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			Wyatt Earp is regarded as the most famous lawman of the Old West, best known for his role in the Gunfight at the O.K. Corral in Tombstone, Arizona. But the story of his two-year war with a band of outlaws known as the Cowboys has never been told in full.

			The Cowboys were the largest outlaw gang in the history of the American West. After battles with the law in Texas and New Mexico, they shifted their operations to Arizona. There, led by Curly Bill Brocius, they ruled the border, robbing, rustling, smuggling and killing with impunity until they made the fatal mistake of tangling with the Earp brothers.

			Drawing on groundbreaking research into territorial and federal government records, John Boessenecker’s Ride the Devil’s Herd reveals this long-forgotten chapter of Wild West history.

		
	
		
			Praise for Texas Ranger

			“In terms of sheer action and violence, from close-quarters gunfights to Mexican-border ambushes to face-offs with lynch mobs, I’m hard-pressed to think of [a biography of an American lawman and detective] that rivals John Boessenecker’s excellent Texas Ranger... A notable achievement.”

			—Wall Street Journal

			“Fair-minded and thorough... ­Boesse­necker tells the gruesome story with power and force.”

			—New York Times Book Review

			“The author’s painstaking research…brings forth an astounding story.... A superb account.”

			—The Washington Times

			“A fascinating look into the epic life of one of the greatest American lawmen of the 20th century.”

			—San Antonio Express-News

			“Boessenecker goes through Hamer’s career chronologically, methodically and in great detail, exploring both good and bad.”

			—Austin American-Statesman

			“Colorful and comprehensive.”

			—True West Magazine

			“Finally, a complete, thoroughly researched and true account of Frank Hamer, whose experiences proved that the Wild West didn’t end in 1900. All of our favorite lawmen pale in comparison to Hamer’s service.... Frank Hamer was the real deal and arguably the greatest lawman of the West.”

			—Roundup Magazine

			“Through the extraordinary experiences of this straight-shooting, honor-bound lawman, Boessenecker sets forth a critically needed look at the history of Texas lynchings and race riots while presenting evidence for the murderous nature of Bonnie and Clyde that foreordained their violent deaths.”

			—Library Journal

			“A biography of Texas Ranger Frank Hamer, from his youth in the Hill Country to his appointment to the Rangers in 1906. He’s most famous for killing Clyde Barrow and Bonnie Parker in 1934, but there’s much more to the cowboy lawman.”

			—Fort Worth Star-Telegram

			“Frank Hamer’s is perhaps the last great story of the American West to be told.... Well, Hollywood? Now you have the book, so go make the movie.” 

			—Dallas Morning News
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			1

			Devils from Hell: The Cowboys

			President Chester Arthur shifted his 240-pound bulk in the leather chair, one hand gripping a fifty-ring cigar and the other a nib pen that he dipped rhythmically into an inkwell. A blustery December wind rattled the windows of his White House office as he alternately scribbled and puffed furiously. President James Garfield had died from an assassin’s bullet just ten weeks earlier, and now it was Arthur’s duty to prepare his first State of the Union Address, then called the President’s Annual Message to Congress. His report was a long one, beginning with the tragedy of Garfield’s death, followed by a review of foreign relations, Indian affairs, and the settlement of the West. He appealed for civil service reforms, more soldiers on the frontier, funding for the education of former slaves, repeal of internal revenue taxes, and the suppression of polygamy. Yet there was another pressing matter that no American president had ever confronted before: the bloody raids of a huge gang of outlaws on the Southwestern frontier.

			As Arthur scratched pen across paper, he decried “the disturbance of the public tranquillity during the past year in the Territory of Arizona. A band of armed desperadoes known as Cowboys, probably numbering from fifty to one hundred men, have been engaged for months in committing acts of lawlessness and brutality which the local authorities have been unable to repress. The depredations of these Cowboys have also extended into Mexico, which the marauders reach from the Arizona frontier. With every disposition to meet the exigencies of the case, I am embarrassed by lack of authority to deal with them effectually.” The president called for Congress to pass legislation that would allow the U.S. Army to deal with the Cowboy threat.1

			To most Americans in 1881, cowboys were colorful, hardworking, and often rowdy stock tenders who drove cattle from Texas to the railheads in Kansas. But in Arizona and New Mexico, the bloody raids of a band of marauders known as Cowboys or Cow-boys had grabbed newspaper headlines, created a series of diplomatic incidents with Mexico, and finally caught the attention of the President of the United States. The name “cowboy” had become synonymous with desperado, bandit, and cutthroat. President Arthur surely had no idea who they were, where they came from, who they robbed, or who they killed. To the president, to Congress, and to the American public they were a nameless, faceless band that appeared wraithlike from the high desert, plundering and murdering and vanishing as quickly as they came. And contrary to President Arthur’s statement, the Cowboys had not been engaged for months in committing acts of lawlessness and brutality. They had been robbing and killing for years.

			The Cowboys’ genesis lay in the savvy and the six-shooters of John Kinney, one of the most notorious outlaws of the American Southwest. He was a New Englander, born to Irish parents in Hampshire County, Massachusetts, on May 4, 1847. When his father died, Kinney’s mother moved with her seven children to Chicago. There John Kinney enlisted in the army in 1868 and entered training as a cavalryman. The recruit, almost twenty-one, was short and stocky—five foot five, 160 pounds—with a round, deceptively cherubic face. Assigned to the Third U.S. Cavalry, he served on various frontier posts, including Fort Selden in southern New Mexico. Kinney acquired deep knowledge of the isolated country and its Spanish-speaking people. Keenly intelligent and a natural leader, Kinney was promoted to sergeant. He mastered rifle, revolver, horses, and the Spanish language, and later claimed to have taken part in campaigns against the Apaches and Sioux. In 1871, at Fort Bowie, Arizona, he married fifteen-year-old Juana Provencio, whose family lived in Mesilla, New Mexico. Kinney was mustered out at Fort McPherson, Nebraska, in April 1873, and soon returned to New Mexico Territory.2

			New Mexico in the 1870s was an isolated frontier. The only way to get there was by horseback, wagon, or stagecoach, for no railroad even approached its borders until 1878. The territory’s entire population was only about one hundred thousand, almost 90 percent Hispanic. Its government and economy were controlled by the notorious Santa Fe Ring, the territory’s corrupt political machine. New Mexico’s wealth was concentrated in a handful of merchants like James Dolan and Lawrence Murphy of Lincoln County, and cattle barons like John Chisum of the Pecos River country. Although the discovery of silver mines led to the 1870 founding of Silver City in the mountains of southwest New Mexico, livestock raising was the principal occupation. Most of the territory’s settlers, Anglo and Hispanic, eked out a precarious living tilling the soil and herding cattle. Roads were poor, travel slow, telegraph lines few, and communication difficult. With the exception of a few tough lawmen like Grant County’s sheriff, Harvey Whitehill, New Mexico’s law enforcement apparatus was largely inefficient, inept, and sometimes corrupt. Like most frontier regions, violence was commonplace, due to an overabundance of young, unmarried males, cheap whiskey and mescal, and Colt revolvers and Winchester rifles, coupled with harsh competition for money, cattle, and unattached women. It was an environment that created and nurtured the rise of outlaw gangs, a fact that was not lost on John Kinney.
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			John Kinney, standing, and two of his gang pose for a photographer in Santa Fe, New Mexico, in 1879. Kinney holds a Winchester Model 1873 carbine, while the others each hold a Colt Model 1860 Army revolver converted to fire metallic cartridges.

			True West magazine archives.

			Although his military discharge record held that he was a “brave soldier, a sober and honest man,” Kinney soon showed a darker side. In 1875 he established a cattle ranch on the Rio Grande, three miles north of Mesilla and fifteen miles south of Fort Selden. He quickly took to the saddle with some very bad company: Jesse Evans, a twenty-two-year-old Texas cowboy destined to become one of the Southwest’s most notorious desperadoes; Jim McDaniels, once a foreman for cattle king John Chisum; and “Pony” Diehl, who would later achieve infamy as one of the Cowboys in Arizona. Diehl, then aged twenty-nine, later claimed that his true name was Charles T. Ray and that he hailed from Rock Island, Illinois. Kinney’s bunch, with Jesse Evans as lieutenant, numbered twenty to thirty and formed the basis of the gang that later became the Cowboys. In New Mexico, however, they were called “the Boys” and specialized in wide-scale cattle theft. Kinney became known as “the King of the Rustlers” and his ranch “the headquarters and rendezvous for all the evildoers in the country.” One journalist said of Kinney, “He is a braggard, talks loud, drinks hard, and lacks prudence; has killed two men, and brags of killing others.”3

			The Boys were both ruthless and bloodthirsty. In August 1875 five of them, led by Jim McDaniels and Jesse Evans, trailed a rival band of Hispanic horse thieves from Lincoln County south to El Paso, Texas, and then across the Rio Grande into Mexico. They got the Mexican authorities to arrest four of the gang and return them to El Paso. McDaniels promised city officials “that he would turn the murderers and thieves over to the civil authorities of Lincoln County and not kill them on the road.” The Boys rode north with their prisoners, reaching Shedd’s ranch near San Augustin Pass, east of Las Cruces, on the night of August 9. There they shot all four of the thieves dead. McDaniels later claimed that the prisoners had been slain by a “party of masked horsemen.” Weak and inept law officers made no arrests.4

			Five months later, on New Year’s Day 1876, John Kinney, Jesse Evans, Jim McDaniels, and Pony Diehl were celebrating in a dance house in Las Cruces. Also present was a group of cavalrymen from Fort Selden. A drunken brawl broke out in which Kinney was battered and one trooper beaten so badly he died a few days later. The cavalrymen threw Kinney and his comrades out of the cantina, then went back inside to celebrate. The humiliated Boys readied their pistols, then slunk back to the dance hall. Leveling six-shooters through the doors and windows, Kinney, Evans, McDaniels, and Diehl opened a terrific barrage of gunfire. One soldier and a Mexican civilian died instantly. Three more troopers were badly wounded. Kinney and his men were never prosecuted because local law enforcement officials were inept and cowardly, and perhaps because the shooting resembled—however vaguely—mutual combat. Either way, John Kinney had sent a bloody warning to anyone who opposed the Boys.5

			A couple of weeks later, on January 19, 1876, Jesse Evans and two other Boys were drinking in a Las Cruces saloon. They heard that a day earlier a Mexican desperado named Quirino Flecher had boasted of robbing and killing two Texans south of the border. Angered by the news, Evans and his comrades left the saloon. Soon gunfire rang out and Flecher’s body was found in the main street, riddled with six bullets. Evans and his friends were charged with the murder and later acquitted, though there can be little doubt of their guilt. Flecher’s father, when told of the shooting, provided his bandido son a philosophical epitaph: “Well, he has killed two men, but will kill no more.”6

			One of Kinney’s most intelligent men went by the name of Robert E. Martin and hailed from Texas. In 1876 he was thirty-four, older than many of his fellow desperadoes. His friends called him Dutch or Dutchy, and he would become the first leader of the Cowboys in Arizona. Kinney was still recovering from his injuries when Bob Martin got involved in a plan to pull a stagecoach robbery. His fellow highwaymen were Roscoe Burrell (one of the Jesse Evans band), “Dutch Joe” Hubert and two Chileans, Federico Lopez and Nicanor Rodriguez. The latter was one of the most experienced bandits on the frontier. In 1856, at the age of seventeen, Rodriguez rode with the infamous Tom Bell gang in the California Gold Rush. After robbing a pack train of $17,000 in gold dust, he was shot in a pitched gun battle with lawmen and sentenced to ten years in San Quentin. Four years later he received a pardon. Rodriguez soon returned to the road, but in 1862 he found himself back in San Quentin on a seven-year jolt for robbery. Upon his release, Rodriguez lived a double life in the mining boomtown of Pioche, Nevada. Well dressed, handsome, and charming, he posed as a gentleman to cover his banditry. In 1874 he was arrested for robbing a bullion wagon. Nicanor Rodriguez soon escaped the Pioche jail and fled to Utah and finally to New Mexico, where he fell in with Martin.7
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			Nicanor Rodriguez, the notorious stage robber who rode with Bob Martin in 1876.

			Author’s Collection.

			The five road agents took up positions on the wagon road in isolated Cooke’s Canyon. It was located in the Cookes Range, midway between Silver City and Las Cruces, and about two miles from Fort Cummings, which the army had abandoned a few years earlier. Cooke’s Canyon had been the scene of bloody ambushes by Apaches in the 1850s and ’60s. Cooke’s Pass, a narrow gap through the mountains at the upper end of the gorge, was known as Massacre Canyon. It was an ideal spot for a stage robbery. At 2:00 a.m. on January 12, 1876, the stagecoach from Silver City, bound for Mesilla, approached, its two front lanterns glowing eerily in the dark. In the front boot, under the driver’s seat, rested a strongbox owned by the Arizona and New Mexico Express Company, which held $4,000 in bullion from Silver City. As the driver urged his team up the grade, the outlaws stepped from behind the rocks and ordered, “Get down and stand at the head of your mules, and don’t you move or let the mules move, or we will shoot you.”

			The driver saw three masked white men covering him with a shotgun, a lever-action Henry rifle (the precursor to the Winchester), and a Colt revolver. Rodriguez and Lopez were probably holding their horses, out of sight. One of the road agents demanded to know where the stage conductor, or shotgun messenger, was, and the driver pointed to the front boot. The bandit peeked over the side of the leather boot and saw the messenger curled up on the floor, sound asleep. Pointing his six-gun at the guard’s head, he ordered, “Get out of there!”

			The messenger woke and promptly complied. Then one robber asked, “How many passengers you got?” When told there were two, he said, “Tell them to jump out.”

			The passengers, both sleeping in their seats, turned out to be John Chisum, New Mexico’s cattle king, and his lawyer, Thomas Conway. As one highwayman ordered them from the coach, another climbed into the boot and went to work on the strongbox with a hatchet. Chisum had $1,000 in greenbacks in his pocketbook. While the bandits removed three hundred pounds in silver bars from the express box, Chisum managed to hide $900 in his underwear. Then the outlaws searched Chisum and Conway, taking cash and gold watches from their pockets. The cattle king cheekily complained, “Now, this is pretty rough. I am a long way from home. I don’t like to beg, please give me enough to buy grub on the road.”

			The highwayman gave him a dollar, saying it was a “small favor.” Then one of the bandits discovered a bottle of Chisum’s whiskey in the coach. According to a contemporary newspaper account, Chisum “asked for his bottle and was politely informed that he could not have it. This was too much. He did not care a continental for his money or watch but that whiskey, who could blame him? The unfeeling wretches would not heed his affectionate appeal, and as a ‘dernier resort,’ he proposed a drink all around before they parted, which was acceded to and he parted with his bottle a sadder if not a wiser man.” The bandits then ordered the stage to move on. Though a $3,000 reward was offered for them, Bob Martin and the rest managed to disappear.8

			The five desperadoes, their saddlebags laden with loot, fled south 350 miles to Chihuahua, Mexico. There, telling local merchants that they were miners, they sold John Chisum’s watch and the three hundred pounds of silver at bargain prices. Then Bob Martin and the others rode back to El Paso, where they apparently quarreled over the booty. In short order, Rodriguez and Lopez murdered Roscoe Burrell, then Dutch Joe Hubert killed Lopez. Nicanor Rodriguez escaped to Mexico, where he joined one of the revolutionary forces, and later went to Arizona to resume his stage-robbing career. Dutch Joe, according to one account, was arrested in El Paso, jumped bail, and fled. He then rejoined Bob Martin in New Mexico.9

			A year later, on the night of May 9, 1877, Martin and Dutch Joe positioned themselves on the stage road in Cooke’s Canyon, about a mile from their first holdup. They stopped the westbound stage and ordered the four passengers out. The bandits were hoping to steal a payroll, but all they got was a pistol and $1.50 in coin. One of the passengers bravely chastised the road agents, telling them “they ought to have known better than to strike such a poor crowd.” Martin and Dutch Joe fled, but the stage driver reported to Sheriff Mariano Barela that he recognized Dutch Joe’s voice. When Sheriff Barela got a tip that Joe was near the town of Santa Barbara, twenty-five miles north of Mesilla, he sent out a posse led by his deputy, Jacinto Armijo. On May 20, after a horseback chase, they captured Dutch Joe and brought him to jail in Mesilla. Once again the slippery Bob Martin managed to elude capture.10

			Dutch Joe Hubert found himself in the same cell with two members of Jesse Evans’s gang: Nicolas Provencio and George “Buffalo Bill” Spawn. Provencio, a desperado from Mesilla, was John Kinney’s brother-in-law, and Spawn was a notorious horse thief. Dutch Joe, a loudmouthed braggart, made the mistake of boasting about his stage-robbing exploits to Provencio and Spawn. The two cellmates quickly demonstrated that there is indeed no honor among thieves. They made a deal with the U.S. Attorney that they would testify against Dutch Joe in exchange for their freedom. While under modern law the use of such “jailhouse snitches” is frowned upon, it was common in that era.

			When Dutch Joe’s case came up for trial, it became clear that Provencio and Spawn were telling the truth. His first trial, for the initial stage holdup, began on June 19. Provencio and Spawn testified that he had bragged of pulling the robbery, and the jury promptly convicted him. Before Joe’s trial for the second stage holdup, he fired his attorney and represented himself. That proved the truth of a second old saw: that anyone who acts as his own lawyer has a fool for a client. After Provencio testified that Dutch Joe admitted he had robbed the stage with Bob Martin, Joe cross-examined Provencio. He asked whether Provencio had not suggested to him that they raise a band to hold up stages in Arizona after they got out of jail. According to an amused journalist who watched the proceedings in court, Provencio “replied that Joe had made the proposition to him and he had acquiesced in it.”

			In his closing argument, Dutch Joe railed against Provencio: “This thief has been here six or seven times in jail, and he’s hired for a few dollars to testify a lie against me. He can stand in front of you and swear lies all day, and his face has no shame.” He added, “Spawn, that big lummox of an American, he testifies against me so he can get clean out of jail.” Dutch Joe then foolishly admitted his connection with Bob Martin and the Jesse Evans gang. “They say Martin was with me. Why didn’t they arrest him? They didn’t want him very bad. When the coach was robbed, Martin and I were hunting for horses that Nicolas Provencio stole... Spawn sleeps with Nick, he is his bosom friend, and as soon as these two thieves get through appearing against me they will be set free from jail and have a horse and rifle given to them, so that they can go into Arizona and steal Apache horses. That is their business.” Then he concluded by saying, “I know Nick Provencio. I have followed his track from one end of the river to another. He is a damned thief. He wanted to rob the government mules from Fort Selden, and came to me to help him, but the mules were put in a high corral, so we couldn’t get them, so for spite he stole three grey horses and a mule.”

			Dutch Joe’s acknowledgment that he was a horse thief did not help his cause. The jury quickly convicted him of the second stage robbery and the judge sentenced him to thirteen years at hard labor in the Missouri State Penitentiary, which at that time held federal prisoners from New Mexico Territory. But Joe had been right about Provencio and Spawn, for the two, after being released from jail, went on to more violent exploits with Jesse Evans and the Boys.11

			By this time John Kinney had played a leading role in organizing what became known as “the chain gang,” a loose-knit association of horse and cattle thieves that operated between the Texas Panhandle and Southern Arizona. Texas rustlers brought stolen animals west into New Mexico and sold them or traded them for livestock purloined in Mexico or Arizona. New Mexico thieves in turn drove livestock to Texas or Arizona for sale. In a frontier version of money laundering, brands were altered and the cattle sold to crooked butchers or ranchers who asked no questions. One of the main Arizona links in the chain was the ranch of Newman H. “Old Man” Clanton, situated near Fort Thomas on the Gila River, sixty miles from the New Mexico line. Kinney’s ranch near Mesilla was the major link in New Mexico.12

			John Kinney tried to put on a front of respectability. He posed as a cattle dealer, and the large family of his young wife, Juanita Provencio, lived with them on his ranch. Partly because of the money he made and spent, partly because New Mexico’s frontier society was so unsettled and primitive, and partly because of fear, Kinney was tolerated, and even socially accepted, in Mesilla. One man who stood up to him was Albert J. Fountain, a prominent lawyer, soldier, and journalist. In June 1877 Fountain cofounded a newspaper, the Mesilla Valley Independent, and in editorials railed against the gang led by Kinney and Evans. He called for war against the “horse and cattle stealing in this country” and for the lynching of the culprits. On July 18, 1877, after Jesse Evans sent word to Fountain that they would kill him on sight, the doughty editor swore out a warrant for the arrest of Kinney and Evans. The county sheriff, Mariano Barela, a friend of Jesse Evans, took all day to raise a forty-man posse. He then sent the possemen out to the Kinney ranch under the leadership of Deputy Sheriff Jacinto Armijo, who also happened to be Kinney’s closest neighbor. By the time they arrived, Kinney and the Boys had fled. Fountain ruefully reported that “a traitor in our camp...apprised Kinney of our coming.”13

			A few weeks later, on September 9, eight of the Evans gang rode up to a general store near Fort Selden owned by an eighty-year-old merchant. Two of them, Frank Baker and Ponciano Domingues, the latter a partner of Bob Martin, went inside. After helping themselves to supplies, they started to leave without paying. When the elderly storekeeper protested, Baker drew his six-gun and put a bullet in his side. The old man dropped, mortally wounded. His son-in-law rushed to his aid but Domingues opened fire, killing him instantly. The two murderers mounted their horses, joined the other six, and galloped away.14

			Sometime during the next two weeks, the Boys were joined by a teenager who had come of age on the New Mexico frontier. Slender, lithe, and athletic, his name was Henry McCarty, alias William Bonney. Two years earlier he had pulled some petty burglaries in the mining town of Silver City, escaped from jail, and fled to Arizona Territory. There he drifted around, gambled, and rode for a time as a cowhand for Henry Hooker, owner of the huge Sierra Bonita ranch in the Sulphur Springs Valley. Fifteen miles northeast of Hooker’s headquarters was the military post of Fort Grant, where McCarty made himself a nuisance by more petty thievery. On August 17, 1877, the youth shot and killed a blacksmith, Frank “Windy” Cahill, near Fort Grant and fled back to New Mexico. A month later he was riding with the Boys. According to Sheriff Pat Garrett, one day in Mesilla Jim McDaniels nicknamed him “the Kid,” which later became, more euphoniously, Billy the Kid.15

			On October 1 the Kid took part in a horse-stealing raid with nine of the Boys, including Jesse Evans, Bob Martin, Nicolas Provencio, Buffalo Bill Spawn, and Ponciano Domingues. Each of the outlaws was well mounted and carried a brace of six-guns, a Winchester, and two heavy cartridge belts. After stealing three horses from a coal camp southwest of Silver City, they started for Mesilla, 110 miles southeast. Two days later they exchanged gunfire with a rancher and stole more horses on their way. In Cooke’s Canyon they held up the westbound stagecoach near Fort Cummings. When the driver explained that he had no gold aboard, Evans declared, “Well, we’ll let you pass this time.” They stopped at three taverns along the road to Mesilla, taking what they wanted without paying. At one cantina Jesse Evans came across a copy of the Mesilla Valley Independent, which featured a scathing attack by Fountain on the desperadoes, whom he termed “the banditti.” An infuriated Evans threatened to give Fountain “a free pass to hell.”
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			Henry McCarty, alias William Bonney, otherwise known as Billy the Kid. He rode with Jesse Evans and the Boys in 1877, but later switched sides and fought against them in the Lincoln County War.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			Two days later Evans, Martin, the Kid, and their comrades were joined by three more of the Boys. The latter had stolen two horses, and a six-man posse was hot on their trail. The possemen caught up with Evans’s gang, but the ensuing fight was a lopsided one. The pursuers were armed only with pistols against the Winchesters of the Boys. A volley of forty shots from the outlaws sent the posse fleeing. Greatly emboldened, the desperadoes, now seventeen strong, rode brazenly into Tularosa on October 9. They got roaring drunk and shot up the house of a man who had once testified against the gang. That night they made camp in the mountains and held a boastful celebration around a roaring bonfire. Evans gave a speech threatening their enemies and congratulating the Boys on their successful raids.16

			Now the band split up, with Evans, the Kid, and several of the Boys riding eighteen miles north to the ranch of Hugh Beckwith at Seven Rivers on the Pecos. Soon, however, an iron-willed rancher named Dick Brewer recruited a fifteen-man posse to hunt the outlaws. Brewer was also foreman for a wealthy English cattleman, John Tunstall. His posse was accompanied by William Brady, the weak-kneed sheriff of Lincoln County. Brady had no stomach for an encounter with the Boys, but Dick Brewer urged his men on. On October 17, 1877, Brewer’s posse raided the Beckwith ranch and after a sharp gunfight captured Jesse Evans and three of his men. Evans complained that he “can’t tell how he failed to hit Dick as he had three fair, square shots at him.” The four outlaws were lodged in jail in Lincoln.17

			But the Boys were too powerful to be dissuaded by a leaky jail. A few weeks later thirty of the gang gathered near Ruidoso. They included Billy the Kid and Dick Lloyd, a rowdy, hard-drinking youth who would make his mark with the Cowboys in Arizona. In the early-morning hours of November 17, they rode into Lincoln and found that Sheriff Brady had left a single guard over some of the most desperate outlaws in the territory. They captured the jailer at gunpoint, broke down the jail door, freed Jesse Evans and his Boys, and galloped out of town. Sheriff Brady, when told of the jailbreak, refused to pursue the outlaws. The Boys headed straight for Dick Brewer’s ranch on the Ruidoso River, but fortunately that bravo was not at home. They ordered Brewer’s hands to cook breakfast, stole eight of John Tunstall’s horses from the corral, and rode off. These events were a precursor to the infamous Lincoln County War, which would explode in gunfire three months later.18

			But before that bloody feud had a chance to erupt, another violent civil disturbance was brewing to the south, in El Paso. In what became known as the El Paso Salt War, John Kinney again came to the forefront. The Texas border town was overwhelmingly Tejano, or Mexican American, who for generations had dug and hauled wagonloads of free salt from dry lakes ninety miles east of El Paso. The salt was important, not just for household use, but for processing ore in Mexico’s silver mines. In 1877 Major George B. Zimpelman, an Austin financier and former Confederate soldier, with his son-in-law Charles Howard, an El Paso judge and politician, filed claims on the salt lakes. They demanded payment from anyone removing salt. This enraged the Spanish-speaking populace on both sides of the border, for the Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo, which ended the Mexican War in 1848, guaranteed all existing property rights to Mexican Americans north of the border.

			Louis Cardis, an Italian American merchant and political boss, supported the right to free salt and led the opposition to Zimpelman and Howard. Cardis and Judge Howard clashed frequently. In September 1877 Howard had two Mexicans who threatened to collect free salt arrested. An enraged mob of several hundred captured and held Howard for three days, only releasing him when he promised to give up his claim to the salt beds and leave Texas. Howard agreed but soon returned. On October 10, 1877, he shot and killed the unarmed Cardis in an El Paso store, thus triggering the Salt War. In the face of impending violence, John B. Tays, a local businessman, was appointed a lieutenant of the Texas Rangers and ordered to recruit a twenty-man company. Tays signed up some good men, including Tejanos. But because Anglos were so scarce in El Paso, he accepted some very bad men, among them Jim McDaniels of the Jesse Evans gang and Jerry Barton, a burly Arizona saloonkeeper who would achieve notoriety as a member of the Cowboys.

			In early December, when a wagon train of Mexicans started for the salt lakes, Howard filed civil charges against them. The Hispanic populace became even more outraged, for the dispute was as much about political and cultural equity as it was about free salt. On December 12, 1877, Howard, along with Tays’s company of Rangers, was surrounded by a large force of Mexicans in San Elizario, then the county seat, twenty miles southeast of El Paso. After a four-day siege in which two Anglos were slain, Tays and his company surrendered—the first and only time that happened to the Texas Rangers. The insurgents executed Howard and two of his supporters by firing squad. The Mexicans then disarmed the Rangers and sent them packing. El Paso, as isolated as it was, had a newly installed telegraph line, and news of the siege was quickly published in newspapers throughout the country. In Washington the Secretary of War ordered troops in from New Mexico, but they were instructed merely to stop law violations by Mexican citizens who had crossed the border, rendering the soldiers largely ineffective.

			A day earlier, on December 17, John Kinney was in Silver City when he received an urgent telegram from El Paso County Sheriff Charles Kerber. The sheriff authorized Kinney to raise a force of men to help rescue the Rangers in El Paso. Kerber probably did not know that Kinney was then a fugitive from justice. Six weeks earlier, on November 2, the rustler chieftain had shot and killed a man on the streets of Mesilla in a dispute over stolen horses. When Kinney was indicted for murder, he fled to Silver City, where his friend Sheriff Harvey Whitehill showed no inclination to arrest him. Sheriff Kerber’s request for aid from the most notorious desperado in the Southwest speaks volumes of the region’s primitive and ineffective law enforcement.

			John Kinney quickly organized a thirty-man posse dubbed the Silver City Volunteers. While many of them, like Whitehill’s fast-shooting deputy, Dan Tucker, were honest frontiersmen attracted by the call of adventure and an offer of forty dollars a month, others were of Kinney’s ilk. The men he recruited included stalwart members of his gang: Jesse Evans, Bob Martin, Pony Diehl, Buckskin Joe Haytema, and a reckless young cowboy from Texas who went by the name of William Bresnaham. Later, in Arizona, he would achieve infamy as Curly Bill Brocius. This was perhaps the first time in the Southwest that a gang of hardened criminals had been sworn in as law officers to take part in a border war. And it set a dangerous precedent, one that would soon be followed in Lincoln County and later in Tombstone.19

			Kinney and his “volunteers” made the 150-mile ride southeast to El Paso in a few days. By December 22 they were in the saddle with Sheriff Kerber, Lieutenant Tays, and his Rangers, riding toward San Elizario and thirsting for revenge and for booty. When they arrived, two of them—never identified—charged into the house of a Mexican American woman, shot her dog, and raped her. Then Jerry Barton and another Ranger shot to death two insurgents whom they held in custody, later claiming that the prisoners had been trying to escape. Next the volunteers and Rangers broke into the home of a Tejano couple, killing the husband and wounding his wife. When the gunmen spotted one of the insurgent leaders on horseback, they shot him dead, saying later that he had fired first. After looting the house of a Mexican saddler, one of the volunteers ordered a Tejano passerby to hand over his pistol. He refused, so the desperado opened fire and wounded him. Then they shot and wounded another suspected insurgent and pistol-whipped one more. These outrages all seemed to have been perpetrated by Kinney’s gang. When U.S. troops finally arrived, Sheriff Kerber claimed that all the dead and wounded men had resisted arrest. By this time many Mexican American residents had fled across the Rio Grande to safety.20

			In the following days Kinney’s men caused even more trouble. They stole horses and guns from Tejanos and freely helped themselves to food and provisions from El Paso’s storekeepers. In nearby Ysleta, they shot up a Tejano’s house and stole his chickens. Then two of them broke into the home of an Anglo carpenter, held him at gunpoint, and demanded to know where his wife and the other females in the household were. The women managed to avoid certain rape by climbing out a back window and escaping into the night. Neither Sheriff Kerber nor the soldiers took steps to identify and arrest the culprits. Instead, Kerber merely ordered the desperadoes to return the stolen guns and horses.

			A few weeks later, on January 10, 1878, with the shooting phase of the Salt War mostly over, the Silver City Volunteers disbanded. Even so, two days later Kinney led a dozen of his raiders across the border and shot it out with a party of Mexicans. Kinney was thrown from his horse and injured. Most of his men and seventeen Mexicans were arrested and lodged in the calaboose for the night. A few days later Deputy Sheriff Dan Tucker and some of Kinney’s men, including Jesse Evans, rode back to New Mexico. John Kinney stayed behind, opened a saloon in El Paso, and even got himself appointed a deputy under Sheriff Kerber. Bob Martin, Curly Bill, and Buckskin Joe Haytema remained with him in El Paso, much to the annoyance of local authorities.21

			On May 11, Kinney and Buckskin Joe got into a barroom quarrel. Kinney, uncharacteristically, decided to avoid trouble and departed for another saloon. When Buckskin Joe followed him inside, Kinney declared he “did not want any trouble” and demanded that Joe “go away and let him alone.” Instead, Buckskin Joe jerked his pistol and emptied it at the rustler king, but only wounded him in the knuckle of one hand. Kinney got his six-shooter into play and squeezed off two rounds. One bullet missed and the other tore through Joe’s clothing. Buckskin Joe, his revolver empty, was now at Kinney’s mercy. According to a contemporary newspaper account, Kinney “could have then killed Joe with remaining shots in his pistol, but would not do so and turned on his heel and left him in contempt.”22

			Meanwhile, Bob Martin and Curly Bill had not lost their taste for booty. Ten days later, on May 21, 1878, they trailed a U.S. Army ambulance out of El Paso and followed it north toward Mesilla, New Mexico. Buckskin Joe was nowhere in sight, but one of the desperadoes wore Haytema’s guns and rode his horse. The ambulance was in charge of Lieutenant Ben Israel Butler, the youngest son of famed Civil War general Benjamin Butler. The younger Butler disliked El Paso and army life, and was headed home to Boston by connecting with a stagecoach in Mesilla. Martin and Curly Bill suspected that he carried a large sum of money. Six miles north of El Paso the two outlaws passed the ambulance. At the reins was George Shakespeare, a civilian wagon master and later a New Mexico newspaper editor, accompanied by an African American buffalo soldier, Charles Johnson. Butler rode behind, under the canvas top. As the desperadoes rode by, the men in the ambulance recognized them as Bob Martin and Curly Bill.
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			Lieutenant Ben Israel Butler, whose U.S. Army ambulance was attacked by Bob Martin and Curly Bill Brocius near El Paso in 1878.

			Author’s Collection.

			At a bend in the road, two miles farther north, the outlaws, now wearing masks, spurred their horses out of the brush. They ordered the ambulance to halt and at the same time needlessly opened fire. A bullet tore through Shakespeare’s shoulder, and more slugs struck Johnson in the right lung, stomach, and right thigh. The outlaws kept shooting and riddled the ambulance with bullets. As the wounded men collapsed in the wagon bed, Lieutenant Butler seized Johnson’s carbine and jumped down to face the bandits. Before he could fire, Martin and Curly Bill wheeled their mounts back into the brush and vanished. Butler turned the ambulance around and started back toward El Paso with his bloody cargo. He hadn’t gone far when he encountered six Texas Rangers on a hunt for Apache raiders. The Rangers got on the trail of Martin and Curly Bill, who promptly fled south across the border to Paso del Norte (now Juarez) with the Rangers in hot pursuit.

			Galloping across the border, the Rangers sought help from Mexican police. The Mexicans had had enough of John Kinney’s band. They arrested Martin and Curly Bill, along with Buckskin Joe, and held them for extradition. The sight of the bloody, bullet-riddled ambulance created a sensation in El Paso. Angry U.S. Army officers promptly raised a seventy-five-dollar reward to pay the Mexican officials for the capture. The Mexicans then sent the three outlaws back to Texas. Buckskin Joe was released, but Martin and Curly Bill were held in the army guardhouse in El Paso. The wounded soldiers eventually recovered, and El Paso’s district attorney, James A. Zabriskie, charged Martin and Curly Bill with highway robbery and attempted murder. A few days later, while Martin and Curly Bill languished behind bars, John Kinney and a group of his men left El Paso and rode back to New Mexico. Their help was needed in the Lincoln County War, which had erupted three months earlier.23

			Lincoln County then consisted of almost a fifth of New Mexico. Its political and financial life had been controlled by Lawrence Murphy and Jimmy Dolan. They owned huge cattle ranches, engaged in mercantile business and banking, and held a near monopoly on trade, supplying Indian agencies and U.S. Army outposts with beef. Murphy and Dolan were allied with the corrupt Santa Fe Ring, which controlled the territory’s politics. In 1877 their supremacy was challenged by newcomer John Tunstall, a young but wealthy English investor who allied himself with cattle baron John Chisum and lawyer Alexander McSween. While Chisum was a hardened frontiersman, his greenhorn partners had no concept of what they were getting into. They started a competing ranch, store, and bank.

			Murphy and Dolan hired Jesse Evans and other desperadoes who had ridden with the Kinney gang to harass Tunstall and steal his livestock. Among them was Dick Lloyd, who had helped break Evans out of the Lincoln jail. Evans and his men immediately began targeting Tunstall, who gathered his own group of gunmen for protection. One was Billy the Kid, who admired Tunstall and now became allied against his mentor, Jesse Evans. Sheriff William Brady, a partisan of the Murphy-Dolan faction, served a judgment, arising out of a civil lawsuit, on the Tunstall-McSween store in Lincoln. He also deputized a group of men, including Jesse Evans and several of the Boys, to seize Tunstall’s cattle pursuant to the civil judgment. Evans had only been back from El Paso a month when, on February 18, 1878, he and some of his riders caught Tunstall on an isolated trail south of Lincoln. Tunstall and his cowhands, including Billy the Kid, were driving a remuda of horses. The Englishman had become separated from his drovers when Evans and his Boys shot him down in cold blood. The murder of John Tunstall ignited the Lincoln County War.

			Desperadoes quickly lined up as paid gunmen for each side, and a bloody series of retribution shootings soon took place. Tunstall-McSween supporters were dubbed the Regulators, a common term in that era for vigilantes. Many of them, including Billy the Kid, blamed Sheriff Brady for the Englishman’s death. In one of the feud’s most brazen murders, the Kid and other Regulators ambushed Sheriff William Brady on the main street in Lincoln, killing him and one of his deputies. Then John Kinney, on arriving in Mesilla from El Paso, swiftly raised a fifteen-man “posse” that included Jesse Evans and Jim McDaniels. They rode on to Lincoln, arriving on June 22, and began searching for Alexander McSween and his Regulators. Kinney, encountering Susan McSween, the lawyer’s wife, warned her, “We know that McSween is hiding out and has no gun but we will find him and run him into some place and I will shoot him. I’ve killed fourteen men and I’ll kill him, too.”24

			The climax of the Lincoln County War, dubbed the Five Day Battle, took place from July 15 to 19, 1878. Not surprisingly, John Kinney played a leading role. McSween rode into Lincoln at the head of a band of forty to fifty Regulators. At first McSween had the upper hand as his men traded gunfire with the Murphy-Dolan partisans, wounding five of them. The fighting was finally stopped by U.S. cavalrymen, and many of the Regulators left town, leaving McSween and ten of his men, including Billy the Kid, besieged in his house. On the night of July 18, the Murphy-Dolan men, led by John Kinney and Jesse Evans, set fire to McSween’s house, and in the morning the lawyer and his followers tried to flee. In a pitched gun battle, Billy the Kid shot off part of Kinney’s mustache, grazing his lip. The Kinney-Evans band killed McSween and four of his men. Then John Kinney and Jesse Evans led the looting of McSween’s store. The Five Day Battle effectively ended the Lincoln County War. Billy the Kid escaped, then rode the outlaw trail to sudden death from the six-gun of Sheriff Pat Garrett in 1881, and finally passed into eternal folklore.25

			Now John Kinney and Jesse Evans galloped into the power vacuum created by the deaths of Tunstall and McSween. They joined forces with John Selman, a Texas fugitive who would gain renown in 1895 for his El Paso killing of John Wesley Hardin, king of the gunfighters. Their bunch, variously known as Selman’s Scouts or the Rustlers, embarked on a three-week spree of looting, killing, and raping. Among their number was Charley Snow, later a notorious Cowboy in Arizona. In September 1878, after murdering four Hispanic boys in cold blood, they gang-raped two young women. When one victim asked who they were, they boasted, “We are devils just come from hell.” Whether John Kinney took part in these raids is uncertain, but by October he was back in El Paso with his gang.26

			Sheriff Kerber was up for reelection and he needed Kinney’s help, for El Paso’s Tejano voters despised Kerber for his actions in the Salt War. On election day, November 5, Texas Rangers were stationed at many polling places in the county. Kinney and his band tried to intimidate voters and scare them from the polls, but Rangers faced them down. The Tejanos defeated Kerber and elected one of their own as sheriff. Meanwhile, Bob Martin and Curly Bill had been tried and convicted of the army ambulance attack and were sentenced to five years each in the Texas state penitentiary. Their lawyers promptly filed an appeal. While it was pending, the two desperadoes were moved from the army guardhouse to a one-room adobe at the Rangers’ headquarters in Ysleta, just downriver from El Paso. On November 2, 1878, three days before the election, they used saw blades, smuggled in by the son of a Mexican prisoner, to cut through their shackles. That evening, while their Ranger guard was temporarily absent, Martin, Curly Bill, and three Mexican prisoners dug a hole through the adobe wall and escaped. Whether Kinney and his men were involved is unknown, but one possible accomplice was Sherman W. McMaster, a recent recruit in the Ranger company that guarded the outlaws. McMaster, a small man, aged twenty-five, came from Illinois, where his father was a successful businessman. If he did not help Martin and Curly Bill to escape, he certainly became friendly with them, for later he would join the Cowboys, and eventually abandon the gang to ride with Wyatt Earp in Arizona.27

			Bob Martin and Curly Bill fled across the border, then rode through Mexico to southeastern Arizona. Soon they would be joined by members of the Kinney and Evans gangs plus veterans of the El Paso Salt War and the Lincoln County War, among them Pony Diehl, Ponciano Domingues, Dick Lloyd, Jerry Barton, Charley Snow, and Sherm McMaster. If their old stomping grounds in New Mexico had been a rugged frontier, southeastern Arizona was altogether another world. There were no settlements, no towns, no border, no law enforcement—just mountains and desert and mesquite and Apaches. Into this massive void rode Bob Martin and Curly Bill, at the head of a band that would grow to more than a hundred desperadoes. They became known as the Cowboys. During the next three years this loosely organized gang would murder at least thirty-five men, steal thousands of horses and cattle, terrorize the ranchers and settlers of Southern Arizona and northern Mexico, and cause a series of international incidents. No one could stop them.

