During the nights, up to bedtime, two learned anar-
chists who called themselves socialists, from Chicago,
made speeches to large crowds on the streets. In these
talks they would abuse the officers of the law and de-
tectives in general. They would dire Mr. McCartney
to come out and dispute their assertions. Often I would
slip into the crowd and on the sly hear their harangue.
But with the law-abiding people now in control of Sho-
shone County and with such brave officers as sheriff
Angus Sutherland and his deputies: Thomas McCabe,
Harry Williams, C. C. Hicks, William Baily and Phil
Chandler, the latter being one of the “scabs” blown up
with the Independence depot in Cripple Creek, Colo., at
the helm, we felt reasonably safe.

After a two weeks’ stay in Wallace our “bad” man
Steve Adams was bound over by the judge, J. H.
Boomer, to the District Court, without bail. Then there



P T )

A4 COWBOY DETECTIVE 503

was much gnashing of teeth by attorney Darrow and
his anarchist friends. I came very near writing it social
ist friends, as that dynamiting “bunch” claim to be so-
cialists, which ought to give a true, pure-hearted socialist
the jim-jams,

According to my views there are many good points in
socialism, which, if adopted, would make the world bet-
ter; and for the men and women who strive for the
betterment of mankind, I have the highest regard.

The charge against Steve Adams was murder. He,
Jack Simkins, now a hunted outlaw, and some pals were
accused of murdering two men in cold blood at the head
of the St. Joe river in the Coeur D’Alenes.

The mother and stepfather of one of these murdered
men gave damaging testimony against Adams, and so
did Mr. Archie Phillips, whom the same Western Feder-
ation gang tried to murder.

Mr. McCartney and I took the Coeur d’Alene lake
route by rail and steamer for Spokane, Wash. In that
city we laid over a couple of days and visited with our
friends.

A couple of days’ stop in Boise, Idaho, and Mr. Mc-
Cartney and I returned to Denver, Colo.

I hadn’t more than reached home when I was de-
tailed to help our Kansas City, Mo., office spring a trap
on some train holdups. The holdup was due to take
place at a small station called Sweetwater on the C. B. &
Q. railroad in Nebraska on a certain night. The railroad
officials had got a tip that their No. 41 western passen-
ger train was to be robbed. Hence they wished to kill or
capture the gang while in the act.

Of course I took along my trusty old 30—40 caliber,
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smokeless powder, Winchester rifle. I had been told that
the railroad company would furnish us sawed-off shot-
guns for the fight; but a Winchester rifle, and a Colts 45
pistol to “nigger” with, are good enough for Yours
Truly.

Of course I couldn’t leave Kansas City without seeing
my old Caldwell, Kansas, friend, Frank Jones, the pro-
prietor of the Jones liquor emporium, even though it
did mean a headache next day.

It was 3:00 o’clock A. M. when I bade Mr. Jones and
his friends goodby, after drinking them the following
toast:

Here’s to wine enough to sharpen wit;
Wit enough to give zest to wine;
And wisdom enough to quit at the right time.

Then I “hiked” to the depot and, hic, tumbled into my
Pullman berth,

Early in the day assistant superintendent W. H.
Hart, and Jno. A. Hermanson had supplied me with
ammunition and instructed me to leave in the morning
for Omaha, Nebraska; hence taking my half-grown
“jag” into the Pullman sleeper so as to avoid getting up
to catch the train.

In Omaha, Nebraska, Mr. W. B. Coughman, the super-
intendent in charge of our office there, introduced me to
the operative who was to be my partner in guarding
train 41 from holdups. He happened to be a young man
after my own heart, whom I felt sure would stick to the
bitter end in ctase of a show-down.

This Mr. V. L. S. had been an officer under Ben. Wil-
liams, special agent of the A. T. & S. F. Ry., also town
marshal of coal camps in northern New Mexico, and
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during these periods he had to use his gun more than
once.

V. L. S. and T were sent to Lincoln, the capital of
Nebraska, there to make our headquarters for the next
few weeks.

Four other operatives were also sent to Lincoln to
guard other trains running out of that city for the west;
this being done as a precaution for fear the holdups
might change their plans. But these operatives did their
work in the western part of the state, as their trains left
Lincoln in the day time.