		
	
		
			2

			Fighting Men: The Earp Boys

			They were as rough a bunch as ever rusticated in a western jail, the riff and raff of the Indian Territory. Among the group were a couple of murderers, a pair of counterfeiters, and two horse thieves. The ten prisoners rubbed elbows in a large, foul-smelling cell on the second floor of the lockup in Van Buren, Arkansas. For two days in the spring of 1871, they had been hard at work in the two-story stone building. At one upper corner of their cell they scraped and pried and pulled at the ceiling rafters until they got a few boards loose. Finally they forced an opening wide enough to admit a man’s shoulders. One of the Perry boys squeezed through the hole, then crawled through the low attic until he found an iron-barred air grate at the back of the jail. The outer wall was made of stone blocks, held together by crumbling mortar. Now more of the prisoners climbed into the attic, armed with digging tools, probably pilfered jail spoons. They began chipping away at the mortar until they managed to loosen some of the large stones. After they removed several of the blocks, Perry slipped through the opening to survey the jailyard below and measure the twenty-foot drop to the ground. Then he crawled back inside, and the prisoners pushed the stone blocks back into place.

			The next day the jail’s lone guard was nowhere to be seen. The prisoners tied their blankets into a long rope and clambered through the hole in the rafters. Soon seven of them were in the attic. Three other prisoners—short-timers—refused to accompany them. The lucky seven yanked out the loose stone blocks, dropped the blanket rope outside, and one by one skittered to the ground. The jailyard was surrounded by a tall wood fence, and they quickly began digging a hole underneath it. When they finally burrowed deep enough to fit a man’s body, each of them slipped under the fence, then raced on foot to the nearby woods and to freedom.

			It was dark before the negligent jailer discovered the breakout. Declared the editor of the Van Buren Press, “They were gone some two or three hours before it was known to the guard. To say the least, it is apparent there was general carelessness on the part of the keepers of the jail, for if the guard had been on watch it would have been impossible for them to have made their escape.” The editor then listed each of the escapees by name. One of them was a lanky, handsome twenty-three-year-old whom the journalist described as a “desperate character” and a “bad man.” His name was Wyatt Earp.1

			A long and tortuous trail had led the soon-to-be famous lawman to a dingy Arkansas jail cell. He came from a family of restless frontiersmen who were forever looking west. His grandfather, Walter Earp, settled in North Carolina, where son Nicholas Porter Earp—who would sire Wyatt—was born in 1813. The next year Walter Earp—so poor he owned nothing but a pack mule—brought his family across the mountains to Hartford, Kentucky. There his son Nicholas grew to adulthood, married in 1836, and a year later had a son, Newton. His wife died in 1839 and the following year Nick Earp married a kindly young woman, Virginia Cooksey. They would eventually produce eight children. Two sons were born in Kentucky: James in 1841 and Virgil in 1843.

			Nick, along with his father and several brothers, pulled up roots and moved northwest to Illinois, no doubt hoping to acquire cheap land. Nick Earp first settled in Fayette County in 1844, then a year later migrated two hundred miles north to Monmouth. A prairie village situated fifteen miles from the Mississippi River, Monmouth served the surrounding cornfields and hog farms and boasted two thousand people. There Nick labored as a cooper and farmer. The work must have bored him, for when the Mexican War broke out he promptly enlisted in a local militia company. The volunteers departed for Mexico in August 1847. Earp, a thirty-three-year-old first sergeant, was older than most of the young recruits, and much different in that he left behind a pregnant wife and young children. He admired his captain, Wyatt Berry Stapp, with whom he saw a few skirmishes against Mexican troops. After a mule kicked him in the groin, the army sent Nick home. The timing was fortuitous. On March 19, 1848, a month after he returned to Monmouth, his wife, Virginia, gave birth to a baby boy they named Wyatt Berry Stapp Earp.

			A year earlier the family patriarch, Walter Earp, once a schoolteacher, had won election as Monmouth’s justice of the peace. At that time, most counties in the Midwest and West were divided into townships. Each had one or more justices of the peace, and each justice court had one or more constables who acted as court bailiffs, served civil papers, and enforced state and local laws. A justice of the peace was generally a respected—or politically connected—civic leader with some knowledge of the law, but rarely having any formal legal training. Walter Earp earned small fees by notarizing documents, drawing up deeds and bills of sale, and assessing fines in minor criminal cases.

			His son Nicholas Earp, on the other hand, had little success as a cooper or farmer in Monmouth. He had been able to acquire a few city lots, but he borrowed money against all of them. Nick applied for a disability pension due to his army injury, but it was rejected. Nor did he receive a grant of bounty land that was available to Mexican War veterans. With a wife and young mouths to feed, he again looked west, and in 1849 announced that he was joining the gold rush to California. Nicholas and his family started out by wagon, but they only made it 150 miles west to Pella, Iowa. This seemed a good prospect, for the area had much unsettled land. Nick acquired 160 acres north of Pella, and there Virginia gave birth to two more sons, Morgan, in 1851, and Warren, in 1855.
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			Nicholas and Virginia Earp in 1890. They were the parents of Jim, Virgil, Wyatt, Morgan, and Warren Earp.
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			A year later, again demonstrating the wanderlust that afflicted the entire Earp clan, Nick sold his Iowa farm for $2,050 and returned with his family to Monmouth. He was now financially secure enough to buy a large house and several town lots. By this time Walter Earp had died, and one of Nick’s brothers was Monmouth’s city marshal, or chief of police, and another was constable. Those connections, coupled with his father’s tenure as justice of the peace, prompted Nick to run for constable himself in 1857. He won the election and began serving with his brother Walter as one of Monmouth’s three constables. For fourteen-year-old Virgil and nine-year-old Wyatt, seeing their father wearing a silver badge and carrying a pistol and a pocket billy must have made a profound impression. However, Nick’s questionable performance as constable would have a similar effect on his sons.2

			An understanding of Nicholas Earp is essential to understanding Wyatt Earp and his brothers. Nick, a burly man with a huge beard, was opinionated, hot tempered, and full of contradictions. He joined the newly formed Republican Party, but later became a staunch Democrat. A family man with a stable marriage, he never set down roots in one place until he reached old age. Although a law officer, he disregarded laws that he disagreed with. A Methodist, Nick liked to drink even though his church prohibited it. At that time, heavy drinking was customary; American males consumed an average of half a pint of liquor a day. Monmouth was a sleepy village with little crime except drunken brawls. Its city council passed an ordinance that banned the sale of liquor except by druggists for “medicinal, mechanical, and sacramental purposes.” Many citizens, including Nick Earp and his brothers, ignored the new law.

			When a friend of Nick and his brother Walter opened a drugstore that was actually a saloon, the Earps, as constables, either helped sell liquor or provided protection in exchange for a share of the profits. As a result, early in 1858 the two brothers found themselves charged with violating the liquor law. When Walter was convicted, he sold his house to Nick and left town. Nick managed to get his case continued, then was reelected constable—probably by the town’s pro-liquor faction. But the next year he was indicted on two more charges of selling liquor. A jury convicted Nick of both counts, and the judge fined him forty dollars. Nick Earp was then charged with another two counts of selling liquor and lodged in jail. He obtained his release only after paying the fines. In November 1859 Nick pleaded guilty to the two new charges and was fined ten dollars on each count, plus court costs. When he could not, or would not, pay, the judge ordered his house seized and sold at auction. Thoroughly humiliated, Nick immediately moved his family back to Pella, Iowa.3

			Nick’s flight was a custom that his sons would follow for the rest of their lives: whenever their problems became too great, they would pull up stakes and head for the next opportunity, the next boomtown. The elder Earp exerted a great influence on his boys. They would follow his Republican politics and also his penchant for police work, which kept them out of the cornfields and the hog pens. Like Nick, they learned to ignore laws they didn’t agree with. With the exception of Wyatt, they acquired his fondness for liquor. They also inherited his wanderlust and his clannish penchant for returning to live near his brothers.

			In Pella, Nick’s eighteen-year-old boy, Virgil, met a Holland-born girl, Ellen Rysdam, also eighteen, but both sets of parents strongly disapproved of their relationship: the Rysdams because they wanted her to wed a Dutchman, and the Earps because they thought Virgil was too young to marry. In 1861 Virgil eloped with Ellen. Only when she became visibly pregnant did their secret marriage become public. Their daughter, Nellie Jane, was born on January 7, 1862. Six months later, as the Civil War raged, Virgil left Iowa and returned to Monmouth to enlist in the Union Army with some boyhood friends. His brother Jim and half brother Newton had already joined up. All three served with courage and honor. Newton saw extensive combat and mustered out as a sergeant. Jim was wounded in action and discharged in 1863. Virgil served throughout the war, fought in several skirmishes, and was discharged with his Illinois Volunteers regiment in 1865. During the war, Ellen’s parents tried to convince their daughter to divorce Virgil, but she refused. Then they attempted to get the marriage annulled, but she would not reveal where they had been wed. Finally, when her parents heard a rumor that Virgil had been killed in action, they managed to persuade Ellen that he was dead. Ellen married another man in 1864, then moved west by wagon train to Washington Territory. Several years later Virgil learned through friends that she had made a new life. He would not see Ellen or his daughter again for thirty-five years.4

			Meanwhile, wanderlust again seized Nick Earp. In the spring of 1864, he led a wagon train of friends and neighbors overland to Southern California. With him went his wife and children Jim, now twenty-three, sixteen-year-old Wyatt, thirteen-year-old Morgan, Warren, age nine, and little Adelia, age three. The emigrants found Nick stern and overbearing, but such attributes were valuable in a wagon master. In a few weeks, they reached the rough trail town of Council Bluffs, Iowa, then crossed the Missouri River to Omaha. Both towns were laden with saloons, gambling halls, and bordellos that catered to the bull whackers, gold-seekers, hunters, and emigrants who crowded the Overland Trail. Jim Earp, who probably picked up the gambling habit in the army, must have taught Wyatt the fine points of turning a card. He and Wyatt were fascinated by the excitement in Omaha and Council Bluffs, for it was far removed from the farm drudgery they had known in Pella. But their wagon train pressed on, and soon they had several encounters with hostile Plains Indians.

			Nick Earp later described one of the fights: “We had not been in camp long until the sentinels gave the alarm that the Indians was coming so I ordered the horses to be brought inside the corral by the guards that was guarding them. The women all turned out to help get the horses into the corral while we who was not on guard gathered our guns and rushed to meet the Indians. When they got as close as we intended them to come we commenced popping away at them and soon succeeded in checking them and putting them to flight.” Nick said that he, son Jim, and several others leaped onto their horses and pursued the Indian band. After a brief skirmish, the Indians escaped.5

			These were probably the first shots Wyatt heard fired in anger. When the wagon train crossed Utah, Jim left the party and rode south to the new silver mining camp of Austin, Nevada. There he began a lifelong career as a gambler and saloonkeeper. Nick’s party finally arrived in San Bernardino, sixty miles east of Los Angeles, in December 1864. The trip had served to toughen both Wyatt and Morgan. Nick established yet another farm, and there Wyatt grew into a lean six-footer, strong and muscular from years of hard toil. He also grew to hate plowing and planting. Virgil, after his army discharge, rejoined the family in 1866, and he and Wyatt worked as freighters on the important stage road that crossed the Mojave Desert from San Bernardino to Prescott, Arizona Territory. But once again, in 1868, their father pulled up roots and returned overland to the Midwest. One of Nick’s brothers had a farm in Barton County, Missouri, and there Earp took his family to start anew.6

			By the following year, Nick had settled in the county seat of Lamar, a sleepy farming village of about five hundred people situated in southwestern Missouri. Later it would achieve note as the birthplace of President Harry S. Truman. Nick Earp opened a grocery store, and Virgil worked for him as his clerk. Wyatt and half brother Newton labored as farmers, while Morgan, Warren, and Adelia lived at home, with the latter two attending school. No doubt due to his prior experience as a constable in Monmouth, Nick soon obtained the same position in Lamar. He resigned to become justice of the peace in November 1869, and on the same day twenty-one-year-old Wyatt Earp was appointed in his place as constable of Lamar. The job was a part-time one, and Wyatt probably also continued working as a farmhand.

			Wyatt was extremely handsome, with sandy hair and a sweeping mustache. He caught the eye of twenty-year-old Urilla Sutherland, whose father ran the town hotel. In January 1870, a few months after Wyatt got his first law enforcement job, he and Urilla married, with Justice Nick Earp presiding over the ceremony. That summer Wyatt bought a house for fifty dollars so they could make a home. Meanwhile, he enjoyed police work, although Lamar saw little crime. The local newspaper editor boasted that “no jail is needed” but admitted, “It is true that the excessive use of rot-gut whiskey, so liberally dispensed in some parts of the town, excites occasional riots, and sometimes closes with a few knock-downs, but that isn’t much.”7

			Wyatt’s innate abilities as a lawman were quickly recognized by the town’s leading citizens. When Lamar was incorporated in March 1870, they reappointed him town constable. Commented the local newspaper editor, “This is a good appointment, and when our City dads get the machine in grinding order, law-breakers had better look out. We have some hopes of seeing our public square put and kept in order.” Three months later the editor described Wyatt’s encounter with a pair of drunken brothers. “Taking aboard a good supply of ‘forty rod,’ they wandered around until evening when Constable Earp found one of them upon the street incapable of taking care of himself and took him down to a stone building which he has appropriated for use of just such customers. As Mr. Earp was about turning the key upon his bird, the other came staggering up enquiring for his brother. Mr. Earp opened the door and slid him in. Coming up to the square, Mr. Earp met another hard case in the shape of a tramping butcher, who asked Mr. Earp to purchase him a lead pencil in place of one he alleged Mr. Earp had borrowed of him some time previous. Mr. Earp enticed him down to the stone building to procure him a pencil, and of course he shared the fate of the other two. There being a hole in the roof of the building, the three caged birds managed to crawl out before morning, and the stranger not liking the reception he met with here, left for parts unknown. The other two were brought before Esq. [Nick] Earp and fined $5 and costs, each. A few more examples, and the town will be better for it.”8

			Wyatt’s most serious case as constable began on the morning of September 26, 1870, when the body of a young man named William Hinkle was found lying in the road a few miles south of town. He had one bullet in his side and another in his head. Hinkle had been living on the nearby farm of Elijah Wills, and Wills was quickly jailed on murder charges. Whether Wyatt arrested him is unclear, but he wasted no time in rounding up witnesses in the case. The following day he served subpoenas on nine of them. Based on their testimony, Wills was held to answer on the charge of murder. A week later the county sheriff took Wills to a more secure jail, in Springfield, to await trial. But he soon escaped and fled Missouri. This case marked Earp’s first involvement in a murder investigation.9

			In November Wyatt won election as constable. About the same time tragedy struck. Urilla suddenly died, either in childbirth or from typhus. Urilla’s two brothers may have blamed Wyatt, for they and several friends soon engaged in a bloody street brawl with Wyatt, Virgil, and Morgan. Then, early in 1871, Wyatt suddenly left town. Within weeks two lawsuits were filed against him, one alleging that he had embezzled $200 worth of license fees he had collected, and another charging that he had failed to turn over seventy-five dollars in cash belonging to a civil litigant. Similar allegations of dishonesty would follow him the rest of his life. Instead of staying to face the charges, Wyatt fled south to the Indian Territory, now Oklahoma.10
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			Wyatt Earp, in about 1869, when he was twenty-one years old and living in Lamar, Missouri.
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			Soon he had another brush with the law, this one much more serious. As Wyatt later told the story, “I was pretty badly scared one night near Vinita, Indian Territory. It was during the war. We were working our way northward and were on the lookout for officers and soldiers, who we supposed were chasing us. We were traveling by night altogether, and before reaching Vinita, separated in order to lessen the possibility of capture, with the intention of meeting again at some point further north. When I arrived in town I found myself minus a horse, as the one I had been riding for several days was pegged out completely, and I was forced to look around for a better mount. During the early part of the night I looked through several stables, but could find no horse. Finally I came to a corral containing a lot of mules. They were nearly all young ones, but in the lot there was one old fellow that was quiet and gentle. The country about was full of officers, and so I was forced to appropriate the old mule in order to get away as quickly as possible. I saddled and bridled the old mule and struck out in the darkness.”

			In Wyatt’s detailed account, he heard a large posse of mounted horsemen following him. They got closer and closer and finally surrounded him in the dense woods. As one pursuer got within eyesight, Earp saw that the animal had no rider. He recalled with ironic humor, “They were the mules I had left at the corral, and had followed their leader, which I had appropriated.” It made a great story, but unfortunately it wasn’t true. Wyatt’s misadventure near Vinita was far more unsavory.11

			In March 1871, a few weeks after leaving Lamar, he found himself 160 miles southwest, near Fort Gibson, Indian Territory. The Nations, as the Indian Territory was popularly called, was a remote frontier, a vast, lawless region, long a refuge for murderers, robbers, and fugitives from justice. The only law enforcement came from Indian police and a force of deputy U.S. marshals riding out of the federal court in western Arkansas. It was the ideal place for a young ex-constable on the lam. On March 28, Wyatt, accompanied by Edward Kennedy and John Shown, stole two horses from brothers William and James M. Keys, prominent part-Cherokee merchants of Fort Gibson. Shown’s wife, Anna, later claimed that “Wyatt S. Earp and Ed Kennedy...got my husband drunk near Ft. Gibson... They then went and got Mr. Jim Keys’ horses and put my husband on one and he led the other.” Anna said that while her husband rode toward Kansas, she followed behind in a wagon driven by Earp and Kennedy. They caught up with John Shown south of Vinita and switched the stolen horses with the two horses in the wagon team. Meanwhile, Jim Keys, who later served as a deputy sheriff, at the head of a posse of citizens, galloped in pursuit across the rolling Ozark foothills. After three days on the trail, they rode up to the fugitives’ camp at three o’clock on the morning of March 31. Wyatt and his companions, no doubt awakened from deep slumber, surrendered without a fight.12

			According to Anna Shown, “Earp and Kennedy told Keys that my husband stole the horses; they also said that if Shown—my husband—turned state’s evidence they would kill him.” Keys and his posse rode back to Fort Gibson with their prisoners, arriving on April 1. Twelve days later Earp, Kennedy, and Shown were lodged in jail in Van Buren, Arkansas. At that time law enforcement for the Indian Territory was handled by the U.S. marshal for the Western District of Arkansas. Although the U.S. court and marshal’s office were about to be moved to adjacent Fort Smith, the federal government then housed all prisoners—like Wyatt Earp—in the Crawford County jail in Van Buren. Wyatt knew that he faced probable conviction, for Anna Shown had agreed to testify against him and Kennedy. Soon he and several other prisoners, all held in a large cell on the second floor, began plotting an escape.

			The most notorious criminal in the jail was John Childers, a mixed-race Cherokee who had robbed and killed a man in the Cherokee Nation. He faced a death sentence and had nothing to lose by trying to escape. A pair of brothers, Henry and Jerry Perry, faced long terms in the Arkansas state prison—which then held federal prisoners—for counterfeiting and shooting a deputy U.S. marshal. Two other hard cases, one also charged with murder, were interested in escaping as well. Finally John Shown had a change of heart and joined the plot. Wyatt, from his experience in Lamar, knew that a jail’s roof might be its weakest part. They set quietly to work and on May 3, 1871, Earp, Childers, Shown, the Perrys, and three others slipped through the hole they had cut in the jail’s roof, scaled the fence, and fled. Wyatt disappeared, but John Childers’s freedom was short-lived. He was recaptured, convicted of murder, and hanged on the gallows in Fort Smith in 1873.13
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			The murderer John Childers, wearing leg irons. He broke out of the Van Buren jail with Wyatt Earp in 1871.
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			Meanwhile, Nick Earp had fallen into debt and fled Lamar to escape his creditors; his house was sold by the sheriff to pay his bills. Virgil, after a short-lived marriage in Lamar, returned to Illinois in 1871, where he got work as a bartender in Peoria, an industrious city of twenty-three thousand on the Illinois River. That winter he was joined by fugitive Wyatt, and also by Morgan. Wyatt promptly moved in with a prostitute named Jane Haspel, who ran a brothel in the town’s red-light district, near the railroad yards. There can be no doubt that he was a pimp. On February 24, 1872, Peoria police arrested Wyatt and Morg for “keeping and being found in a house of ill fame.” Each was fined twenty dollars. A few months later, on May 9, the Peoria police raided another bordello facetiously known as the McClellan Institute. The officers again arrested Wyatt and Morgan. Reported the local newspaper, “Wyatt Earp and his brother Morgan Earp were each fined $44.55 and as they had not the money and would not work, they languish in the cold and silent calaboose.”

			On September 7, 1872, the police raided a riverboat brothel on the Illinois River three miles below Peoria, this time snagging seven men and six women. “Some of the women are said to be good looking, but all are terribly depraved,” declared the town newspaper. It reported that one of the men was “Wyatt Earp, the Peoria bummer.” The term “bummer”—slang for a loafer—later became shortened to “bum.” The newspaper identified another as “Sarah Earp, alias Sally Heckell, [who] calls herself wife of Wyatt.” They were each fined $43.15. In that era it was common for a prostitute to take her pimp’s last name, which is undoubtedly what Sarah, or Sally, Heckell did. Her true name was probably Sarah Haspel, the seventeen-year-old daughter of the madam, Jane Haspel. After this last arrest, the Earp boys left Peoria for good.14

			Where Wyatt, Virgil, and Morg went is unclear. Many years later Wyatt claimed that he spent the years 1872 and 1873 hunting buffalo in Kansas. Much earlier, in 1880, Wyatt said that he and Virgil were in southeastern Kansas when the manhunt for the notorious “Bloody Benders” began. The Bender family had murdered a dozen or more travelers at their isolated farmhouse, and in April 1873 they fled with a large reward on their heads. Wyatt recalled that he and Virgil decided to hunt the Benders. But when they talked with the first posse that had tracked the killers, the manhunters told them that “the mission would be useless; that they would never find any member of the Bender family on earth.” Wyatt said he was “fully satisfied from the information received, and the character of the men giving it, that the Benders had been overtaken by the first party hunting them, and summarily disposed of.” The fate of the Benders, and whether or not they were slain by vigilantes, remains one of the great mysteries of the Old West.15

			Virgil drifted north into Council Bluffs, Iowa, the town that had impressed him when his father’s wagon train passed through in 1864. By 1873 it was a burgeoning rail center of ten thousand people, situated just across the Missouri River from Omaha, Nebraska. For more than twenty years, Council Bluffs had been an important jumping-off place on the Overland Trail. The town boomed after the arrival of the railroad in 1867, accompanied by the usual pangs of frontier growth: saloons, gambling halls, and bordellos. In Council Bluffs, Virgil soon found himself in deep trouble. On Friday evening, November 7, 1873, a small vacant house, located not far from the train depot, burst into flames. By the time firemen arrived on the scene, it had burned to the ground. Within a week, a town drunk claimed that Virgil and another man had started the blaze. Of the intoxicated witness, the local newspaper editor commented, “He don’t know much—about the fire; but from the number of drinks he admits putting out of sight Friday afternoon and Sunday, we should say he is not a very reliable witness of events transpiring at that time.”

			Despite that cautionary remark, a few weeks later Virgil was jailed on a charge of arson. When his case came up for trial in January 1874, the jury convicted him. There was either a lack of evidence or a legal error, for the judge promptly set the verdict aside and granted a new trial. Earp returned to his cell in the county jail, known facetiously as “Fort Moss.” In mid-March a forger named John Brown landed in the jail and soon, according to the town newspaper, “attempted to ‘boss’ the other prisoners in Fort Moss.” One of them was Virgil, and Brown quickly found that he had picked on the wrong man. Earp, said the newspaperman, “objected with his right bunch of bones.” A day or two later, on March 24, the journalist saw John Brown in court and observed that “he presented a much battered appearance.” Better news came for Virgil in May when the district attorney dismissed the arson charges and ordered his release.16

			But Virgil could not stay out of trouble. Two months later, on July 23, 1874, he got into a quarrel in a bordello with a prostitute nicknamed “Wild Madge.” She pulled a small pocket pistol and shot him. Fortunately for Earp, it was not a dangerous wound. Madge left town but returned a few days later. Commented the Council Bluffs newspaper, “She expresses no contrition for the act, and still carries her little ‘persuader.’” Virgil quickly recovered and was soon operating an illegal saloon. In December he found himself charged with selling whiskey without a license. But one good thing did happen to Virgil in Council Bluffs. He met a pretty and petite young woman, Alvira “Allie” Sullivan, who would become his common-law wife and faithful companion for the rest of his days.17

			In old age, Allie left recollections of her life with the Earp brothers. She said that she had started out working as a waitress. “I had my first job with pay in Omaha and I was living with a waitress named Belle. Belle was a nice girl but awful quiet, never telling who her folks were or where she came from or nothing personal.” Allie recalled that she later got hired as a waitress at the Planters House, a popular hotel across the river in Council Bluffs. One day “a young man came to where Belle was working, and without saying anything she shot and killed him. It was the man who had betrayed her and why she had left her home folks and never talked about where she came from. They arrested her and put her in jail. She kept asking the marshal for Allie Sullivan. The marshal came and told me, but the woman I was working for wouldn’t let me go. ‘No, you’ll be getting all mixed up in a terrible affair! I won’t allow you to go!’

			“I was going to sneak across the river anyways, but before I could, Belle got friendly with the jailer. When he turned around to set down her dinner plate, she grabbed his gun and shot herself. Her last words were, ‘I’m coming, Charlie.’”18

			That is not exactly what happened. Allie’s friend whom she called “Belle” was actually a beautiful young prostitute who went by the name of Cora Clinton. She worked in the Cedar Rapids House, a well-known Omaha brothel. In April 1871 her lover, Dan Hedden, was found shot to death, an apparent suicide, in Cora’s room at the Cedar Rapids House. A few days later, on April 17, Cora confessed to Omaha police officers that she had killed him, and they locked her up. On May 1, she quietly stole a revolver from the jailer’s pocket, and twenty minutes later shot herself in the left breast, just above the heart. Then she closed her eyes and gasped, “Dan, I’m coming.”

			Cora lingered until May 9, when she finally died. In a deathbed statement, she denied killing Hedden and revealed that her true name was Cynthia Sophia Bushnell. She said that she had shot herself out of grief over his death and regret for her life as a prostitute. More than sixty years later Allie Sullivan would vividly recall the double tragedy, changing the names of the protagonists. What Allie failed to mention was that, by her own admission, she had roomed with a prostitute in Omaha. The inescapable conclusion is that Allie was also a prostitute, not a waitress, for respectable women in that era did not associate with—let alone live with—bawds. Allie gave up that life three years later when she met Virgil in Council Bluffs.19

			Although Allie claimed that Virgil worked as a stage driver, he seems to have been primarily a saloon man and “sport.” In that era, a male sport or sporting man was a gambler; a female sport was a prostitute. By the spring of 1875, Virgil was running with one of the most infamous gangs of confidence men on the western frontier. Omaha, due to its location on the Union Pacific Railroad, was the headquarters for such noted cardsharps as John Bull and Charles “Doc” Baggs. Mark Twain had known the diminutive John Bull in the silver camp of Virginia City, Nevada, in 1866. Twain, even then a famous practical joker, had the tables turned when Bull and five of his men, masked and brandishing pistols, robbed the author of his money and expensive gold watch. Two days later Bull told Twain it had all been in jest and returned the “stolen” items. A chagrined Twain later wrote, “Since then I play no practical jokes on people and generally lose my temper when one is played upon me.”20
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			Virgil Earp during the Civil War.
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			The following year John Bull and his principal partner, Langford “Farmer” Peel, a notorious gunfighter-gambler, were in Helena, Montana. After they quarreled in a saloon, Bull met Peel in the town’s dusty main street and shot him dead. This was one of Montana’s most famous gunfights. By the early 1870s, John Bull was operating in Omaha with Doc Baggs, who once boasted, “My mission is to trim suckers.” Baggs was later credited with inventing the gold brick scheme in which he sold investors phony gold bars. He became so infamous that Oscar Wilde, on an 1882 visit to Denver, mentioned him in one of his poems. In Omaha, John Bull, resplendently dressed and posing as a gentleman, acted as a “bunco steerer.” He would ride the Union Pacific trains, looking for Eastern greenhorns, and then inveigle them into crooked card games in Omaha. In 1873, when a railroad man started warning passengers to avoid their “skin games,” Bull and one of his men attacked and stabbed him. A year later Bull, Baggs, and Ben Marks, a young Council Bluffs sport, robbed a victim in an Omaha saloon. In each instance John Bull and Doc Baggs managed to escape punishment.21

			In early 1875 Bull and Baggs had a falling-out. John Bull was supported by fellow gamblers John Wiggins and Billy Doyle, while Doc Baggs’s henchmen included Ben Marks and Virgil Earp. On March 1, 1875, Marks was walking from Baggs’s headquarters at the Pacific House in Council Bluffs when he was confronted by Bull, Wiggins, and Doyle, all wielding revolvers. One of them declared, “Now we’ve got you and will kill you,” then pulled the trigger. The weapon misfired, so the trio pistol-whipped Marks to the ground, then stomped him mercilessly. All three were promptly arrested, then released on bond. That evening Bull and Wiggins braced Doc Baggs at his rooms in the Pacific House. Referring to Virgil Earp, one growled, “You’ve got a fighting man among you, have you?”

			Virgil, who had posted himself outside the door, stepped inside and with one blow sent Wiggins crashing to the floor. John Bull and the bruised Wiggins wisely retreated. Wiggins was placed under arrest and shipped by train to Salt Lake City to face charges of fleecing victims in a three-card monte game. In May, while free on bond, he shot and killed a fellow gambler, and later a Salt Lake jury sentenced him to death. Before Wiggins could be executed, he escaped from the Utah state penitentiary and vanished. It turned out that Virgil had bested a very tough customer.22

			Two weeks after the Pacific House affair, a train approached Council Bluffs from the east. Aboard the passenger cars was a “very pleasant gentleman”—evidently Doc Baggs—and a greenhorn from Detroit, on his way to California. The con man and the sucker disembarked at Council Bluffs and stepped into a saloon near the depot. While they were drinking, a roughly dressed cattleman—who was actually Doc’s shill—approached them and displayed $1,000 in cash from the supposed sale of livestock. He declared that he had just lost $200 in a card game but was ready to gamble the rest. The greenhorn, thinking that the shill was an inexperienced gambler, agreed to take part in several rounds of three-card monte. At first he was allowed to win, but after a couple of hands he lost $1,200, a small fortune in an era in which most working men earned one or two dollars a day. The greenhorn quickly recognized that he had been suckered and filed charges against Doc Baggs and six of his gang, including Virgil Earp. Each was released after posting $500 bail. Two months later, in May 1875, Virgil was convicted and sentenced to pay a fine of fifty dollars or serve fifteen days in jail. Afterward Allie must have kept him out of trouble, for that proved to be his last criminal case in Council Bluffs.23

			Meanwhile, Jim Earp had legal problems of his own. In the late 1860s he left the silver camps of Nevada and drifted into Montana Territory. He settled in Deer Lodge, where he worked as a hotel waiter and saloonkeeper. In September 1870 Jim was arrested for burglary and released on bail. A jury convicted him, but the judge granted a new trial. Still out on bail in January 1871, he got into a brawl in a bordello and was lodged in jail. Jim and three other prisoners spent the next month working on an escape. They slowly cut through the heavy timber floor into the adjacent vault of the jail outhouse. From that foul-smelling dungeon they dug a tunnel out of the jail and escaped on the night of February 24. Jim’s freedom didn’t last long. Two weeks later a posse captured him on Divide Creek, fifty miles south of Deer Lodge. Returned to jail, he later won release and shook the dust of Montana from his feet.

			Jim rode south to Salt Lake City, where he attempted to seduce one of the wives of a Mormon. When her husband remonstrated, Earp gave him a sound thrashing. On October 28, 1871, Jim fled Salt Lake City on horseback, pursued by three Mormons: brothers Philip and David Jones and Benjamin Wright. On the road Jim met up with a young man named Ed Bennett, and the two cantered along together. When Jim spotted the three riders in pursuit, he fled up a side canyon, leaving Bennett alone on the road. The Mormons charged forward, caught up with Bennett, and, mistaking him for Earp, riddled the horseman with bullets. When the three were later arrested, they first claimed that Bennett was a horse thief, but finally admitted the truth. They were apparently never prosecuted for the murder.24
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			Wyatt’s older brother Jim Earp, who saw his share of trouble in Montana and Utah.
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			Jim Earp fled Utah and returned to Illinois, where he married thirty-year-old Bessie Catchim in April 1873. She had two children from a prior marriage; a contemporary described her as a “very beautiful brunette.” That summer Jim visited Virgil in Council Bluffs, then drifted south to the rowdy cattle town of Wichita, Kansas. There Jim and Bessie operated a bordello near the Arkansas River bridge and were later joined by Wyatt. In May 1874 Bessie Earp was fined for prostitution. A month later she and a prostitute named Sallie Earp faced charges that they kept “a bawdy house or brothel and did appear and act as mistresses” of the bordello. It is possible—even probable—that Sallie Earp was the same Sarah Haspel who had identified herself as Wyatt’s prostitute “wife” in Peoria. For the next eight months, Bessie and Sallie were repeatedly hauled into police court and fined for prostitution. During the same period, three other women surnamed Earp were likewise charged. As was then the custom, they adopted as aliases the last name of their pimp or their madam.25

			Whether Wyatt, like Jim, was a pimp in Wichita is unclear. However, he soon became a special policeman, and by October 1874 was sufficiently well-known to receive newspaper praise. When some cattlemen failed to pay for a new wagon, Wyatt and a city police officer went in pursuit. “These boys fear nothing and fear nobody,” declared a Wichita journalist in describing the two lawmen. “They made about seventy-five miles from sun to sun, across trackless prairies, striking the property and the thieves near the Indian [Territory] line. To make a long and exciting story short, they just leveled a shotgun and six-shooter upon the scalawags as they lay concealed in some brush, and told them to ‘dough over,’ which they did, to the amount of $146, one of them remarking that he was not going to die for the price of a wagon.”26

			Wyatt’s capable performance as a special officer resulted in his appointment as a regular Wichita policeman on April 21, 1875. Two weeks later, while making his rounds at night, he spotted a stranger who matched the description of a wanted horse thief. Wyatt ordered him to step inside a saloon so he could get a better look at his features under the lamps. The thief broke and ran, and Wyatt fired a pistol shot over his head. When the suspect dove to the ground, Earp collared him and dragged him to jail. He turned out to be the wanted man. Wyatt assisted in the arrests of several more livestock thieves that year, and in December was again praised by the Wichita newspaper. After arresting a drunk, Wyatt turned over $500 in bills he found in the man’s pocket. The journalist pointed out that “there are but few other places where that $500 roll would have ever been heard from. The integrity of our police force has never been seriously questioned.”27

			A few weeks later, on January 9, 1876, Wyatt had a narrow escape—but it was not in an encounter with a desperado. He was sitting at a table in a saloon when his single-action pistol fell from its holster and the hammer struck the chair. The deafening roar from the discharged six-gun caused a stampede from the saloon. Earp found that the bullet had passed through his coat, ricocheted off a wall, and tore through the ceiling. He learned a valuable lesson: to load only five rounds and let the hammer rest on an empty chamber.28

			In the meantime, Morgan Earp was establishing a less-than-sterling reputation. In 1874 he landed in St. Louis, Missouri, where he got work as a bartender. On April 26, 1875, he was arrested on a charge of stealing thirty dollars and obtained his release after posting $800 bail. He soon skipped out for Kansas, joining Wyatt and Jim in Wichita. On the night of February 13, 1876, Morg and several others were carousing in a bagnio run by a madam named Ida May. A brawl broke out between two of the patrons, one a stage driver, and then spilled outside the bordello. When the driver’s opponent threw a brick at him, the reinsman jerked his six-gun and fired three times, striking his assailant in one hand. Immediately after that, two other men, Bill King and one Baker, started fighting inside the brothel. An unidentified brawler whom a local journalist identified only as “a man from Sumner County” went to Baker’s aid. At that, Morg jumped into the fray to help King. The newspaperman reported that Earp “played one from the shoulder, then followed with a shot from his pistol, the shot taking effect in the right ear of the Sumner County man, grazing his cheek as it went.” Then Morg and the stage driver fled into the night, leaving their bloodied victims behind. Because it was a case of mutual combat, Earp faced no punishment.29

			In April the city marshal of Wichita, Mike Meagher, ran for reelection and received Wyatt’s support. Meagher was opposed by William Smith, who spread rumors that the marshal intended to hire two of the Earp boys as police officers. If Smith meant Jim Earp, that would have been scandalous, for his pimping activities were well-known to the voters. Wyatt became so incensed that Marshal Meagher ordered him to stay away from Smith. Nonetheless, on the night of April 2, 1876, Wyatt confronted Smith in his rooming house and gave him a sound thrashing. Marshal Meagher quickly separated the pair, but the damage had been done. Meagher arrested Earp for disturbing the peace, and he was fined thirty dollars and dismissed from the police force. It was an ignominious conclusion to an otherwise competent two-year stint as a Wichita lawman.30

			Twenty years later a fellow Wichita officer, Dick Cogdell, praised Wyatt’s performance in the cattle town: “I know Wyatt Earp very well. I succeeded Mike Meagher as city marshal in the spring of 1877 and Earp had served on the force under Mike. He was a tall, slim man, and as straight as an arrow. His complexion was fair, and he had blue eyes. He is a man who never smiled or laughed. He was at that time the most fearless man I ever saw, and satan and all his imps could not scare Wyatt Earp.... He was a cool, determined man, and when stirred up he was desperate. He was a very polite man in all his dealings with men, and I never heard of his doing anything crooked in a business way.” Cogdell concluded that Earp was “a fair, honest man” and “his record here [in Wichita] was good.”31

			Wyatt was not unemployed for long. A month later, in May 1876, he took the oath of office as assistant city marshal in Dodge City, celebrated in history and myth as the “Queen of the Cowtowns.” Situated 150 miles west of Wichita, Dodge City had been founded in 1872 at a spot where the Chisholm Trail from Texas met the railhead from the East. Dodge City quickly became an important center for Indian and military affairs, the buffalo hide trade, and especially the Texas cattle trade. At the same time, the cowtown received notoriety for its plethora of gamblers and gunfighters. And its violent reputation was not exaggerated. During the town’s beginnings, from September 1872 through July 1873, there were eighteen homicides in Dodge City, an extraordinarily high number for a community of less than one thousand people.32

			In the summer of 1876, the county sheriff, Charlie Bassett, commissioned Wyatt, his brother Morgan, and their good friend William Barclay “Bat” Masterson, a twenty-two-year-old buffalo hunter, as deputies. Wyatt’s first stint as a Dodge City lawman was short-lived. At the end of the summer cattle season, he and Morg joined the gold rush to Deadwood in the Black Hills of Dakota Territory. They arrived a few weeks after the assassination of the famed gunfighter James B. “Wild Bill” Hickok. Wyatt later recalled that he spent the winter there selling firewood and claimed that he had guarded a gold bullion shipment out of Deadwood. By July 1877 he was back in Dodge City. Reported the Dodge City Times, “Wyatt Earp, who was on our city police force last summer, is in town again. We hope he will accept a position on the force once more. He had a quiet way of taking the most desperate characters into custody which invariably gave one the impression that the city was able to enforce her mandates and preserve her dignity. It wasn’t considered policy to draw a gun on Wyatt unless you got the drop and meant to burn powder without any preliminary talk.”33

			For the next year, Wyatt served off and on as a police officer in Dodge City. Like most small-town lawmen, his duties were mostly mundane: catching stray dogs, collecting fees and fines, and rounding up drunks and troublemakers. During the cattle seasons, he undoubtedly encountered many Texas rowdies who let loose after the long trail drive north. Those who resisted arrest got firm treatment from Earp and fellow cowtown lawmen. Police officers would “buffalo” a fighter by slapping his head with the barrel of a heavy Colt or Smith & Wesson six-shooter. The cattle drovers could be extremely dangerous when drunk. On April 9, 1878, two of them shot and killed City Marshal Ed Masterson, brother of Bat. A few months later, early in the morning of July 26, a group of three or four Texans got ready to ride back to their cattle camp outside of town. One of them was George Hoy, a twenty-four-year-old desperado. Hoy had been arrested on cattle theft charges in San Saba, Texas, then posted bond, joined a trail drive to Kansas, and ended up in Dodge City. Now he and the other drovers buckled on their gunbelts—the carrying of pistols was not allowed in town—and mounted up. In time-honored fashion, one Texan proceeded to “shoot up the town.” He pulled his pistol and opened fire. One bullet tore through a crowded dance hall and caused a panic.
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			Wyatt Earp and his close friend Bat Masterson in Dodge City. This is a tintype that has been reversed to show the actual image. Wyatt wears a scroll badge on his breast.
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			Police officers Wyatt Earp and Jim Masterson, another of Bat’s brothers, came running. When the cowhand unleashed a volley of pistol shots at them, the two lawmen returned the fire, wounding George Hoy in one arm. At that, the other drovers opened up on Earp and Masterson, then galloped out of town. The two officers pursued them on foot as they thundered toward the bridge across the Arkansas River. Just as they reached the bridge, Hoy tumbled from the saddle while his partners escaped. Three weeks later George Hoy died from his wound. Wyatt had experienced his first fatal shooting incident.34

			That summer a Dodge City journalist offered him high praise: “Wyatt Earp is doing his duty as Assistant Marshal in a very creditable manner, adding new laurels to his splendid record every day.” In September Wyatt and the Masterson boys showed their coolness and judgment when they encountered Clay Allison, a notorious gunfighter and killer from New Mexico. Recalled Ed Colburn, city attorney of Dodge, “Once Allison was put up by a gang to do up the mayor and Masterson. I saw Allison one morning sitting on his horse on the main street abusing every official and citizen of the town in the most abusive language. He was just spoiling for a killing. Wyatt Earp and Jim Masterson stood around, but neither took the matter up. Their calmness seemed strange to me and I could not understand why their guns were not playing. I entered my office close at hand and found the door ajar. Just inside was Bat Masterson with a repeating rifle pointed at Allison on the horse. All was explained by the sight. Earp and Jim Masterson were quiet because every moment they expected to hear the crack of Bat’s gun and see Allison fall dead from his horse. Bat raised his gun twice but lowered it saying, ‘No I’ll wait for him to do something first.’ It was against Bat’s grain to kill Allison that way, and he let him go as long as he did not attempt violence.”35

			Soon afterward Wyatt’s skills were put to a severe test. In the early-morning hours of October 4, 1878, a disgruntled Texas cowhand, James Kenedy, fired into a small house, apparently hoping to kill an enemy who he thought was sleeping there. One of his bullets instead struck a popular actress, Dora Hand, and killed her instantly. Wyatt Earp and Jim Masterson rushed to the scene and quickly focused their suspicions on Kenedy, who had been loitering in a nearby saloon. Kenedy, the hardcase son of Texas cattle baron Miflin Kenedy, was no stranger to trouble; he had been wounded in a wild shoot-out in Ellsworth, Kansas, in 1872. Kenedy mounted his horse and fled into the night. Later that day Bat Masterson, now county sheriff, galloped out of town with Wyatt and three other lawmen in pursuit. The local newspaper called them “as intrepid a posse as ever pulled a trigger.” They covered an incredible seventy-five miles the first day, but their progress was delayed by a heavy storm. Nonetheless, Earp and the rest managed to circle around and get in front of Kenedy. A day after the killing they found him near Meade, fifty miles south of Dodge City. When Kenedy ignored repeated commands to throw up his hands, Earp and the other officers opened fire, wounding him in the shoulder and killing his horse. He recovered from his wound but never received justice. Kenedy’s wealthy father apparently used his money and influence to free his son. The young Texan was lucky, for men who killed innocent women on the frontier often faced a lynch rope.36

			Wyatt continued serving as assistant city marshal for almost a year. In Dodge he became close friends with John H. “Doc” Holliday, a twenty-seven-year-old dentist and gambler who suffered from tuberculosis. Wyatt, some years later, explained, “I am a friend of Doc Holliday because when I was city marshal of Dodge City, Kansas, he came to my rescue and saved my life when I was surrounded by desperadoes.” Earp also began living with a young prostitute, Mattie Blaylock, and they passed as man and wife. Wyatt made a fine record in Dodge and redeemed himself from his unsavory history as a fugitive and pimp. Eighteen years later Chalkley Beeson, a Dodge City saloon owner and county sheriff, recalled, “Wyatt Earp had a good reputation among his class in Dodge City while he was a resident here.” By “his class” Beeson referred to the saloon and gambling element.37

			Meanwhile, Nick Earp, who had settled in Sterling, Kansas, decided to return to San Bernardino County, California. In May 1877 he led a wagon train west, accompanied by son Newton and his family, as well as Virgil and Allie, Warren, and teenage Adelia with her new husband. They followed the Santa Fe Trail into New Mexico and reached the mining town of Prescott, Arizona Territory, in August. There Virgil was offered a job as a stage driver, so he and Allie stayed behind while Nick and his family continued on to California. Newton, with his wife and young children, returned to Kansas. Virgil was in Prescott only two months when he demonstrated his cool courage and deadly marksmanship. On October 17, 1877, he joined a posse in pursuit of two desperadoes, one of whom had murdered a Texas sheriff. In a pitched gun battle outside of town, Virgil and his deadly Winchester played a prominent role. He and the other possemen shot both outlaws to death, and their exploit would long be remembered in Prescott. Virgil ran a sawmill until the next year, when he obtained work more suitable to his skills: an appointment as a Prescott police officer. Then in November 1878 he won election as constable.38

			By this time the cattle trade had fallen off in Dodge City and the town began to quiet down. Wyatt and Virgil exchanged letters about the prospects in Arizona. A huge silver strike in Tombstone beckoned, and in early September 1879 Wyatt resigned his post as assistant marshal of Dodge. He later admitted that he had “restless blood” and explained, “As for me, I was tired of the trials of a peace officer’s life and wanted no more of it.” With Mattie, brother Jim, and Jim’s family, he took the Santa Fe Railroad to the new railhead at Las Vegas, New Mexico. There Wyatt’s friend Doc Holliday held sway as one of the town’s leading sports and saloon owners. In less than a month the Earps loaded into wagons—for Arizona then had no railroads—and started west for Prescott. They were accompanied by Holliday and his paramour “Big Nose” Kate Elder, a former prostitute whose real name was Mary Katherine Harony. Wyatt’s plan was to convert his heavy conveyance into a “mud wagon,” or stagecoach, and run a stage line in Tombstone.39

			Far from being a famous lawman, Wyatt Earp was then an obscure character, well-known only in a few Kansas cowtowns. His background—and that of Jim, Virgil, and Morgan—was extraordinarily unsavory. All had seen the inside of a jail: Wyatt in Arkansas and Illinois, Jim in Montana, Virgil in Iowa, and Morgan in Illinois and Missouri. Wyatt and Jim were jailbreakers. Wyatt, Jim, and Morgan had all been pimps. Virgil had been charged with both arson and fraud. But the isolation and poor communication of the frontier made it easy to hide their collective histories, which were quickly forgotten and would not be rediscovered for more than a hundred years. And the West was a forgiving place, settled by rough men who did not look down on saloonkeepers, gamblers, pimps, and gunfighters. But Wyatt Earp’s obscurity would not last, for soon he and his brothers would be drawn into one of the most epic confrontations of the American frontier.

		
	
		
			3

			Blood on the Border

			Apacheria—that is what the Mexicans called it: Apache land. It was a vast, arid desert, interrupted by jagged mountains that stretched from northern Chihuahua and Sonora into Southern Arizona and New Mexico. For centuries it had been home to the Apaches, who struggled against incursions by hardy mestizo settlers who pushed northward from central Mexico in the 1600s. At first that frontier was protected by leather-jacketed Spanish conquistadores, then, after independence in 1821, by Mexican troops, and finally by rurales, or rural police. Three of the principal Mexican settlements closest to the U.S. line were Fronteras, Janos, and Ascension. Janos and Fronteras were then almost two hundred years old. Catholic padres founded a mission near Fronteras, in northern Sonora, in 1645; a small adobe pueblo sprang up nearby. In 1686, due to constant raids by Apaches, Spanish soldiers established a presidio, or fort, at Janos, in northern Chihuahua. Ascension was a new settlement, founded in 1872 by Hispanic colonists from New Mexico, and located twenty miles northeast of Janos. In 1878, when Bob Martin and Curly Bill rode into northern Mexico, the Apaches were largely confined to reservations in Arizona, occasionally slipping away to make raids south of the border. The Mexican people of these three pueblos—and many others south of the border—would come to know the Cowboys well.

			Northern Mexico was a pastoral land of cattle ranches and copper mines. It was also politically unstable, for the region had long been governed by a series of caudillos, or strongmen, who faced occasional armed revolts. One was Francisco Serna’s 1875 rebellion against the governor of Sonora, in which a desperado named Guadalupe Celaya played a prominent role. Francisco Serna was a wealthy landowner and government official with friends in Arizona who supplied him with arms. He and his followers believed that the Sonora governor had won election by fraud. On November 10, 1875, ten of Serna’s rebels, led by Guadalupe Celaya, attempted to hold the town of Altar against government troops. When Celaya’s small force was overrun, he escaped on horseback and into a life of banditry. Within a few years, Celaya was at the head of a robber band that included Joaquin Franco, Pascual Ladrillo, Gregorio Arce, Antonio Rodriguez, and Florentino Sais. The latter, a mestizo with strong Indian features, would take part in several of the most notorious murders of the Arizona frontier, and his fate would rest in the deadly guns of Wyatt Earp.1

			On the night of August 14, 1878, Celaya, with Franco, Ladrillo, Rodriguez, and a third man who was probably either Gregorio Arce or Florentino Sais, stationed themselves on the wagon road near Desert Station, twenty-eight miles north of Tucson. One of them shimmied up a telegraph pole and severed the line, effectively cutting off communication between Tucson and Phoenix. Soon the northbound stage approached, with veteran driver Billy Osborne dozing as his coach rattled forward. That showed remarkable skill, for it was difficult enough for a wide-awake reinsman to control a six-horse team. When the stage suddenly jerked to a halt, Osborne awakened to see a man holding the lead horses and three bandidos covering him with six-shooters. Two of the robbers spoke fluent English, and they ordered Osborne and his lone passenger to get down from the coach.

			While three of the highwaymen frisked them for weapons and valuables, the fourth outlaw drove the stage a quarter mile from the road. The outlaws stripped Osborne and his passenger of their cash and pocket watches. Then they searched the mail pouches, strapped the Wells Fargo box onto one saddle horse, and rode off, even taking the stage team with them. The bandits headed north four miles toward Picacho, arriving about midnight. Celaya and his men spotted the lamps of the southbound stage approaching. They rode along casually, then split into two groups as the coach passed between them.

			Suddenly Celaya swung up a shotgun and ordered the driver to halt. According to a contemporary journalist, “The other robbers drew their six-shooters, which was quite unnecessary as far as persuading the driver to stop was concerned.” One of the sleeping passengers inside the stage was Joseph W. Evans, a Wells Fargo detective and deputy U.S. marshal who had lost his left arm in an 1875 gunfight. Despite the commotion, Evans remained in deep sleep. The newspaperman wrote that he suddenly “awoke to find a double-barreled shotgun smiling at him through the coach window. Evans was well armed and is no doubt a brave man, but the robbers had the ‘drop’ and he reluctantly acknowledged himself most obediently theirs.”

			Celaya and his men ordered the passengers out. They relieved Evans of a pair of fancy revolvers and his sawed-off Wells Fargo shotgun, then took pistols away from the driver and another passenger. Again they drove the stage a quarter mile from the road, unhitched the horses, and rode off, leaving all the stage passengers on foot and twenty miles from the nearest town. Detective Evans had been on his way to Tucson to investigate a series of recent stage holdups. As the journalist concluded, “Poor Evans, he was hunting stage robbers and he found them.”2

			The Wells Fargo detective made his way to Tucson, where he raised a small posse and started after the bandidos. He trailed them south and across the border where he obtained permission from Mexican officers to continue the manhunt. The officials assigned a cavalry detachment to assist him. They closely pursued Celaya’s gang, and several times were just hours behind, but sympathetic Mexicans tipped off the outlaws. After a two-week search, heavy rains wiped out the tracks, and Evans returned to Tucson empty-handed. Reported the Tucson Star, “It is a difficult matter to catch criminals in Sonora, as they are aided by their kind from place to place and concealed from the authorities.”3

			In the meantime, one of the most famous lawmen on the Pacific Coast arrived in Tucson. He was Captain John Hicks Adams, a burly Mexican War veteran and former sheriff at San Jose, California. Among countless exploits, Adams had shot it out with a gang of Confederate guerrillas who robbed two stagecoaches in California during the Civil War. A decade later he relentlessly pursued the notorious bandido Tiburcio Vasquez and captured several of his gang. He personally hanged Vasquez on the gallows in San Jose in 1875. Early in 1878 Adams and his close friend Cornelius Finley, former county clerk in San Jose, went by rail and stagecoach to Arizona, hoping to make their fortune in mining. They were not young men: Adams was fifty-eight, Finley almost fifty, and they left their families behind, deeming the border country too unsafe for wives and children. They took over management of two remote mines in the Patagonia Mountains, seventy-five miles south of Tucson. In August Crawley P. Dake, U.S. marshal of Arizona Territory, appointed both of them as his deputies. Dake was greatly impressed with Adams and hoped that he could help suppress lawlessness on the border.4

			Ten days later, on September 2, 1878, Adams and Finley left their mines near Harshaw in a buggy, headed for Tucson. Guadalupe Celaya and his men were waiting for them. Celaya, after giving Detective Evans the slip, had ridden back into Arizona. With him were Florentino Sais, Joaquin Franco, Pascual Ladrillo, Gregorio Arce, and at least one other bandido. They set up an ambush at a narrow spot on the wagon road at Barrel Springs in Davidson Canyon, thirty-three miles southeast of Tucson. Large boulders on either side of the trail provided cover for the desperadoes. That day two merchants had also left the mining country with a shipment of gold dust, and Celaya’s band may have known about their trip. When Adams and Finley approached in their buggy, the bandidos ordered them to stop.
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			Captain John Hicks Adams, the famous California lawman who was murdered by 
Florentino Sais and other bandits in 1878.

			Author’s Collection.

			Surrendering to outlaws was not in Captain Adams’s blood. He jerked his six-gun and jumped into the roadway to make battle. Celaya, Sais, and the rest opened fire. Adams caught a slug in the side and dropped, desperately wounded. Finley leaped from the buggy and took cover behind one wheel, pistol in hand, but another shot tore through his back and pierced his heart, killing him instantly. As Adams bled heavily, the killers stepped forward and beat him to death with rocks. They looted the dead men’s pockets and unhitched the horses from the buggy. As their share of the loot, Florentino Sais and Gregorio Arce kept the victims’ pistols and pocket watches. Then they mounted up and fled south.

			As the bandidos passed the Empire Ranch, ten miles north of present-day Sonoita, they spoke briefly with its owners, Walter Vail and John Harvey. The two cattlemen recognized some of the gang, for several of them had worked in the nearby mines. The desperadoes, to deflect suspicion, said they were on their way to the mines and had passed the bodies of two Americans lying dead in the road. They claimed to have reported their find to others they had met on the trail. Then the outlaws rode south toward the border. Vail and Harvey immediately mounted up and raced to Barrel Springs, where they found the corpses of Adams and Finley lying next to the buggy. They also met several of the men whom Celaya’s band had claimed they had told about the bodies. When Vail and Harvey learned that the Mexicans had said nothing to them about the dead men, they knew immediately who the killers were.

			The two ranchers buried the bodies and sent one of their cowhands to report the crime to Pima County Sheriff Charlie Shibell in Tucson. The murders of the two prominent Californians hit the telegraph wires and made newspapers nationwide, reinforcing Arizona’s reputation as a forbidding region peopled by wild Indians and dangerous outlaws. Sheriff Shibell had a mixed record as a manhunter. Just two weeks earlier he led a posse that shot and killed Bill Brazelton, who had pulled numerous stage robberies in Arizona. But Charlie Shibell was more politician than lawman, and he left much of the actual police work to his deputies. Now his reaction to one of the Southwest’s most brutal robbery-murders was less than underwhelming. Complained one Tucsonan, “The sheriff was promptly informed of what had taken place, but I am sorry to say that our sheriff is not fond of active service, and excused himself because his wife was unwell. He made many promises, however, to the numerous persons who had urged his going or sending men after the murderers. Finally, the next day two men were started off, but so much time had been lost, and the men were so wretchedly mounted and armed, that it is doubtful if they find the rascals.”5
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			Cornelius Finley, murdered with John Adams by the Guadalupe Celaya band.

			David Finlay Collection.

			Walter Vail and John Harvey did not wait for the sheriff. With a party of cowhands and miners, they followed the outlaws’ trail but then lost it in heavy rains. On September 11, with a fifteen-man posse, they started out again and crossed the border. Mexican officials had been warned to look out for the bandits, and they captured Florentino Sais and Gregorio Arce after a sharp gunfight in Santa Cruz, just across the line and about fifty-five miles south of the murder site. The two bandidos still had the pistols and watches taken from the dead men. Vail and Harvey, on hearing of the arrests, galloped to Santa Cruz, only to find that the two killers had been moved sixty miles south to the jail in Magdalena. The ranchers rode to Magdalena and asked that the prisoners be turned over to them. The local magistrate advised that Mexican citizens could not be extradited to the U.S. without approval of Vicente Mariscal, the new governor of Sonora. Vail and Harvey, rightfully concerned that the two killers might be freed, left their men to guard the jail while they rode 150 miles south to the capital of Ures. There Governor Mariscal told them that only President Porfirio Díaz in Mexico City could authorize the extradition of Sais and Arce. All he could do was write for permission, and the ranchers and their posse rode back to Arizona empty-handed.6

			By this time another ace California lawman had arrived in Southern Arizona: Wells Fargo detective Robert H. Paul. Bob Paul was one of the finest peace officers of the Old West, having served as a constable and deputy sheriff during the California Gold Rush, then as sheriff of Calaveras County in California’s mining region. A huge man of herculean strength and moral courage to match, his exploits were legion. He fought lynch mobs and tracked down cattle rustlers, horse thieves, highwaymen, and murderers. In 1855 Paul engaged in two bloody gun duels with a gang of Mexican bandits, killing one and wounding another. A year later he played a leading role in breaking up the infamous Tom Bell gang of highway robbers. When he lost a sheriff’s election in 1871, Bob Paul joined Wells Fargo as a shotgun messenger and detective in California, Nevada, and Utah.

			A spate of stage holdups in Arizona during the summer of 1878—by Bill Brazelton, Guadalupe Celaya, and other bandits—alarmed Wells Fargo officials. The territory had been so remote and underpopulated that it did not even experience its first stagecoach robbery until 1875. But with the discovery of silver and the establishment of new mining camps, holdups became ever more common. From 1877 to 1878, Arizona saw sixteen stage robberies. In September 1878 Wells Fargo officials complained, “We have lost nearly $16,000 in the past six weeks.” The company sent in Bob Paul. The moment he crossed the Colorado River into Arizona, he became the most experienced lawman in the territory. Wyatt Earp would come to know Bob Paul well and called him “as fearless a man and as fast a friend as I ever knew.”7

			In Tucson Paul hired a guide, rented a wagon and team, and left for Mexico. He quickly captured Celaya gang member Joaquin Franco and lodged him in jail in Altar, ninety miles south of the border. A Wells Fargo official in San Francisco wrote to the U.S. consul at Guaymas, Mexico, asking for his help in having the captured bandits turned over to Arizona authorities. “We will be obliged to withdraw our express from Southern Arizona unless we can put a stop to the frequent robberies by these brigands,” he declared. In response Governor Mariscal ordered a roundup of the Guadalupe Celaya gang. In mid-October a company of soldiers located six of the band in the mountains near Bacoachi, forty miles below the line. In a pitched gunfight they killed one, wounded another, and captured the rest. The wounded bandido confessed that he and the dead man had helped kill Adams and Finley, and that others in the gang had robbed several stages in Arizona. He also admitted that Florentino Sais and Gregorio Arce, still in jail in Magdalena, were part of the band.8

			On January 1, 1879, gang member Antonio Rodriguez was slain in a shoot-out with citizens in the Sonora town of Tubutama. Guadalupe Celaya fled to Arizona, where he committed several more highway robberies, then returned to Mexico. On January 20 he and several followers attacked the Cibuta Ranch, twenty miles south of present-day Nogales. Two American ranchmen drove them off with gunfire, killing one of the bandidos. Two weeks later, on February 2, 1879, Mexican border guards learned that Celaya was hiding out in a ravine twelve miles north of Magdalena. They set up a night ambush in a nearby adobe, and when three suspected bandits rode up, one of the guards called out, “Who comes there?”

			“Guadalupe Celaya” was the prompt reply, followed by two blasts from the outlaw’s six-gun. The entire posse opened fire at Celaya’s muzzle flashes, and five bullets tore him out of the saddle. He was dead when he hit the ground. Celaya’s compadres put spurs to their horses and escaped.9

			Meanwhile, Florentino Sais and Gregorio Arce languished in the Magdalena jail, despite repeated requests from American diplomats that they be sent to Arizona for trial. An Arizona merchant was allowed to visit one of them. He later recalled, “I saw the murderer of Adams and Finley in the jail in Magdalena, feasted and clothed like a king, because he had made away with ‘a couple of damned gringos.’ He was set scot free the morning after I left, although he boasted before me of having committed the crime.” In February 1879 Governor Mariscal was deposed in a coup led by Francisco Serna, the same man who had headed the 1875 revolt. Either as a result of the political unrest, or because Guadalupe Celaya had fought for Serna in the previous rebellion, all the imprisoned members of his gang, including Sais, were released. An emboldened Florentino Sais would later ride with the Cowboys in Arizona, and it would be left to Wyatt Earp to avenge the cold-blooded murders of John Adams and Cornelius Finley.10

			On November 2, 1878, while Florentino Sais was in the Magdalena jail, Bob Martin and Curly Bill escaped from the Texas Rangers near El Paso. Less than a month later Martin announced his arrival in Mexico with a bang. With a band of hard-riding desperadoes that probably included Curly Bill, Pony Diehl, and Ponciano Domingues, he stole sixty-eight cattle from rancheros in northern Chihuahua. Martin and his men drove the animals to New Mexico and apparently disposed of them at the Azcarati Ranch owned by David K. Wardwell, located just north of the border. Mexican officials soon accused Wardwell, a Union Army colonel during the Civil War, of associating with Bob Martin and receiving stolen cattle. Several months later Mexico’s minister of foreign affairs registered a formal protest with the U.S. State Department, complaining that Bob Martin was “a noted robber on the Texas and New Mexico frontier.” Though Martin was then reported to be lounging about Silver City, neither Sheriff Harvey Whitehill nor his gunfighting deputy, Dan Tucker, seem to have made any effort to capture him. And Sheriff Whitehill’s son recalled many years later that his father was friendly with Curly Bill.11

			During the next two years, Bob Martin and Curly Bill would be joined by numerous badmen and fugitives, including such desperadoes as John Ringo, Pony Diehl, Cactus Bill Graham, Sherman McMaster, Jim Wallace, Billy Leonard, Jim Crane, Harry “the Kid” Head, Luther King, Frank Stilwell, Pete Spence, Jimmy Hughes, and Dick Lloyd. They formed a loose-knit gang of about a hundred outlaws that operated in small bands on both sides of the border. Their number would eventually grow to as many as two hundred. Mexicans dubbed them “Tejanos,” or Texans; Americans called them the Cowboys. Although the term “cow-boy” had been in common use in New England in the late 1700s, by 1879 it took on a sinister meaning in Arizona and New Mexico. As one frontier journalist explained, “The cowboy is a cross between a vaquero and a highwayman.”12

			The Cowboys were the Old West’s biggest outlaw gang. There had been other large robber bands before, most notably that of Joaquin Murrieta in the California Gold Rush and that of Henry Plummer, the corrupt Montana sheriff, in the mid-1860s. Murrieta’s gang numbered, at most, two dozen bandidos who drifted in and out of the group and committed robberies and murders throughout the mining region. Plummer’s band was even larger, numbering perhaps fifty or more, of whom at least twenty-one were captured and lynched by Montana’s vigilantes. Even the Jesse James gang, the most notorious of them all, never exceeded a dozen men at any given time. No other western outlaw band approached the size of the Cowboys. They committed highway robberies, waylaid Mexican pack trains, and Cornelius Finley, murdered with John Adams by the Guadalupe Celaya band.stole cattle on both sides of the border. The gang worked closely with dishonest ranchers who helped them smuggle and conceal purloined livestock, and with crooked butchers and cattle dealers who were happy to buy cheap, stolen beef. Some of their supporters acted out of greed and some out of fear.

			In common myth, such frontier freebooters hid out together in isolated mountain camps and swooped down to rob and kill. In fact, most western outlaws toiled in honest labor, then banded together from time to time to make a raid before returning to their homes and their jobs. But because Southern Arizona was so isolated, and ranches so few and far between, many of the Cowboys were full-time smugglers, cow thieves, and robbers. Others herded cattle legitimately some of the time and plundered the rest. The Cowboys were an Old West version of modern youth gangs. Except for a certain camaraderie, they had little organization or unity. First Bob Martin and later Curly Bill Brocius were their leading lights. But they had no designated chief. They all knew one another, cooperated with each other, and joined together in smaller groups when they were ready to make a raid. Although they did not wear red sashes as depicted in film, some of the desperadoes sported hatbands made from the skin of a dead rattlesnake. Others wore a more ornate version. As early as the fall of 1877, an Arizona newspaper reported that the Arizona–New Mexico line was “infested with a few long-haired cow-boys from Texas, whose characters will not bear close inspection. They are said to wear broad-brimmed hats with silver snake bands around them, as an insignia of their order.”13

			Virgil Earp later offered a succinct description of the Cowboys: “The most of them are what we call ‘saddlers,’ living almost wholly in the saddle and largely engaged in raiding into Sonora and adjacent country and stealing cattle, which they sell in Tombstone. It is rarely that any of these stolen cattle are recovered. When the thieves are closely pursued and it seems likely that they will be overhauled and the stock recovered, the cowboys sell the cattle to some of the butchers practically in partnership with them, and I know of cases where the finest cattle in the country have been sold at a dollar a head. When cattle are not handy the cowboys rob stages and engage in similar enterprises to raise money.”14

			Bob Martin and the Cowboys proved to be equal opportunity thieves. They raided ranches in Chihuahua and Sonora and drove the cattle north for sale; then they rustled American livestock and sold it in Mexico. The constant raids alarmed the governments of the U.S. and Mexico, and diplomatic dispatches repeatedly identified Martin as the leader of the smuggling and rustling bands. But American officials proved powerless against the Cowboys. There was no Border Patrol—it was not created until 1924—and only two U.S. mounted customs inspectors guarded the 370-mile-long Arizona border. And because of the new Posse Comitatus Act of 1878, the U.S. Army was prohibited from acting as a posse and helping to enforce the law. The Posse Comitatus Act was part of a political compromise that banned the military occupation of the former Confederate States and ended Reconstruction in the South. But it had the unintended effect of preventing the army from assisting peace officers in the frontier regions, where law enforcement was the weakest. As a result, the Cowboys became increasingly bold. They quickly joined forces with established Arizona cattlemen, most notably Newman H. “Old Man” Clanton, his sons Ike, Phin, and Billy, brothers Frank and Tom McLaury, Nick Hughes, and Mike Gray. These cowmen posed as honest ranchers but proved to be ready buyers for cattle stolen in Mexico. In turn they sold the animals to purchasing agents for the Apache and Navajo Indian reservations.15

			The Clanton family had first settled in Arizona in 1873. The patriarch was Newman H. “Old Man” Clanton, born in Tennessee in 1816. After drifting from Missouri to Illinois, Clanton settled in Texas and raised cattle. The family never enjoyed a sterling reputation. During the Civil War, Clanton and his eldest son, Wesley, enlisted in the Texas Cavalry. In 1862 Wesley was court-martialed for desertion, and the next year his father went absent without leave. In 1865 Old Man Clanton journeyed with his wife and seven children overland through Arizona to California. His other sons included Phin, born in 1845, Ike, born in 1847, and the youngest, Billy, born in 1862. After his wife died on the trip west, Old Man Clanton settled near what is now Port Hueneme on the Southern California coast. In 1871 the family got mixed up in the Hueneme War, a bloodless land dispute. The Clantons and other squatters claimed ranch land that they insisted was in the public domain; they were opposed by the wealthy legal owners. Soon the hotheaded Ike Clanton threatened to kill a local surveyor. One of the landowners shouldered a Winchester rifle, called Ike from his squatter’s shack, and ordered him to leave the surveyor alone. Ike meekly complied. His father became disillusioned with the high price of California land, and in 1873 pulled up roots and headed back to Arizona.
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			Newman H. “Old Man” Clanton, father of Ike, Phin, and Billy Clanton.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			Old Man Clanton established a ranch near Fort Thomas on the Gila River, about 150 miles east of Phoenix. He and his sons quickly improved the land, digging a two-mile-long irrigation ditch, planting one hundred acres of crops, and grazing a herd of cattle. But the ranch failed to thrive, and within a few years the Clantons became associated with the New Mexico gang of John Kinney. The Clantons and their ranch became an important link in “the chain gang,” trafficking in stolen horses and cattle between Southern Arizona and the Texas Panhandle. In 1878 the Clantons began moving their operations to a new ranch on the San Pedro River, about ten miles southwest of what soon became the boomtown of Tombstone. A few years later a visitor described it as “a few huts” that locals called “Fort Clanton.” Old Man Clanton and his sons became closely associated with Bob Martin and the Cowboys. The family’s cattle thieving became subject of common rumor. John P. Meadows, a young Texas cowhand, hired on to herd Ike Clanton’s cattle in 1880. Years later he recalled, “I did not continue in the job long. I worked about a week or ten days for him, and found out that the cattle had been stolen from Old Mexico.” Though the Clantons at first were considered respectable ranchers, their open association with Martin, Curly Bill, and other Cowboys tarnished their reputations and, in the end, led to bloody violence.16

			The Clantons’ friends Frank and Tom McLaury grew up in Iowa, the sons of a prominent farmer. Among a large family of eleven children were son Will, born in 1844, Robert (called Frank) in 1849, and Tom in 1853. While Frank and Tom helped work the family farm, Will studied law and obtained admission to the Iowa state bar in 1871. The brothers were hot tempered and no strangers to trouble. In 1873 twenty-four-year-old Frank quarreled with a fellow farmer, bruising him with his fists and stabbing him with a knife. Frank found himself under arrest and convicted by a jury. He paid a twenty-dollar fine and spent thirty days in jail. The next year, Will, after being accused of forging a name on a deed, was indicted for forgery. A jury acquitted him, but it turned out that his prime defense witness had committed perjury. The witness was jailed and McLaury’s reputation stained.17

			In 1876 a chastened Will McLaury moved south to Fort Worth, Texas, and opened another law practice. Frank and Tom soon followed him to Fort Worth, then drifted into Arizona Territory. By 1878 they had acquired a ranch in the Babocomari Valley, about twenty miles west of what would soon become Tombstone. In 1880 the brothers claimed a second ranch, four miles south of Soldiers Hole, a watering spot in the Sulphur Springs Valley, about twenty miles east of Tombstone. They built an adobe house with a barn and corrals, and dug a well and irrigation ditches. The brothers became close friends with the Clantons, a relationship that would cause their downfall. They also played an active role in buying and selling cattle stolen by the Cowboys in Mexico. As Deputy Sheriff Billy Breakenridge later explained, “The Clantons looked after the rustlers’ interests on the San Pedro, as a lot of stolen stock was brought from Mexico down the river, and there was no one watching the line for smugglers. The McLaurys looked after the stock brought up from Mexico through Agua Prieta, where Douglas now stands, into the Sulphur Spring Valley.” Sheriff John Behan, who would side with the Cowboys and against the Earps, later admitted, “The Clanton brothers and the McLaurys were a tough lot of rustlers who were the main perpetrators of the rascality rife in that region.”18

			Although the Clanton and McLaury ranches became important links in the cattle smuggling trails from Mexico, the Cowboys made their principal headquarters in the San Simon Valley in southeastern Arizona. Running north and south, it was a hundred miles long, surrounded by the Peloncillo Mountains on the east and the craggy spires of the Chiricahua Mountains on the west. The valley was watered by the San Simon River, which ran northwest from its New Mexico headwaters into a marshy area on both sides of the Arizona line called the San Simon Cienega. (In Spanish, a marsh or swamp is called a cienega.) The stream finally emptied into the Gila River, seventy miles north. Lush desert grasses made the San Simon Valley ideal for cattle raising. The San Simon Cienega, at the southern end of the valley, was a mile wide and three miles long. It was then occupied almost entirely by the Cowboys, among them Bob Martin, George Turner, Ike Clanton, Joe Hill, and Nick Hughes. Their small ranches served as hideouts for the Cowboys and pastures for grazing stolen cattle.19

			The Cowboys’ ranches, each with a single adobe house, were strung out along the Cienega. The northernmost was the home of John Magill, a forty-five-year-old former soldier, farmer, and cattle thief who lived there with his wife and two small children. A half mile south stood the ranch of Nick Hughes, an important leader of the Cowboys. Another half mile below that was the claim of Albert George and William Stark, a pair of rustlers known as “the Missouri boys.” Next, situated just across the Arizona line in New Mexico, was a one-room adobe owned by Ike Clanton and a notorious Texas desperado, Joe Hill. Below that stood the ranch of twenty-four-year-old George Turner, who Billy Breakenridge called “the banker for the rustlers.” Bob Martin lived, off and on, with Turner. The last and southernmost place in the San Simon Cienega was that owned by A. H. Thompson, a cattle rustler. South of Thompson’s ranch there was not a single dwelling for forty miles until one reached Cloverdale Springs in the New Mexico bootheel.20

			Of the Cowboy leaders who settled in the Cienega, Joe Hill was, from a six-gun standpoint, the most accomplished. A thirty-year-old from Texas, his true name was Joseph Olney. In the Lone Star state, he took part in shootings and cattle theft and played a prominent role in the Mason County War, one of the West’s bloodiest feuds. Olney and fellow feudist John Ringo became fast friends, and he even helped Ringo escape jail. In 1876, after killing a deputy sheriff, Olney fled to New Mexico, where he adopted the alias of Joe Hill. When Billy the Kid identified him as a fugitive Texas killer, he escaped to Arizona. Hill settled in the San Simon Cienega in 1879 with his brother George, and they operated their ranch in partnership with Ike Clanton. He later hired as a drover Dick Lloyd, who with Billy the Kid had helped free Jesse Evans and the Boys from the Lincoln jail. Although it became common knowledge that Joe Hill was a fugitive from justice, the frontier was so rough, communication so poor, and law enforcement so inept that no effort was made to return him to Texas.21

			Joe Hill’s neighbor, forty-year-old Nick Hughes, hailed from Ireland. He came to New Mexico as a young cavalryman in 1859. There he married a Hispanic woman and they had four children. He was discharged from the army in 1866 and soon settled in Puerto de Luna, midway between Santa Fe and the Texas Panhandle. Hughes became a merchant and livestock dealer of the most disreputable kind: a Comanchero. For more than a hundred years, New Mexico’s Comancheros had traded legitimately with Comanches, Kiowas, and other Plains Indians. But in the 1850s, Comancheros started buying cattle stolen by Comanches from Texas ranches and sold them in New Mexico. By 1872 Nick Hughes, from his base in Puerto de Luna, had become one of the chief buyers of stolen cattle from the Comancheros. When U.S. soldiers got on his track that summer, Hughes fled with his family to Mexico.
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			Nick Hughes, one of the leaders of the Cowboys, in the 1870s.

			Author’s Collection.

			Nick settled in the new pueblo of Ascension, where he undoubtedly knew many of its New Mexican inhabitants. Hughes, fluent in Spanish, opened an adobe store and handled cattle stolen by Bob Martin, Curly Bill, Ponciano Domingues, and other Cowboys. They drove the cattle north to New Mexico for sale, probably to John Kinney in Mesilla. In 1878 Nick faced charges of smuggling sheep and merchandise into the U.S. But he was lucky: after a trial in federal court in Mesilla, a jury acquitted him. As a result of his arrest and exposure as a smuggler, Hughes left Ascension and moved to the San Simon Cienega, where he established a ranch near Joe Hill’s. Nick’s place, like the others in the Cienega, became headquarters for the Cowboys. His eldest son, Jimmy, born in 1864, was both handsome and reckless. Jimmy Hughes—half-Hispanic—became known as the Pet of the San Simon. By the age of sixteen, he was riding with the Cowboys.22

			During the winter of 1878–1879, cattlemen on both sides of the Mexican border became increasingly alarmed by the raids of Bob Martin and the Cowboys. From their hideouts in the Cienega and in New Mexico’s Hatchet Mountains, forty miles east, the rustlers made repeated forays south of the border. The beef contractor for the Apache Indian agency at Warm Springs, New Mexico, wrote to the U.S. Army commander in Santa Fe, demanding protection. “I have a herd of cattle on the road from Sullivan’s ranch in the State of Chihuahua en route to the San Carlos agency to be delivered to the Indians. The herd consists of 800 to 900 beef steers. I am just informed that there are some hostile [Apache] Indians on the route which goes by Hatchet Mountains and San Simon. Also I am informed that quite a band of thieves under Bob Martin, the man who shot Lt. Butler, have threatened and are preparing to stampede my herd. I request that an escort or scout be sent to meet such herd at the Hatchet Mountains and escort them to the point of crossing the Arizona line.”

			Soon after, on February 9, 1879, Mexican authorities in the town of Janos got word that American outlaws, led by Bob Martin, had passed near the pueblo with a herd of stolen cattle. Although a detachment of soldiers would be stationed in Janos a few years later, at that time the village was without protection. A fourteen-man Mexican posse, made up of rancheros and vaqueros, started in pursuit. All they found were eighteen beeves, abandoned in the mountains by the fleeing rustlers. Once again Mexico’s minister of foreign affairs issued a complaint to the U.S. State Department, charging that “the presence of Martin in that section and the frequency with which robberies have been committed in New Mexico and Texas near the dividing line keeps the inhabitants in greatest alarm.” U.S. authorities promised to investigate but did nothing.23

			In May Mexican authorities again complained that Martin and his men were marauding near Janos. A month later the Cowboys raided the Corralitos Mining and Cattle Company, situated thirty-four miles south of Janos. Its twenty-one mines and one and a half million acres were owned by Ramon Lujan and a group of American investors. When Lujan learned that gringo rustlers had driven away a herd of cattle, he sent six armed vaqueros in pursuit. They trailed the Cowboys for five days, finally catching up with them six miles south of the border. The outlaws abandoned the stolen herd and fled north. The vaqueros’ mounts were so worn out they gave up the chase and rode back to Corralitos with the cows. A few days later Lujan learned that six Cowboys had just driven off two hundred of his cattle. He sent a ten-man posse after them. They tracked the rustlers for four days, crossing the international line and riding north toward the San Simon Valley. They found some of the stolen cattle along the trail. Learning that the Cowboys had a large force ready to confront them in the San Simon Cienega, they wisely gave up and rode back to Corralitos.

			Ramon Lujan reported that he had lost a total of thirteen hundred cattle to American rustlers. He wrote to a friend in Tucson and asked him to enlist the aid of Sheriff Shibell. Charlie Shibell, as was his custom, did not do the work himself. Instead, he promptly deputized two local men, Howard Walker and Joseph Eaton. They rode out of Tucson on July 12, 1879, and headed straight to the San Simon Cienega. The pair spent nine days hunting the stolen cattle and found some marked with a “C”—the Corralitos brand. The rustlers had used a branding iron to alter the marks. The deputies also learned that some of the cattle might be at Camp San Carlos, a military post on the Gila River, near the Apache Indian reservation. At the post, they found sixteen head of Corralitos cattle in the possession of Benjamin Schuster, a contractor in charge of buying all beef for the Apaches at the San Carlos Indian Agency. Schuster said that he had purchased the animals from A. H. Thompson, the Cowboy who owned a spread in the Cienega.

			The deputies reported to Ramon Lujan, “There are several Americans at a distance of about fifty miles from the Mexican line, who are well known to us. They have purchased, and still do purchase, all the cattle stolen from Mexico. They get these animals at a very low price, and sell them at San Carlos to the government, which buys them in order to get beef to feed the Indians. The cattle thieves are for the most part Mexicans. They deliver the animals at the various agencies in the territory. We propose to visit all these agencies in order to see whether we can recover the stolen cattle. This band of thieves is strong and well organized. They are very determined men, and will, in all probability, continue their depredations unless they are checked at once.”

			Walker and Eaton were wrong—although some of the Cowboys were Hispanic, most were Anglos. The deputies asked Lujan to pay them each eight dollars a day to continue working the case, plus “twenty percent of the animals recovered.” Their reason: “because the business is a very risky one, and one that requires time for the procurement of evidence and for the apprehension of the thieves.” Lujan was shocked at the proposed fee, which he considered extortionate. After all, a Texas Ranger private earned but forty dollars a month for equally hazardous duty. Lujan instead filed a claim with the U.S. government for a total loss of twenty-five hundred head of cattle worth $27,000. The State Department denied his claim, so he filed a civil lawsuit against A. H. Thompson. But it seemed that nothing could stop the thieving and smuggling.24

			Soon a U.S. customs official reported that between 1878 and 1880, as many as nine thousand cattle had been smuggled from Mexico into the San Simon Valley. Explained Cornelius A. “Con” Mahony, a deputy under Sheriff Harvey Whitehill, “The profits of the rustlers, or cattle thieves, was something enormous, and they always had a ready market for all they stole. Their plan was to cross the frontier line into Old Mexico in parties of about twenty, and round up and run off the cattle and horses of the Mexican ranchers. The stock was driven to Cloverdale, a beautiful valley lying at the entrance of Guadalupe Canyon, close to the line, where the brands of the owners were removed.” Mahony described how the Cowboys altered the brands: “An ordinary horse blanket was dipped in water, wrung out, and placed over the brand to be removed. A frying pan was then heated in the camp fire and when nearly red hot was applied firmly against the wet blanket. The steam this generated scalded the hair off, and when it grew again a new brand was applied.” The rustlers used a “running iron”—a heated metal rod with a curved tip—to alter the existing brand.25

			Meanwhile, the Cowboys began riding into the new boomtown of Tombstone, an easy two-day lope westward from the San Simon Cienega. A year earlier, Ed Schieffelin, a highly experienced miner and prospector, had discovered silver in the rugged hills seventy miles southeast of Tucson. The area was so isolated and so beset with Apache warriors that army soldiers would tell him before each prospecting trip, “You’ll find your tombstone.” Schieffelin named his first mine the Tombstone, and with his partners located other silver mines and erected a hydraulic-powered stamp mill to crush the ore. A small mining camp sprang up, and in March 1879 the town of Tombstone was laid out. At first it had only a few hundred hardy settlers, but within a year it would burst into a wealthy boomtown of more than two thousand people.26

			For Bob Martin and the Cowboys, Tombstone quickly became their favorite watering hole. On the night of April 8, 1879, Charley Snow, the killer and rapist who rode with Selman’s Scouts in New Mexico, got liquored up in Tombstone. He soon ran into Frank Patterson, a twenty-five-year-old fellow Cowboy who owned a ranch next to the McLaury brothers on the Babocomari River. The pair had a violent quarrel that ended when Patterson drew his pistol and shot Snow down. One of the witnesses later said that the New Mexico desperado “was not dangerously wounded.” Officers arrested Patterson, who was released on $500 bail to appear before the grand jury for assault with intent to commit murder. But because Snow recovered from his wound, and the fracas more or less resembled mutual combat, Patterson escaped indictment.27

			Before long Patterson was involved in a much deadlier affair. On November 9, 1879, an old prospector, John Van Houten, was found bludgeoned to death near the Brunckow Mine, not far from Charleston, a new mining camp situated nine miles southwest of Tombstone. Deputy sheriffs quickly arrested three of the Cowboys—Frank Patterson, Pete Spence, and Frank Stilwell—as well as three other suspects. They were accused of trying to jump Van Houten’s mining claim. As was customary in that time and place, all gained their release due to lack of evidence. The three Cowboys—especially Stilwell and Spence—would be heard from again and again in the years that followed.28

			A month later John Ringo made an explosive entrance into the Arizona frontier. Ringo had first achieved notoriety in the Mason County War. Tall, handsome, and neatly dressed, he didn’t look like a border ruffian. But contrary to myth, he had no college education. Ringo was born in Indiana in 1850, and when he turned fourteen his family crossed the plains to California and settled in San Jose. He left home in 1871, then drifted into Texas, where he rode with Joe Hill. Ringo took part in a number of gunfights connected to the Mason County War, killing one man. Despite the fact that he broke out of jail in 1876, he later won election as constable. He did not serve long, and soon rode west to Arizona. On December 9, 1879, Ringo was drinking in a saloon in Safford, on the Gila River. He invited Louis Hancock, a twenty-seven-year-old farmhand, to take a drink of whiskey. When Hancock replied that he preferred beer, Ringo became enraged. Jerking his six-shooter, he struck Hancock a heavy blow to the head, then pulled the trigger. The bullet ripped into Hancock’s left ear and tore a path through the side of his neck. A newspaperman wrote that “half an inch more would have killed him.” John Ringo was arrested and then released on bond. Three months later, after failing to appear before the grand jury in Tucson, he wrote to Sheriff Charlie Shibell, explaining, “I got shot through the foot and it is impossible for me to travel for awhile.” Due to Arizona’s extraordinarily lax law enforcement, the charges against him were later dismissed.29

			The Cowboys did not limit themselves to shootings and cattle theft. On the afternoon of May 21, 1880, a stagecoach left the mining camp of Shakespeare, New Mexico, headed east toward the San Simon stage station in Arizona. The San Simon station was situated fifteen miles northwest of the Cienega. The coach’s “whip,” or driver, was John Henry. Next to him sat Antonio Chaves, a ranchero from Mesilla, and two female passengers rode inside the stage. At nine o’clock that night, the coach reached a mountain pass nine miles east of the San Simon stage stop. Suddenly four bandits appeared, two of them on each side of the road, and ordered the driver to halt. At the same time, without provocation, they opened fire. Two bullets hit Henry in the leg. As Chaves reached for his rifle, two more slugs crashed into him and he fell over the stage boot, mortally wounded by a bullet in the head. The horses, crazed by the gunfire, charged forward, while Henry pulled the slumping Chaves back into the front boot. Using his good leg to work the brake, Henry raced into San Simon, making the nine-mile distance in just one hour. Bystanders carried Chaves out of the blood-splattered coach, but moments later he died. The passengers reported that the highwaymen were Americans, not Mexicans or Indians. Little or no effort was made to capture them.30

			The main suspect in the holdup was a compadre of Curly Bill’s who went by the name of Charlie Williams. The other bandits may have been Brocius, Bob Martin, Pony Diehl, or, for that matter, any of the Cowboys. Williams, twenty-five, hailed from Ohio. He made his headquarters in Shakespeare, New Mexico, where he had become enamored with Lisa Lincoln, a very pretty teenage girl. Her adoptive father, F. W. Mollitor, ran the Shakespeare Hotel, which, despite its high-sounding name, was a very modest adobe. Explained Deputy Sheriff Con Mahony, who knew both Williams and the girl, “She was about sixteen, and being with one exception the only woman in the place, had many admirers. Among others was a desperado of the Curly Bill gang known as Charlie Williams. Of course that was not his name, as nearly every man changes his name when he goes on the frontier. Williams had an idea that old Mollitor was going to marry his girl himself.”