For the first couple of weeks V. L. S. and I rode in the
smoking car and kept our eyes peeled for holdup men.
Our train No. 41 left Lincoln at 1:20 A, M. and we would
remain aboard ’till after daylight, then get off at Broken
Bow, west of the small station of Sweetwater, where the
holdup was billed to come off. Then we would catch
the eastbound passenger about 9:00 A. M. and return to
Lincoln, so as to be ready to take 41 out again the fol-
lowing night. This allowed us from four to six hours
sleep in our room at Lincoln, when the return train was
on time, which was seldom. Often we would not get to
bed at all.

On the night that “41” was to be held up, an empty
express car was coupled onto the train next to the en-
gine, and in this, operative V. L. S. and I “sneaked,” so
no one outside of the conductor knew of our presence.
When inside of this car we bolted the two side doors and
awaited results. The car was kept dark inside.

That night Supt. Williston of the Kansas City office
rode out of Lincoln to Broken Bow in the thair car, so
as to be on the ground if the holdup occurred.
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About an hour and a half before daylight No. 41
stopped to let off a passenger in Sweetwater station. Op-
erative V. L. S. was guarding the north door, while I
watched the south door. We each had our door open
about six inches so as to see outside.

Just as our train pulled out, operative V. L. S, called
me over to his side to point out three men hiding in
some tall weeds about fifty yards from the track. We
saw one of them stand up and then sit down again, and
as soon as the train had got past them they all struck
out towards the south. They were evidently holdup
men who had smelled a “mice” on seeing this extra ex-
press car attached to the train, which was something
unusual.

Operative V. L. S. and I had discussed the putting on
of this extra express car and had decided it to be a
mistake, as train robbers are not fools.

The railroad agent in Alliance reported selling a ticket
to Sweetwater station the day before the robbery was
to take place, and two on the day of the proposed hold-
up. This being something out of the ordinary, it may ac-
count for the three men seen in the weeds.

We rode in the express car the next night also, and
were then ordered to discontinue the operation. Of
course we were glad of it, as we had been losing sleep
and rest for more than two weeks, and a cold blizzard
had been raging most of the time.

Thus did another of my bloodless battles fade into thin
air.

1 then returned to Denver after bidding my partner
goodby in Lincoln, he returning to Kansas City.
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Secret information gained pointed to my friend Bob
McGinnis, the train robber lately pardoned from the
Santa Fe, N. M., penitentiary, as being connected with
this proposed train holdup; also a railroad brakeman
who had served a two or three years’ sentence in the
New Mexico “pen”, and who had been a gell-mate of
the notorious Bob McGinnis, alias Elza Lay.

On arriving in Denver I was detailed on an operation
down in Old Mexico to run down a “bad” man who was
supposed to be traveling with Col. W, C. White, the
Cananea copper king, in his new private car, the Verde.

I arrived in El Paso, Texas, just in time to catch the
Verde as she entered Mexico at that point. She had
just come from Cananea, Mexico, through Arizona.

I rode on the same train with the Verde into the
City of Mexico. There Col. White and his dozen com-
panions were wined and dined by Mr. Diaz, the presi-
dent of the Mexican Republic, while poor Yours Truly
was wining and dining with Harry King, the negro chef
of the Verde.

On the 1,200-mile journey to the Mexican capital from
El Paso, Texas, I had made the acquaintance of this
yellow New York “nigger” so as to get the names of
Col. White’s guests, and other secrets.

In taking in the swell hurrah resorts of the city I had
to pass Harry King off as a rich Cuban. At one place
the landlady got me off in one corner to ask on my word
of honor if my chum was not a cottonfield “nigger.” I
assured the “lady” that the gentleman who tipped the
scales at 240 pounds was a blue-blooded Cuban, whose
ancestors were of royal descent.
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A few days in Mexico City and we were off for Chi-
huahua, 600 miles north.