			On the night of June 1, 1880, just eleven days after the attempted stage robbery, Williams was with a group of men drinking and loitering about the Roxy Jay saloon in Shakespeare. Mollitor happened by, and Williams stepped up to him and demanded to know if he was carrying a gun.

			“Every man in this country should go heeled. Are you heeled?”

			“No,” the unarmed Mollitor replied. Without another word, Williams yanked out his six-gun and fired three times. Two shots missed, but a third slammed into Mollitor’s left side. He died three days later. Charlie Williams was arrested, lodged in jail in Silver City, and then released on $1,000 bond. He left town, but returned in a few weeks with a bullet wound in one leg. He claimed that he had been accidentally shot. A rumor spread that a man named Crittenden had plugged him with a rifle in a dispute over a mining claim. Williams died of his wound in Silver City on July 23, 1880. Newspapers reported, however, that Crittenden had actually trailed the desperado from Shakespeare and tried to arrest him as a suspect in the stage holdup. The full story could not be learned, for Crittenden soon died from a rattlesnake bite. Deputy Mahony later quoted a journalist’s ironic epitaph to the bloody sequence: “Mollitor is said to have killed a man in the east. Williams killed Mollitor, Crittenden killed Williams, and the snake is yet to be heard from.”31

			By this time Bob Martin had claimed a ranch near Cloverdale Springs in New Mexico. He had also acquired a wife and sired one or more children, who stayed at his Cloverdale spread. Martin and his band of Anglo and Hispanic Cowboys continued to roam through northern Chihuahua at will. From their headquarters in the Cienega and the Hatchet Mountains, they rode south, stole bands of horses and cattle with impunity, and drove them north for sale in New Mexico and Arizona. In July 1880 Martin’s gang raided ranches near Ascension twice within a few days. The Mexican chargé d’affaires in New York City wrote to William Evarts, the U.S. Secretary of State, “I do not think it is essential to include in this letter further information concerning the gang of thieves under Robert Martin since they have public notoriety on both frontiers.” He called for “the persecution of a gang of outlaws who have caused so much trouble, succeeding up to this time in eluding the vigilance of the authorities of both Republics.”32
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			Joe Hill, true name Joe Olney, one of the leaders of the Cowboys.

			David Johnson Collection.

			On July 12, Joe Hill, George Turner, Ike Clanton, and John Ringo drove a herd of Mexican cattle worth about $2,000 into the San Carlos Apache Indian Agency near Fort Thomas on the Gila River. At that time, cattle sold in Arizona for about twenty dollars a head. Ben Schuster, the agency’s beef contractor, suspected that the cattle had been stolen and smuggled out of Mexico. When he refused to buy them, the Cowboys were forced to sell to another buyer at bargain rates. They became enraged, and rode into the nearby settlement of Maxey, a collection of saloons and bordellos that catered to the soldiers at Fort Thomas. They shot up a house and also the general store of Jerome Collins, a hot-tempered, heavy-drinking Irishman from Texas. As Collins soon explained in a letter to a friend, “I took Clanton’s pistol away from him and told him and his Dutch friend [Ringo] if they made any more breaks I would use my shotgun on them. So they concluded that Safford was a better field for their operations.” The four Cowboys rode twenty miles south to Safford, where they opened fire on a house, a saloon, and a store, riddling them all with bullets. Then they forced a saloonkeeper to pour drinks, which they stirred with the muzzles of their six-shooters. After forcing a schoolteacher to dance, they fired fifty shots into a flour mill, then raced out of town. Local officers managed to capture George Turner, but he was soon released.33

			Two weeks later, on July 30, 1880, Bob Martin and his riders stole eighteen horses and eighty-five head of cattle from a ranch near Janos. A Mexican posse of fourteen started in pursuit. They caught up with the outlaws at San Luis, in the mountains fifteen miles due south of the international line. A small group of Martin’s men fled north with the horses while the rest stayed behind with the cattle. The heavily armed desperadoes opened a terrific barrage of rifle fire, wounding one horse and forcing the Mexicans to retreat. The posse was soon joined by sixteen reinforcements and they resumed their attack, badly wounding one of the Cowboys. Martin and his boys, now greatly outnumbered, abandoned the eighty-five cattle and their pack mule and fled on horseback.34

			Bob Martin was undeterred. A week later, with Curly Bill and Miller McCallister, the latter a crooked butcher, Martin again raided the Corralitos Mining and Cattle Company. Its owner, Ramon Lujan, had been joined by one of his American partners, Major George B. Zimpelman, whose actions in 1877 had triggered the El Paso Salt War. Zimpelman, born in Germany in 1842, had emigrated to Texas with his parents at age sixteen. Tough as nails, he served with great distinction in Terry’s Texas Rangers during the Civil War and received multiple wounds in combat. Later he won election as sheriff in Austin, holding office until 1876. Zimpelman became wealthy investing in businesses, mines, and ranches in Texas and Mexico. By the summer of 1880, he had moved to Mexico to help manage the Corralitos operations. Because of the repeated Cowboy raids, he brought several men with him from El Paso, among them Thomas Moad, a former stage driver and Texas Ranger, who, three years later, would be the first El Paso policeman to be killed in the line of duty. These Texans, along with Mexican recruits, were known as Zimpelman’s Guards. Martin and Curly Bill had picked a tough outfit to tangle with.35

			Brocius, McCallister, and several other Cowboys rounded up three hundred head of cattle on the Corralitos ranch and started for the border. The theft was quickly discovered and Major Zimpelman, with Tom Moad, a black cowhand, and fourteen of his Guards and vaqueros, took to the saddle. They cut the rustlers’ sign and trailed them north. In Janos, Mexican volunteers joined the pursuers and they spent two more days tracking the outlaws across the border. On August 8 the posse found the outlaws holed up in a stockade in the mountains of New Mexico’s bootheel. According to James C. Hancock, a pioneer who knew some of the Cowboys, their fortress was made of posts that enclosed a small cave under an overhanging boulder. Hancock identified Curly Bill, Cactus Bill Graham, and an old man named Scotty as three of the Cowboys trapped in the stockade.

			Martin and his men were, as always, heavily armed with six-shooters and Winchesters. While some of Zimpelman’s Guards quickly rounded up the herd of stolen cattle, the rest surrounded the stockade. The Cowboys immediately opened fire and the Guards returned it, shot for shot, giving Miller McCallister a minor flesh wound in the neck. According to Hancock, “The Mexicans would put their hats on a stick and every time Bill Graham would ‘cut loose’ at it, until finally Curly Bill told him to quit shooting at the hats as the Mexicans were doing that so as to get them to shoot all their cartridges away and then clean them up, but Graham could not resist and Curly Bill told him if he did not quit he would take his cartridges away from him, which he eventually did.”

			Above the din of gunfire Curly Bill shouted to Graham, “Now, if they make a rush on us I will give your cartridges back but not until they do.” Explained Hancock, “Every time a Mexican showed himself the least bit Curly Bill would get him. Curly Bill never lost his nerve or got ‘rattled’ under any circumstances.” The Cowboys winged one Mexican and the black cowboy and wounded two of the posse’s horses. Finally Tom Moad caught a glimpse of Curly Bill and squeezed off a rifle round. The bullet grazed the side of Curly Bill’s head and knocked him to the ground. But the Cowboys were unfazed and stubbornly defended their stockade with rifle and pistol fire. Zimpelman finally decided to withdraw for fear of having some of his men killed. The Cowboys brought the wounded Curly Bill to safety and sent for a doctor in Silver City. Curly quickly recovered. The governor of Chihuahua complained about the raid to U.S. authorities, charging that the outlaws “belong to the band which is under the leadership of the notorious criminal Robert E. Martin.” He pleaded for “speedy pursuit and punishment” and added, “otherwise, between these outlaws and the Indians, cattle raising...will be crushed out entirely on the northeastern frontier of the state.”36

			A few weeks later Mexicans somehow managed to capture Bob Martin and he was jailed in Ascension. Probably through bribery, a local judge promptly released him. An outraged Mexican lawyer wrote to the governor of Chihuahua, “If the outlaw Martin, who is the leader of these Texans, had not been unjustly acquitted, we should now be at peace; though Martin was arrested by order of the government, he was protected by the district judge, and we, whose blood is now being shed, are today suffering the fatal consequences of that protection.” Pleading for help from the Mexican government, he railed against “the scandalous deeds which are constantly perpetrated by Texan outlaws” and warned of “the total ruin of all the inhabitants, for they have already lost all their horses, and the greater part of their meat cattle.” But Bob Martin escaped back to his hideout in the Hatchet Mountains. On September 11, 1880, Secretary of State Evarts forwarded to the governor of Texas the Mexican government’s complaint that “certain bandits headed by one Robert Martin have a haunt in the Sierra del Hacha, in American territory, whence they enter Mexico and steal cattle.” The governor in turn wrote to Lieutenant George W. Baylor of the Texas Rangers, stationed in El Paso, asking for his help in hunting the outlaws in the “Sierra La Hacha.” Baylor had never heard of the Hatchet Mountains, in either English or Spanish, thus illustrating how unknown Martin’s hideout was. Once again nothing was done to break up Bob Martin’s gang.37

			The inaction by American officials threatened to trigger an international incident. The governor of Chihuahua sent a telegram to Mexico City, warning that the band “led by the outlaw Robert E. Martin continues to commit robberies at Janos and Ascension...and it is to be feared that [the citizens], being exasperated at the loss of their property, may themselves undertake to pursue and punish the outlaws, in doing which they may be obliged to cross the boundary line, which may give rise to conflict.” The Mexican government in turn pleaded with Secretary of State Evarts to take measures against the desperadoes. Evarts then pressed John C. Fremont, territorial governor of Arizona, for action. Fremont made inquiries about Bob Martin and replied, “So far as I have been able to learn that the number of men in the band known as Robert Martin’s is about one hundred and twenty. The operations of this band are carried out in Sonora and Chihuahua, and also within our own territories.” Fremont concluded that if the Posse Comitatus Act was repealed, federal troops could be unleashed against the outlaws.38

			That fall silver was discovered in a mesquite-choked canyon on the east side of the Chiricahua Mountains, fifteen miles southwest of the San Simon Cienega. The Texas Consolidated Mining and Smelting Co. opened a mine and touched off a minor boom. A townsite was laid out and named Galeyville after one of the mine promoters. Within months several more mines went into operation and the town boasted three hundred to four hundred rugged residents, with eleven saloons, several hotels, thirty businesses, and even a short-lived newspaper. Because of its proximity to the San Simon Cienega, Galeyville quickly became the Cowboys’ favorite watering hole. Miller McCallister, the saddle partner of Bob Martin and Curly Bill, acquired a Galeyville lot and an interest in a nearby mining claim. He and a young Cowboy, Milt Hicks, then opened the McCallister & Hicks butcher shop in a wood-frame building with two corrals next to it. It quickly became a prime destination for stolen cattle. McCallister and Hicks were probably the Cowboys who, in March 1881, tried to force a competing Galeyville butcher out of business. After the butcher refused their demands that he sell out to them, the Cowboys told him, “You see, our cattle don’t cost us anything, which makes our business a ruinous competition for you.”39

			Civilization was quickly coming to the San Simon Valley. The Southern Pacific Railroad, building eastward from Los Angeles, arrived in Tucson in March 1880. The track layers worked steadily across the high desert, arriving at San Simon station, northwest of the Cienega, in early September. A small settlement sprang up at the railhead, with a store, restaurant, saloon, and about twenty inhabitants. The Cowboys now had a closer resort than Tombstone. As Deputy Sheriff Con Mahony recalled, “During the time that San Simon was the headquarters for the rustlers, it was a favorite amusement, when a passenger got off the Southern Pacific train, to make him stand drinks, dance, and otherwise amuse the rustlers, miners, and cowboys.”40

			On September 28, 1880, the stage from the San Simon depot to Silver City headed into New Mexico’s Burro Mountains. As it reached a spot not far from Knight’s Station, forty miles south of Silver City, three masked outlaws appeared and ordered the driver to halt. They forced the five passengers out and lined them up with their hands in the air. One resisted and the desperadoes knocked him down and bound him with rope. After relieving the travelers of a meager forty dollars, they cut open and rifled the mail pouches. Then the three highwaymen rode off on horseback, having first taken the precaution of cutting the telegraph wires. When Sheriff Harvey Whitehill rode out with a posse, the desperadoes were long gone.41

			Whether the stage robbers were Cowboys is unclear, but a week later, on the night of October 4, Curly Bill and three of his men, no doubt uproariously drunk, rode through San Simon station, firing their six-guns at every building in sight. The occupants fled their businesses and homes, seeking safety in the darkness. A Southern Pacific train, stopped on a sidetrack, came under fire, and the engineer leaped out of the cab and escaped into the brush. Then Brocius and his comrades boarded the engine, intending to commandeer the train. But the fire in the engine boiler had died out, and they were unable to get it started. Finally they mounted their horses and rode off.42

			The same month another band of Cowboys led by James W. “Six-Shooter” Smith took over the railhead settlement of Rio Mimbres, situated ten miles east of Deming, New Mexico. According to Sheriff Whitehill’s son, Smith was accompanied by Curly Bill. Six-Shooter Smith was a notorious gunman, gambler, and thief. When rumors spread that Rio Mimbres would soon be the junction of the Southern Pacific and Santa Fe Railroads, speculators rushed to cash in. Six-Shooter Smith and his men staked out town lots and posted warning signs, replete with skull and crossbones, warning rivals to stay off. Reported a New Mexico journalist a few months later, “The man who ‘ran’ the town is known all through that country by the sobriquet of ‘Six-shooter’ Smith owing to his fondness for shooting at people to see how close a miss he could make without killing them. Smith had the cheek to circulate a petition to have himself appointed a deputy sheriff, and he secured many signatures. Those who acceded to his demands for signatures probably did so in self defense, for ‘Six-shooter’ has been regarded as one of the gang of cow boys of the San Simon valley, who have terrorized that region.” In the end, the two railroads joined at Deming instead of Rio Mimbres. The settlement of tents and shacks vanished, and Six-Shooter Smith rode back to Arizona for bloodier adventures.43

			There seemed to be no limit to the Cowboys’ brazenness. That month President Rutherford B. Hayes was in the midst of a hugely publicized railroad excursion to the Pacific Coast. His trip back to Washington, D.C., would be on the Southern Pacific and Santa Fe Railroads, which at that time had not been completed. Once finished, this would be the first railroad line to cross the Southwest. After visiting Yosemite and Los Angeles, Hayes entrained for Arizona and reached Tucson on October 24. Large crowds greeted the president, who was accompanied by numerous dignitaries—including General William Tecumseh Sherman—and their wives. After a carriage tour of the Old Pueblo, they were to proceed east through San Simon to the railhead near Lordsburg, New Mexico. From there the presidential party would board horse-drawn U.S. Army ambulances for the 180-mile overland journey to the Santa Fe railhead in San Marcial, New Mexico. It was an extremely risky trip through the very heart of Apacheria. Reported the Phoenix Herald, “The party traveled by special train, one engine, baggage car, and three coaches and were unaccompanied by a military escort, and this through a frontier country—something that the ruler of no other nation on the globe would think of doing.”

			But the danger did not come from Apaches. Just as the president’s party was to depart Tucson that evening, they received a message that the Cowboys had threatened to stop the train when it reached San Simon station. General Orlando Willcox, commander of the army in Arizona, boarded the coaches with several of his staff. At Benson the train stopped and General Willcox telegraphed ahead to Fort Bowie. He ordered a detachment of the Sixth Cavalry to ride to San Simon, fourteen miles northeast of the fort, to guard against the Cowboys. When the train reached Willcox—a stop named after the general—he had his telegraph operator tap the line and send a confirming message to Fort Bowie. This message did not go through, either because the lines were accidentally down or the Cowboys had cut them. Then General Willcox called for civilian volunteers to accompany the president, and twenty-five armed men quickly scrambled aboard. When they reached San Simon that night, Willcox ordered the train to keep on without stopping. A Tucson journalist who accompanied the train reported from the railhead in Lordsburg that “happily, nothing occurred, the party arriving here in good spirits, most of them being purposely kept in ignorance of the previous night’s adventures.”44

			Fresh from threatening the President of the United States, a group of Cowboys—which included Curly Bill Brocius—turned their horses toward Tombstone. As they loped their Texas mustangs across the cactus-studded desert, looking forward to raising hell in Tombstone, they could not have imagined what waited for them. The Cowboys’ epic confrontation with Wyatt Earp and his brothers was about to begin.

		
	
		
			4

			The Earps Come to Tombstone

			Wyatt Earp went to Tombstone to get rich, not to enforce the law. As he explained many years later, “I intended to start a stage line when I first started out from Dodge City, but when I got there I found there was two stage lines and so I finally sold my outfit to one of the companies, to a man named [John] Kinnear.” The Earp wagon train, which included Wyatt and Mattie, Jim and Bessie and her two children, and Doc Holliday with Big Nose Kate, made the bone-jarring, 550-mile trip from Las Vegas, New Mexico, to Prescott, Arizona, without incident. They pulled into Prescott—then the territorial capital—in early November 1879. Prescott was—and still is—a picturesque mountain town situated a hundred miles north of Phoenix. There the Earp boys had a warm reunion. Virgil had not seen Jim or Wyatt in more than two years, and he now met Doc Holliday, probably for the first time.1

			The criminal record Virgil had left behind in Council Bluffs, to say nothing of his being shot by a bawd, was totally unknown to townsfolk in Prescott. They had accepted him and Allie, his ex-prostitute wife, as upstanding citizens. During the previous two years, Virgil had established a fine reputation as a law officer in Prescott. There he got to know Wells Fargo detective Bob Paul, who would become a close friend, and former Yavapai County Sheriff John H. Behan, who soon became the Earps’ bitter enemy. But now the silver mines of Tombstone beckoned, and the Earp boys hoped that their fortunes might rest on the desert horizon far to the south. On November 14, 1879, the Prescott newspaper editor reported that Virgil was “about to pull out for Tombstone” and cautioned, “We don’t like tombstones, and shall avoid them as long as possible.” The Earp boys ignored his tongue-in-cheek advice.2

			Crawley P. Dake, U.S. marshal of Arizona Territory with headquarters in Prescott, knew and respected Virgil Earp. Just as Dake had done a year earlier with John H. Adams and Cornelius Finley, he prevailed upon Virgil to accept a deputy’s commission. Dake needed a good man in Southern Arizona, and Virgil agreed to take the job. Then the three Earp brothers, with their wives and Jim’s two stepchildren, started south on the three-hundred-mile wagon trip to Tombstone. Doc Holliday and Big Nose Kate stayed behind to try their luck at Prescott’s card tables. It took almost two weeks on primitive desert roads for the Earps to reach the Old Pueblo of Tucson. Wyatt recalled, decades later, that “quite a number of my friends were living in Tucson. I had quite a big outfit and I camped out in the edge of town. I went uptown and met some of those friends and the sheriff there, his name was Chabelle [Shibell]. I was camped down there and he and another man came down there to see me and the sheriff prevailed upon me to take the deputyship.” Yet Wyatt’s memory was faulty, for Sheriff Charlie Shibell did not appoint him a deputy until eight months later. In fact, it was Virgil who went into Tucson on November 27, met with the federal court clerk, and signed his oath as deputy U.S. marshal.3

			Four days later, on December 1, 1879, the Earp wagon train finally hauled into Tombstone. They found it a rip-roaring boomtown where men shouldered into the saloons and the gambling halls and the bagnios. From a nearby mill came a constant stream of bricks, as buildings by the dozens sprouted up along Allen Street and the adjacent thoroughfares. Just a week before the Earps’ arrival, a visiting journalist wrote, “The town of Tombstone, having about three hundred inhabitants one month ago, has now over 1,500. Business of all kinds is well represented. Two lines of daily stages leave Tucson for that place, always full of passengers.” Investors as well as desperadoes drifted in. “These last few weeks we have been visited by dozens of capitalists...and many other prominent men of San Francisco.” He added, “Somehow whisky and mines appear to dovetail lovingly together. Many large sales of mines have been made these last few days to San Francisco and Eastern men. They now try to rival each other in buying. Thousands of dollars change hands every day.” The Earps hoped that some of that money would pass into their hands.4

			Charles A. Bartholomew, a shotgun messenger for Wells Fargo, later provided a vivid description of Tombstone: “The town was divided in the way that frontier towns usually were in those days, and still are at present, except that in Tombstone this division was probably more marked than elsewhere. One side of the main street was occupied by rough saloons, gambling houses and their accompaniments, while on the other side the stores and better class of people carried on their business. The Earp brothers and Holliday, and many of that class of men who were well behaved sporting men, boarded at the Cosmopolitan hotel, while the thieves and thugs made their rendezvous at the Grand.”5
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			Tombstone as the Earp boys first saw it circa 1879–1880.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			The Earp boys found Tombstone, like the Kansas cowtowns, a very dangerous place. It was then part of Pima County, one of the largest bailiwicks in America, consisting of five present-day counties in Southern Arizona. Pima County stretched three hundred miles from New Mexico east to Yuma County, and from the Mexican border 150 miles north to the Gila River. Its twenty-three thousand square miles were almost the size of West Virginia. Tucson was the county seat, and Tombstone was situated seventy miles southeast. Soon after Tombstone’s founding, the mining camps of Charleston, Contention City, Harshaw, and Bisbee sprang up. By 1880 the county’s population surged to twenty thousand, with about two thousand people living in Tombstone, a number that would triple in two years.

			Pima County, due to its remoteness, attracted not only the Cowboys, but many other bandits, fugitives, and desperadoes. It was then one of America’s most violent regions. The county saw twenty-five murders between October 1879 and October 1880. When adjusted for population, this equates to an annual rate of 147 homicides per 100,000 people, which is twenty-eight times higher than the modern national homicide rate. In 1881, newly created Cochise County, with a smaller population, had twenty-eight homicides, many of them committed by the Cowboys. That is an annual rate of 290 per 100,000, fifty-five times higher than the nation’s current homicide rate. As Wyatt Earp later said of Tombstone, “Before long the town had a population of 10,000 or 12,000, of whom about 300 were cattle thieves, stage robbers, murderers, and outlaws.” Although his population estimate was too high, he did not exaggerate the number of hard cases or the danger that they posed.6

			There were multifold reasons for such high levels of violence: a heavily armed populace, excessive drink, lack of strong law enforcement, ineffective courts, and the common belief that men were expected to solve their own problems, to “kill their own snakes.” Finally the ethic of personal honor was all-important in nineteenth-century America, especially on the frontier. Honor meant character, loyalty, courage, respect for women, and, especially, a firm refusal to never back down from an enemy. Conversely, gambling, drinking, fighting, and whoring were not dishonorable. The concept of honor was even codified in the western legal doctrine known as “no duty to retreat” or “stand your ground,” which allowed a man to resist attacks—even verbal threats—with deadly force. And a man had honor only if his peers acknowledged it. If they failed to accept him as an equal, his honor was gone, and only an act of retribution or valor could retrieve it. This notion of personal honor is crucial in understanding Wyatt Earp and his actions in Arizona Territory.7

			Virgil Earp offered a further reason for the violence: “The Tombstone country is of a peculiar character, the community being unsettled and dangerous. Most of the business men there stayed simply to make money enough to live somewhere else comfortably, and of course the greatest object with them is to have as much money as possible spent in the town and to get as much of it as they can, careless of the means of dispensation or the results of rough manners. Aside from the legitimate business men the bulk of the residents are idle or desperate characters, most of them coming into town broke and depending upon the gambling tables or criminal ventures to supply them with means of livelihood and dissipation.”8

			Virgil unwittingly included himself and his brothers in that assessment, for they had not come to Tombstone to settle permanently. And they came to make their fortune by gaming and speculating in mines and real estate. Wyatt, realizing there was no room for a third stage line, sold his heavy wagon to John Kinnear, who converted it into a stagecoach that he named the “Grand Central,” which would become famous in Tombstone. Wyatt quickly obtained other employment, as he recalled: “I dealt awhile in pasteboard and ivory.” In other words, he became a faro dealer at the Oriental Saloon. In faro, the dealer drew cards from a small box and placed them on a “layout” of thirteen cards affixed to the faro table. Gamblers bet on the rank, or number, of the cards drawn from the dealer’s box. Faro was a hugely popular card game in the Old West.9

			In Tombstone, the Earp boys turned over a new leaf. While Jim, Virgil, Wyatt, and Morg all gambled, none of them became involved in prostitution. Jim’s wife, Bessie, Virgil’s wife, Allie, and Wyatt’s wife, Mattie, all of whom had been sporting women, became housewives and were accepted as respectable townsfolk. More than anything, Tombstone offered each of them a chance for redemption. After all, that was what the West was all about: a frontier where settlers could get a new start in life, where poor men and women could prosper, where anyone could re-create themselves.

			Within a week of their arrival, Wyatt, Virgil, and Jim, in partnership with a gambler friend, Robert J. “Uncle Bob” Winders, acquired a mining claim near Tombstone. During the next year, with various other investors, they obtained at least nine more claims. Wyatt named one the Long Branch, after a popular saloon in Dodge City, and another after his wife, Mattie Blaylock. The Earp brothers also obtained a dozen town lots in Tombstone. Yet these ventures were more speculation than investment, and the Earps made their primary living as gamblers and faro dealers. Wyatt needed steadier work, and by July 1880 he was riding for Wells Fargo as a shotgun messenger on stagecoaches between Tombstone and Benson, an important stop on the newly built Southern Pacific Railroad.10

			That month Morgan Earp arrived in Tombstone. After going to Deadwood with Wyatt in 1877, he had spent his time gambling and prospecting and took a beautiful young wife, Louisa Houston. Like the relationships of Jim, Virgil, and Wyatt, this was probably a common-law marriage. In 1878 the couple settled in Miles City, Montana Territory, where Morgan associated with Jim Leavy, a noted gunfighter and gambler, and with Virgil’s con-man friend Doc Baggs. The following year Morg took part in a shoot-out in Miles City with a desperado named Brooks, killing him but being wounded in return. Wyatt recalled that Morgan carried the bullet in his body the rest of his life. That fall Morg was appointed a police officer in Butte, a position he held until March 1880. Because Louisa suffered from illness, they moved to his parents’ Southern California home before Morgan went on alone to join his brothers in Arizona.11

			When Virgil referred to “desperate characters” carousing in Tombstone, he meant the Cowboys. The Earp brothers quickly recognized that the Cowboys were very popular among Tombstone’s saloonkeepers and gamblers. Virgil explained, “As soon as they are in funds they ride into town, drink, gamble and fight. They spend their money as free as water in the saloons, dance houses or faro banks, and this is one reason they have so many friends in town. All that large class of degraded characters who gather the crumbs of such carouses stand ready to assist them out of any trouble or into any paying rascality. The saloons and gambling houses, into whose treasuries most of the money is ultimately turned, receive them cordially and must be called warm friends of the cowboys. A good many of the merchants fear to express themselves against the criminal element because they want to keep the patronage of the cowboys’ friends.”12

			While Morg was on his way to Tombstone by train and stage, Wyatt and Virgil had their first encounter with the Cowboys. On the night of July 21, 1880, rustlers stole six U.S. Army mules from Camp Rucker, a cavalry post on the west side of the Chiricahua Mountains. Lieutenant Joseph H. Hurst, at the head of a four-man detail, tracked the thieves for several days west into the San Pedro Valley. In Charleston they sent a telegraph message seeking help from Deputy U.S. Marshal Virgil Earp. Virgil had jurisdiction because the theft was a federal crime. He quickly enlisted the aid of Wyatt and Wells Fargo agent Marshall Williams, then rode to Charleston. They found one of the Cowboys, Dave Estes, a partner of John Ringo, and got him to admit that the mules had been stolen by Pony Diehl, Sherman McMaster (the former Texas Ranger), and a miner named Augustus T. Hansbrough. Estes said that the stolen mules were at the McLaury brothers’ ranch in the Babocomari Valley, about twenty miles west of Tombstone. As Wyatt recalled, “He said he had seen them there the day before. He said they were branding the mules ‘D.S.,’ making the D.S. out [of] U.S.”

			Virgil later insisted that Frank and Tom McLaury and Billy Clanton had also been involved in the mule theft. The Earp posse and the soldiers rode to the McLaury ranch. There Lieutenant Hurst told Frank McLaury that he was looking for six government mules stolen by Pony Diehl, Hansbrough, and McMaster. McLaury later explained, “I told him I had not seen either the men or the stock. He asked me if I did not know the men. I replied to him that I knew two of the men. He insisted that I should do what I could to see these men and have the stock returned and to tell the men that he did not want to make any arrests. I told him I would do what I could to assist him.”

			However, both Wyatt and Virgil said that Frank Patterson, the Cowboy who owned a ranch near the McLaurys and had shot the notorious Charley Snow a year earlier, worked out a compromise. In Virgil’s words, Patterson announced “that he would cause the surrender of the mules if no arrests were made. He stated that bloodshed was sure to follow if the pursuit were continued, and fearing his friends would be killed, promised to deliver the mules back in Charleston the next day. This compromise was made. We went back to Tombstone, Captain Hurst stopping at Charleston to wait for the mules. He waited two days, and on the second day the McLaurys, Clanton, and Patterson rode in and laughed at him, saying they had offered to compromise only to get clear of the Earp party. The mules were never returned.”13

			Lieutenant Hurst was incensed. He rode back to Tombstone and placed a notice in the Tombstone Epitaph on July 30 offering a twenty-five-dollar reward for Diehl, Hansbrough, and McMaster. His notice also accused Frank Patterson, Frank McLaury, and a third Cowboy, Jim Johnson, of hiding the mules, charging that “the stolen animals were secreted at or in the vicinity” of the McLaury brothers’ ranch. Now it was Frank McLaury’s turn to be enraged. He sent a detailed letter to the rival Tombstone Nugget, giving his version of the affair and saying that he asked Pony Diehl about the mules and Diehl told him “that he knew nothing of the stock and had not seen it.” In a masterpiece of obfuscation, he accused Hurst of stealing the mules himself and branded the lieutenant “a coward, a vagabond, a rascal and a malicious liar.” McLaury was plainly concerned about being publicly linked with the Cowboys. He declared, “My name is well known in Arizona and thank God this is the first time in my life that the name of dishonesty was ever attached to me.”14
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			Lieutenant Joseph Hurst’s reward notice for the Cowboys who stole the U.S. Army mules. Sherman McMaster’s name is misspelled.

			Author’s Collection.

			Lieutenant Hurst didn’t scare easily. The forty-four-year-old officer had seen extensive combat as a volunteer in the Civil War, being wounded in the battle of Chancellorsville in 1863 and again at Spotsylvania in 1864. At war’s end, he joined the regular army on the frontier, and in Arizona Territory he took part in campaigns against the Apaches. Later Hurst was promoted to captain and sent to South Dakota, where he would play an important role in disarming Sitting Bull’s band during the Ghost Dance War of 1890. Frank McLaury’s effort to intimidate Hurst, or goad him into a fight, failed, so he next approached Virgil Earp. As Virgil recalled, “Billy Clanton and both the McLaurys came to me and asked if I had anything to do with advertising them that way. I told them no.” In response, the hotheaded Frank McLaury barked, “If I thought you did I would make you fight right here. If you ever follow us as close as you did then you will have to fight anyway.”

			As Virgil told it, “I answered that if ever any warrant for his arrest were put into my hands I would endeavor to catch him, and no compromise would be made on my part to let him go. He replied that I would have to fight, that I would never take him alive. I said, ‘Frank, you are not looking for a quarrel, are you?’ And he said he had only come in to find out if I had anything to do with the notices, and if I had, to kill me, but they were satisfied that I had not.”

			But McLaury was still not finished. Recalled Wyatt, “About one month after we had followed up those mules, I met Frank and Tom McLaury in Charleston. They tried to pick a fuss out of me down there, and told me if I ever followed them up again as close as I did before, they would kill me.” After that, the McLaury boys wisely let the matter drop.15

			By that time Wyatt’s career as a Tombstone lawman had already begun. Gambling and investing in risky mining claims had failed to pan out. Instead, the one thing Wyatt was good at—law enforcement—paid a steady income. In Arizona, the county sheriff was also tax collector and assessor, and in lieu of a fixed salary, he received fees for performing sheriff’s duties and a portion (as much as 5 percent) of the taxes he collected. Many of the fees were paid by civil litigants for serving legal papers and enforcing judgments. The sheriff of Pima County earned as much as $25,000 a year, from which sum he paid some, though not all, of the expenses of his office. The post was a rich plum, for the average working man earned less than sixty dollars a month.16

			On July 27, 1880, three days before Lieutenant Hurst published his reward notice, Sheriff Charlie Shibell offered Wyatt a commission as resident deputy in Tombstone. As Earp recalled, “I told him I had just got away from that kind of a life at Dodge City and I didn’t want to go back to it, but he told me—put it up to me in a glowing way that it would be just the same as being sheriff of the county. He said, ‘You have got all that country over there and there is money in it.’ Finally I accepted the deputyship.” Commented John Clum, the editor of the Tombstone Epitaph who would become both town mayor and one of Wyatt’s strongest supporters, “The appointment of Wyatt Earp, as Deputy Sheriff, by Sheriff Shibell, is an eminently proper one.... Wyatt has filled various positions in which bravery and determination were requisites, and in every instance proved himself the right man in the right place. He is at present filling the position of shotgun messenger for Wells Fargo & Co., which he will resign to accept the later appointment.”17

			Wyatt quickly showed his experience. Three days after his appointment, a miner named Roger King shot and killed a man in a saloon quarrel. Tombstone then had no jail, and King was kept in a rooming house under guard by Tombstone’s other deputy sheriff, Newton Babcock. Two days later, on August 1, Wyatt had custody of King as he waited for the stage to take him to the county jail in Tucson. One of King’s miner friends, John J. Pace, handed Earp a handwritten message that read, “Babcock: You will please deliver prisoner to J.J. Pace. C. Shabell.” Wyatt looked over the document and noted the misspelling of the sheriff’s name. He concluded that the order was a forgery and refused to turn King loose. Pace appealed to Deputy Babcock, who insisted that Wyatt hand the prisoner over to Pace. Earp refused, and instead sent a telegram to Sheriff Shibell, who pronounced the order a fake and instructed Wyatt to arrest Pace also. “The frustration of the plan is entirely due to the judgment and good sense displayed by officer Earp,” declared the Tombstone Epitaph. Added the editor of the Tucson Star, “We greatly commend Mr. Earp for his sharpness.”18

			Two weeks later, on August 14, 1880, Wyatt and Morgan made their first murder arrest in Arizona. It arose out of one of Tombstone’s most infamous shootings. A few months earlier, on June 22, Buckskin Frank Leslie, a saloonkeeper and army scout, was “sparking” May Killeen on the front porch of the Cosmopolitan Hotel. Suddenly her estranged husband, Mike Killeen, approached and opened fire, grazing Buckskin Frank’s head. The two briefly struggled before Leslie and his friend George Perine yanked out their six-guns and mortally wounded Killeen. The two gunmen were arrested and then freed after Leslie swore that he alone had fired in self-defense. Then, on August 14, a warrant was issued for Perine based on newly discovered evidence. Wyatt Earp set out to arrest him, but Perine heard about the warrant and fled town on foot. Wyatt enlisted the help of Morg, and the two split up to scour the camp. Morgan learned from City Marshal Fred White that Perine had been spotted heading south from town. Morg rode to Old Tombstone, just south of town, where he asked a bystander about Perine.

			“Yonder he comes now,” the man exclaimed, pointing to a man in the distance. As Morgan later explained, “I then got on my horse and went to meet him, telling him he was my prisoner. I then put him on the horse, brought him to town, and turned him over to Deputy Sheriff Babcock.” Perine’s preliminary examination lasted ten days, with twenty witnesses testifying, and gripped the town largely due to its sex-scandal component. Perine was held to answer and Wyatt took him to Tucson to face the grand jury. However, because the shooting vaguely resembled mutual combat, the grand jury refused to indict him and he was released.19

			The day after Perine’s arrest, August 15, Wyatt got word that five horses had been stolen from a storekeeper in Contention City, fourteen miles northwest of Tombstone. He sent Virgil and Morgan to investigate, and they managed to track the thieves from Contention ten miles south to Charleston. There they learned that their quarry had a forty-mile head start toward Mexico. The brothers realized that pursuit was fruitless, but before they could return to Tombstone, Deputy Sheriff Jim Scow told them that a Mexican had stolen a mule and fled Contention. Virgil and Morg raced after the Mexican and soon overtook him. As the Tombstone Epitaph reported, “He showed fight, but gave up when a six-shooter was run under his nose by Morgan Earp.”20

			Virgil, Wyatt, and Morgan quickly emerged as three of the most active and capable lawmen in Southern Arizona. Although Morg was not a regular officer, both Wyatt and Virgil had the authority to enlist him as a posseman. He also took over Wyatt’s duties as Wells Fargo’s shotgun messenger. Whenever a serious offense took place, one or more of the Earp boys took a prominent role in the manhunt. On the evening of August 24, a young teamster named George McKinney got into a quarrel at Watervale, three miles north of Tombstone. As McKinney fought with another man, Captain Henry Malcolm tried to break up the fray. Malcolm was a Mexican War veteran and Arizona pioneer who owned a nearby stage station known as Malcolm’s Wells. He seized an unloaded shotgun and broke it across McKinney’s back. McKinney roared at Malcolm, “Do you want any of the pie? What business have you to interfere with the fight?”

			Captain Malcolm ignored the threat and started to walk away. He didn’t get far.

			McKinney grabbed a Smith & Wesson revolver and put three slugs into him, causing near-instant death. Word reached Wyatt in Tombstone within an hour, and he and Morgan galloped to the scene. They could find no trace of the killer and quit the hunt after darkness fell. But Wyatt did not give up easily. The next day he got word that McKinney had been seen at his father’s house near the San Pedro River. He rode out alone and talked with McKinney’s father, who said his son was a quarter mile distant, bathing in the river. Earp found the killer and arrested him without a fight. McKinney told Wyatt he had acted in self-defense and had fled the scene because he feared he would be lynched in Tombstone. McKinney was brought to trial six weeks later and found not guilty, despite the fact that he had killed an unarmed man.

			Under both English and American common law, a man had a duty to retreat from an attacker—to literally “retreat to the wall” before he could legally kill in self-defense. But on the frontier, a man’s personal honor—his right to prove he was not a coward—took precedence over the value of human life. The “stand your ground” defense was expanded by western juries that routinely declined to convict those—like George McKinney—who participated in any altercation that even remotely resembled mutual combat. As a consequence, assaults with fists, or even verbal threats, could be met with deadly force, and such killings were often condoned by jurors.21

			Given how aggressively Wyatt embraced his law enforcement duties, it was only a matter of time before he had another run-in with the Cowboys. One of the most murderous of the band was twenty-nine-year-old Elliott Larkin Ferguson, known in Arizona as Pete Spence. Wyatt once called him an “audacious artist in crime.” Like Sherm McMaster, he was a former Texas Ranger, having served during 1874 in South Texas. He quickly turned to outlawry, joining a gang of livestock thieves, and was charged with murder. In 1876 Spence and seven other desperadoes held up and robbed a bank in Goliad, Texas. Two years later he was in Tucson, standing trial for another murder, but a jury acquitted him. Because he used the Spence alias, Arizonans had no idea that he was a fugitive from Texas. Spence and his saddle partner, Frank Stilwell, had been arrested as suspects in the 1879 murder of John Van Houten near the Brunckow Mine.