Before leaving the city I had the pleasure of examin-
ing the inside of the Verde, a palace on wheels. King
showed me every nook and corner in the car. I also got
to visit all the noted places of the city with the Greene
party. They rode in carriages while I followed in m
common hack.

In the city I found one old friend, Mr. J. W. Seibert,
now superintendent of the Wells Fargo Company there.
He was an assistant under Supt. Daniel Turner when I
followed the Wells Fargo express robber to Mexico
City in 1888. Now poor Turner is a patient in a sani-
tarium in California, so says Mr. Seibert.

From Chihuahua the Verde went a couple of hundred
miles up into the Sierra Madre mountains, where Col.
White and his associates are building a new railroad
west, to connect with the Greene Cananea railway.

Up in these mountains I found a town named Detrick,
after my old friend one-arm Sam Detrick who ran a
“bull-train,” freighting between Socorro and White
Oaks, New Mexico, in 1880, ’81 and ’82. Now he is said
to be quite wealthy. I thought it best not to make myself
known to him, as he stands in with the Green outfit, and
at that time I was not sure that our “bad” man was not
a guest of Colonel White’s. One of the men in the
Verde answered the description of our “bad” man. I
had found out this gentleman’s name as he had claimed
to be a wealthy capitalist from Waterbury, Conn. I
was waiting until Supt. David C. Hornybill of our New
York office could investigate the matter in Waterbury.
I had wired in cypher, the full particulars to New York.
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On arriving in El Paso, Texas, late one night I re-
ceived a telegram from New York to the effect that
the suspect was not our “bad” man. I then bade the
Verde goodbye. She returned that morning to Cananea,
Mexico.

Our New York client had put us on to this false scent,
hence our failure was not the fault of the agency. Pos-
sibly it was a put up job by kind Providence to give me
a little winter outing in the tropics after my late tussle
with blizzards in Nebraska.

While in El Paso, Texas, I had the pleasure of meet-
ing my old friends, Jobn Y. Hewett and Mr. E. W.
Parker of White Oaks, New Mexico. I had not seen
Mr. Parker for many years. He is now in the mining
business in El Paso with his son Morris Parker. I had
first met Mr. E. W. Parker in the spring of 1878, when
he and a crowd of Uncle Sam’s men were putting
through the first mail line ever run over the staked
plains of Texas.

The Parker crowd had camped near the L X ranch
where there were about thirty cowboys getting ready
for the spring round-up. As Parker kept his business to
himself, we all suspected them as being Texas rangers in
disguise, searching for outlaws; the outcome being that
we only had half enough cowboys to start the round-up.
About a dozen of our “boys” mounted their pet horses
and struck out for “tall timber” in New Mexico and Ari-
zona, where some of them helped to swell “Curly Bill’s”
outlaw gang.

One of these “boys” who left for Arizona was known
to-usas a“bad” Texas outlaw. He was supposed to be
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dead, though. His wealthy uncle had built a fine monu-
ment over his supposed grave down in the settlements;
this being done to throw the officer off the track. Ome
of his former chums, Cape Willingham, had told the
secret to me; hence I was not surprised when George
skipped by the light of the stars while Mr. Parker and
his crowd of supposed sleuth-hounds were asleep.

We heard of other cattle outfits being short of round-
up hands that spring, on account of the presence of this
star-route mail-line gang.

I landed in Denver after an absence of about three
weeks.

A few days’ rest and I was off with Manager Jas.
McCartney for Boise, Idaho.

In Boise we visited Harry Orchard in the penitentiary
and made other preparations for the coming trial of
the Western Federation officials.

The Supreme Court of the United States had just
rendered a decision that these dynamiters had not been
kidnapped by the Dickenson agency and the Idaho of-
ficials out of Colorado where they were arrested; hence
there was nothing to prevent the case being brought
into court now, to determine if these high union of-
ficials really had a hand in the murder of ex-Governor
Steunenburg.

Mr. McCartney was anxious to eat Christmas dinner
with his wife and little niece in Denver, therefore we
hurried back.

On our return we stopped a ctouple of days in Salt
Lake City, Utah. We got back to Denver on Christmas
eve. This ended my third trip into the northwest as Mr.
McCartney’s bodyguard.
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OrcHARD AND GUARDS.