			Pete Spence drifted into Tombstone, where he acquired a mining claim. But thievery was his passion. On September 29, 1880, a Mexican stole two mules across the line in Sonora. The thief brought the animals to Tombstone, where he peddled them to Spence, who in turn resold them. As Wyatt knew, the trade in stolen horseflesh was all too common. On one occasion, a Cowboy brought a horse from New Mexico and offered it for sale in Tombstone. When asked about its legal ownership, he wisecracked, “The title is good west of here but don’t take him into New Mexico.” Soon the owner of the two stolen mules spotted the animals in Charleston. Learning that Pete Spence had sold them, the owner appeared before Justice of the Peace Jim Burnett and swore out a warrant against Spence for grand larceny. Burnett delivered the warrant to Wyatt Earp, who arrested the Cowboy without any trouble on October 23. When Spence insisted that he did not know the animals were stolen, he was bound over to face the grand jury simply as a witness. This was not Wyatt’s last encounter with Pete Spence.22

			A few days after Wyatt arrested Spence, Curly Bill and a bunch of Cowboys arrived in Tombstone, fresh from their exploits in shooting up San Simon and threatening the President of the United States. The band included Andy Ames, Frank Patterson, Ed Collins, Jim Johnson, and Dick Lloyd, the compadre of Billy the Kid. On October 27 the Cowboys stopped to watch a wild colt that was bucking and kicking in a livery corral. The horse had already bucked off one man. As a large crowd gathered, Dick Lloyd volunteered to break the animal. A journalist who watched the action said, “Bets of two to one were freely offered that Lloyd would not be thrown, with no takers. Taking an extra turn or two on the cinch, Lloyd mounted, and about that time the cayuse bounded into the air so far that it looked as if he would land on the second-story porch of the Cosmopolitan Hotel. The writer has seen some tall bucking before, but we are free to confess the little bay beat them all. Lloyd stuck to him manfully, but with the slipping of the cinch, he was finally tossed clear out of the saddle and onto the ground. Nothing daunted, he remounted and was again thrown. This process was gone through with three separate times, Lloyd coming up smiling each time. Persevering through with it and Lloyd finally compelled the vicious bronco to allow himself to be ridden, and rode him off amid the cheers of the assembled crowd.”23

			That night Curly Bill and the other Cowboys gathered in Corrigan’s saloon on Allen Street. They tanked up on forty-rod whiskey and boasted that if “officers interfered with them they would eat them, as they frequently dined on officers.” Curly Bill, then about twenty-four years old, was just starting to become well-known in Tombstone, but his true surname was and is a mystery. In Texas and New Mexico, he went by Bresnaham; in Arizona by Brocius. A contemporary described him thus: “His rude makeup of rough pants stuck in his boots, blue shirt, flaming red necktie and great sombrero added to a bad countenance much that was picturesque. He had a knife in his boot, two six-shooters about his waist and was ready for a frolic at any time, even at the risk of life.”24

			A Galeyville resident and acquaintance of Curly Bill offered an equally colorful portrait. “He is about 5 feet 9 inches high, and of light but compact and sinewy frame. He has sharp features, a prominent Roman nose, massive under-face, and long neck. His hair is dark and curly—hence his pseudonym. He has a beautiful set of teeth. I was most struck by his eyes. Their expression is not quick and piercing, but steadfast and calm.... In speech I found him very civil. His language was somewhat choice, and absolutely free from the coarseness so prominent in the talk of others of his class. Conversing with him, I was surprised by his intelligence and sound sense.” His opinion was shared by a journalist of the day who wrote, “He is a well educated, gentlemanly young fellow and very pleasant in manner, when he hasn’t got too much cowboys’ cordial on board. Then he ‘whoops it up’ with the worst of them.”25

			While Curly Bill and the Cowboys whooped it up in Corrigan’s, they were joined by Andrew McCauley, a twenty-four-year-old miner who lived next door to Jim Earp, and by a tough character named Jerry Ackerson. At forty, Ackerson was much older than most of the Cowboys. A week later the editor of the Tucson Citizen said of him, “Ackerson was a well-known man in the county, and has for some time been engaged in mining and stock raising. He was a delegate from Tombstone to the late Democratic County Convention in this city. He was generally regarded as a quiet and peaceable man, although he was identified more or less with the notorious cow-boys.”26

			It was now just after midnight, and Curly Bill, Andy Ames, Frank Patterson, Ed Collins, Jim Johnson, and Dick Lloyd were well lubricated with whiskey. Andrew McCauley later said he had never met Curly Bill before. “I was on my way home when I stopped in Corrigan’s saloon and met this party [of Cowboys] and we took a drink or two together, and someone proposed going up the street, and we all started out on the street. As we were going along, some of the boys pulled their pistols and fired several shots.” McCauley, who was not a desperado, turned immediately to Jim Johnson and exclaimed, “Let’s get out of this.”

			At the same time, Curly Bill, who had not done any shooting, declared, “This won’t do, boys,” and then ordered one of the Cowboys, “Don’t do that!”

			Curly’s comrades ignored him and shot several more times into the air. Meanwhile, an unarmed Wyatt Earp was in Danner & Owens’s saloon nearby. When he heard the loud thud of a pistol shot he ran outside onto Allen Street. Another shot rang out, and Wyatt spotted a muzzle flash down the street, near the corner of Sixth. Soon Wyatt was joined by his brother Morg and faro dealer Fred Dodge. As a crowd poured out of the saloons, Curly Bill, Johnson, and McCauley fled into an empty lot behind a building between Allen and Toughnut Streets. As Johnson explained later, “We were afraid we would be arrested and ran behind to get away.”

			Wyatt borrowed a six-gun from Fred Dodge and followed the Cowboys into the lot. He got there in time to see City Marshal Fred White, who had also been attracted by the gunfire. White stepped up to Curly Bill and exclaimed, “I am an officer. Give me your pistol.”

			Curly drew his .45 Colt’s six-shooter from its holster, which had slipped around behind him on his gunbelt, and handed it, muzzle forward, to the marshal. White, an inexperienced thirty-year-old officer, grabbed the barrel. At the same time, Wyatt seized Brocius from behind and pinioned his arms. As White tried to pull the revolver from Curly Bill’s hand, he ordered, “You damned son of a bitch, give up that gun!”

			At the same instant, the weapon discharged with a roar and a bullet slammed into White’s abdomen. The marshal dropped to the ground, desperately wounded, and gasped, “I am shot.”

			At that Wyatt “buffaloed” Curly Bill by slamming the barrel of his six-shooter over the desperado’s head. Brocius dropped like a stone. Earp reached down, picked up Curly Bill’s .45, then jerked the badman to his feet.

			“What have I done?” Curly demanded. “I have not done anything to be arrested for.”

			Wyatt ignored his protests and dragged him off to jail. Then he, Virgil, and Morgan quickly rounded up Andy Ames, Frank Patterson, Ed Collins, Jim Johnson, Dick Lloyd, and Jerry Ackerson and lodged them behind bars. They could not find Andrew McCauley, for by his own admission, “I skinned out and went home.” In the morning, the prisoners all appeared before Justice of the Peace Mike Gray, who ordered Curly Bill held on a charge of assault with intent to commit murder. Because several witnesses stated that Patterson had tried to quiet the bunch, he was released. Ames admitted carrying a concealed weapon and firing it, and Gray fined him forty dollars. Collins, Lloyd, and Johnson pleaded guilty to carrying a concealed weapon and Gray handed each a ten-dollar fine. Gray ordered Wyatt to release Ackerson. When Wyatt did so, he immediately received harsh criticism. In response, Earp showed the Epitaph a note from Justice Gray stating that Ackerson had posted bail and ordering his release.27
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			Fred White, city marshal of Tombstone. He was shot and killed by Curly Bill Brocius on October 28, 1880.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			John Clum, editor of the Epitaph, promptly commended “Deputy Sheriff Earp, who is ever to the front when duty calls,” and added, “Too much praise cannot be given to...Deputy Sheriff Earp and his brothers for the energy displayed in bringing the malefactors to arrest.” At midday, as Marshal White struggled for his life, rumors swept Tombstone that vigilantes would storm the jail and lynch Curly Bill. Brocius, acting on advice of a local attorney, waived his preliminary hearing so that he could be removed immediately to the county jail in Tucson. Wyatt and a gambler friend, George “Shotgun” Collins, took Curly out of jail and bundled him into a buggy. With Virgil, Morgan, and several other mounted riders as guards, they headed toward Tucson. Several miles out, with no lynchers appearing, Virgil and the horsemen rode back to Tombstone, while Wyatt and Shotgun Collins continued on. During the buggy ride, Curly Bill asked Wyatt where he could get a good lawyer. Earp recommended the Tucson law firm of Benjamin H. Hereford and James A. Zabriskie. Brocius immediately responded that “he didn’t want Zabriskie, as he had prosecuted him once in Texas.”

			Wyatt and Shotgun Collins safely delivered their prisoner to the jail in Tucson and returned to Tombstone the next day. Marshal White, after lingering in agony for two days, died on October 30. His funeral the following day was one of Tombstone’s largest. One thousand mourners—half the town’s population—followed the procession to the cemetery. Meanwhile, Wyatt provided John Clum with some information he had gleaned about Curly Bill. As the Epitaph reported the day of the funeral, “From Deputy Sheriff Earp we learn that the man who killed Marshal White is an old offender against the law. Within the past few years he stopped a stage in El Paso County, Texas, killing one man and dangerously wounding another. He was tried and sentenced to ten years in the penitentiary, but managed to make his escape shortly after being incarcerated.” Wyatt’s information, which may have come directly from Brocius, was generally correct: Curly Bill had stopped an army ambulance, not a stage; neither of the shooting victims died; and Curly received a five-year term rather than ten. Nonetheless, why a hardened desperado like Curly Bill Brocius would reveal his theretofore unknown record to Wyatt Earp is not readily apparent. It may be that Curly, relieved and thankful to Wyatt for protecting him from a lynch mob, let his guard down and confessed his past.28

			The death of Marshal White brought the Earp boys into immediate prominence in Tombstone law enforcement. Later in the day that White was shot, the town council appointed Virgil assistant city marshal. This post would soon bring him, and his brothers, into deadly battle against the Cowboys. As Virgil later explained, “We went into Tombstone to do our duty as officers. To do that we were put in conflict with a band of desperadoes, and it resolved itself into a question of which side could first drive the other out of the country, or kill them in it.”29

		
	
		
			5

			Curly Bill Takes Charge

			Buzzards circled over Croton Springs as two cowhands rode in to water their horses. The drovers’ range was a vast one: they worked for cattle baron Henry Hooker, whose immense Sierra Bonita Ranch sprawled across the Sulphur Springs Valley. There Hooker’s men herded eight thousand head of cattle and five hundred horses on nine hundred square miles of grazing land. As the drovers prepared to dismount, they spotted a man, prone on the sand near the springs. They rode in closer. It was Jerry Ackerson, and he was a corpse. A quick look showed that he had died fighting. He lay facedown, his Winchester Model 1876 rifle still gripped in his lifeless hands. He had fired one shot, and the ejected cartridge was on the ground next to his body. The cowpunchers carefully inspected Ackerson’s rifle and his body. They could see that he had levered a second round and prepared to fire when a bullet struck him in one temple. The ball had torn completely through his head, scattering his brains and blood on the desert sand.

			It turned out that Ackerson and Curly Bill’s other comrades had wanted no more of the Earp boys in Tombstone. After being released from the jail, Ackerson, Dick Lloyd, Jim Johnson, and Andy Ames had mounted their horses and headed east toward the San Simon Cienega. Ackerson never made it. On October 31, 1880, while Marshal White’s funeral was under way, the two cowpunchers found his body at Croton Springs. This was a popular watering spot on the overland wagon road, halfway between Tombstone and San Simon. Sheriff Charlie Shibell, to no one’s surprise, did not investigate. Instead, Wells Fargo’s Bob Paul, on learning of the murder, telegraphed to Tombstone asking who Ackerson had been with when he left town. Wyatt Earp began working up the case and found witnesses who reported that Ackerson had ridden out with the Cowboys, while others claimed that he left alone. Wyatt heard rumors that Ackerson had sold his mining interests for $5,000 and had this sum with him, but he quickly determined that the stories were false. Earp learned, probably from the jailer, that the dead man had only $100 on his person when he left Tombstone. And the murder was certainly done by white men, for Apaches would never have left the rifle behind. The Winchester 1876 was a new and rather uncommon weapon, easily identified, which was probably why his killers didn’t take it. After the Tombstone Nugget insisted that “Jerry Ackerson...was murdered by cow boys,” a report came into town that Andy Ames had also been found dead near Croton Springs. Fortunately for Ames, the story proved baseless.1

			Jerry Ackerson’s friendship with the Cowboys had proved a deadly error in judgment. Dick Lloyd and Jim Johnson were reckless and deadly enough to have killed Ackerson in a quarrel. Andy Ames, on the other hand, later served honorably as an army scout in the Apache Wars. Whether any of them murdered Ackerson was never proved, but they remain the prime suspects in his death.

			Lloyd and Johnson, after riding out of Tombstone with Ackerson and Ames, continued east until they reached the ranch of Ike Clanton and Joe Hill in the San Simon Cienega. As we have seen, at that time there were six ranches in the Cienega, all situated along the three miles of stream bed. From north to south were the claims of John Magill, Nick Hughes, the “Missouri boys” (William Stark and Albert George), Joe Hill and Ike Clanton, and finally, the southernmost, that of A. H. Thompson. When Jim Johnson stepped inside Clanton’s ranch house, he was surprised to find election ballots scattered all over the washstand and the bed. Ike, Bob Martin, and a Lordsburg saloonkeeper named Martin “Bud” Stiles were downing glasses of whiskey as they prepared a forged poll list and phony voting registration certificates. The Cowboys were taking a break from cattle theft, smuggling, and murder, and now were dabbling in politics. They hoped to engineer a crooked election to help reelect Sheriff Charlie Shibell.2

			Pima County’s chief lawman had come under increasing fire for his failure to suppress outlawry. A Democrat, Shibell had lived in Arizona since 1862 and was first elected sheriff in 1876. During 1879 and 1880, as lawbreaking by the outlaws intensified, Arizona newspapers repeatedly charged that the Cowboys were a greater menace than the Apaches. Despite that, Shibell took little if any action to curb their smuggling and rustling activities before his appointment of Wyatt Earp as deputy sheriff. The notable exception was when his deputies arrested Cowboys for shooting innocent people: Pete Spence for an 1878 murder; John Ringo in 1879 for shooting Louis Hancock; and Tom Harper, who shot and killed an unarmed teamster in 1880. Shibell’s lax attitude was partly due to the fact that most of the Cowboys were Democrats from Texas who supported him for sheriff. At the Democratic county convention in Tucson on August 31, 1880, Charlie Shibell was nominated for his third term. The Cowboys’ great interest in the election became clear when John Ringo, one of the Cowboy leaders, attended the convention and objected that he was not given a seat as delegate from the San Simon precinct.3
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			Charlie Shibell, sheriff of Pima County, who appointed Wyatt Earp as one of his deputies.

			Author’s Collection.

			Now Bob Paul, a Republican with financial and political support from Wells Fargo and the Southern Pacific Railroad, tossed his hat in the ring. The Tombstone Epitaph, which thought Shibell spent too much time behind his desk, threw its support behind Paul. “The people of Pima County want a fearless man, one who will say come boys instead of go boys, when danger menaces. Any good clerk can do the civil work in a sheriff’s office. A sheriff’s duties are in the field and not in his office. The people pay a sheriff for taking chances, and when he thinks his hide is too good to stop bullets in the line of his duty he ought to be relegated to some other sphere in life. Shibell does not possess one qualification for a sheriff. Paul possesses and has demonstrated the fact while sheriff of one of the, at the time, most lawless counties in California, namely Calaveras, that he was the right man in the right place.”4

			Meanwhile, Democratic leaders chose the ranch house of Clanton and Hill as the polling place for the San Simon Cienega precinct, and swore in Ike as election inspector with John Ringo and cattle thief A. H. Thompson as precinct judges. Republicans were apoplectic. The Tombstone Epitaph charged that Democrats had established the polling place at San Simon “to give the Texan cow-boys, who last year turned Lincoln County, N. M., into pandemonium, a chance to vote the Democratic ticket.” Republican leaders quickly demonstrated that Ike Clanton’s house was just across the line in New Mexico. They had the Pima County board of supervisors move the polling place to John Magill’s house, which was a mile inside Arizona. But that was too little, too late.

			Well before the November 2 election, Ike Clanton had been busy creating a fraudulent poll list of voters’ names. In books and film, Ike has customarily been portrayed as an ignorant buffoon. However, his election rigging shows that he was literate and relatively sophisticated. As a journalist who knew him explained, Clanton was “a man away above mediocrity in point of native intelligence, and who, if he had had an education and had chosen to follow an honorable course of livelihood, would have been a leader among the honorable citizens of the territory.” A few days before the balloting, Ike took the train into Tucson to visit Curly Bill in jail. While Clanton was there, he learned that the polling place had changed to John Magill’s, thus requiring him to create a new poll list. Ike obtained a packet of printed ballots and returned to his ranch in the San Simon Cienega. There he and Bob Martin concocted a new poll list containing one hundred phony voters. The list included some of the most notorious of the Cowboys, including Phin Clanton, Dick Lloyd, John Ringo, Billy Leonard, Cactus Bill Graham and his brother George, Joe Hill, Nick Hughes, and George Turner. In their fake poll list, Clanton and Martin included several dozen men who actually lived in New Mexico, as far away as Lordsburg and Cloverdale. But thinking that this number was not enough to carry the day for Shibell, they added many names that were entirely fictitious. They also filled out numerous ballots for Charlie Shibell and other Democratic candidates.5

			Ike Clanton apparently ran out of ballots, because he made another quick trip to Tucson by train and returned with extra ballots one day before the election. He and Bob Martin wrote out the additional ballots until they had one hundred for Charlie Shibell and other Democratic candidates. The Cowboys, especially Cactus Bill Graham, found enormous fun in the scheme. Cactus Bill was the clown prince of the Cowboys; Jim Johnson called him “a comical genius.” Johnson watched as Cactus Bill and the other Cowboys laughed uproariously about the crooked election. John Magill, whose house was to serve as the polling place, must have heard the loud joking, because when the Cowboys asked him to be an election inspector, he refused.6

			At dawn on election day, November 2, Ike and Phin Clanton, with Bob Martin, Bud Stiles, Jim Johnson, Cactus Bill Graham, Layman “Lem” Ball, and Edward “Duke” Raymond, rode from Ike’s ranch to Magill’s place. By the time the Cowboys reached his ranch, Magill had made sure that he was far away, harvesting his corn crop. Neither John Ringo nor Nick Hughes was with them; Hughes had landed in a Mexican jail on a charge of stealing sheep. As Jim Johnson later recalled, they went inside Magill’s house and immediately “commenced counting the certificates out to correspond with the ballots and put them in the box.” While Magill’s wife minded her children and housework, the Cowboys rigged the election. It took them just an hour and a half. As several of the Cowboys read aloud the names from the registration certificates, Bob Martin wrote each one down on a tally list. Then they folded up each ballot and dropped it into the ballot box. After stuffing the ballot box, the Cowboys loitered about Magill’s house, but no actual voters showed up. “We laughed and joked one another...about the affair,” recalled Johnson. Just before noon they swung into their saddles and made the ten-minute ride back to Clanton’s to eat lunch.7

			Just as the Cowboys were finishing their noonday meal, Randolph B. Kelly, a Republican poll watcher, arrived at Clanton’s ranch. Kelly, a stranger, did not know the Cowboys and displayed a handful of Republican ballots. He explained that he had been sent to San Simon as a poll watcher. The Cowboys invited Magill and Kelly to eat, but the latter was eager to get to the polling place. So Kelly clambered into a wagon, accompanied by Magill, the two rustlers known as “the Missouri boys”—Albert George and William Stark—and a man named Smith who may have been the notorious Six-Shooter Smith. They headed toward Magill’s house.8

			Bob Martin, Ike Clanton, and the rest of the Cowboys became alarmed, fearing that Kelly would discover the fraud. They mounted their horses and galloped back to the polls, racing past Magill’s wagon on the way. When Magill, Kelly, and the others arrived at Magill’s house, half a dozen of the Cowboys were inside, putting on a show of running a legitimate poll. They instructed Kelly to step up to a window on the front porch. There they had him hand over his certificate of registration and allowed him to vote. Kelly found Cactus Bill Graham and Layman Ball acting as election judges, Bob Martin and Duke Raymond as clerks, and Jim Johnson as inspector. Kelly later said that about twenty-five people were there, including Magill’s wife and children. The only persons who voted were eight of the Cowboys, who cast ballots in front of Kelly in the hope of fooling him into thinking it was a lawful election. When the poll closed that evening and the votes were counted, a surprised Kelly found that the box contained 104 ballots. All of them were for Charlie Shibell except his vote for Bob Paul. Kelly, as soon as he returned to his home in Willcox, wrote to Republican leaders in Tucson that the San Simon election was a fraud. A few days later, when the county-wide ballots had been counted, Charles Shibell had 1,726 votes to Bob Paul’s 1,668. Shibell had beaten Paul by just 58 votes. The phony ballots cast by the Cowboys had cost Paul the election.9
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			A typical adobe ranch house in the San Simon Cienega, circa mid to late 1880s.

			Author’s Collection.

			In popular myth, it was Curly Bill Brocius who engineered the San Simon election fraud. And just before the polls closed, he supposedly declared, “Boys, this election has gone too one-sided to suit me, and just to show them fellers down at Tucson that there is no coercion in this camp I am going to give Bob Paul one.” According to another widely believed account, “on the morning of election day, John Ringo, Curly Bill, Milt and Billy Hicks, Joe Hill and a few others rode into the little station of San Simon...on the Southern Pacific Railroad, and took possession of the voting precinct and all of them proceeded to vote, and to make sure that none had been left out or overlooked, they voted several times over again; then they got all the white people of the little place—men, women, and children, probably eight or ten in all—and voted them in the same manner, then they rounded up the Chinese and Mexican section hands and voted them two or three times over, then they voted all their horses and a dog or two and a stray cat, and finally to make sure no one was neglected and not been given a chance to cast his ballot, they voted every one over again.” These accounts were fiction, because on election day Curly Bill Brocius was in the Tucson jail.10

			Bob Paul was infuriated by the election results. He recognized that the San Simon precinct had only a handful of voters and therefore most of the 104 ballots had to be fraudulent. Soon afterward Paul visited Tombstone, and as he climbed down from the stage he spotted Wyatt Earp. He stepped close and grumbled, “Wyatt, I’ve been robbed.”

			“I know it, Bob. But you can win yet,” Wyatt replied. The two discussed the election result for an hour. It was obvious that the tiny San Simon precinct could not have polled 104 votes. The two lawmen also recognized that most of the settlers in the San Simon Cienega were associated with the Cowboys, but to prove fraud they needed one of the election riggers to confess. Wyatt Earp later said that he talked with several of Curly Bill’s friends in Tombstone and offered to testify that the Marshal White shooting was an accident, provided that one of them came clean about the election fraud.11

			The Earp brothers had openly supported Bob Paul in the election campaign. On November 9, probably at Charlie Shibell’s demand, Wyatt resigned as deputy sheriff. Shibell promptly replaced him with the politically connected Johnny Behan, former legislator and ex-sheriff of Yavapai County. Though Wyatt had lost his badge, he gained a lifelong friend in Bob Paul. Both Earp and Behan aspired to the office of sheriff of a newly proposed county, Cochise, to be created from the eastern portion of Pima County with Tombstone as the county seat. Its officers would be appointed by the territorial governor. Behan, due to his connections, was the favorite, for Wyatt had little political pull. Behan, however, recognized that Wyatt was a highly capable lawman. He later explained, “When I became satisfied that I would get the appointment, I went to Mr. Earp and told him that I knew I would get the appointment of sheriff, and that I would like to have him in the office with me. I also told him that I did not want him to cease his efforts to get the office if he could. I told him I was sure I could get it and that if I did, I would take him in, that in case he got the office, I did not want anything to do with it. He said it was very kind of me, that if he got the office he had his brothers to provide for, and could not return the compliment if he got it. I said I asked nothing if he got it, but in case I got it, and I was certain of it, I would like to have him in the office with me.”12

			Meanwhile, Wyatt continued his efforts to help Bob Paul win the office of sheriff. He spoke with Curly Bill, reportedly telling him, “Come through about the...votes, and I won’t dispute White’s dying statement. Otherwise I’ll swear you shot White as he reached for your gun. If the law doesn’t hang you on that, Fred White’s friends will.”
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			Bob Paul, Wyatt Earp’s friend who became sheriff of Pima County in 1881.

			Author’s Collection.

			Wyatt and Bob Paul also spoke to Ike Clanton and Jim Johnson about the crooked balloting. Johnson had once been a butcher in San Jose, California, before drifting to the mining camps of Nevada and the Black Hills. He finally landed in Arizona during the great silver rush. Though Johnson held himself out as a miner, he rode with Ike Clanton and Curly Bill and sold their stolen cattle in Tombstone. Jim Johnson and Ike Clanton were eager to help free Curly Bill, but neither had the money to hire an attorney to defend him. Ike therefore offered Bob Paul a deal: if Paul would loan Johnson $250 to engage a lawyer for Curly Bill, Johnson would testify about the San Simon ballot fraud. Bob Paul agreed and handed over the $250, which Johnson in turn paid to a capable Tucson attorney. Bob Paul then filed an election contest, Paul v. Shibell, in the District Court in Tucson. When it came to trial in January 1881, Jim Johnson was his star witness. The judge threw out the election returns and ruled that Bob Paul was the new sheriff of Pima County. Shibell immediately appealed to the Territorial Supreme Court, and Paul went back to riding for Wells Fargo while the appeal was pending.13

			Just before the Paul v. Shibell trial began, the first friction between Wyatt Earp and Johnny Behan arose. Charlie Shibell, unaware of Clanton’s deal with Bob Paul, obtained a subpoena for Ike to testify. Shibell thought that Clanton would be one of his most important witnesses and would swear that there had been no election fraud at San Simon. He sent a telegram to his Tombstone deputy, Behan, instructing him to serve the subpoena on Ike. Behan did not know the location of the Clanton ranch. After learning from Virgil that it was near Charleston, he started out in a buggy with two other men. It was after dark, and while on the road two riders galloped past his buggy. Behan thought that the horsemen were Wyatt Earp and Doc Holliday. Behan soon arrived in Charleston, but instead of serving the subpoena himself, he gave it to a messenger and asked him to take it to the Clanton ranch. Instead, the subpoena was never served and Clanton never appeared in Tucson to testify for Shibell.

			Behan recalled that he ran into Ike a few days later. Behan said that Clanton told him that “I came near getting myself in a hell of a scrape” and that Wyatt had warned Ike about the subpoena. “He said the Earps had sent word to him [that] I had taken a posse of nine men to arrest him and take him to Tucson,” related Behan. “Then he told me that he had armed his crowd, that they had got out with guns, and were not going to be taken to Tucson.” Behan believed that Earp had learned of Shibell’s telegram and that Wyatt and Doc had overtaken him on the road in order to alert Ike. Evidently, part of Clanton’s deal with Bob Paul and Wyatt Earp was that they would not call him to testify, thus Wyatt had warned him about the subpoena. Behan was so incensed that he revoked his offer to make Wyatt his deputy when he became Cochise County sheriff.14

			Shibell and Behan were not the only ones with political troubles, for Virgil Earp had his own election problems in Tombstone. A special ballot was held on November 12 to replace City Marshal Fred White. Virgil ran an energetic campaign but lost, earning 259 votes. His competitor, Ben Sippy, polled 311. Two days later Virgil resigned as assistant city marshal but continued his work as a deputy U.S. marshal. But this would hardly prove to be the end of his law enforcement career in Tombstone.15

			Meanwhile, the good fellowship demonstrated by the Cowboys in attempting to defeat Bob Paul quickly vanished. Soon after the election, they quarreled over a band of stolen horses. The animals were claimed by Bob Martin and George Turner on the one hand, and by Six-Shooter Smith, Bud Stiles, Luther King, and Billy Leonard on the other. King and Leonard would soon achieve notoriety, and then tangle with Wyatt Earp. On the night of November 22, 1880, the latter four Cowboys slipped onto Turner’s ranch in the San Simon Cienega. They rounded up seven horses and mules and fled south.

			Martin and Turner quickly discovered the theft and gathered three of their men: Duke Raymond and two Cowboys named Colt and Domingues. The latter was undoubtedly Martin’s partner Ponciano Domingues. They grabbed their guns, saddled up, and galloped off in pursuit. Martin and the rest followed their quarry southeast into New Mexico’s Animas Mountains. They caught up with the rival Cowboys near the Downing ranch, where a blistering gun battle erupted. Outnumbered and outgunned, Smith, Stiles, King, and Leonard fled, leaving behind Turner’s animals, as well as eight horses they had stolen from Shakespeare, New Mexico. Martin’s men believed, incorrectly, that they had killed Luther King and seriously wounded Six-Shooter Smith. Martin and his Cowboys then rode back to Turner’s ranch with the recovered stock.

			Billy Leonard and his fellow Cowboys were enraged and vowed revenge. They followed Bob Martin and their other erstwhile friends back to Turner’s ranch, careful to keep out of sight, and watched them at a distance through a field glass. They saw Martin and Turner leave the ranch with a remuda of horses and start north. The two Cowboy leaders, in an uncharacteristic display of honesty, rode thirty-five miles northeast to Shakespeare, where they returned the eight stolen horses to their owner. Martin and Turner had been almost continuously in the saddle for four days. On Friday, November 26, they mounted up and rode out of Shakespeare. Their enemies were ready for them. Smith, Stiles, King, and Leonard set up an ambush in Granite Gap, ten miles north of Turner’s ranch. They knew Martin and Turner would have to pass through Granite Gap on the return trail.

			Just before dusk, the unsuspecting Bob Martin and George Turner rode into Granite Gap. The four Cowboys, hidden behind large rocks near the trail, suddenly opened up a terrific barrage of fire. Bullets tore into the horses of Martin and Turner, killing both mounts. The riders jumped free, but before they could get their guns into action, a bullet hit Bob Martin in the head. The Cowboy chieftain died instantly. Turner raced for cover. He spotted the attackers’ horses picketed up the trail. Hoping to gain his escape by shooting their mounts, he opened fire but only managed to kill one animal. The four assassins kept up a hot fire, and Turner fled in a hail of bullets. He hid in the rocks, and as darkness fell, slipped away and walked the ten miles back to his ranch. As one newspaperman reported a few days later, “It was a close call, as there were several bullet holes through his clothes.”

			At daybreak, Turner, accompanied by a band of loyal Cowboys, returned to Granite Gap with a wagon. After loading Bob Martin’s body into the wagon, they brought it back to Turner’s ranch and gave the Cowboy leader an ignominious burial. But the rival Cowboys were not finished. They soon arrived at Turner’s ranch and tried to make off with more stock, but Turner and his men drove them away with rifle fire. Turner organized a pursuit, but Smith, Stiles, King, and Leonard had vanished. Turner’s men found nothing but their abandoned camp in the hills. On November 29 George Turner sent a telegram to Sheriff Harvey Whitehill in Silver City: “Myself and Bob Martin were waylaid on Friday by four horse thieves, and Martin killed. If possible send out four men to protect life and property. I will give $1,000 for the apprehension of these murderers.”

			The irony of a Cowboy seeking aid from the law was lost on Whitehill, who had befriended John Kinney and Curly Bill and made no effort to arrest Bob Martin in Silver City. He sent his fast-shooting deputy, Dan Tucker, to investigate. A Silver City newspaperman reported sarcastically, “Tucker is now at the San Simon looking after these pets.” But the deputy could not find Billy Leonard, Luther King, Bud Stiles, and Six-Shooter Smith, who had vanished into the high desert.16

			Bob Martin, during his lifetime, received very little attention in the press of the Southwest, and he remains almost unknown today. But as the U.S.-Mexico diplomatic correspondence makes clear, he was the first leader of the Cowboys in Arizona and his raids threatened a series of international incidents between the two nations. He had organized the Cowboys along the lines of John Kinney’s band in New Mexico—a loose-knit group of horse and cattle thieves, the frontier equivalent of a modern street gang. And his death at the hands of fellow Cowboys was extraordinarily ironic. Soon a bill was introduced in the Arizona territorial legislature to earmark $75,000 for a hundred-man militia company to patrol the border and combat the Cowboys. But despite having the full support of Governor John C. Fremont, the legislation failed to pass.17

			With Martin’s death, Curly Bill Brocius emerged as the de facto leader of the Cowboys. Had Curly been with Bob Martin, he may well have met the same fate, but instead he languished in the Tucson jail. Doc Holliday called it “a little tumble-down affair, which a few men can push over, and a few cans of oil thrown upon it would cause it to burn up in a flash.” It was a two-story calaboose located next to the courthouse at the corner of Court and Ott Streets in Tucson. The first floor was built of crumbling stone blocks, while the upper story was adobe. Two large cells on the ground floor held the most dangerous prisoners. Two more cells were on the upper story, reached by two rickety wood staircases on the outside of the building. Behind was the jailyard, called the corral, surrounded by an adobe wall eighteen feet high. It was hardly the most secure place to hold an outlaw, and soon Curly Bill’s comrades made threats to free him. The Tucson Star reported that “the ‘cow boy’ friends of ‘Curly’...say, in case he is tried and not acquitted they will come to Tucson in force and take him from the jail. This may not be an idle threat, and no one acquainted with our jail will for a moment deny the ability of fifty or even twenty men to force an entrance.”18

			Before Curly Bill got the money to hire a lawyer, he had decided on a simpler method of getting out of jail. Just as he and Bob Martin had done in El Paso, he arranged for friends to smuggle some cutting tools inside. But on December 8 the astute jailer made a careful search of the prisoners. In Curly’s hatband he found a small, thin-bladed knife, and under another prisoner’s coat collar he discovered a small saw. Brocius was fortunate, for soon after this Ike Clanton and Jim Johnson made their deal with Wyatt and Bob Paul. Curly’s newly hired attorney promptly filed a habeas corpus petition, charging that Brocius had been held in jail without bail and had only waived his preliminary examination due to the lynching threats in Tombstone. The Tucson justice of the peace granted the petition and set Curly Bill’s hearing for December 27, 1880. The examination on the murder charge took place in Tucson’s old adobe courthouse. Among the witnesses in the audience were Wyatt and Morgan Earp, Andrew McCauley, and Jim Johnson. While Curly Bill sat at counsel table with his lawyer, the district attorney called Wyatt as his first witness. Earp stepped up to the stand, took the oath, and began testifying in his deep, distinctive voice.

			“I was in Billy Owens’ saloon and heard three or four shots fired. Upon hearing the first shot I ran out in the street and I saw the flash of a pistol up the street about a block from where I was. Several shots were fired in quick succession. I ran up as quick as I could, and when I got there I met my brother, Morgan Earp, and a man by the name of Dodge. I asked my brother who it was that did that shooting. He said he didn’t know—some fellows who run behind that building. I asked him for his six shooter and he sent me to Dodge. After I got the pistol, I run around the building, and as I turned the corner I ran past this man Johnson, who was standing near the corner of the building. I ran between him and the corner of the building, but before I got there I heard White say, ‘I am an officer. Give me your pistol.’

			“And just as I was almost there I saw the defendant pull his pistol out of his scabbard and Marshal White grabbed hold of the barrel of it. The parties were not more than two feet apart facing each other. Both had hold of the pistol, and just then I threw my arms around the defendant, to see if he had any other weapons, and looked over his shoulder, and White saw me and said, ‘Now, you God damned son of a bitch, give up that pistol.’ And he gave a quick jerk and the pistol went off. White had it in his hands, and when he fell to the ground, shot, the pistol dropped and I picked it up. As he fell he said, ‘I am shot.’

			“The defendant stood still from the time I first saw him until the pistol went off. When I took defendant in charge he said, ‘What have I done? I have not done anything to be arrested for.’ When the pistol exploded I knocked defendant down with my six-shooter. He did not get up until I stepped over and picked up the pistol, which had fallen out of White’s hands as he fell. I then walked up to the defendant, caught him by the collar and told him to get up. I did not notice that he was drunk. If he was I did not notice it. When I turned the corner he was in the act of taking his pistol out of his scabbard. I examined the pistol afterwards and found only one cartridge discharged, five remaining. The pistol was a Colt’s .45 caliber.”19

			Although Wyatt’s testimony showed plainly that the shooting had been accidental, the district attorney now called Andrew McCauley and Jim Johnson, who each told the same story. Next a Tombstone doctor testified that White had died from a gunshot wound. A gunsmith took the stand and related that he had examined Curly Bill’s six-gun and found that it could be fired at half cock. Then Morgan Earp related essentially the same account as Wyatt. Finally, a deathbed statement of Fred White was read into the record, and White confirmed that he had been shot by accident. The justice then issued his ruling, finding that Curly Bill’s revolver was “defective in its workings, and that it was in such condition as to be easily exploded. Only one cartridge had been exploded, showing that defendant had not fired any of the prior shots.” He concluded, “The defendant was engaged in no unlawful acts; was complying with the demand of an official of the law in a peaceable and lawful way; was surrendering his weapon as demanded, when the deceased forcibly and without any necessity tore the pistol from his hand, exploding it in so doing and inflicted by that act the wound upon himself from which he died.” He ordered that Curly Bill be immediately released.20

			Despite that ruling, many refused to believe that Brocius was innocent. A rumor spread that he had used a six-gun trick to get the drop on Marshal White: Curly had handed the pistol over butt-forward, then suddenly spun it around, cocking and firing it in one motion.

			As early as 1884, an El Paso firearms dealer told a St. Louis newspaperman that Curly Bill had killed White with that technique. It became variously known as the border roll, the road agent’s spin, and the Curly Bill spin. In 1889 a San Francisco journalist credited Curly Bill with inventing the move, saying, “Every cowboy and frontier tough has been practicing the trick ever since.” Deputy Sheriff Billy Breakenridge later said that he watched Curly twirl his six-gun. “He told me never to let a man give his pistol butt end toward me, and showed me why. He handed me his gun that way, and as I reached to take it he whirled it on his finger, and it was cocked, staring me in the face, and ready to shoot.” Although there can be little doubt that Brocius was extremely handy with a .45, it is clear from the inquest testimony that Fred White died exactly as Wyatt Earp said he did.21

			Why Curly Bill was not returned to Texas to serve out his five-year prison term is unclear. The editor of the Tucson Star seemed to blame Wyatt Earp and Bob Paul when he later claimed that Curly had been freed “by a pretext and a political bargain.” Yet Earp was now a private citizen, and Paul, though a deputy U.S. marshal, had no jurisdiction over a Pima County prisoner. It would have been Sheriff Shibell’s responsibility to turn Curly Bill over to Texas authorities. But the railroad to El Paso had not been completed, there was no practical way to send a prisoner to Texas, and Shibell surely did not want to incur the trouble and the expense.22

			Curly Bill celebrated his release from jail with a vengeance. Twelve days later, on Saturday evening, January 8, 1881, Curly and another Cowboy rode into Charleston and found a Mexican fandango in progress. They stepped inside the cantina, placed themselves at the front and back doors, and drew their six-guns. According to Jim Hume, Wells Fargo’s chief detective, Curly Bill then shouted, “Stop!”

			The crowd immediately obeyed.

			“Strip, every one of you!” he ordered, and again they complied.

			“Strike up the music,” he called to the band. “Now then, dance!”

			As Hume described it, “And men and women in a state of perfect nudity were made to dance madly for an hour at the point of the desperado’s pistol.”23

			The next morning, Curly Bill with a group of Cowboys happened by a small church four miles from Charleston. Sunday services were under way, and they decided to have some fun. As a newspaperman reported, “Curly Bill coolly told the parson ‘to stop his talk or he would shoot his eye out.’ The congregation scattered like a drove of partridges. They did not like that kind of music...the church people have not yet got over the fright.” Deputy Sheriff Billy Breakenridge, always friendly to Curly Bill, described the incident in more favorable terms: “The preacher...was told that they came to hear him preach and intended no harm. So he remained, and preached them a sermon, hitting them as hard as possible. They asked him to line out a hymn, and they all sang. Then they asked him to pass the hat and take up a collection, and they filled his hat with Mexican dollars; it was the largest contribution ever taken up in that church!”24

			Wells Fargo’s Jim Hume, however, told the story differently. He said that Curly Bill and one comrade, “fired up with whiskey, entered the church just after the services had commenced. They drew their pistols as they stalked up the middle aisle and commanded the minister’s attention.”

			Declared Curly Bill, “You’re a pious sort of man, I’ve been told, but I want to test it. You just think of the Savior while my bazoo works and pay a little attention to me.”

			When the minister agreed, Curly Bill ordered, “Stand still. If you move a peg this congregation will be without a gospel sharp.”

			Then the two ruffians opened fire, peppering the wall behind the parson. He did not flinch, much to Curly’s delight. “Your piety is the right sort,” he exclaimed. “You’ve shown us you chewed the Bible to good advantage. If you don’t climb up to the front rows in the good place it’s because all the seats are filled. Now step down on the floor, my pious friend, and we’ll have the doxology.”

			As the preacher came down from his pulpit, Curly demanded, “Now dance a jig.”

			“I can’t,” replied the parson.

			“Do your best.”