Reading from left to right:
1. Pen Guard Ackley. 4. Chas A. Siringo.
2. Harry Orchard. 5. Bob Meldrum.
8. R. Barthell. 6. Warden Whitney.



CHAPTER XXII.

IN IpAHO WITH DYNAMITERS—A CowBoy OPERATION
IN THE BaDp LANDS oF SoutH DakoTa—I RESIGN
FROM THE DICKENSON AGENCY.

During the first half of 1907 I led an easy life, with
nothing to do but keep old Colts 45 well oiled for dyna-
miters and assassins.

I had to accompany that greatest of all detectives, James
McCartney, who broke up the Molly McGuire gang—
hanging twenty-three and sending thirty-two to the peni-
tentiary—wherever he went. But during these noted
trials McCartney would remain at his hotel, or visit with
friends, while I helped guard Harry Orchard, the star
witness for the prosecution. His life was too valuable
to take chances on his assassination.

Orchard made a splendid witness at the different trials
in Idaho. Thus did he make partial amends to society
for the twenty-six men he helped to murder.

"In summing up the Orchard evidence the judge on
the bench, Fremont Wood, said he certainly told the
truth, as no man could tell the same story at different
times and not get mixed up in his statements; more so,
under the cross-questioning of such able lawyers as Dar-
row and Richardson. Furthermore most of Orchard’s
testimony was corroborated by telegrams, letters and re-
liable witnesses.

At the wind-up Albert E. Horsley, alias Harry Or-
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chard, was convicted for the murder of ex-Governor
Steunenburg and sentenced to death. But shortly after,
the death sentence was changed to life imprisonment,
which was certainly just. In fact he should be put under
parole and given his liberty. I would willingly stake my
life that he has had a change of heart since that guiding
angel, Geo. A. Pettibone, of the Western Federation of
Miners, drilled him in the art of manufacturing bombs
and exploding them. For according to the evidence it
was this drill-master and his pupil who set the bomb for
Judge Gabbert, of Denver, and blew the poor stranger,
who picked up the pocketbook, into fragments. The
pupil placed the bomb and pocketbook while the in-
structor looked on from a distance of two city blocks.

The State of Idaho, through her leading attorneys,
Senator W. E. Borah and James H. Hawley, secured
two “gun-men” to help guard Orchard when taken
from behind the penitentiary walls. Their names were
Bob Meldrum and R. Barthel; Meldrum being the man-
killing town marshal of Dixon, Wyoming, at the time
Jim F. of “Wild Bunch” fame, and I took in that burg.

When Mr. McCartney introduced us in Boise under
my own name it was comical to see Meldrum’s surprise.
He remarked that he had met me as Harry Blevins, in
Dixon, Wyoming.

Since our meeting in Boise, Meldrum has added to his
record as a killer, by shooting a man in Telluride, Colo.

During the summer, in Boise, Idaho, I had a few
years added to my life through the meeting of that great
actress—Miss Ethel Barrymore.

This beautiful young actress was dying to see Harry
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Orchard before returning East. But no one except court
officials and his guards were allowed to see him, by strict
orders from Governor Gooding.

Miss Barrymore had already pled with the governor,
so I was told, but his heart was like a chunk of chilled
steel. Then some one suggested that I might help her
out. Just one smile and a ‘“good-fellow” hand shake,
and she had me kneeling at her feet, figuratively speak-
ing. I informed her that my hands were tied without
the consent of Mr. McCartney but that if she would act
her part according to my instructions we could get his
consent. She agreed.

I had learned that all men, no matter how old, have a
weak spring in their make-up which can be snapped
asunder by fair women, if they only go at it right. Of
course I hated to put up a “job” on Mr. McCartney, but
who wouldn’t to make a pretty girl happy.

Mr. Gifford Pinchot, Chief of the United States Forest
Service, was also anxious to see Orchard, therefore he
accompanied Miss Barrymore and me to Mr. McCart-
ney’s private reception room. Mr. S. S. McClure, of
the McClure Magazine, and the wife of the principal
owner of the Idaho Statesman, Mrs. Calvin Cobb, also
went along.

On introducing Miss Barrymore I started the ball to
rolling by telling Mr. McCartney that I had assured the
lady that he would not deny her request.

The play started when the young actress moved her
chair close up to the gentleman, so that she could look
him in the face.

When the one-act drama was over we all started in a

-
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carriage for the penitentiary. Mr, McCartney had given
me orders to let the lady see Orchard, but under no con-
dition to let her speak to him That was sufficient, as
all I wanted was an entering wedge.

On reaching the penitentiary I had warden Whitney
bring Orchard from his steel cell to the warden’s pri-
vate office. Then I turned the natural born actress loose
in the room with this star dynamiter, and she talked
with him to her heart’s content.

And I was repaid for all my trouble by having Miss
Barrymore ’phone me after midnight to be at her train
and say goodby. This I did, and her happy smile and
warm hand-shake lingers with me to this day—nearly
two years later.

During the Steve Adams trial in Wallace, Idaho,
which terminated in a hung jury—that being no surprise,
considering the large slush fund put up by the Western
Federation of Miners to save his neck—I had the pleas-
ure of visiting Gem where I made my getaway by sawing
through the floor. Mr. McCartney’s private secretary,
Robt. Shollenbeger, went with me on horseback.

We saw bullet holes through old walls as reminders
of those exciting times in 1892, I recognized many old
landmarks—but only one live one in the person of Dan
Harrington and his flowing grey beard.

On leaving Wallace and the Coeur D’Alene country
we stopped for a few days in Spokane, Wash. We were
accompanied by that whole-soul honest man, ex-sheriff
Harvey K. Brown of Baker City, Oregon. But the poor
fellow soon after met the same fate as ex-Governor
Steunenburg, and in the same manner, a bomb being
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placed at his residence gate. Here is Brown’s dying
statement, as copied from the Denver Post of October 2,

1907:
“Baker Crry, OrecoN, Oct. 2.

Harvey K. Brown, ex-sheriff of Baker countl;‘r, died yesterday
afternoon as the result of the horrible wounds he received from
the explosion of a bomb at his front gate as he entered his home
Monday night. Shortly before noon he recovered consciousness
?nc} lﬁg ante-mortem statement was taken by the district attorney.

t tollows:

“ ‘I was on my way home from up town when I met a man in front
of a residence a block from my house, and spoke. The man made
no reply. This man was about five feet ten inches tall, his
weight about 165 pounds. He wore a brown suit and a cellu-
loid collar and was clean shaven. I have been conscious of
having been followed for the past three weeks, and have no doubt
that those who attempted my life are persons connected with the
Western Federation of Miners, and that I was marked for death
on account of the Steunenburg and Steve Adams cases.’”

This illustrates the danger of being an important wit-
ness against that blood-thirsty dynamiting bunch, who
some well-meaning people believe are angels.

Another prince of a good fellow blown up with dyna-
mite, but not killed, soon after giving his testimony
against this “noble order” was Mr. Bulkley Wells, man-
ager and part owner of a rich mine in Telluride, Colo.,
the former manager of this mine, Mr. Arthur Collins,
being shot and killed through a window by that villain,
Steve Adams, according to his own, and Orchard’s,
sworn confession.

We have been expecting to hear of the assassination of
Governor Frank Goodin, as his life has been threatened
more than any one else, unless it is ex-Governor Jas. H.
Peabody of Colorado, who has escaped two attempts at
assassination.

All law-loving citizens should adore the names of
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these two governors who did their duty in the face of
hourly danger. This dynamiting brigade had, no doubt,
figured that the blowing up of ex-Governor Steunen-
burg would put the fear of death in the hearts of other
officials who believed in law and order. But they didn’t
reckon on that noble trait implanted in the breasts of
some men which defies death, and even torture, when it
comes to sacrificing principle and justice.

When the trial of Haywood, secretary and treasurer
of the Western Federation was ended, and Mr. McCart-
land and I were back in Denver, Colorado, I resigned
from the Dickenson Agency to try the “Simple Life” on
my Sunny Slope ranch at Santa Fe, New Mexico.