			He did so and Curly Bill was satisfied. “Now go back. I’m satisfied your piety’s the right sort. You can go right ahead with your gospel chin.”25

			Billy Breakenridge said that the next morning Curly Bill was dozing in front of a Charleston saloon when Jim Burnett, the town’s colorful justice of the peace, came around the corner of the building with his shotgun in hand and arrested him. “He tried him right there on the spot, and fined him twenty-five dollars for disturbing the peace the night before at the church. Curly paid, but said no more church for him, it was too expensive.”26

			The desperado was unfazed. That night Curly and his men rode into Tombstone. As townsman George Parsons wrote in his diary, “They captured the Alhambra Saloon here and raced through the town firing their pistols.” City Marshal Ben Sippy did nothing to stop them. A week later, on the afternoon of January 18, Curly Bill and several Cowboys, including Jim Wallace and Albert George, rode into Contention City, ten miles north of Charleston. That night they opened fire at a passing townsman, stole fifty dollars from a merchant’s till, and generally “treed” the town. A warrant was issued for their arrest and placed in the hands of a deputy sheriff, but Curly Bill and Al George stood him off with their repeating rifles. An armed posse of citizens tried to capture the two desperadoes, but the pair escaped in a hail of gunfire. They rode to Watervale, three miles north of Tombstone, where Curly sent word to deputy sheriffs “that he was there and to come and take him.” For two days he paraded openly with a Henry rifle, a six-gun, and a pair of cartridge belts. “It is disgraceful that this ‘Curly Bill’ should occupy the gate to Tombstone—Watervale—for two days after such an outrage,” declared the editor of the Tucson Star. “The terror these men have caused...is having a serious influence, and this scab on the body politic needs a fearless operation to remove it. Let the sheriff and his deputies see to it. It is no trouble to find the rascals, for they are not in hiding, and they defy the law.”27

			But Curly Bill had enough sense not to stick around, and he rode back to the San Simon Valley. Soon afterward, he headed south into Mexico with John Ringo, Joe Hill, Tom Norris, Nick Hughes, and his son Jimmy Hughes. They stole a herd of cattle, drove it to the San Simon Cienega, and let them out to graze until they were fat enough for market. Then the Cowboys drove the herd northwest to the San Carlos Indian Agency near Fort Thomas. They sold the cattle to the government beef contractor, divided the money, and rode to the saloon and bordello town of Maxey, next to Fort Thomas. This was the same settlement that Ringo, Hill, George Turner, and Ike Clanton had shot up the year before. There they drank, celebrated, and played poker in Jack O’Neil’s saloon.
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			Jimmy Hughes, the Pet of the San Simon. He was one of the youngest of the Cowboys.

			Author’s Collection.

			For the previous few weeks, several Cowboys, including Dick Lloyd and Tom Norris, had been in the habit of shooting up the town. Norris was a twenty-one-year-old stage driver from New Mexico and, like Lloyd, counted Billy the Kid as a friend. Of Dick Lloyd, Billy Breakenridge said, “After a few drinks he would get on his horse and with a Texas cowboy’s ‘Whoop-ee!’ dash through the streets on a run firing his pistol into the air.” Tom Norris did him one better. On February 7, 1881, he shot and killed a Hispanic saloonkeeper in Maxey. One resident wrote a letter of complaint to the Tucson Star. “Texas Cow-boys,” he said, had been “riding through the place at a breakneck speed, and shooting off their pistols in the air, and endangering the lives of the peaceable inhabitants, making it unsafe for anyone to venture on the street. They have gone so far as to ride into the stores and saloons.” He added that Tom Norris had shot his victim “simply because he did not open the door of his saloon as soon as asked to, and on examination before the coroner—the jury being composed nearly all of his own class—he was acquitted on the grounds of ‘justifiable homicide.’”28

			On the evening of March 8, 1881, Dick Lloyd happened into Jack O’Neil’s saloon while Curly Bill, Ringo, and the other Cowboys played cards. Some of the Cowboys didn’t like Lloyd, so he left and went to the nearby saloon of Ed Mann, who was also justice of the peace. Lloyd got drunk and started a fight with Mann. After scuffling on the street, Mann shoved Lloyd to the ground. The Cowboy jerked his six-shooter and fired. The pistol ball creased the back of Mann’s neck and knocked him unconscious. Lloyd, thinking he had killed Mann, staggered to his horse and hauled himself into the saddle. Holstering his six-gun, he pulled his Winchester from its scabbard and yelled, “Whoop-ee! Here is where Dick Lloyd is away for Texas!”

			But instead of heading for Texas, he rode into a general store next to Mann’s saloon and shot up the place. He spurred his mount back outside and ordered a citizen to get him some extra cartridges. Then, realizing that he needed a better horse for his long ride, Lloyd galloped into a corral behind O’Neil’s saloon. There he forced a liveryman at gunpoint to take off his saddle and put it on a fine horse owned by Joe Hill. After mounting Hill’s horse, he rode directly into O’Neil’s saloon. According to Breakenridge, as soon as horse and rider burst in the door, Curly Bill, John Ringo, Joe Hill, Tom Norris, and Nick and Jimmy Hughes leaped to their feet and opened fire. Dick Lloyd reeled from the saddle, riddled with pistol balls. He tumbled to the floor dead as the terrified horse bolted back outside.

			Whether Breakenridge was right about the Cowboys killing Dick Lloyd is unclear. The Tucson Star reported vaguely that “some person shot him dead” and added that “[Jack] O’Neil gave himself up as the party who shot him.” Perhaps O’Neil killed Lloyd, or perhaps he took the blame for his Cowboy customers.

			Breakenridge recalled that Curly Bill and the rest arranged Dick Lloyd’s funeral. “Lloyd was lying dead on the floor all crumpled up and they left him there until the coroner took charge of the body. The poker game continued, and the players started a ‘kitty’ from their jack-pots to buy a suite of good clothes for Lloyd to be buried in and to pay for the funeral expenses. They also hired a couple of Mexicans to dig a grave up on a little hill nearby. Next morning the poker game stopped long enough for the funeral. The cowboys, all mounted, rode behind the corpse, which, wrapped in a blanket, they lowered into the grave with their lariats. After placing about a dozen empty bottles at the head of the grave, they fired a salute over it, and returned to the poker game!”29

		
	
		
			6

			Death on the Tombstone Stage

			Charleston is an Arizona ghost town, perched along a thirty-foot-high bluff above the San Pedro River. All that is left today is dense brush and rattlesnakes and scattered adobe walls that melt away, year by year, under the summer monsoon rains. But in 1880, Charleston held sway as one of the American frontier’s rowdiest settlements. The silver mines and mills just across the San Pedro River in Millville pumped out a steady stream of wealth. Nearby were the ranches of the McLaury brothers and the Clantons, and Charleston vied with Galeyville as the Cowboys’ favorite watering hole. “I thought I had seen some very rough towns in my time, but it was the worst ever,” said one prospector who visited in 1879. Billy Breakenridge added, “Charleston was a hang-out for the riff-raff from Fort Huachuca, Bisbee, Tombstone, and other places where there were officers to see that they behaved themselves. In Charleston they were not molested. The only officers there were Jim Burnett, the justice of the peace, and Jerry Barton, the constable, and they paid little attention to keeping law and order.”1

			Jerry Barton, notorious for his murderous exploits in the El Paso Salt War, opened a saloon and dance hall in Charleston and reigned as the town’s “chief,” or premier gunfighter. Barton, born in New York in 1849, was a powerful and dangerous man, weighing a muscular two hundred pounds, who liked to fight with fists or pistols. In 1876 he beat a man to death during a quarrel in Phoenix. During the Salt War, he became friends with Pony Diehl. By early 1878 Barton had returned to Arizona and opened a saloon in Globe, with Diehl as his bartender. In May of that year, he had a spat with a Mexican and gave him a sound—but not fatal—thrashing. In 1880 he moved to Charleston, where he ran his saloon and dance hall and served as constable, at the same time associating with Curly Bill, Frank Stilwell, and other Cowboys. Barton’s saloon was very popular; he hired Mexican dancing girls and Mexican musicians. A racist who talked with a stutter, he was once asked how many men he had killed. Barton mulled it over a moment and replied, “Do you c-c-count M-M-Mexicans?”

			The editor of the Tucson Citizen once remarked, “He has a slight impediment in his speech, and when he gets through with the courts he will likely have a serious impediment in his neck—a fate he richly deserves.” On one occasion, Barton quarreled with a saloon customer and took a shot at him. The bullet missed and struck Ike Clanton’s brother Phin. It tore through his mouth and came out near one ear. Phin quickly recovered, but the wound changed his voice. Clanton later told Barton that if he knew that the bullet could alter his speech he “would have swallowed it.” Barton’s response: “Th-th-that’s the-the f-f-first goddamn man I ever saw that could ou-ou-outrun a b-b-bullet.”

			On the night of October 10, 1880, five young men got roaring drunk and shot up Charleston. Two of them, Alex Wichert and Edwin C. Merrill, were associated with the Cowboys. The latter ran a general store on the San Pedro River two miles north of town. Merrill made the mistake of barging into Barton’s saloon and demanding that he give him money for gambling. Barton ordered him out. Two hours later Merrill burst back in, a six-shooter clutched in one fist. As he fired at the lights and the back-bar bottles, Barton drew his own revolver and shot three times. Three bullets slammed square into Merrill, killing him instantly. The local deputy sheriff wired Tombstone for help, and Wyatt Earp and one of his brothers raced to Charleston. They arrested Merrill’s four companions and brought them all before Justice Burnett, who issued large fines of $100 to $150 each for reckless shooting and resisting an officer. Jerry Barton was soon indicted for manslaughter and released on $2,500 bail. One of his bondsmen was his Cowboy friend, Frank Stilwell.2
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			Charleston, the rowdy mining town and hangout of the Cowboys.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			It turned out that Merrill had been a friend of Curly Bill, who vowed vengeance against Jerry Barton. But before Curly could carry out his threat, he killed Fred White and found himself behind bars in the Tucson jail. Meanwhile, other Cowboys made Charleston dangerous. On December 1, 1880, a Tombstone merchant named Mark Shaffer, accompanied by a lady friend, made a visit to the mills on the San Pedro River between Charleston and Contention City. That evening, on their way back to Tombstone by buggy, two road agents jumped in front of the team and grabbed the bridles. The woman’s terrified screams spooked the horses and they broke into a dead run. In moments they left the highwaymen behind in the twilight dust, and Shaffer raced his buggy safely into Tombstone. A week later, on December 8, a buckboard left Tombstone, headed for Charleston, with $766 in gold coin in the treasure box. The coin was being sent by Shaffer to a fellow merchant in Charleston. The twenty-year-old driver, James Quinn, was the only person on board. Buckboards, lighter and cheaper than stages, were commonly used in place of Concord coaches and mud wagons, especially when there were no passengers aboard. Quinn was three miles from Charleston when a bandit stepped into the roadway and ordered, “Stand and deliver!”

			Quinn reined in his team and at gunpoint handed over the strongbox. After the robber waved him on, Quinn raced into Charleston and raised the alarm. A posse galloped out but could find no trace of the lone bandit. Declared the Tombstone Nugget, “It is probable that this is one of the same party who recently stopped Mr. Shaffer near Watervale.” It is also probable that the culprits in the two holdups were Cowboys, for several of them, including Sherm McMaster and Pony Diehl, were becoming expert stage robbers.3

			Early in February 1881, Wyatt Earp was returning to Tombstone from a prospecting trip in the Huachuca Mountains. Charleston was on his route home. He was a dozen miles from the town when he encountered Sherm McMaster on the road, and the two stopped to talk. Before joining up with the Cowboys, McMaster had been one of the Texas Rangers who guarded Bob Martin and Curly Bill in the Ysleta jail. He had information about a valuable racehorse that Wyatt had lost shortly after his arrival in Tombstone. Earp recalled, “I had heard several times that the Clantons had him.” McMaster, though a Cowboy, apparently didn’t like the Clantons, as Wyatt explained: “He told me if I would hurry up, I would find my horse in Charleston. I drove into Charleston and saw my horse going through the streets toward the corral. I put up for the night in another corral. I went to Burnett’s office to get papers for the recovery of the horse. He was not at home, having gone down to Sonora to some coal fields that had been discovered. I telegraphed to Tombstone to James Earp and told him to have papers made out and sent to me.”

			Wyatt’s youngest brother, Warren, had joined the clan in Tombstone, and he brought the civil requisition papers to Charleston that night. Said Wyatt, “While I was waiting for the papers, Billy Clanton found out that I was in town and went and tried to take the horse out of the corral. I told him that he could not take him out, that it was my horse. After the papers came, he gave the horse up without the papers being served, and asked me if I had any more horses to lose. I told him I would keep them in the stable after this, and give him no chance to steal them.” This was Wyatt’s first run-in with the Clantons. He was grateful to McMaster for the tip, and the two would eventually become friends.4

			Sherm McMaster and Pony Diehl traced their friendship to the El Paso Salt War. Diehl had been one of John Kinney’s Silver City Volunteers, while McMaster, like Jerry Barton, had been a Texas Ranger. After coming to Arizona, Diehl and McMaster partnered up to steal the U.S. Army mules from Lieutenant Hurst. On the night of February 16, 1881, less than two weeks after McMaster tipped off Wyatt, he and Diehl stationed themselves on the stage road near Dripping Springs, between Globe and Florence. This was an isolated spot about ninety miles north of Tucson. Pony Diehl knew the area because of his stint as a barkeeper in Jerry Barton’s saloon in Globe. At eleven o’clock they stopped the stage from Globe, bound for Florence. The two Cowboys, wearing masks, demanded the mail pouches and the Wells Fargo box. According to a newspaper account, one of the passengers was in ill health and wore a “liver pad,” a medicated plaster that was strapped against the stomach. The robbers “dragged out one of the passengers, an Illinois man, hurled him to the ground, and regardless of his agonizing cries, tore off his liver pad, and left him to perish.” McMaster and Diehl escaped, and it would be six months before Bob Paul determined that they were the culprits.5

			Nine days after the Dripping Springs holdup, on the evening of February 25, the stage from Tombstone was rattling along the road to the railroad depot in Benson. Tombstone was then connected to the railhead at Benson by a twenty-eight-mile wagon road that ran west from Tombstone ten miles to the San Pedro River, and then followed the river north past Contention City to Benson. The coach, belonging to stage line owner John Kinnear, carried a load of passengers. Normally Bob Paul would have been aboard as shotgun messenger. He had taken over for Morgan Earp and was still working for Wells Fargo as he waited for the Arizona Supreme Court to rule on Charlie Shibell’s appeal. But because the Wells Fargo box held only $135, the stage had no shotgun guard. Instead, Kinnear’s stage line agent, Jack Allman, rode in Paul’s seat next to the driver. When the coach reached a spot halfway to Contention City, two highwaymen, lying down on the side of the road, yelled, “Halt!”

			The driver was the only person on board who did not hear the shout. One of the bandits fired his six-gun, and the bullet sang over the driver’s head. He promptly yanked his “ribbons” and the stage jerked to a stop. The outlaws demanded the express box, but Allman told them that it was chained to the floor of the front boot, under the driver’s seat. That did not faze the two bandits, for one of them produced an ax and chopped the box loose. The road agents were gallant enough to leave the passengers alone, and they waved the stage on. The coach raced into Contention City, where Allman borrowed a saddle horse and galloped back to Tombstone. He reported the stage robbery—the first in newly created Cochise County—to Marshall Williams, Tombstone’s Wells Fargo agent. Williams, however, was not a lawman or detective. Wells Fargo agents, contrary to popular fiction, were not secret agents or private investigators. Like Williams, they were simply merchants who ran Wells Fargo’s local office inside their stores. Their principal duty for Wells Fargo was to send and receive packages and letters.

			Agent Williams met immediately with Deputy U.S. Marshal Virgil Earp, who raised a posse of the three toughest and most reliable men he knew: Wyatt, Morgan, and Doc Holliday. The four raced out to the holdup site, where they found the broken Wells Fargo box on the roadside. In the darkness the Earps could not cut the bandits’ sign, so they rode back to Tombstone empty-handed. There they told the Epitaph that “the robbers are greenhorns, and they stand a ‘right smart’ chance of being caught.” But Billy Leonard and Luther King would soon prove that judgment dead wrong.6

			Leonard and King had been greatly emboldened by their ambush and killing of Cowboy leader Bob Martin. William S. Leonard had the most unusual background of all the Cowboys. He hailed from New York and was trained as a watchmaker, gunsmith, and jeweler, a trade that came in handy when the Cowboys had to melt down stolen gold and silver. A morphine addict, with one arm heavily scarred from needle marks, he had been friendly with Doc Holliday in Las Vegas, New Mexico. Leonard fled Las Vegas to escape charges of shooting a man and carrying deadly weapons, and then drifted to Cloverdale Springs, where he claimed government grazing land. There he met Bob Martin, Joe Hill, and other prominent Cowboys. According to Bob Paul, Leonard was about thirty years old and weighed just 120 pounds, with “long, dark, curly hair, when cared for hanging in ringlets down to shoulders; small, dark, boyish mustache, otherwise almost beardless...small, sharp, and very effeminate features...chews tobacco incessantly; speaks good Spanish; good shot with rifle and pistol.” One Tombstone pioneer recalled that Leonard was “the toughest nut that ever carried a gun. He wasn’t originally a cowboy; had very little experience at it. He was a jeweler from New York City, a high-class workman. He had consumption, knew he had to die, and really would have preferred being killed.”

			Billy Leonard often visited Tombstone, where he renewed his association with Doc Holliday. As Wyatt Earp explained, “Holliday was a friend of Leonard’s, having known him in Las Vegas, New Mexico, where Leonard was established in the jewelry business. And was considered at that time a respectable citizen. And...he came to Tombstone and with Harry Head, Jim Crane, also [Luther] King and himself all went batching in a house two miles north from town which was known as [Malcolm’s] Wells. And all three remained there for several months. Holliday would make them a visit now and then, knowing Leonard so well, which many people knew how friendly they were.”7

			Doc, who probably stopped by to play cards, was in very bad company. Jim Crane held sway as one of the most murderous of the Cowboys. Bob Paul said he was twenty-seven, almost six feet tall, having a “full, round face, and florid, healthy appearance; talks and laughs at the same time; talks slow and hesitating.” Harry “the Kid” Head, one of the youngest of the band at about eighteen or twenty years old, was also one of the shortest, five foot five. Paul called him “almost dandyish” and said he was a “good rider, and handy with rifle and pistol.” Finally, Luther “Lew” King was the desperado who had helped Leonard ambush and kill Bob Martin a few months before. Two or more of this group—Leonard, Crane, Head, and King—were probably the men who pulled the most recent stage robbery.8

			Three weeks later, on the afternoon of March 15, 1881, Doc Holliday rented a livery horse and rode out to the Cowboys’ house at Malcolm’s Wells. He then continued on to Charleston for a game of poker. While he stopped there, Bob Paul was at John Kinnear’s stage office in Tombstone. The Wells Fargo man hoisted his massive frame into the front boot of the Benson-bound Concord coach. This was the Grand Central stage, the very conveyance that Wyatt had sold to Kinnear. Sawed-off shotgun in hand, Paul took his seat next to Eli “Bud” Philpott, a popular whip from Calistoga, California. At twenty-seven, Philpott was an experienced reinsman. In 1877 Wells Fargo officials had awarded him a gold watch for foiling a stage robbery. He had been in Arizona for a year and had left his wife and young son behind in California, deeming Tombstone no place for a family. Wyatt Earp, who had ridden as shotgun messenger on Philpott’s stage, later recalled “the accuracy with which he would flick a sandfly off the near leader’s flank or plant a mouthful of tobacco juice in the heart of a cactus as we jolted past it.”9

			The coach held six passengers. Inside the Wells Fargo strongbox was $26,000 in gold bullion from the Tombstone mines. It was early evening when the stage lurched and rattled out of town, pulled by a six-horse team. Three miles north, at Watervale, the coach pulled up, and a pair of young Canadian miners, Peter Roerig and his partner, named Davis, swung aboard. Davis took an inside seat, while Roerig climbed up the rear dickey seat on top of the crowded coach. The ride to Contention City was a rough one, as Wyatt Earp later explained: “The worst part of the road was where it skirted the San Pedro River. There the track was all sandy and cut up, which made traveling about as exhilarating as riding a rail.”10

			The heavily laden coach reached Contention City just before sundown, where Philpott stopped at the stage station to change horses. Meanwhile, the opposition stage, heading into Tombstone, passed through Drew’s Station, two miles north of Contention. Suddenly Luther King appeared out of the darkness. As the stagecoach slowly moved by, King stepped close and peered inside. The Cowboy made no attempt to stop the coach, but immediately drew his six-gun and fired five shots in the air. It was a signal that this was the wrong stage. The coach continued on a short distance when the passengers spotted a group of men lying prone in the brush on the side of the road. At that spot the stage road dropped into a dry wash two hundred yards south of Drew’s Station. A few minutes later the coach passed Philpott’s stage, and the passengers may have warned Bob Paul of the danger ahead.

			As Philpott’s coach entered the dry wash, Paul spotted four men carrying rifles, two each on the ten-foot-high embankments on both sides of the road. Leonard, Crane, Head, and King were ready for him. The night was lit by a full moon and Paul recognized one as Billy Leonard. One of the Cowboys jumped into the road from Paul’s right and shouted, “Hold!”

			“I don’t hold for anybody!” thundered the Wells Fargo man.

			Two Cowboys on each side of the stagecoach simultaneously opened fire with Winchesters. Paul threw his Wells Fargo shotgun to his shoulder and pulled both triggers. Two buckshot ripped into Leonard’s belly and he staggered, painfully wounded. The Cowboys rained gunfire into the stagecoach. One bullet plowed through Paul’s seat cushion, and two more tore his clothing. A rifle slug slammed into Bud Philpott’s left arm, above the elbow. It passed through his arm, splintered the bone, entered his left side through the ribs, cut the aorta, and severed his spinal column. As the reinsman fell forward, Paul grabbed him with one hand. But the messenger’s herculean strength was not enough to keep Philpott from slipping from his grasp. The driver fell over the footboard, dropped between the wheelhorses, and landed heavily on the road. He was dead.

			The team, crazed by gunfire, broke into a run. The Cowboys, seeing their loot escaping, riddled the coach with twenty rifle bullets. Peter Roerig, who was completely exposed at the rear of the coach, slumped in the dickey seat, mortally wounded. The stage, out of control, thundered past Drew’s Station. Bob Paul could not retrieve the reins, which had fallen under the horses. He yanked on the brake for a full mile until he finally brought the runaway team to a halt. Then, looking over his shoulder, he saw Roerig crumpled on top of the coach, bleeding to death.

			The gunfire alerted the hostlers at Drew’s Station. They ran to the scene and in the bright moonlight discovered Philpott’s body in the road. They also spotted the desperadoes in the distance, fleeing on horseback. Paul, who knew how to drive a six-horse team, brought the stagecoach into Benson at eleven o’clock. Peter Roerig died a few minutes after they arrived. Paul telegraphed news of the attack to Wells Fargo agent Marshall Williams in Tombstone. He then rushed back to the holdup site. There he found that the outlaws had built brush blinds for concealment on both sides of the road. A search produced thirteen expended Winchester shells and two unfired cartridges, as well as three cloth masks adorned with frayed rope to simulate whiskers and long hair. Paul also discovered the tracks of four horses headed east. Blood droppings on the ground showed that he had wounded one of the bandits.11

			The holdup and double murder made national news and reaffirmed Arizona’s reputation as a wild land infested with Apaches and outlaws. Declared the San Francisco Daily Exchange, a financial newspaper read by all Arizona investors, “The crime was committed, not by ordinary road agents, who generally hesitate to shoot, but by cowboys, the most reckless class of outlaws.... The cowboy is infinitely worse than the ordinary robber, who generally spares life if he can get money, in that he is utterly reckless of human life. He cares even less for it than money. He glories in being regarded as a terror. He rarely cares to steal anything but cattle, but in the company of human beings his revolver is ever brandished, and on the slightest pretext, or fancied pretext, he sends a bullet into a victim’s heart with as little compunction as he would kill a dog.... There should be no hesitation in driving this element out of Arizona, and it should be done at once. Cowboys should be declared outlaws.”12

			Meanwhile, in Tombstone, Marshall Williams promptly recruited the same possemen he had called on a few weeks earlier: Wyatt, Virgil, and Morgan Earp, and added their Kansas friend Bat Masterson, who had recently arrived in Tombstone. “Within fifteen minutes after the news reached here of the killing of Bud Philpott,” one townsman said, “six men were in the saddle, belted with cartridges, pistols in holsters and Winchester rifles across the saddle bows, and away on the trail of the escaping cowboy murderers. John Behan, our new sheriff, Marshall Williams, Wells Fargo & Co.’s agent, the three brothers Wyatt, Morgan and Virgil Earp, than whom no braver, cooler, more determined men ever lived, and Masterson, started off in hot pursuit.” The Wells Fargo agent in Contention City raised a posse of almost thirty local men. Bob Paul met the two posses at the holdup scene the same night. By this time the moon had gone down. As Virgil Earp later explained, “The night was so dark we could not follow the trail and had to lie there until daylight, when Sheriff Behan came down.” Johnny Behan had, one month before, been appointed Cochise County’s first sheriff. Referring to the volunteer posse from Contention, Virgil said, “Twenty-five or thirty men offered their services to pursue, and he [Behan] told them all he wanted was the Earp boys and Bob Paul.”13

			It was 5:00 a.m. when the Earp boys, with Paul, Masterson, Sheriff Behan, and Agent Williams set out on the Cowboys’ trail. Their sign led eastward toward the Dragoon Mountains. There a party of woodchoppers told the posse that three horsemen had passed by, riding east toward the San Simon Valley. The lawmen followed their trail east for several miles. Then the tracks suddenly doubled back, going west to the San Pedro River, where they crossed the stream near the little settlement of Tres Alamos, ten miles north of Benson. From there the tracks led north along the San Pedro River Valley. The Cowboys rode single file and used every trick they knew to outwit their pursuers. They rode for miles on solid rock and backtracked several times. At one point they rode a long distance in the water, then went into the brush, back into the river, then atop a rocky sandbar, and finally left the river by riding up a steep rock bank. This final trick almost worked, but the Earps, Paul, and Masterson were good trackers, and they spread out and found the trail again. It led to a cattle ranch on the San Pedro River, thirty miles north of Tres Alamos, which the posse reached on March 18 after three days and 150 miles of hard riding. There they found an abandoned horse, broken down, and its back raw from saddle sores.

			Because cattle had wiped out the fugitives’ trail, the possemen continued north along the river to the next ranch, which was owned by Hank Redfield. Redfield told the lawmen that no riders had passed his place. Morgan Earp, however, discovered fresh horse tracks nearby. The posse followed them another four miles along the river to the ranch of Redfield’s brother, Len. Unknown to the possemen, the Redfields were friendly with Curly Bill and Pony Diehl, and their ranch was a hideout for the Cowboys and other desperadoes. Their ranches were situated near the present-day town of Redington, about forty miles north of Benson. The Redfields hailed from Tulare County, California, where they had borne good reputations. However, after settling on the San Pedro River in 1875, they went bad. Both brothers would eventually pay dearly for riding the owl hoot trail.

			As the lawmen rode onto Len Redfield’s ranch, they spotted a man in the corral, milking a cow. He saw them at the same time and jumped over the corral fence and sprinted for the brush. Wyatt and Morg charged after the man and quickly caught him. He was Luther King. The outlaw had a Winchester rifle and two six-shooters in a heavily loaded cartridge belt. Wyatt and Bob Paul grilled him, and King soon admitted that the broken-down pony found by the posse belonged to him. At first he gave several conflicting stories about how he happened to be at the Redfield ranch. Len Redfield insisted that King worked for him as a cowhand. But the lawmen were having none of it. They had trailed King directly from the site of two murders. King certainly knew that he might face a lynch mob if he did not cooperate, for he soon broke down and confessed his guilt. He identified Billy Leonard, Jim Crane, and Harry Head as the other bandits, and he offered the time-honored excuse of all captured robbers: he had only held the horses while the others did the killing. King told Wyatt and the rest that Leonard, Crane, and Head were camped on Hank Redfield’s ranch and that the latter had given them fresh horses that morning. The posse rode back to Hank’s ranch and found the Cowboys’ camp, but Redfield had warned them and they had mounted up and fled.14
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			Reward notice issued by Bob Paul for the arrest of the Cowboys who ambushed his stagecoach and killed Bud Philpott and Peter Roerig in 1881.

			Author’s Collection.

			By this time the officers’ friends in Tombstone had not heard from them for three days, and they feared the worst. Wire dispatches from Tombstone on March 18 declared, “Grave fears are expressed that they have fallen into the hands of the desperadoes. The cowboys have many friends east of the Dragoons, and before reaching the New Mexico line could muster 80 or 90 desperate men. If no word is received here from the pursuers before morning a large expedition will be organized to go at once to their aid, or to avenge them if they have met with an ill fate.” Later that day, however, Sheriff Behan and Marshall Williams rode into Benson with Luther King as their prisoner. A stage passenger identified him as the man who had peered into the first coach and fired the warning shots. Behan and Williams brought King to jail in Tombstone and reported that the Earps, Paul, and Masterson were still in pursuit of the murderers.

			The posse picked up the trail of the three Cowboys and followed it west toward the Santa Catalina Mountains. At dusk they discovered a just-extinguished campfire, ample proof that they were close behind their quarry. The lawmen were too experienced to make camp with the Cowboys so close at hand. They rode back to Redfield’s ranch, which they believed was safer from an ambush, and spent the night. The next morning, March 19, they started on the trail again. The lawmen were at a great disadvantage, for their mounts were worn out and the Cowboys rode Hank Redfield’s fresh horses.15

			For the next six days, the posse relentlessly tracked the killers, first through the Tanque Verde, Rincon, and Santa Catalina Mountains east of Tucson, then through the Oracles and Canada del Oro. From there they followed the Cowboys’ sign east, back across the San Pedro River and toward the Dragoon Mountains. Leonard, Crane, and Head had traveled in an enormous circle, hoping to shake off the posse. Finally the posse rode into Charles Helms’s ranch, near the middle pass in the Dragoons, northeast of Tombstone. Helms told them that the Cowboys had stolen eight of his horses. This was bad news, for Wyatt and the rest were in desperate need of fresh mounts. They rode to a telegraph station on the Southern Pacific Railroad and sent a wire to Sheriff Behan, asking him to bring horses and supplies to Helms’s ranch. Said Virgil Earp later, “We telegraphed to Behan for fresh horses, as ours were played out...and Behan met us where we expected to get the horses but he did not bring them. That night Bob Paul’s horse laid down and died. Wyatt’s and Masterson’s horses were so used up they were left at the ranch and the boys had to hoof it in eighteen miles to Tombstone.”16

			It was March 24 when Sheriff Behan, his deputy, Billy Breakenridge, and Buckskin Frank Leslie, the noted army scout, met Virgil and Morgan Earp and Bob Paul at Helms’s ranch. The reinforced posse started again on the Cowboys’ trail, but now they were several days behind their quarry. The tracks led twenty-five miles east to the Sulphur Springs Valley, then across the Chiricahua Mountains toward the San Simon Cienega. Convinced that their quarry was headed for Galeyville, their notorious hangout on the east slope of the Chiricahuas, the possemen rode directly across the mountain range to head them off. Virgil rode the same animal he started the manhunt on, and Paul’s and Morgan Earp’s horses were completely worn out. Behan, Breakenridge, and Leslie, on fresh mounts, rode far in front of the posse. They found that the fugitives were not in Galeyville, but learned that Billy Leonard owned a cattle ranch near Cloverdale in New Mexico. They rode on to Joe Hill’s ranch in the San Simon Cienega, where they bunked for the night.17

			Joe Hill pretended to be an honest rancher, and in playing that role, he fed and housed the possemen. However, he would not betray his fellow Cowboys. The lawmen foolishly asked Hill for directions to Cloverdale. Billy Breakenridge later said, “As none of us had ever been in that part of the country before, we had to inquire the way to Cloverdale, and were directed wrongly as we ought to have expected.” Hill sent them directly east, through the Peloncillo Mountains, instead of southeast toward the New Mexico bootheel. After an exhausting forty-mile ride that lasted until nightfall, they rode up to a deserted ranch house, the Double ’Dobe, situated on Double Adobe Creek, twenty-five miles north of Cloverdale. With fresh water from a spring but no food, the possemen spent a hungry night in the adobe house. The next day they rode fifty miles due east and got thoroughly lost as they searched for food and water. The high desert plains were isolated and desolate, with no trees or water in sight. That night the posse made a dry camp. The next day, as they searched in vain for a spring, Virgil’s horse dropped dead underneath him after seventeen days of hard riding. Morg dismounted, packed his brother’s saddle, rifle, and saddlebags on his horse, and the Earp boys walked. Bob Paul, age fifty-one and the oldest member of the posse, stayed on horseback. The posse now headed back to the Double ’Dobe ranch, for it was the only place that they knew that had water.

			They arrived at the abandoned ranch that night, half-dead from dehydration and hunger. The officers had gone sixty hours without food and thirty-six hours without water. In the morning, Behan, Breakenridge, and Leslie rode back to the San Simon Cienega, with the Earps and Paul following as best as they could. Billy Breakenridge said later that during the arduous desert ride Buckskin Frank had kept their spirits up: “That was my first trip with Frank Leslie. He was the life of the party; he had a good voice and sang well, told good stories, never complained of being tired, was always ready to go. He was a much better companion than he was in town.”18

			At Joe Hill’s ranch, Sheriff Behan sent a hired hand back with food and water for the other three. The rider met the famished Earp boys and Bob Paul at two o’clock that morning. In the previous four and a half days, they had eaten nothing but a lone quail they managed to shoot. After devouring the food, they joined Behan’s group and rode back to Galeyville to get fresh horses. Although the Earps and Paul had almost died in the high desert, they were unwilling to give up the hunt. However, they could not get horses in Galeyville, and they were so weak from their ordeal that they reluctantly concluded to give up the chase. Paul returned to his home in Tucson while the rest of the posse arrived back in Tombstone on April 1. Virgil, Morgan, and Bob Paul had been continuously on the hunt for sixteen days, and had ridden more than five hundred miles across some of the most rugged, Apache-infested terrain in the Southwest. The Tucson Star declared, without exaggeration, that their manhunt “will pass into our frontier annals—more especially as regards Bob Paul and the Earp Boys.” The manhunt is remembered by western historians today as one of the most relentless of the Old West.19
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			“Buckskin Frank” Leslie, the noted scout who rode with Wyatt Earp on the manhunt after the Cowboys who held up the Tombstone stage.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			On their return to Tombstone, Virgil and Morg learned that town gossips thought that Doc Holliday, because of his ride out of town to visit Billy Leonard, was somehow mixed up in the stagecoach attack. While they were on the manhunt, the Tucson Star identified the three wanted bandits, but without naming Doc, reported the suspicions against him: “The fourth is at Tombstone and is well known and has been shadowed ever since his return. This party is suspected for the reasons, that on the afternoon of the attack he engaged a horse at a Tombstone livery stable at about 4 o’clock, stating he might be gone seven or eight days and he might return that night, and picked the best animal in the stable. He left about 4 o’clock, armed with a Henry rifle and a six-shooter, he started toward Charleston, and about a mile below Tombstone cut across to Contention, and when next seen it was between 10 o’clock and 11 o’clock riding into the livery stable at Tombstone, his horse fagged out. He at once called for another horse, which he hitched in the streets for some hours, but did not leave. Statements attributed to him, if true, look very bad indeed, and which, if proven, are most conclusive as to his guilt either as a principal actor or as an accessory before the fact.”20

			A year later Louis C. Hughes, the Democratic editor of the Tucson Star and avowed enemy of Bob Paul and the Earps, gave a more detailed version of Doc’s alleged complicity. “At 8:30 that same evening Doc Holliday rode up to a saloon in Charleston, ten miles from below the scene of the attempted robbery and inquired for Billy Clanton. On being told that he was not there, [he] started in the direction of Tombstone, which was nine miles distant, and about 10 o’clock rode up to a saloon on a back street in Tombstone and called for a big drink of whiskey, which he drank at a gulp, without dismounting. His horse at the time was covered with foam. This all happened before the news of the murder reached Tombstone. At midnight the agent [Williams] and the Earp brothers, with Holliday, left town to meet Paul.... The news of Holliday’s ride becoming known, coupled with the facts that he was seen mounted and armed in the early part of the afternoon, ostensibly to go to Mexico, caused many surmises, and not a few made the remark that the ‘robbers were hunting themselves.’”21

			Yet Hughes conflated the manhunts for the two Contention City stage holdups. Doc Holliday rode in the posse after the February 25 robbery, not with the posse that tracked Leonard, Crane, and Head. And as one Wells Fargo official later commented, “Doc Holliday, although a man of dissipated habits and a gambler, has never been a thief and was never in any way connected with the attempted stage robbery when Philpott, the stage driver, was killed. For three quarters of an hour after the stage passed the Wells, two and a half miles from Tombstone, he was seen at the latter place, so drunk that he was helped upon his horse, and the robbery occurred thirteen miles from Tombstone, so that it was utterly impossible for him to be there. Neither did he form a part of agent Williams’ and detective Paul’s posse afterward. The statement that he was present on the occasion of that robbery was put forth by the cowboys and their friends to throw further discredit upon the Earp brothers and their friends.”22

			The false rumors about Doc Holliday would give the Earp boys no end of trouble. They were also shocked, upon their return to town, to discover that Luther King had escaped from Sheriff Behan’s jail. Detective Jim Hume had arrived in Tombstone on March 19 to help investigate the stagecoach attack. On March 28, a few days before the posse’s return, Hume warned Behan and his undersheriff, Harry Woods, to carefully guard King because an escape attempt would be made. Someone had overheard a man telling King in the jail “that a fresh horse would await King at Helm’s ranch, near the middle pass of the Dragoons.” As Virgil Earp later recalled, “Hume got Wyatt to go with him to the Sheriff’s office to notify them, and they asked for a favor to put King in irons. He promised to do so, and fifteen minutes afterward King escaped, going on a horse that was tied back of the Sheriff’s office.” That evening King, unchained and unguarded, simply picked up a deputy’s revolver and walked out the back door. There a confederate waited with an extra horse, and the two rode briskly down Toughnut Street and out of town.23

			Tombstone resident George Parsons noted in his diary, “King the stage robber escaped tonight early from H. Woods who had been previously notified of an attempt at release to be made. Some of our officials should be hanged. They’re a bad lot.” Commented the Epitaph, “The escape of King is very important, not only in connection with the late murder near Contention, but with the extensive stock stealing now being perpetrated in Southern Arizona. He is possessed of valuable information, and it is thought under proper treatment he might have been induced to ‘give the business away.’” But Luther King did not have long to live. Within a week word reached Tombstone “that he had been hung by the cow-boys in the Huachuca mountains. The theory is that the cow-boys, believing that King had ‘given them away’ to the officers, resolved on punishing him, and with that purpose in view assisted him to escape.” The prime suspects had to be Leonard, Crane, and Head. It would have been obvious to the three Cowboys that King had betrayed them, because he was the only person who could have implicated them in the attempted stage robbery and double murder.24

			King’s escape was not the last time that Sheriff Behan’s competence would be called into question. It also marked the beginning of the Earp boys’ hard feelings toward the new sheriff. Behan had reneged on his promise to appoint Wyatt his deputy. He also failed to pay the Earps and the other possemen. As Virgil later complained, “Behan brought in a bill against the county for $796.84. We supposed it was to pay expenses for the whole party, but he rendered it as a private account. I went before the [Cochise County] Supervisors but they said Behan must vouch for us. This he refused to do, saying he had not deputized us. Everybody but my brothers and myself were paid, and we did not get a cent until Wells Fargo found it out and paid us for our time. From that time our troubles commenced, and the cowboys plotted to kill us.”25
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			Wanted Dead or Alive

			The Southern Pacific train pulled slowly into San Simon station, steam hissing from the engine’s cylinder cocks. Billy Breakenridge swung down from a passenger car and walked briskly to the depot. The energetic thirty-four-year-old deputy sheriff had only recently been hired by Johnny Behan. Breakenridge carried a civil summons in his pocket, and needed to serve it on a merchant before his westbound train arrived. He quickly found the storekeeper, handed him the papers, and walked back to the depot. It was a warm day in early April 1881, and thirst tempted him to stop for a drink while he awaited his train. As Breakenridge said many years later, “I went into a saloon kept by a man they called ‘Shorty.’ There was a gang of cowboys and rustlers in there playing cards, and Curly Bill was lying on a card table. I had never seen him before. He was fully six feet tall, with black curly hair, freckled face, and well built.” The deputy recalled that Shorty brought in a bucket of water, and after filling a tin cup, he lifted it to drink and announced, “Here’s how, boys.”

			At that, Curly Bill raised himself on one elbow with a six-shooter in his fist and exclaimed, “Don’t drink that, Shorty, it’s p’ison.”

			At the same time, he fired and missed the cup. The bullet tore through the clapboard wall and plowed into Curly Bill’s own horse, hitched outside. The animal fell dead in its tracks. Breakenridge was not overly surprised, for he was no stranger to reckless shooting. As a seventeen-year-old volunteer cavalryman, he had participated in the infamous 1864 Sand Creek massacre of Cheyenne and Arapaho Indians in Colorado. Despite that dismal start, he later became an astute lawman in Arizona. Breakenridge considered Curly Bill’s gunplay a typical example of frontier fun, and he made no effort to arrest the Cowboy. Instead, he took the train back to Benson, then boarded a stage for his home in Tombstone.

			In Arizona, county sheriffs were also tax collectors. So within a few weeks Breakenridge went by horseback on a tax-collecting trip to isolated Galeyville, where, as he recalled, “no taxes had ever been collected, and where the rustlers held full sway.” The deputy looked up George Turner, whom he called “the banker for the rustlers,” and asked to meet Curly Bill. “He took me to Babcock’s saloon and corral where Curly was, then Turner called him out and introduced me to him. I told him who I was and what I was, and said I wanted to hire him to go with me as a deputy assessor and help me collect the taxes, as I was afraid I might be held up and my tax money taken from me if I went alone. The idea of my asking the chief of all the cattle rustlers in that part of the country to help me collect taxes from them struck him as a good joke.”

			Curly Bill thought it over for a few moments, then said with a laugh, “Yes, and we will make every one of those God damned cow thieves pay his taxes.”

			Recalled the deputy, “Next day we started and he led me into a lot of blind canyons and hiding places where the rustlers had a lot of stolen Mexican cattle.” At each camp Curly announced, “Boys, this is the county assessor, and I am his deputy. We are all good, law abiding citizens here, and we cannot run the county without we pay our taxes.”