I had not been out of the agency long when I was re-
quested, by Mr. James McCartney, to undertake a cow-
boy operation up in the Bad Lands of South Dakota.
Members of the South Dakota Stock Growers’ Associa-
tion, Mr. James Craig being presideat, and Mr. Frank
Stewart secretary, were short thousands of steers and
could not figure out what had become of them. Hence
I was sent up there to unravel the mystery.

I spent the fall and winter in South Dakota working
on cattlemen, cowboys and Indians. Much of my work
being on the Pine Ridge and Rosebud Indian Reserva-
tions.

My reports showed where thousands of steers had
been stolen and butchered, the year previous to my ar-
rival, to furnish beef for the grading crews of the two
new railroads, the Milwaukee and St. Paul, and the
Northwestern, building west through that country.

Some of my cowboy chums, on whom I worked, had
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become well fixed financially by butchering these cattle.
Most of the stealing was done through half-breed In-
dians who lived on the reservations,

Much of my time was spent in Rapid City, Interior
Kadoka, Wasta and the White Owl country. My name
was Chas. Tony Lloyd. I experienced some hardships
from the terrible blizzards which rage in that country
during the winters. On closing the operation in the
White Owl Country I had to ride in a cold blizzard for
over one hundred miles, with snow belly-deep to a horse,
in places, to the railroad town of Wasta.

I was indeed glad to get back and bask in the warm
sunshine of New Mexico, and to be with my pets,
Eat ’Em Up Jake and Rowdy, my favorite saddle stal-
lion, the off-spring of Lulu; also Miss Pussy-cat, who
has a history in connection with the “Wild Bunch;” she
having been given to me when a wee kitten up in Ft.
Steel, Wyoming, by cowboy Charlie Ivey, who little
dreamed that this supposed Harry Blevins had once been
a cowboy companion of his, in the early-day cattle busi-
ness of Texas.

Mr. Geo. S. Tweedy, who was in charge of my ranch,
had cared for my pets during my absence.

Now, dear reader, in closing my twenty-two years of
experience in studying human nature, let me say that
I have come to the conclusion that there is more good
than bad in mankind. I believe most of the viciousness
in man could be smothered by doing away with liquor
and greed for the almighty dollar. For through these
great evils I have seen bitter tears enough wrung from
the eyes of men, women and children to float a washtub.
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Saloon men should not be condemned for the liquor
evil, for there are good, pure-hearted men among them.
They are conducting a lawful business so long as they
pay a license to the government. The people as a whole
are to blame for not putting a stop to it by law; and at
the same time establish poor men’s club rooms to take
the place of saloons, which are a blessing to a cold and
hungry stranger when he lands in a town broke. Good
men sometimes run short of cash and cannot pay for
lodging in a warm hotel. Then is when the saloon is a
godsend.

Every greedy old “Money-bag” in the land should be
sat down on hard. I would be in favor of screwing his
hands to a long-handle shovel, or a heavy wheel-barrow,
for months at a time, to let him know how it feels to
work ten hours a day to keep body and soul together,
while such as he do nothing but gloat over gold, and
wring the life-blood from humanity.

It is a great pity that old Father Time and Mother
Nature cannot get married and start a new breed of
cattle, with cows giving a large flow of the milk of
human kindness. For then we would have something to
feed to greedy capitalists and blood-thirsty labor union
agitators.

Had I the power our glorious American flag would be
constantly waving over every school house in this fair
land. On one side would be printed in large letters of
gold:

Down with liquor, cruelty and greed; up with manhood, kind-
ness and virtue.

And on the other side:
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Preservation of noble thoughts and deeds, for the upbuilding
of ideal man.

In bidding you adieu I ask if the world has been bene-
fited by my having lived in it? I answer, yes. For have
[ not planted trees and grass on a sun-kissed desert at the
end of the old Santa Fe Trail—at the very spot where
once grazed the tired oxen and mules after their journey
across the plains?

The bible says he who makes two blades of grass to
grow where only one grew before has benefited man-
kind. And that hits Yours Truly.

THE END. T
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