			Breakenridge later explained, “He knew about how many cattle each had, and if they demurred, or claimed they had no money, he made them give me an order on their banker Turner. Curly had many a hearty laugh about it. He told them that if any of them should get arrested, it would be a good thing for them to show they were taxpayers in the county. I was treated fine by all of them, and I never want to travel with a better companion than Curly was on that trip. He was a remarkable shot with a pistol, and would hit a rabbit every time when it was running thirty or forty yards away.”
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			Deputy Sheriff Billy Breakenridge, who befriended Curly Bill and some of the Cowboys.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			Breakenridge recalled that he left Galeyville with almost $1,000 in tax receipts. “I arrived safely in Tombstone, and was much relieved when I did so. But I should never have done it if I had tried to assess the rustlers alone.”1

			A few weeks later, in early May 1881, a rumor spread that Curly Bill had encountered Jerry Barton in Shakespeare, New Mexico. Curly’s arrest for shooting Fred White had prevented him from carrying out this threat to murder Barton for killing Edwin Merrill in Charleston. According to a contemporary account, “Curly Bill, learning that Barton was in the town of Shakespeare, started for that place, avowing his intention to kill the slayer of his pal. A few days later word came that in a fight in a saloon in Shakespeare Curly Bill had killed three men, including Barton and Ike Clanton.” However, the Tombstone Nugget reported, “While the rumor is as yet not fully reliable, it is probably true, for Barton was supposed to be in that section of the country, and both he and his reported assailant are of the class that such a rumor is liable to be true.” But Jerry Barton would soon prove that the reports of his death were exaggerated.2

			By this time the raids of the Cowboys were the subject of national newspaper reports. A widely republished wire service dispatch from Tucson, dated February 15, 1881, declared, “Reliable information has been received from the San Pedro River, below the Sonora line, that the San Simon cowboys are depredating fearfully upon the Mexican stock-raisers in Sonora.... The people are in terror. There are about two hundred of these cattle thieves, mostly from Texas, and they are scattered along the border in bands of ten to twenty, and all cooperate. The Mexicans are arming themselves to punish these invaders.... They claim that the depredations of the Apaches were not half so destructive as the work of the cowboys.” And the report made clear that it was no mystery where the outlaws came from: “It appears that these cattle thieves are largely made up of the same bands who gave so much trouble on the Rio Grande for years past.”3

			Mexican rancheros protested bitterly about the Cowboys. On May 21, 1881, the owners of the Providencia ranch complained to the governor of Chihuahua that cattle stolen from them were grazing in the San Simon Valley. They wrote that “at various small ranches more than four hundred head of cattle” bearing their brand had been spotted. They explained that the animals had been “stolen from our pastures” and begged for help in recovering them, “before they shall be killed by the parties who stole them.” But as usual, neither federal authorities nor Sheriff Behan took any action.4

			That spring George Turner and Miller McCallister, the crooked Galeyville butcher, obtained a U.S. government contract to supply beef for the troopers stationed at Fort Bowie. That was remarkable, given their evil reputations. To fill their contract they rode across the border with two other Cowboys, Johnny Oliver and a Mexican American, Hilario Garcia. Deputy Sheriff Con Mahony called Johnny Oliver “a handsome, well dressed, and gentlemanly young fellow” who was “one of the greatest cattle thieves who ever infested the border.... Hardly over twenty years of age, he told me in conversation that he was a fugitive from justice, having killed a man in Philadelphia in a barroom row. He said from that day he had never taken a single drink...and he said, with the settling up of the country, he was going to take up a ranch, stock it with cattle he would honestly purchase, and live a new life.” But Johnny Oliver preferred stealing to honest labor.5

			On April 27, 1881, the four Cowboys raided the ranch of Jose Juan Vasquez near Fronteras and escaped with fifty head of cattle. Vasquez was a wealthy young ranchero and a friend to the Americans. Vasquez believed that the rustlers had hidden his cattle in a mountain corral, but it is more probable they drove them to Fort Bowie for sale. A few weeks later Turner, McCallister, Oliver, and Garcia returned to Mexico. On May 13 they stole a herd of eighty-five cattle near Fronteras and headed north. A Mexican hunter spotted them and gave the alarm. Young Vasquez rounded up a ten-man posse and started in pursuit. They soon caught up with the Cowboys, who had made camp for the night at the Cajon de Santa Rosa, a box canyon about nine miles from Fronteras.

			Vasquez and his men approached and ordered the four Cowboys to surrender. The response was a barrage of fire from the outlaws’ Colts and Winchesters. The Mexicans surrounded their quarry and opened up with a volley that instantly killed George Turner, Miller McCallister, and Hilario Garcia. Johnny Oliver also dropped, desperately wounded. He called out, “Agua, agua! Por amor de dios!” (“Water, water! For the love of God!”)

			Vasquez stepped forward with a tin cup of water, and as he leaned down toward the wounded man, Oliver raised his pistol and fired. The ranchero crumpled, rewarded for his act of mercy with a fatal bullet in the heart. The rest of his posse riddled Oliver with vengeful gunfire. Then they searched the bodies and found papers that identified each of the Cowboys. Turner and McCallister had enough money in their pockets to buy a herd of cattle. The enraged Mexicans left the bodies to rot, but a few days later a group of American cattlemen learned of the killings, rode to the scene, and buried the four Cowboys.6

			The shoot-out threatened to create yet another international incident. The Cowboys, incensed at the death of their comrades, vowed to “wipe out the town of Fronteras.” Newspaper wire dispatches from Tucson dated June 15 announced, “For the last week cowboys have been concentrating near Galeyville, with the avowed purpose of the avenging the deaths of their comrades. They threatened to take Fronteras last week. Word was at once sent to the Mexican consul here, who sent a warning to the people at Fronteras, and also notified the Mexican Federal troops, of which there are 200 stationed on San Bernardino ranch. Yesterday morning the cowboys, seventy in number, well equipped, left Willcox for the purpose of carrying out their threats, and it is believed there will be bloody work, as they are the most reckless gang of desperadoes ever banded together.”7

			The Cowboys’ threats against Fronteras were published in newspapers throughout the U.S. According to a report in the New York Tribune, “The Mexicans will have to leave that place or make a hard fight.” But a writer from Willcox, a railroad whistle stop eighty miles east of Tucson, claimed the story was a hoax and denied that any band of Cowboys had left that town. The Tucson Star immediately corrected its account, stating that the outlaws had actually ridden out of San Simon. “But as to the whole matter being a hoax, we only wish it was.... The band has been seen by several parties and it is a notorious fact that they have been recruiting their forces for this raid in the vicinity of San Simon and Galeyville for the last three weeks.”8

			Among the Cowboys who gathered in Galeyville were Curly Bill and his pals Jim Johnson and Jim Wallace. After testifying for Bob Paul, Johnson quickly returned to his troublemaking ways. In May he took part in Galeyville’s first shooting affray. When Johnson spotted a deadly enemy, Larry Garcier, he opened fire. Fortunately the desperado missed, for his target turned out to be a French youth who looked like Garcier. In Johnson’s next exploit a few days later, he was not so lucky. On May 14, 1881, he showed off his six-gun skills in Galeyville. As one pioneer recalled, “Jim Johnson was celebrating in camp one day and got to whirling his gun on his forefinger; he dropped it two or three times and some one remarked that it was liable to go off and shoot somebody and that he had better put it up. He dropped it again and sure enough off she went.” The heavy slug ripped into his left thigh and shattered the femur. Johnson was taken to Fort Bowie for treatment by the post surgeon, who told him that his leg would have to be amputated to save his life. He declared, “No, I am not much account with two legs and would be no account with only one.” Blood poisoning set in and he died four days later. The Cowboy was buried in the Fort Bowie cemetery, and few, if any, mourned his passing.9

			Curly Bill’s other partner in Galeyville was known to New Mexicans as Jake Wallace and to Arizonans as Jim Wallace. Some claimed that he had been a member of John Kinney’s gang in New Mexico. Billy Breakenridge said that Wallace took part in the Lincoln County War, but if so, he passed by another name. He and Curly Bill began riding together in the fall of 1880, and quickly became fast friends. One night in late March 1881, at a “stag ball” in San Simon, Wallace noticed a well-dressed young tenderfoot laughing at his efforts to dance a polka. Wallace stepped up to the stranger with a drawn six-shooter and declared, “Now, young feller, you don’t like how I dance. You just get out there and dance yourself, and lively too.”

			The youth took one look at the pistol and started dancing. Wallace was pleased, and at the end of the set he invited the tenderfoot into an adjoining saloon for a drink. Recalled Con Mahony, “Like all western men of his type, Wallace was a dude as to his weapons, and his Colt’s revolver was ivory handled and beautifully inlaid with silver.” The tenderfoot kept admiring the weapon and asked Wallace how much he had paid for it. “Thirty dollars,” the Cowboy responded.

			“Well,” said the tenderfoot, “I am a drummer for a gunmaker’s firm myself, and I can sell you a better pistol than that for eight dollars.”

			“Bet yer you can’t,” exclaimed Wallace. “Just you look at it.”

			He drew the six-shooter and handed it over. In a heartbeat Wallace was looking down the barrel of his own gun.

			“Damn you!” snapped the supposed tenderfoot. “You made me dance for your pleasure, and now you’ve got to dance for mine.”

			When Con Mahony later heard the story directly from Wallace, he asked the Cowboy, “Did you dance?”

			“Of course I did,” Wallace replied. “The fellow had the drop on me, and it was just my blamed luck. I took the feller as having come from the East, when he had just come straight from California.” Mahony recalled that Wallace, when in good humor, loved to tell that story about himself.10

			Wallace was in Shakespeare with Curly Bill when Brocius decided to show off his shooting prowess. Recalled a New Mexico cattleman, “He started in to paint the town of Shakespeare red on one occasion, and after filling up with whiskey, gave a display of his skill with his six-shooter. He knocked the spot out of the ace of hearts that another of the gang, Jake Wallace, held up for him, and at twenty paces he shot a half-dollar from between Jake’s thumb and forefinger. There was a soldier on leave from Fort Bowie looking on, and Bill asked him to hold the coin. The soldier consented, and Bill struck it again. He asked the soldier to hold it up once more, and at the second fire, he shot the poor fellow’s right thumb off. Then he quietly remarked, ‘I reckon you’ve got your discharge in full.’”11

			On May 19, 1881, six days after the Fronteras gunfight, Curly Bill, Wallace, and half a dozen fellow Cowboys were drinking and gambling in a Galeyville saloon. When Wallace rode by on a fine sorrel horse, Deputy Sheriff Hugh Goodman walked up and asked him where he got it. Fellow deputy Billy Breakenridge, who was then in town to serve a civil attachment, later explained, “This was not considered good form unless you had a reason for asking it.” Wallace pulled his six-gun and declared, “If you want that horse more than I do, take him.”

			He then fired a shot into the ground at Goodman’s feet. Recalled Breakenridge, “Goodman got around the corner of the building as fast as possible, and the gang thought it was great sport.” Soon after, Breakenridge walked past the saloon while Wallace loitered on the front porch. Someone told the Cowboy that Breakenridge was a deputy sheriff from Tombstone. Wallace called to the deputy and asked if he was after his horse.

			“No,” answered the officer. “I am riding a better horse than that.”

			“He started to draw his gun,” Breakenridge later said, “but I was too quick for him and grasped his hand, at the same time placing my gun against his stomach, I told him to drop his own weapon, which he did.” The deputy coolly told Wallace he was “making a fool of himself,” gave him back his six-gun, and walked away. The Tombstone Epitaph reported what happened next: “Shortly after this Curly Bill, who, it would seem, had a friendly feeling for Breakenridge, insisted that Wallace should go and find him and apologize for the insult given.” The deputy said that Wallace soon found him. “He told me that Curly was very angry with him, and told him he had to apologize to me. He wanted me to go to the saloon with him so that he could square himself with Curly. I went with him and he apologized and I thought everything was all right, but Curly, who was still drinking, wanted to have a row with Wallace.”

			Curly Bill threatened to shoot Wallace’s horse, then thought better of it and walked across the street to Babcock’s saloon. Said Breakenridge, “Wallace followed him and they had some words. Curly told him to keep away and not bother him any more or he would shoot him as well as the horse.” Then Brocius exclaimed, “You damned Lincoln County son of a bitch, I’ll kill you anyhow!”

			The two stepped outside. Again Curly Bill decided to avoid a fight, and he climbed onto his horse. At that, Wallace pulled his pistol and fired. The ball slammed into the left side of Curly’s neck, tore through his mouth and knocked out a tooth, and exited his right cheek. Miraculously, it missed his jawbone and his jugular vein. The outlaw was carried to the town doctor. Curly’s Cowboy friends wanted to lynch Wallace, but Breakenridge arrested him. He brought his prisoner before a justice of the peace, who promptly ruled that the shooting was self-defense.

			Despite Curly Bill’s wound, he managed to ask the doctor what his chances were. “About even” was the reply.

			“Then I’m going to get well,” he declared, “for whenever I get an even chance I always come out ahead.” He kept his sense of humor, and told his Cowboy friends, “Boys, let Wallace go up to Tombstone. They’ll turn out to meet him with a brass band.”12

			Curly Bill was treated by U.S. Army surgeon James L. Ord at Fort Bowie, across the Chiricahuas from Galeyville. Dr. Ord later said that he “thought the wound was mortal.” Because it was impossible for Curly to swallow, he could not eat. Ord inserted a rubber tube down his esophagus and fed him liquids. The use of a feeding tube was rare in that era, but it saved the desperado’s life. A month later Curly Bill had recovered enough to walk about the streets of Galeyville. Tom Whitehead, a Galeyville hotelkeeper, explained later, “I took care of Bill in my house for nearly two months, and he bore his sufferings like a man. He was shot clean through the head, and it seemed almost impossible for him to live through it. He said he just lived so as he could kill his cowardly partner.” Whitehead, when asked by a journalist if Curly Bill and Wallace had met since the shooting, replied, “Not yet, but they will, and when they do someone will drop, for Bill will surely kill him on sight.” But Curly Bill never got revenge against Wallace. Many years later Billy Breakenridge said that Wallace was killed in Roswell, New Mexico. But in 1887 Con Mahony declared, “When Bill got well he allowed as New Mexico wasn’t large enough to hold him and Jake, and Jake cleared out for parts unknown.”13

			With Curly Bill and Jim Johnson out of commission, other Cowboys still thirsted for vengeance against the citizens of Fronteras. Lieutenant Louis Craig of the Sixth Cavalry, scouting the Chiricahua Mountains for soldiers who had deserted from Fort Bowie, reported in early June that he had encountered Cowboys who made threats “that the people of Fronteras, Sonora, should have to pay for [the] so-called murder of Turner’s party of raiders.” Craig added that “forty or fifty Cowboys of bad character are ready for action between Las Animas and Galeyville.” In response to Craig’s report, a troop of cavalry, guided by Indian scouts, rode into the Chiricahuas “to look after marauders who are reported threatening Mexican persons and property.” The soldiers, however, were hamstrung by the Posse Comitatus Act of 1878, which prevented the U.S. Army from engaging in domestic law enforcement. Colonel James Biddle, the cavalry commander, notified the U.S. marshal and the sheriffs of Pima and Cochise Counties that his men would assist in trailing “desperadoes and outlaws” but they could not “act in anywise as a posse comitatus or take part in the action of the civil law.” He explained that his troopers would stay back “about one thousand yards from the parties you seek to arrest.” Biddle’s men found no marauding Cowboys, but the colonel wrote to a friend in Tucson that “Billy the Kid and 25 cowboys had been seen in the vicinity of the Big [San Simon] Cienega, going toward Fronteras.” This Billy the Kid was not Henry McCarty, alias William Bonney, who was then in New Mexico with only a month to live. He was either Billy Claiborne or Billy Grounds, both dangerous young Cowboys and each of whom also bore the nickname Billy the Kid. Grounds, a close friend of Brocius, was also called “Curly Bill’s Kid.”14

			Soon a wild account was published, claiming that a gang of Cowboys raided Fronteras on June 16 and “commenced shooting the moment they entered the town, killing and wounding forty Mexicans.” One Cowboy supposedly died and several more were wounded. The story turned out to be false. Instead, the governor of Mexico had ordered Felipe Neri, commander of the federal forces in Fronteras, to dispatch 250 troops to guard the border against any raid by the Cowboys. The outlaws wisely made no effort to cross the line.15

			On June 17 a large band of Cowboys, variously estimated at eighteen to forty, gathered at the railroad depot in San Simon. When an eastbound train pulled in, they saw that five Maricopa Indians, one a woman, had hitched a ride on a flatcar. The Maricopas were on their way to Deming, New Mexico, where the men had been promised work on the railroad. One of the Cowboys, roaring drunk and clutching his Winchester, climbed onto the flatcar. He approached one of the Indians and demanded to know if he had seen a posse that was hunting them. When the Indian gave an evasive answer, the Cowboy became enraged and shoved his rifle muzzle into the man’s chest. Before he could pull the trigger, other Cowboys rushed forward and snatched his Winchester. Now unarmed, the Cowboy slugged the Indian in the face. The Maricopa seized his assailant and clenched his teeth down hard on the fingers of the desperado’s right hand. Several Cowboys rushed to the badman’s aid, and the Indian jumped from the car and raced up the track in a hail of lead as the desperadoes emptied their six-guns at him. Miraculously, he managed to escape. The other Maricopas took refuge on the locomotive and the coal tender, where they were soon joined by their unscathed companion. The same Cowboy spotted him, climbed onto the engine, and opened fire. The Indian jumped down, but a bullet struck him just as he reached the ground. He ran a short distance, then collapsed. As a journalist reported, “The brutal assassin then went up to the body and fired two more shots into his victim, after which he scalped him, carrying off the bloody trophy of his crime with a fiendish yell.”16

			Although this heartless killing took place in his bailiwick, Sheriff Behan made no effort to identify or capture the culprit. Declared the editor of the Tucson Star, “A peaceable, defenseless Indian, of a tribe which has been the friend of the white man for many years, was brutally murdered and then scalped. The criminal was allowed to go untouched or unmolested. Why? Because he was a cowboy?” Directing his ire at local lawmen, the editor wrote, “The murders and depredations of the gang of outlaws known as cowboys are becoming more numerous and aggravating daily. Their numbers are rapidly increasing and their operations are growing more bold and reckless. Thus far they have placed at defiance the law and its officers. Thousands of head of cattle and horses have been stolen from both Americans and Mexicans during the last year, and little or nothing has been done to apprehend the thieves.” Then, referring to Curly Bill’s deal with Wyatt Earp and Bob Paul, he said, “A city marshal is shot down in the streets of Tombstone, his murderer a chief of the cowboy gang, by a pretext and a political bargain, is turned loose on the community, since which time he has been a terror.”17

			While Curly Bill hobbled around Galeyville, recovering from his gunshot wound, Wyatt Earp was still trying to capture the Cowboys who killed Bud Philpott. As an experienced officer, he knew the surest way to get them was by using a stool pigeon, or informant. On the night of June 2, he approached three of the Cowboy leaders in Tombstone. As Wyatt explained later, “I knew that Leonard, Head and Crane were friends and associates of the Clantons and McLaurys and often stopped at their ranches. It was generally understood among officers and those who have information about criminals, that Ike Clanton was sort of chief among the cowboys, that the Clantons and McLaurys were cattle thieves and generally in the secret of the stage robbery, and that the Clanton and McLaury ranches were meeting places and places of shelter for the gang. I had an ambition to be sheriff of this County at the next election, and I thought it would be a great help to me with the people and businessmen if I could capture the men who killed Philpott. There were rewards offered of about $1,200 each for the capture of the robbers. Altogether there was about $3,600 offered for their capture. I thought this sum might tempt Ike Clanton and Frank McLaury to give away Leonard, Head, and Crane, so I went to Ike Clanton, Frank McLaury, and Joe Hill when they came to town. I had an interview with them in the back yard of the Oriental Saloon. I told them what I wanted. I told them I wanted the glory of capturing Leonard, Head, and Crane and if I could do it, it would help me make the race for sheriff at the next election. I told them if they would put me on the track of Leonard, Head, and Crane, and tell me where those men were hid; I would give them all the reward and would never let anyone know where I got the information.”

			As ranchers, landowners, and taxpayers, Clanton, McLaury, and Hill stood a step above most of the Cowboys. All were hard cases, cattle thieves, and fences for stolen livestock, but not stage robbers. At the same time, they were tempted by the rewards. Recalled Wyatt, “Ike Clanton said he would like to see them captured. He said that Leonard claimed a ranch that he claimed, and that if he could get him out of the way, he would have no opposition in regard to the ranch. Clanton said that Leonard, Head, and Crane would make a fight, that they would never be taken alive, and that I must find out if the reward would be paid for the capture of the robbers dead or alive. I then went to Marshall Williams, the agent of Wells, Fargo & Co., in this town and at my request, he telegraphed to the agent, or superintendent, in San Francisco to find out if the reward would be paid for the robbers dead or alive.”18

			At three o’clock the next morning, Clanton met with Virgil Earp, who later explained, “Ike Clanton asked me where we could go to have a long talk, where nobody could hear us excepting those who were along at the time. We turned around the corner of Allen and Fifth Streets, alongside of Danner and Owens’ Saloon.” When they were alone, Ike said, “I’ve had a long talk with Wyatt in regard to Leonard, Head, and Crane. I believe I can trust you. I am going to put up a job for you boys to catch them.”

			Virgil responded, “How can I know you are in earnest and can trust you?”

			Ike answered that Billy Leonard had a fine ranch near Cloverdale, New Mexico, and declared, “As soon as I heard of him robbing the stage, I rounded up my cattle on the San Pedro here, and run them over and jumped his ranch. Shortly after you boys gave up the chase, who should come riding up but Leonard, Head, and Crane. By God, they have been stopping around there ever since, and it looks as though they are going to stay. They have already told me that I would either have to buy the ranch or get off of it. I told them that I supposed after what they had done, they would not dare to stay in the country and I supposed you would rather your friends would get your ranch than anybody else. But if they were going to stay in the country he would either get off or buy the ranch. Now you can see why I want these men either captured or killed, and I would rather have them killed.”

			To that Virgil said, “There are three of you and there is only three of them. Why don’t you capture or kill them, and I would see that you get the reward?”

			“Jesus Christ!” Ike retorted. “I would not last longer than a snowball in hell if I should do that! The rest of the gang would think we killed them for the reward and they would kill us. But we have agreed with Wyatt to bring them to a certain spot, where you boys can capture them. As soon as Wyatt gets a telegram he is going to send for, in regard to the reward dead or alive, and they will give it, dead or alive, we’ll start right after them, to bring them over.”

			“Where will you bring them to?” asked Virgil.

			“Either to McLaury’s ranch or Willow Springs. Now I want you never to give us away or say a word about it, except [to] the party you take along.”19

			During the next few days, Wyatt met several times with Clanton, McLaury, and Hill behind the Oriental Saloon and assured them that any deal would remain secret. Wyatt recalled, “I told Ike Clanton in one of those conversations that there were some parties here in town that were trying to give Doc Holliday the worst of it by their talk, that there was some suspicion that he knew something about the attempted robbery and killing of Bud Philpott, and if I could catch Leonard, Head, and Crane, I could prove to the citizens that he knew nothing of it.”20
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			The notorious Ike Clanton, bitter enemy of Wyatt Earp and his brothers.
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			A few days later, on June 7, Marshall Williams gave Wyatt a copy of a telegram that he had received from Leonard F. Rowell, Wells Fargo’s assistant superintendent in San Francisco. It was brief and dispassionate: “Yes we will pay rewards for them dead or alive.” Explained Wyatt, “I went and showed it to Ike Clanton and Joe Hill and returned it to Marshall Williams, and afterwards told Frank McLaury of its contents. It was then agreed between us that they were to have all the $3,600 reward, outside of necessary expenses for horse hire in going after them, and that Joe Hill should go to where Leonard, Head, and Crane were hid, over near Eureka, in New Mexico, and lure them in near Frank and Tom McLaury’s ranch near Soldier’s Holes, thirty miles from here, and I would be on hand with a posse and capture them. I asked Joe Hill, Ike Clanton, and Frank McLaury what tale they would make them to get them over here. They said they had agreed upon a plan to tell them there would be a paymaster going from Tombstone to Bisbee, to pay off the miners, and they wanted them to come in and take him in. Ike Clanton then sent Joe Hill to bring them in. Before starting, Joe Hill took off his watch and chain and between two and three hundred dollars in money, and gave it to Virgil Earp to keep for him until he got back.”21

			Despite the heavy reward—ten years’ wages for a cowpuncher—Leonard, Head, and Crane made little effort to hide. The three Cowboys rode about openly, brazenly ignoring the bounty that Wells Fargo had placed on their heads. They stayed at Leonard’s ranch near Cloverdale Springs, New Mexico, where they quarreled with Ike Clanton over his squatting and grazing cattle on Leonard’s land. They also had trouble with a pair of brothers from Kansas, Ike and Billy Heslet. Ike was thirty, his brother four years younger. In 1877 the Heslets had settled on a ranch in the Animas Valley south of the mining camp of Eureka (now called Old Hachita), New Mexico. John Ringo and Ike Clanton later filed a claim for a 320-acre parcel of government land nearby. For a time the Heslets rode with the Cowboys, but by 1880 the brothers had reformed and pursued honest work as miners in Eureka.

			Mike Gray, the Tombstone justice of the peace, bought land on either side of the Heslets’ spread. Gray had close ties to the Cowboys. A fifty-four-year-old native of Tennessee, he grew up in Texas and joined the California Gold Rush in 1849. From 1851 to 1855 Gray served with distinction as deputy sheriff and sheriff at Marysville in Yuba County. In 1855, when fired on by a political opponent, Gray pulled a derringer and killed the man with a single shot. After drifting back and forth between California and Mexico, always seeking his fortune, Gray arrived in Tombstone in 1879. There he became both a justice of the peace and one of the owners of the Tombstone Townsite Company, a shady scheme to corner the town’s real-estate market. One of Gray’s partners in Tombstone was the notoriously corrupt financier Joseph C. Palmer, whose San Francisco bank, Palmer, Cook & Co., had failed in 1856 in one of the West’s biggest banking scandals.22

			Mike Gray’s dishonest business dealings were only amplified by his association with the Cowboys. In November 1880 Gray acquired the neighboring ranch from Ike Clanton and John Ringo. The next year the Heslets agreed to sell their ranch to Gray for $4,000, with the money to be paid by mid-June. But Gray was unwilling or unable to raise the $4,000, so he decided on a cheaper solution: he hired Billy Leonard and Harry “the Kid” Head to kill the Heslet boys. With the brothers out of the way, he could take over their squatters’ rights to their ranch.

			On June 11, 1881, Leonard, Head, and two other Cowboys rode into Eureka, looking for the Heslets. They were at work in a mine, a quarter mile distant. The desperadoes dismounted in front of the general store, which held a restaurant and saloon. Leaving one man to stand guard outside, the others bought liquor, got drunk, and threatened to ride to the mine and kill the Heslet boys. Sigmund “Joe” Beritzhoff, a nineteen-year-old friend of the Heslets who had recently come to New Mexico from San Francisco, was there. He described the scene: “I went down to the store, getting there about noon, so I went in and ate my dinner. Leonard and the others were at the table with their six-shooters along side their plates and their rifles lying in their laps. I tell you it looked tough. Well, Bill said he was going to shoot the Heslet boys on sight.”

			A bystander rushed to the mine and warned Ike to be on his guard. The Cowboys loitered in the store until dark. Leonard still suffered from the wounds inflicted by Bob Paul’s shotgun. As a morphine addict, he probably used drugs, liquor, or both to manage the pain. Before leaving the store, Leonard remarked to Beritzhoff that “he wished someone would shoot him in the heart and put him out of his misery, as he had two big holes in his belly that he got when he tried to rob the stage at Tombstone.”

			The Heslets managed to avoid Leonard and his men that night. In a letter to a friend, Beritzhoff explained, “Ike thought the best thing was to catch them himself, so this morning at daybreak he went to the store and laid in wait for them.” Behind the store stood a corral with a three-foot-high fence. Ike and Billy Heslet took up positions behind the fence. Ike was armed with a large six-shooter, Billy with a Winchester rifle. Soon they spotted Leonard and Head approaching. Leonard was on horseback while the Kid walked. Ike Heslet took dead aim with his pistol and fired once. The heavy ball struck the outlaw just below the heart and almost toppled him from the saddle. Billy Heslet, thinking the Cowboy was trying to escape, shot the horse, and rider and mount collapsed in the dusty street.

			As Harry Head jerked his six-gun, Ike yelled to him, “Stop!” But before the Kid could react, Billy Heslet shot him in the abdomen. Head turned and tried to run, but, as Beritzhoff said, “Bill and Ike commenced to pop it to him.” The brothers put six slugs into the Kid, who dropped in his tracks. The Heslets cautiously approached, just as Billy Leonard took his last breath. Harry Head was still alive, but he died by sundown. Billy Leonard’s demise was welcomed by territorial newspapers. Declared the Tombstone Epitaph, “This country is well rid of one of the worst desperadoes that has cursed the world for a long time.” The editor of the Phoenix Gazette added that “his death will be a relief...as he was a very ‘hard citizen.’”23

			Jim Crane was enraged by the killing of his two partners. The Heslet boys should have exercised common sense and returned to their family in Kansas. Instead, they boldly stayed in Eureka while Crane planned revenge. He quickly gathered a band of fifteen or twenty Cowboys. On the night of June 16, four days after the fatal shootings, Crane and his gang rode into Eureka. The Heslet boys were playing cards in West McFadden’s saloon with their young friend Joe Beritzhoff. Suddenly Crane and several others burst in the front door, six-guns flaming. Smoke filled the room and the walls shuddered from the reverberation of the gunfire. The Heslets had no chance. Within moments the brothers and Beritzhoff were sprawled on the floor.

			One witness described the gory scene: “The place was just running with blood. Bill Heslet was shot six times in his bowels, and Ike was shot through his head and his left hand was shot to pieces. The boy Joe was shot six times through his stomach and once through his ankle. He suffered the worst of any of them. They were all conscious to the last.” Crane and the other Cowboys leaped onto their horses and thundered out of town. Citizens rushed to the saloon, where the Heslet boys, in the throes of death, signed a will leaving everything they owned to their father and sister in Kansas. The next day the three were buried. “It was a sorrowful sight to see those three coffins followed by all the men moving slowly through the camp,” remarked a woman who lived in Eureka.24

			When word reached Tombstone that Billy Leonard and Harry Head had been slain, Wyatt and Virgil saw that their chance for the reward had gone glimmering. Wyatt recalled, “Ike Clanton and Frank McLaury claimed that I had given them away to Marshall Williams and Doc Holliday, and when they came in town, they shunned us, and Morgan, Virgil Earp, Doc Holliday and myself began to hear their threats against us.”25

			The Cowboys had intimidated everyone else along the border, and now they thought that they could buffalo the Earp brothers. It would prove a deadly mistake.
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			Cowboys and Mexicans

			He was a wide-eyed newspaper correspondent from Ohio. As the morning eastbound train rattled and lurched out of Tucson, fellow passengers regaled the tenderfoot journalist with stories about the Cowboys, the Tombstone stage attack, and the murders of Bud Philpott and Peter Roerig. When the cars stopped at Benson, he peered out the windows and spotted “a bullion wagon running from Tombstone to the railroad, accompanied by a guard armed with a shotgun, a third of the barrel cut off, and loaded with buckshot.” At five that evening, April 19, 1881, his train reached Deming, New Mexico, and he took a walk around the rough rail town. He found it “a scattered collection of tents of all sizes and shapes, used as boarding houses for railroad men, as drinking places, as gambling houses, dance houses and worse. This tent town is a dangerous place to explore alone, as men are liable to be ‘held up’ and robbed.”

			The journalist soon encountered Sheriff Harvey Whitehill and a deputy, guarding “three villainous looking Mexicans indicted for murder.” For his Midwestern readers, he offered a pen portrait of the noted lawman: “He was a big, burly, good natured fellow wearing an East Indian pith hat, a red handkerchief about his throat, his face, beard, and clothes covered with dust, smoking a cigar. He carried a large revolver strapped on his right hip and a belt filled with cartridges around the waist, his pantaloons stuck in his boots.... In his company I explored the tent town and all its villainies and was introduced to many a notorious desperado.” And to his editor the reporter declared, “Of course your readers are familiar with the name Cow Boy, so notorious along this southern border. The heart of the cow-boy’s country is the San Simon Valley. They are from all parts of this Southern region, New Mexico, Arizona, Texas, and Chihuahua. In New Mexico they are known as ‘Holy Terrors.’ Their ostensible occupation is the herding of cattle, their preferred occupation robbery and murder. They are expert horsemen, quick and deadly with the revolver. The most of them wear a broad-brimmed felt or straw hat, a dried snake, or an imitation one, twisted around the crown.”

			Then he described one of the Cowboys in Deming. “Here I met a young Texan who had always lived on the border, and this was the first railroad he had ever seen. He sported a large six shooter, a belt of cartridges, a knife, a repeating rifle, and fifty rounds of fixed ammunition; a good natured, and I have no doubt, a kindly lad, who informed me gravely that, by going directly south and keeping away from the mountains, he could go down into Old Mexico and get all the stock he wanted and get back with it and no one would see him. So much for an early education. Still all this violence, this plundering, this wanton disregard of life will soon be done away with, as the railroad lines, these modern civilizers, draw their iron network closer and closer.” Yet his prediction of the demise of the Cowboys was premature.1

			By the summer of 1881, as Curly Bill slowly recovered from his gunshot wound in Galeyville, his reputation had spread so quickly he became the most notorious desperado on the Arizona frontier. Other than using the surnames Brocius and Bresnaham—both of which were probably aliases—he made no effort to hide from the law, unlike other noted outlaws of the day. While Curly Bill rode boldly across the Arizona frontier, Jesse James disguised himself as family man Thomas Howard in St. Joseph, Missouri, and Charles E. Boles, better known as Black Bart, the West’s most prolific stage robber, posed as an honest mine owner in San Francisco. Because of Curly Bill’s public profile, many Arizonans knew him, either personally, by sight, or by reputation. One of Curly’s friends was Tom Whitehead, the Galeyville hotelkeeper. When interviewed by a San Francisco journalist in 1881, Whitehead declared, “The cowboys have no chief, nor do they run in gangs, as is generally supposed. Curly Bill...has no gang, and since his last partner shot him through the head, Bill don’t take well to partners. No, sir, the cowboys don’t herd together in droves, but come and go about their own personal business wherever they desire to go. As for Curly Bill, you newspaper men have given him an undeserved notoriety. He ain’t half as bad as you paper writers have made him out to be. Curly Bill is a bad man when he gets riled up, but he is neither a robber nor a murderer.”

			Whitehead stoutly defended his Cowboy friend. “The worst trick I ever knew him to do was to go into a restaurant once, while the people were at dinner. He was drunk and pulled out his two revolvers and laid them beside his plate, and ordered everyone at the tables to wait until he was through, as it was ungentlemanly and impolite to rise before all had finished their meal. Of course everybody in the restaurant sat and waited until Bill got done eating, but he was so ‘full’ he laid down his head upon his arms and fell asleep, and the folks were so afraid of him that they supposed he was just shamming sleep so as to get a chance to shoot the first one who rose from the table. They all waited until he awoke, when he paid the bill for the crowd and left.”2

			Whitehead also described a visit by Curly to his hotel one night in Galeyville. “I saw that Bill was drinking, and, of course, said nothing to annoy him. He seemed to be annoyed at my lamps and said, ‘Tom, ain’t your lights a little too bright? They hurt me eyes some. Shall I put out some?’ I told him he might put out one just to satisfy him. He then pulled out a pistol and shot the light out without breaking the lamp. He then went out and shot out as many lights as he imagined gave him offense.” This story grew each time it was repeated. In one version Curly’s shooting started a raging fire and the building was burned to the ground. The hotelkeeper ruefully declared, “That cussed Curly Bill got to shooting at the lamp and hit her a little too low and it exploded. He will pay the damages, though.”3

			Stories of Curly Bill’s livestock stealing became the topic of common joke in Tombstone. Soon the Epitaph offered the lyrics to a ditty titled “The Prospector’s Lament,” sung to the tune of the popular Irish ballad “The Hat My Father Wore.” One verse told the story of a miner whose horse was stolen by Curly Bill:

			Once I owned a bronco, and I bought him for a song;

			He wasn’t very handsome, but he carried me along.

			But now I punch my burro all up and down the hill.

			For my bronco’s gone to San Simon, to carry Curly Bill.4

			There seemed to be no end to the colorful stories about Brocius. One held that he and several of his riders, including Jim Crane and Tom Harper, attended a “stag dance” in a saloon in California City, supposedly located near the San Simon Valley. Yanking out their pistols, they emphasized the music by firing at the feet of the dancers. According to a contemporary account of the affair, “This practice of shooting at the heels of one’s boots is so common among the cowboys, and so accurate are they in their aim, that an accident seldom occurs. Shooting the heels off one another’s boots is a common recreation among them.” A new member of the gang, Joe Palmer, was not so skillful and he shot Abe Saunders in the foot. The Cowboys immediately convened a mock court. They appointed Curly Bill as judge, Jim Crane as sheriff, and Tom Harper as clerk. Two other Cowboys were chosen as prosecutor and defense attorney. An indictment was drawn up, and Harper read it aloud: “We, the undersigned grand jurors for the county of Cochise, in the territory of Arizona, do find Joe Palmer guilty of felony in having wounded Abe Saunders in the foot in attempting to shoot the heel off of said Sanders’ boot when said Sanders ‘cut the pigeon-wing,’ in figure next to the last, in the first set, in the ‘stag dance’ held in California City, in said Territory, on Saturday night, June 20, 1881.” Then, after a short trial, a jury of Cowboys convicted Palmer. Curly Bill pronounced the sentence: “Joe Palmer, the jury of your peers having found you guilty of a heinous offense, it becomes the duty of this court to pronounce sentence upon you. You have had a fair and impartial trial. Able counsel defended you. There is nothing left but for the court to pronounce sentence. The sentence of the court is that you be taken to the San Simon valley and between daybreak and sunrise be executed. Sheriff, take charge of the prisoner.”

			The next morning the Cowboys took Palmer out and shot him dead. Curly Bill explained afterward that “no man was worthy to associate with residents of San Simon who could not shoot the heel off of a fellow’s boot while he danced.” But also Cowboys had learned that Palmer was a stool pigeon and used the mock trial to get rid of him. This story was widely believed and in 1882 was published in newspapers throughout the United States. However, there were several problems with the account. No town named California City ever existed in Arizona, although Galeyville was the principal settlement in the California mining district. The date of June 20, 1881, was a Monday, not a Saturday. And although Harper and Crane were certainly members of the Cowboys, Joe Palmer and Abe Saunders appear to be fictitious characters. Lastly, in June 1881 Tom Harper was in the Tucson jail under penalty of death. In the end, the mock trial sounds exactly like something Curly Bill would have engineered, but the rest of the details—time, place, and execution of Palmer—were inventions.5
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			Tom Harper, the notorious Cowboy who was hanged in Tucson on July 8, 1881.

			Richard Lapidus Collection.

			Tom Harper, a rowdy twenty-eight-year-old Texan, was indeed a close friend of Curly Bill. On September 19, 1880, he killed John Tolliday, who had once worked as a teamster for Virgil Earp in Prescott. The fatal shooting took place at a mining camp in Ramsey Canyon in the Huachuca Mountains, just north of the Mexico line. Harper had collected thirty-five dollars that was owed to Tolliday. Instead of turning the money over, he gambled it away. Tolliday sued Harper and had the Cowboy’s horse seized as payment. But when Harper threatened to kill Tolliday, the teamster sensibly gave the horse back. Harper wasn’t satisfied with that, so he jerked his pistol and shot the unarmed Tolliday dead as he was sitting on a log. The desperado leaped on his horse and fled for the border, but a friend of Tolliday’s tracked him down and captured him at the point of his Winchester. He brought Harper into Tombstone and turned him over to Deputy Sheriff Wyatt Earp.6

			A month later a Tucson jury heard his murder case. Harper insisted that he had killed Tolliday in self-defense: “He had told me he was heeled, and sworn to kill me before morning.” The jurors rejected his claim, convicted him of murder, and Harper was promptly sentenced to death by hanging. His lawyer filed an appeal with Arizona’s territorial supreme court, which upheld the trial verdict. Harper was scheduled to be hanged on July 8, 1881, by Bob Paul, who had won his case and was now sheriff of Pima County. Paul, who as a lawman in the California Gold Rush had assisted in four hangings, personally designed the scaffold and supervised its construction in the jailyard. One day before his execution, Harper began losing his nerve. He kept calling for liquor, but Sheriff Paul gave him only a little wine. Then, in his jail cell, Harper scratched out a thoughtful letter to Curly Bill: “Curly, you are aware that I am not in the habit of lecturing any man, but in this case you may remember the words of a dying man (for I am all to intents and purposes such), and perhaps give heed to them.... Curly, I want you to take warning by me. Do not be too handy with a pistol. Keep cool and never fire at a man unless in the actual defense of your life. You must stand a heap from a man before you kill him. Words do not hurt, so you must never mind what is said to aggravate you. As I said before, don’t try and hurt a man until he actually assaults you; but above all things, never hunt a man. Give my kind regards to any of my old friends whom you may chance to meet, and tell them to take a warning by me. I bear no man ill will, and I think I am going to die in peace. Hoping you will take heed of what I write, I am, as ever, your unfortunate friend. Thomas Harper.”7

			The next morning, July 8, 1881, Harper made two dying requests: to inspect the gallows and to be photographed for his family and friends. Bob Paul granted both wishes. At 2:30 p.m. the sheriff, accompanied by four officers and a Catholic priest, brought Harper into the jailyard. As was customary, a crowd of 150 had been issued invitations to witness the hanging. Paul and another lawman helped Harper ascend the gallows stairs. Sheriff Paul read the death warrant to all present, then asked Harper if he had any last words. Harper mumbled quietly that he had nothing to say. Then he spotted in the crowd J. H. Martin, a Tucson policeman for whom he had once worked in Texas. Harper asked him to climb the gallows. Martin complied, asking, “What is it, Tom?” The Cowboy responded, “I want you to write my brother and send my picture.”

			Martin promised to do so. Harper asked for a drink, which was given to him. Then he took his place on the trap, with the fatal rope draped around his neck, and called out, “Good-bye to the United States.” As the priest prayed for him, Harper readjusted the noose. Bob Paul stopped him and placed the knot under his ear. Harper complained, “That won’t do. That’s wrong.” But Paul knew better. He positioned the knot so as to snap his neck to one side and break it, which would cause near-instant death.

			As the sheriff and his deputies strapped his legs and arms, Harper declared, “Boys, well here goes.” As Bob Paul dropped a black hood over his head, Harper’s muffled voice called out, “I have something to say before I die.” He was drowned out by a distant peal of thunder that echoed ominously from the east. Sheriff Paul gave the signal and Harper plunged through the trap, his neck broken by the fall. Tom Harper was the first and only member of the Cowboys to be legally executed. And Curly Bill paid no heed to his deathbed warning.8

			While newspapermen railed against the lawlessness of the Cowboys, only a handful managed to interview any of them. On July 22, 1881, two weeks after Harper’s hanging, a correspondent for the Chicago Tribune found himself aboard an overland train bound for Tucson. When it stopped at Benson, Jerry Barton and one of his Cowboy comrades swung aboard. Just two months earlier Barton had supposedly been killed by Curly Bill at Shakespeare, New Mexico. Now he was on his way to Tucson for a court hearing in the case against him for fatally shooting Ed Merrill in his Charleston saloon. Barton had been free on bail. He took a seat next to the newsman, pulled a huge six-shooter from his gunbelt, and placed it on the seat in front of them. “He was a burly fellow,” wrote the correspondent, “with the white slouch hat, colored shirt, scarred face, and desperate look so characteristic of the border ruffian, and with a form which whisky and a wild life seemed powerless to deform.”

			Barton briefly told how he had killed Merrill: “A cowboy came into my place once near Tombstone and began firing at my chandelier. I began to fire, too, and soon that cowboy dropped in his tracks.” He also explained that he did not trust juries. “The law gets the best of us fellows. I have a chance for my life if only one man is against me, but a dozen against one gives a fellow no show. But my bondsmen shan’t suffer, and I’ll stand my trial like a man.” Then he stood up, slipped his pistol into his belt, and walked to the opposite end of the car. His fellow Cowboy told the journalist, “Jerry is a good fellow but a regular devil when angry or under the influence of liquor. He has killed so many men that he now takes no chances, and thinks that almost every man he meets is after his life. That huge revolver he carries is a dangerous weapon, and Jerry generally knows how to ‘get the drop’ on his victim; but the last young man he killed was very popular with his friends, and some strange swearing [perjury] may be expected at the trial. Arizona is a frontier country, and a man must not be squeamish about shooting if he himself expects to survive. Still, there is a great deal of honor among cowboys, and Jerry is not the least honorable of them all.”

			The newspaperman concluded, “On the frontier these cowboys are feared more than the Apaches. They shoot at a man’s hat to see the man jump, and then shoot the man if he demurs. They come in crowds to the smaller towns, brandish their weapons...and then help themselves to any goods or whisky which they may find. They drive cattle across the Mexican border, where they sell them to their ‘Greaser’ friends, and then steal the same cattle and drive them north, where they sell them again... Until this class of dangerous men disappear, frontier life in New Mexico and Arizona will not possess many charms for the immigrant, and the agricultural and mining development of both Territories will be seriously retarded.”9

			In Tombstone, even women took notice of the Cowboys. Mrs. J. C. Colyer, wife of a Tombstone mining superintendent, knew Ike Clanton and John Ringo in 1881. A journalist for the Kansas City Star, who interviewed Mrs. Colyer, called her “a bright eyed, vivacious brunette, about 28 years old,” and reported, “She says it is impossible to exaggerate the extent to which their lawlessness is carried.” Mrs. Colyer told the newspaperman, “The cow-boys of that country are most of them polished gentlemen. They are exceedingly polite and courteous. They come to town and stop at the best hotels, and, if in walking through the halls, they meet a lady, they invariably take off their hats and hold them in their hands until they are clear past. Ringo and Clanton are their chiefs. They plan the raids and the others carry them out. Most of them are wealthy, owning the ranches in the surrounding country.”10

			In late July 1881, one band of Cowboys, unfazed by Tom Harper’s death on the gibbet, made a raid into Sonora. The gang included Milt Hicks, who ran the crooked butcher shop in Galeyville; “Buckskin Joe” Gauze, a notorious rustler; John Magill of the San Simon Cienega; and Alex Arnett, who had recently settled in the Cienega with his Mexican wife and several children. Near Bavispe, sixty miles south of the border, they stole several hundred cattle and drove them north into New Mexico. A posse of thirty Mexican vaqueros started in pursuit and trailed them to the Double ’Dobe ranch in the Animas Valley. This was the same ranch where the Earps and Bob Paul had sought refuge during their manhunt for Leonard, Crane, and Head. The Cowboys, greatly outnumbered by the Mexican posse, abandoned the cattle and escaped on horseback. As the Mexicans rounded up the scattered herd, the Cowboys rode to the Azcarati Ranch, located just north of the border. Formerly owned by Bob Martin’s friend David K. Wardwell, the latter had recently sold it to George W. Lang. Here they found Curly Bill, still recovering from his gunshot wound but able to ride. With Curly were John Ringo, Joe Hill, and a dozen other Cowboys. Almost twenty strong, they mounted up and raced south after the vaqueros, catching up with them in Guadalupe Canyon, near the border, on July 26. The Mexicans tried to fight, but they were no match for the Cowboys. In a running gunfight, the Cowboys killed eight vaqueros and recovered the stolen herd. The surviving Mexicans sent a rider to Fronteras, where he reported the attack to General Jose Otero, commander of all Mexican troops on the border.11

			The next day another band of Cowboys took part in equally deadly work. That morning, July 27, they set up an ambush in Skull Canyon on the Arizona–New Mexico line, thirty miles north of the Mexican border. Later this spot would be incorrectly identified as Skeleton Canyon, which was about eight miles due south. The Tombstone Nugget identified one of the Cowboy leaders as Jim Crane. According to old-timers’ accounts, the riders included Ike and Billy Clanton, Joe Hill, Albert George, Zwing Hunt, and the teenage outlaws Jimmy Hughes and Billy Grounds. Wyatt Earp later insisted, but offered no proof, that two of the bunch were Frank and Tom McLaury. Skull Canyon, also known as Sarampion Canyon, was commonly used by Mexican traders and smugglers. A few days earlier a caravan of sixteen Mexicans, with thirty mules hauling a well-laden pack train, had left the Sonoran mountain towns of Bacerac and Bavispe, headed north for Silver City. They were smuggling food, mescal, cattle, silver bullion, and 2,500 silver pesos to trade with the merchants of Silver City. They never got there.

			At a narrow spot in the canyon, the Cowboys opened up with Winchesters. The Mexicans fired back, but they had little chance. They managed to wound Zwing Hunt in the shoulder, and in the excitement young Jimmy Hughes shot himself in one leg. But as usual, the Cowboys showed their deadly skill, killing four of the smugglers: Miguel Tarazona, Joaquin Montano, Jose Samaniego, and Reynaldo Samaniego. The rest of the Mexicans fled, leaving behind all the mules and their cargo. The next day Bob Clark, a miner from Tombstone, was riding through Skull Canyon when he found thirty abandoned pack mules. Empty packs were scattered about. There was no sign of the dead bodies. The smugglers had either buried their companions or brought the corpses back across the border.

			Clark reported his discovery—which became incorrectly known as the Skeleton Canyon massacre—to the Tombstone Nugget. He said that “the train was a smuggling one from Sonora, and that the owners had been attacked by the Rustlers and killed, and the train had been stampeded during the melee.” Clark added that “a smuggling trail leads through this neighborhood, and that very often trains are taken in by the marauders who infest that country. The Mexicans can make no complaint to the authorities, being engaged in an unlawful business themselves.”

			The Cowboys had no trouble disposing of their loot in Galeyville and elsewhere. Joseph Bowyer, a mining superintendent in Galeyville, reported the raid to Arizona’s acting governor John Gosper, saying that the Cowboys “succeeded in capturing the whole outfit, consisting of about $4,000 in Mexican coin, silver bullion, mescal, horses, and cattle. One of the cowboys, in relating to me the circumstances, said it was the damndest lot of truck he ever saw. He showed me a piece of the bullion; I should judge it to be one-half gold. Upon my telling him that trouble would likely arise from this, he replied that it was a smuggling train and they would not dare say much.”12

			The Cowboy was wrong. After fleeing Skull Canyon, five of the Mexicans rode south eighty miles to Fronteras, arriving the following night. They went immediately to the home of Felipe Neri, commander of the federal troops in Fronteras, and reported the raid and the murder of their four comrades. The news of a dozen murders in the two attacks outraged Mexican authorities. As General Adolfo Dominguez explained to the editor of the Epitaph a few weeks later, “Our people have been great sufferers. We have lost many citizens killed and much property stolen. We are therefore taking active steps to protect our citizens and repel raiders.” Dominguez, the adjutant under General Otero, added, “Affairs have gradually been growing more desperate. It is estimated that within the last month more than ten citizens have been killed, and upwards of $20,000 worth of property taken.”13

			Captain Alfredo Carrillo, commanding a company of fifty troopers, was dispatched from Fronteras to find the Cowboys. It did not take long. On August 12 a band of seven mounted Americans, their food and gear in a wagon, drove a herd of seventy-five cattle from New Mexico’s Animas Valley west into Guadalupe Canyon. Their friends later claimed that they were honest cowmen, herding their stock to Tombstone for sale. Given their identities, that was hardly true. One was Old Man Clanton, the pioneer cattle rustler of Southern Arizona. Another, Jim Crane, was still on the run after the murders of Bud Philpott and Peter Roerig in the Tombstone stagecoach attack and the killing of Ike and Billy Heslet in Eureka. Charley Snow was the notorious New Mexico robber, rapist, and killer who had ridden with Selman’s Scouts. Richard “Dixie Lee” Gray was the nineteen-year-old son of Mike Gray, the rancher and Tombstone investor who maintained close relations with the Cowboys. Billy Lang, twenty-four, was the son of George W. Lang, owner of the Azcarati Ranch, for several years a Cowboy hideout. With them rode two drovers who may or may not have been Cowboys: Billy Byers and Harry Ernshaw. Wyatt Earp later said that Jim Crane, Old Man Clanton, and the rest had stolen the herd of cattle in Mexico.
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			Billy Byers, who was wounded in the ambush in Guadalupe Canyon.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			That night they made camp between Guadalupe Pass and the stone marker that marked the boundary between Arizona, New Mexico, and Mexico. Their campsite was in a hollow surrounded by three hills. This was very close to the spot where the Cowboys had killed the eight Mexicans two weeks earlier. Clanton and his party were just north of the border and undoubtedly felt safe from any Mexican attack. The night passed quietly, but just before daybreak the cattle became uneasy, as if they were going to stampede. The men awoke, and Lang called out to Snow, “Charley, get your gun. I think there’s a bear up there, and if so, kill it.”

			As Snow mounted his horse, he told Old Man Clanton “that he felt sure a bear had frightened the cattle and he was going to circle around in the brush in the hope of getting a shot at it.” He spurred his horse to the top of one of the nearby hills. Suddenly a terrific barrage of rifle fire shattered the morning air. Snow tumbled from his horse, his body shredded by bullets. Captain Carrillo and his men had surrounded the camp, taking positions on the surrounding hills. They thirsted for revenge against the Cowboys who had victimized so many of their countrymen, and now they showed no quarter. Turning their gunfire on the camp, they gave the Cowboys a taste of their own medicine.

			When the first shots rang out, Clanton, Lang, and Ernshaw were pulling their clothes on, while Crane, Gray, and Byers slumbered in their bedrolls. Billy Byers later described what happened: “When they first fired and killed Charley Snow I thought the boys were firing at a bear. [I] jumped out of my blankets, and as I got up the boys around me were shot. As soon as I saw what was up I looked for my rifle, and not seeing it I grabbed my revolver, and seeing them shooting at us from all sides, started to run, but had not gone forty feet when I was shot across my body, but I didn’t fall, and in a few more steps was hit in my arm, knocked the pistol out of my hand and I fell down.”

			From their hillside perches, the Mexican troopers rained lead down on the camp. Thirty slugs punctured the wagon. Billy Byers dropped, with gunshot wounds in his right arm and abdomen. Old Man Clanton fell face-first into the campfire, instantly killed. Jim Crane and Dixie Lee Gray died in their bedrolls. At that, Harry Ernshaw yelled to Billy Lang, “For God’s sake let us get away from this and save ourselves. The rest are murdered.”

			Byers, lying wounded, watched Lang and Ernshaw race on foot for a nearby canyon. Lang suddenly fell to his knees, one leg riddled with three bullets. He drew his six-gun, propped himself up, and fired back, killing one Mexican and wounding another. The soldiers directed their fire at Lang, who died with a slug in his head and two in his torso. This allowed Ernshaw to escape, though a bullet grazed his nose. Five of the Cowboys were now dead.

			Byers saw “three men, who appeared to be in command, stood on the hill and ordered the men where to shoot and what to do” and had “no doubt that they were Mexican soldiers” from “one of the companies stationed at Fronteras.” The soldiers carefully entered the camp. As Byers later explained, “When I saw the Mexicans begin stripping the bodies, I took off what clothes I had, even my finger ring, and lay stretched out with my face down, and as I was all bloody from my wounds, I thought they would pass me by, thinking I was dead, and had already been stripped. I was not mistaken, for they never touched me, but as one fellow passed me on horseback he fired several shots at me, one grazing my head, and the others striking at my side, throwing the dirt over me. But I kept perfectly still and he rode on. They stripped the bodies, cut open the valises, took all the horses and saddles, and in fact everything they could.”

			While the Mexicans looted the camp, Byers played dead until they were gone. “After they rode off I waited a long time, thinking they might come back, or were watching. Finally I crawled to where my pistol was and secured that, and then I heard someone and cocked my pistol, determined to shoot if it was a Mexican; but it was one of the boys from the ranch, who, having heard the shooting, rode over. He put me on his horse and took me over to the canyon, saying he would come back for me at night, but he didn’t, and I started for the ranch and got lost, and was not found until the last day.” Why the horseman did not take him to the settlement of Cloverdale, which was only six miles distant, Byers did not say.
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			As depicted by artist Frederick Remington, Old Man Clanton and the Cowboys awake just before they were shot down by Mexican militia in Guadalupe Canyon, 1881.

			Author’s Collection.

			Byers’s peculiar account of being abandoned by “one of the boys” was no more credible than that of John Plesent Gray, Mike Gray’s oldest son. Years later he related that Harry Ernshaw had staggered on foot fifteen miles north to the Gray ranch headquarters, arriving the evening of the ambush, lost and exhausted. John Plesent Gray was there to meet him, and immediately started out for the new mining camp of Gillespie, twenty miles away in the Animas Mountains, to seek help. Gray said that a party of twenty-five miners went with him to Guadalupe Canyon to recover and bury the bodies. But Gray failed to explain why he did not get help in Cloverdale, which was much closer than Gillespie, and he also failed to admit that he was accompanied by Andy Ames, one of the Cowboys who had been with Curly Bill when he killed Fred White in Tombstone. Gray also claimed that Old Man Clanton had only been present as camp cook and that Jim Crane, the most notorious of the bunch, had been “on his way in to surrender to the sheriff as we had talked him into doing.” Billy Byers’s story was different: Crane had joined them “to get something to eat” and “was only camped with them for the night.” As for the desperado Charley Snow being with the group, Gray and Byers offered no excuse or explanation.14

			The reason for this mendacity seems evident. Byers and Gray could not, or would not, admit that Old Man Clanton’s men were cattle rustlers, smugglers, or worse. And they had to invent a reason for Jim Crane being part of the band. As Tombstone diarist George Parsons soon recorded, “this killing business by the Mexicans, in my mind, was perfectly justifiable as it was in retaliation for the killing of several of them, and their robbery by cowboys recently, this same Crane being one of the number. Am glad they killed him. As for the others—if not guilty of cattle stealing—they had no business in such bad company.”15

			John Plesent Gray and Andy Ames brought news of the ambush to Tombstone two days afterward. It created a public uproar. Americans were easily convinced that “honest ranchers” had been murdered by evil Mexicans. Mike Gray and George Lang came into town and recruited a large band of horsemen to avenge their sons’ deaths. At the same time, Ike and Phin Clanton, according to a Tombstone journalist, “raised a body of men, altogether numbering over 200, as desperate a gang as can be imagined. They rendezvous at Soldiers Hole, 25 miles east of this city, and will carry the war into Mexico.... Blood will flow like water before another week rolls around.” But the Cowboys soon learned that a large force of Mexican troops was ready for them, and they wisely abandoned their plans to cross the border.16
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			Billy Lang, shot to death in the Guadalupe Canyon ambush.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			The U.S. Attorney for Arizona warned the Attorney General in Washington that the Cowboy raids into Mexico could “lead to an open rupture between that country and our own, at any time” and cause “an international controversy, if not war.” Governor Gosper wrote to the U.S. Secretary of State, declaring that if the federal government did not act, “the cow-boy will come to control and run that part of our Territory with terror and destruction and probably cause serious complications with our sister Republic Mexico, with which we are now in fullest peace.” And William Tecumseh Sherman, commanding general of the U.S. Army, called for repeal of the Posse Comitatus Act, saying, “It is notorious that the civil authorities of Arizona on that extensive border are utterly powerless to prevent marauders from crossing over into Sonora, or to punish them when they return for asylum with stolen booty. In my judgment the national authority alone is equal to this end, and if the military authorities can be permitted with the consent of Mexico to cross the border to arrest and capture, and to do whatever each case demands, the Cow-boys will soon cease their forays.”17

			But it was Wyatt Earp—not the U.S. Army—who would take the battle to the Cowboys.
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			Ride the Devil’s Herd

			Wyatt Earp never served as the city marshal of Tombstone. That honor fell to Virgil, though it came in an unexpected way. On June 6, 1881, Marshal Ben Sippy, who now held the title of chief of police, asked for and was granted a two-week leave of absence. Soon rumors began to circulate that, as the Epitaph reported, “Ben Sippy had skipped the town indebted to the city in the sum of $1,000.” At first the city auditor spiked the rumors and reported that Sippy’s accounts were square. But Sippy quickly left Tombstone and was soon spotted boarding a train for New Mexico. The Epitaph then remarked, “It looks very much as if the ugly reports about him are true.” Tombstoners never saw Ben Sippy again.

			Then, as Virgil Earp later said, he was approached by prominent citizens who told him, “Virgil, you must be city marshal and clean up this town of its disorderly and lawless elements.”

			“I don’t want it,” Virgil responded. “Get someone else.”

			“If you don’t we’ll have to shut down our mines,” they told him.

			“So I accepted,” he recalled. The town council promptly appointed Virgil acting chief of police, then made him permanent chief on June 28. Virgil had five officers serving under him, later reduced to three, and their work differed little from that done by policemen everywhere. In June they made forty-eight arrests, and in July another sixty, most of them for fighting, disturbing the peace, and drunk and disorderly conduct. He also enforced an early version of gun control. Tombstone, like many western towns, had an ordinance against the carrying of firearms. Men had to check their guns at a livery stable or hotel. And Virgil showed no favoritism: he arrested Mayor John Clum for “fast riding” on city streets and even brother Wyatt. When Wyatt quarreled over a gambling game, Virgil took him before a justice of the peace, who levied a twenty-dollar fine for “disturbing the peace and fighting.”1

			Virgil’s first exploit as chief of police began on the morning of June 8 when Ike Clanton encountered Daniel “Denny” McCann in an Allen Street saloon. McCann, a gambling partner of Fred Dodge, would become Tombstone’s fire chief later that year. The two men—both unarmed—got into a heated argument that ended when McCann slapped Ike in the face. Clanton stepped outside to get a six-shooter, and McCann did the same. Someone reported the trouble to Virgil, who rushed to the scene. He found the pair facing off in front of the Wells Fargo office. Just as Virgil approached, they went for their guns. The Epitaph succinctly described an extraordinary display of raw courage: “Earp stepped between them and spoiled a good local item. They are both determined men, and but for the interference of the officer there would doubtless have been a funeral, perhaps two.” Ike, who later claimed that the Earps were out to murder him, conveniently forgot that, on this occasion, Virgil had saved his life.2
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			John H. “Doc” Holliday, the Earps’ friend who was wrongly accused of stage robbery in Cochise County.

			Author’s Collection.

			By that time the rumors of Doc Holliday’s alleged participation in the deadly stage holdup had come to fruition. On July 5, 1881, after Doc quarreled with his paramour, “Big Nose” Kate Elder, she got roaring drunk and, at the urging of Sheriff Behan, swore out a warrant against Holliday for complicity in the deaths of Bud Philpott and Peter Roerig. Behan then arrested Doc on charges of murder and attempting to rob the U.S. mails. He was promptly released on a $5,000 bond provided by Wyatt and two other friends. Kate then went on a spree, and later that day Virgil arrested her for drunk and disorderly conduct. She spent the night in jail, and in the morning was released after paying a fine. The next day she was jailed for making “threats against life,” but a judge soon set her free. Meanwhile, the district attorney investigated the charges against Doc, who appeared in court on July 9. The Tombstone Nugget reported, “The District Attorney, addressing the court, said that he had examined all the witnesses summoned for the prosecution and from their statements he was satisfied that there was not the slightest evidence to show the guilt of the defendant; that the statements of the witnesses did not even amount to a suspicion of the guilt of the defendant, and he was therefore asking that the complaint be withdrawn and the case be dismissed.”3

			But the damage had been done. Ever after, enemies of Wyatt and his brothers would claim that the Earps and Doc Holliday were behind the stage robberies in Southern Arizona. Other than Kate Elder’s affidavit and rumors of Doc’s friendship with Billy Leonard, there was not a scintilla of proof to support the charges. The editor of the Nugget declared, “Such is the result of a warrant sworn out by an enraged and intoxicated woman.” The incident caused even more hard feelings between Wyatt Earp and Johnny Behan. Wyatt said of Behan, “He stood in with this tough element, the cow boys and stage robbers and others, because they were pretty strong and he wanted their vote. Whenever they would get a chance to shoot anything at me over Holliday’s shoulders they would do it. So they made Holliday a bad man. An awful bad man, which was wrong. He was a man that would fight if he had to.”4

			Behan was a ladies’ man, extremely handsome, well dressed, and debonair. A journalist once described him as “a small man, weighing only about 125 pounds.” He was then living with an attractive, buxom young woman who called herself Josephine Behan. Her real name was Josephine Sarah “Sadie” Marcus, the daughter of a Jewish family in San Francisco. Josephine later claimed that she had come to Arizona as an actress, but it is more probable that she had been a prostitute, for respectable young women of that era did not cohabitate outside of marriage. It is even possible—although there is no solid proof—that she was the same person known as Sadie Mansfield, a young bawd with whom Behan had consorted in Prescott. That relationship had helped result in Behan’s divorce from his first wife. At some point in the summer of 1881, Josephine Marcus left Johnny Behan for Wyatt Earp. Wyatt in turn abandoned Mattie Blaylock, who eventually went back to a life of prostitution. Josephine, whom Wyatt called Sadie, became known as Mrs. Earp. Their relationship—stormy at times—lasted the rest of Wyatt’s life. In Tombstone, Wyatt’s affair with Sadie Marcus created even more bad blood with Johnny Behan.5

			By this time John Ringo was in trouble in Galeyville. On the night of August 5, he got tanked up on forty-rod whiskey. Then, as Billy Breakenridge recalled, the Cowboy “got into a poker game with some miners in a Galeyville saloon and lost about a hundred dollars. He asked for an advance of a hundred on his watch and chain, but as he was drinking they were afraid of him, and told him that they were about to close the game as it was late, and to come around the next night and they would give him revenge.” Ringo may have been drunk, but he could not be fooled. He left, but soon returned with his compadre Dave Estes, the same man who had been a witness in the theft of the army mules a year earlier. Ringo, brandishing a Winchester and a six-shooter, burst in the back door while Estes, similarly armed, barged in the front. Two games of poker were still going on. According to a witness, “They ordered the players to throw up their hands and surrender all their cash.” The two Cowboys scooped up $400 and walked out.

			Ringo escaped, but Hugh Goodman, Galeyville’s resident deputy sheriff, caught Estes as he tried to steal a $100 horse. Goodman brought him before the local justice of the peace, who was terrified of the Cowboys. The justice ruled that because none of the gamblers could identify which coins and bills belonged to them, Estes had to go free. A correspondent for the Tucson Star reported the absurd ruling and concluded, “Thus, you see, a single pair in Galeyville wins five hundred dollars.”

			Breakenridge later said that Ringo rode to Joe Hill’s ranch on the San Simon Cienega. When Ringo sobered up, he told Hill what they had done. As Breakenridge recalled, “He said that if he had not been drunk he would not have done it, as they were all friends of his, and asked Joe to take the money back and turn it in to the saloon. The players all got their money back and were satisfied, as they all liked Ringo.” But not all the gamblers were thus appeased, because several months later one or more of them complained to the Cochise County grand jury, which indicted Ringo and Estes for robbery. After Ringo posted bond, the case got continued several times because the witnesses failed to appear in court, and was finally dismissed the following May.6

			By this time Sheriff Bob Paul had identified Ringo’s friends Pony Diehl and Sherman McMaster as the culprits in the Dripping Springs stage robbery in February. Paul learned that McMaster was a regular visitor to Tombstone, and he asked Chief of Police Virgil Earp not to arrest him until Pony Diehl could be captured first. On September 7, 1881, one of Paul’s deputies captured Diehl in the mining camp of Harshaw, ten miles north of the border, and lodged him in the Tucson jail. Two days later Johnny Behan came into Tombstone by stage, after a visit to Tucson, and told Virgil that Sheriff Paul had Diehl behind bars. Virgil knew that Sherm McMaster was in town, and he went directly to the telegraph office and wired Bob Paul: “Do you want McMaster? Answer tonight.”

			While waiting for a reply, Virgil stepped down the street and struck up an idle conversation with the unsuspecting McMaster. He then returned to the telegraph office to wait a reply. As he stood there, McMaster walked by, heading toward the O.K. Corral. Soon a citizen approached and told Virgil that John Ringo “just rode into town with his horse all in a lather.”

			“Where is he?” Earp asked.

			“With McMaster” was the reply. Virgil later explained that he “knew something was up” but felt he could not act until he heard back from Sheriff Paul. Soon afterward Paul sent a reply telegram to Wells Fargo’s Marshall Williams: “Tell V. W. Earp, to-night, that I want McMasters [sic].” After some delay the telegram was delivered to Virgil by an expressman from the Wells Fargo office. Earp read it and, referring to McMaster, exclaimed, “I just passed him.” Virgil, who, like Wyatt on the night Fred White was slain, did not always go armed, asked the expressman, “Have you got a pistol?”

			The Wells Fargo man borrowed a six-shooter and handed it to Virgil, who then called on his brother Jim to get a gun and help him arrest McMaster. The two Earp boys went down the street, peering into the saloons, but saw no trace of the Cowboy. Then Virgil walked toward the O.K. Corral to warn the liveryman to be on the lookout. Just as he reached the corral he saw a stranger, riding McMaster’s horse, come out the gate at a lope. The animal was, according to the Epitaph, “a splendid mare” with “one of the finest saddles ever seen in this part of the country.” Virgil did not recognize the man, but he was probably John Ringo. Earp yelled at him to stop but the rider ignored him. Virgil whipped out his six-gun and fired a warning shot. The stranger wisely complied and asked, “Do you want me?”

			Earp, satisfied that he was not McMaster, said, “No, I made a mistake,” and let him go. Then he quietly followed the rider on foot down Allen Street two blocks to First, and then to Safford Street. As Virgil later explained, “He was riding slow at this time, as if expecting to meet someone.” When the stranger reached Fifth Street, Virgil halted the horseman again and ordered him to dismount. The man obeyed and Virgil swung into the saddle. Suddenly he spotted Sherman McMaster jump out of a clump of brush a hundred feet distant. As Virgil reached for his six-shooter, McMaster rushed toward a board fence. Virgil shouted for him to stop but McMaster kept running. Earp emptied his pistol at the fleeing outlaw. Then he spurred the horse around the fence, but McMaster raced into a big wash north of town. Sheriff Behan heard the gunfire and ran to help. The lawmen searched for half an hour, but McMaster had disappeared in the blackness.

			Bob Paul and Virgil Earp were both castigated by the press for allowing the Cowboy to escape. Declared the Tombstone Epitaph: “Had Sheriff Paul telegraphed direct to the Marshal, McMaster would now have been in custody and safely reposing in the County Jail.” Added the Nugget, “The worst mistake was in Paul not telegraphing immediately to Earp, or the Sheriff, and the error was in the officers not arresting him when they first saw him on the street.”7

			McMaster and his partner—probably Ringo—apparently walked the twelve miles to Contention City. At about two o’clock in the morning, they stole two saddle horses from the superintendent of the Contention Mine. Sheriff Behan received word of the theft and rode out in a fruitless search for the stolen animals. Billy Breakenridge recalled that soon afterward he got a tip about one of the stolen horses. “Ike Clanton met me on the street and told me that if I wanted the Contention horse to get to McLaury’s ranch before dark and I should find him there.” Why Clanton would inform on his friends, the McLaurys, Breakenridge did not explain. He said that he rode out to the McLaury ranch, arriving after dark.
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			The infamous John Ringo, known as the “King of the Cowboys.”

			True West Magazine Archives.

			“As I rode up, I saw that there was a large crowd of cowboys there,” the deputy related. “Frank McLaury came to the door. When I told him who I was, he asked me in, and on entering I found Curly Bill and some ten or twelve rustlers there with him. They were nearly all strangers to me.” McLaury accompanied Breakenridge while he put up his horse in the corral, then explained why he had come. “Frank, I am not the only one who knows that the horse is here. Half of Tombstone knows it. You are posing here as honest ranchmen. It is well known that you are harboring rustlers and outlaws and dealing in stolen cattle, and you dare not let me go back without the horse. You are under suspicion, and if I go back without the horse and tell that you would not give it up, you will have to quit ranching here and turn out with the rest of the rustlers.”

			Breakenridge said that McLaury did not answer right away. “He thought it over and said the horse was not there at that time, but would be there before morning; he would not tell me who stole it. He asked me to remain overnight and we entered the house. It was crowded, and Curly and some of the others divided blankets with me and I slept on the floor with them all night. I was up at daylight and the horse was in the corral.” The deputy said that after he left with the stolen animal, several of the Cowboys followed him for two miles. Finally they traded several shots with the officer before giving up the chase. Breakenridge returned the horse to the Contention Mine. “A short time afterward I met Billy Clanton and John Ringo in Sulphur Springs Valley. They knew all about my getting the horse.” The deputy said that they laughed about it and told him, “You had better look out or you will get caught next time.”8

			While there is no reason to doubt that Breakenridge encountered Curly Bill and the Cowboys at the McLaury ranch, it is certain he did not recover one of the horses taken by McMaster from the Contention Mine. The newspapers reported that the mine owners offered a reward for the horses, with “no questions asked,” and the animals were recovered in Tucson. Perhaps Breakenridge reclaimed a different stolen horse, and forgot the details when he wrote his memoirs in the 1920s. Either way, his account left no doubt that the McLaury ranch was a refuge for Curly Bill and the Cowboys. In the end, Bob Paul’s robbery case against McMaster and Diehl did not stick. A deputy sheriff took Pony to Globe to face the stage holdup charge, but he was soon released from jail to wreak more havoc on the Arizona frontier.9

			Meanwhile, at the very time Virgil had been awaiting the McMaster telegram from Bob Paul, Marshall Williams, Wyatt, and Morgan were in the saddle tracking two bandits who had just robbed the stage from Tombstone to Bisbee. That episode began months earlier when Pete Spence, the bank-robbing former Texas Ranger, formed a business partnership with his close friend Frank Stilwell. The latter, a dangerous Cowboy, was the younger brother of the noted U.S. Army scout Simpson “Comanche Jack” Stilwell. In 1877 Stilwell, while working at a ranch near Prescott, berated the Mexican cook for serving tea instead of coffee. When the cook struck him over the head with a shovel, Stilwell shot and badly wounded the Mexican. He was released on grounds of self-defense. Two years later Stilwell, Spence, and Frank Patterson were arrested for the murder of John Van Houten near the Brunckow Mine. Frank Stilwell exemplified the typical Cowboy. “Stilwell,” declared an Arizona journalist in 1881, “smoked cigarettes, wore a broad-brimmed Texas or Mexican hat and buckskin pants, trimmed with fringe.” Pete Spence opened a saloon in the new mining camp of Bisbee, thirty miles south on a winding route through the Mule Mountains. Stilwell started a livery stable in Bisbee and, despite his notorious reputation, got himself appointed a deputy sheriff by Johnny Behan.10

			But the two Cowboys were much better at crime than commerce, and both fell into debt. When Frank Stilwell failed to pay for goods, a pair of Bisbee merchants filed a lawsuit against him for $227. Then, in a separate case against Pete Spence, on August 31, 1881, Sheriff Behan served a civil attachment at Spence’s Bisbee saloon and seized his bar, the fixtures, and gallons of liquor, valued at almost $600. Stilwell and Spence were sorely in need of money, and stage robbery seemed to be the answer.

			A week later, at eleven o’clock on the night of September 8, driver Levi McDaniels was “at the ribbons” of a stage between Hereford and Bisbee, with five passengers on board. Four rode inside the coach and one occupied the seat of honor, next to the driver. Suddenly McDaniels’s lead horses jolted and a shout came from the darkness: “Hold on!”

			To his right a highwayman covered him with a double-barreled shotgun. At the same time, a second bandit, flourishing a six-gun, approached from his left and called out, “Boys, don’t shoot. There is no need of it.”

			Both of the robbers wore neckerchief masks. The man with the six-gun ordered, “Throw out everything in the boot.”

			McDaniels tossed down the mail sack and the Wells Fargo strongbox, which held $2,500 in coin. The bandit ordered the passengers to get out with their hands up. One passenger “pungled” to the tune of eight dollars and a gold watch; another forked over $600. As the road agent ordered them back inside, the shotgun-wielding robber barked, “Hold on, there.”

			Then he told his partner, “Look on top.” The six-gun man then climbed onto the boot and searched the passenger who sat next to McDaniels, saying, “Maybe you have got some sugar.”

			After searching the man’s pockets, the robber jumped to the ground. Then the outlaws waved the stage on. McDaniels raced his stage into Bisbee, where he reported the holdup to the Wells Fargo agent. The expressman, instead of sending a telegraph message to Tombstone, mounted a horse and rode to the scene. He could not find the robbers’ tracks, so he continued on to Tombstone, arriving at 9:30 in the morning. Because of the ill feelings between Behan and the Earps, two separate posses took to the field, even though it seemed that the highwaymen were long gone. Sheriff Behan first sent out two of his deputies, Billy Breakenridge and Dave Neagle. The latter was a dangerous gunfighter and gambler from the silver towns of Nevada. A little later Wyatt, Morgan, their gambler friend Fred Dodge, and Marshall Williams started for the holdup scene.11

			The two posses arrived at the robbery site at about the same time, just before dark. They found that the bandits’ trail had been wiped out by passing livestock. Using a customary tracking technique, the officers rode in a large circle around the spot until they cut the robbers’ sign. One track was from an unshod horse, and another was from a boot with a very narrow heel. Wyatt recalled, “Two of the men had tied gunny sacks round their horses’ hoofs and ridden in the direction of Bisbee, which was twelve miles away. The trail was a difficult one at first, but after a few miles of hard riding the gunny sacks had worn out, and at that point the hoof marks became quite plain. They led directly into Bisbee, to the livery stable kept by Frank Stilwell and Pete Spence.”

			The posse arrived in Bisbee at daybreak. Wyatt and the other lawmen interviewed the stage passengers. Breakenridge recalled, “They told us that the smaller of the two robbers did most of the talking, and asked each one if he had any sugar. This was a well-known expression of Frank Stilwell’s, who always called money ‘sugar.’ We learned also that Stilwell had had his high heels taken from his boots and low heels put on in place of them. The shoemaker gave us the ones he had taken off and they fitted the tracks at the scene of the holdup.”

			The officers questioned John Hiles, who worked at Stilwell’s livery stable. Hiles was unhappy with Stilwell, who owed him money. He revealed that he had overheard Stilwell say to Spence, “We are suspected of this stage robbery, and we must put this money away, for I expect we will be arrested.”

			Spence responded by referring to Hiles: “Let’s let John know about this, and we can have him for a witness.”

			“It is not necessary to let him know anything about it,” declared Stilwell.

			The lawmen also spoke with a miner named Bob Henderson, who happened to be the only African American in Bisbee. Henderson was a friend of Spence, and said that the Cowboy had ridden into Bisbee on a lame bay horse the day after the holdup and gave the animal to him to care for. Based on all the circumstantial evidence, Marshall Williams swore out a warrant for the arrest of Stilwell and Spence. The next morning, September 10, the possemen arrested both Cowboys. Spence then asked permission to retrieve a five-dollar bill that he had lost in one of the stalls of Stilwell’s livery. One of the officers accompanied him to the stable, and while they were searching the stalls, Spence whispered quietly to John Hiles, “There’s one of them bay horses that we took away somewhere, [it] is down here at the nigger’s. I want you to go down and tell the nigger to take him off and trade him off.”12

			“All right,” Hiles responded. But instead he told the officers of the conversation, saying that he thought that Spence was trying to get rid of the horse that he had ridden from the holdup scene. The possemen brought their prisoners on horseback into Tombstone and lodged them behind bars that night. For Johnny Behan the jailing of his own deputy, Frank Stilwell, was more than embarrassing. The arrests infuriated the Cowboys. As Wyatt later related, “The McLaurys and Clantons were always friendly with Spence and Stilwell, and they laid the whole blame of their arrest on us, though the fact is, we only went as a sheriff’s posse. After we got in town with Spence and Stilwell, Ike Clanton and Frank McLaury came in. Frank McLaury took Morgan Earp into the street in front of the Alhambra, where John Ringo, Ike Clanton, and the two Hicks boys were also standing. Frank McLaury commenced to abuse Morgan Earp for going after Spence and Stilwell. Frank McLaury said he would never speak to Spence again for being arrested by us.”

			McLaury then declared, “If you ever come after me, you will never take me.” Morg answered by saying simply “that if he ever had occasion to go after him, he would arrest him.” At that, Frank McLaury referred to the threats he had made against the Earps following the mule-stealing incident a year earlier. He exclaimed, “I have threatened you boys’ lives, and a few days later I had taken it back, but since this arrest, it now goes.”

			Morgan said nothing and walked away. Wyatt later explained, “Before this and after this, Marshall Williams, Farmer Daly, Ed Byrnes, Old Man Winders, Charlie Smith and three or four others had told us at different times of threats to kill us, by Ike Clanton, Frank McLaury, Tom McLaury, Joe Hill, and John Ringo. I knew all these men were desperate and dangerous men, that they were connected with outlaws, cattle thieves, robbers and murderers. I knew of the McLaurys stealing six government mules, and also cattle.” Except for Marshall Williams, the men who had warned Wyatt were part of Tombstone’s sporting crowd. William “Farmer” Daly, Robert J. Winders, and O. C. “Harelip Charlie” Smith were gamblers, and “Big Ed” Byrnes was one of the West’s most noted gunfighters, confidence men, and cardsharps.13

			Pete Spence and Frank Stilwell were brought before Tombstone’s justice of the peace, Wells Spicer, who was not satisfied with the circumstantial evidence and ordered their release. However, a few weeks later the U.S. Attorney in Tucson charged them both with the federal offense of robbing the mails. Wyatt arrested Stilwell and Virgil collared Spence. Then Virgil brought both prisoners to Tucson and turned them over to Sheriff Paul. In a lengthy preliminary hearing in October, numerous witnesses testified before a crowded courtroom. Six Tombstoners, among them Farmer Daly and three other gamblers and saloon men, all swore that they had seen Spence in town the evening of the holdup. If true, that made it impossible for him to have ridden to the holdup site by 11:00 p.m. However, none of them provided an alibi for Stilwell. The federal judge ordered Spence’s release, but bound Stilwell over for trial. After Stilwell posted a $2,000 bond, he too was freed. This would not be the Earps’ last encounter with Pete Spence and Frank Stilwell.14

			Johnny Behan lacked the aggressiveness that the Earps brought to Arizona law enforcement. This fact was evident to some Tombstone businessmen. Early in September a band of Cowboys raided the stagecoach station at Hereford, on the road to Bisbee, and ran off all the stage horses. The stage line owner, John Kinnear, wired Sheriff Paul in Tucson, rather than Behan, to pursue the outlaws. Paul declined because Hereford was deep inside Cochise County and far from his jurisdiction. Louis C. Hughes, the Democratic editor of the Tucson Star and no friend of the Republican sheriff, grudgingly admitted, “There is no doubt that Bob Paul is just the man to lead a party in the pursuit of desperadoes, and many people outside of Pima County are well aware of this fact.” The Epitaph concluded that the story “is decidedly uncomplimentary to Sheriff Behan.”15

			By this time Behan and the Earps were in open conflict. The Tombstone Nugget, a Democratic newspaper, supported Behan, while the Epitaph, run by John Clum, Tombstone’s Republican mayor, backed the Earps. A public safety problem quickly became a political issue. On September 9, John Gosper, Arizona’s acting governor, visited Tombstone to investigate its two principal hazards: Apaches and Cowboys. As he soon reported to William G. Blaine, the U.S. Secretary of State, “I conferred with the Sheriff...upon the subject of breaking up these bands of outlaws, and I am sorry to say he gave me but little hope of being able in his department to cope with the power of the cow-boys.” Gosper added that Sheriff Behan told him that Virgil Earp “seemed unwilling to heartily cooperate with him in capturing and bringing to justice these outlaws.” Gosper then described his meeting with Virgil. “In conversation with the Deputy U.S. Marshal, Mr. Earp, I found precisely the same spirit of complaint existing against Mr. Behan (the Sheriff) and his deputies. And back of this unfortunate fact—rivalry between the civil authorities, or an unwillingness to work together in full accord in keeping the peace—I found the two daily newspapers published in the city taking sides with the Deputy Marshal and Sheriff respectively, each paper backing its civil clique and condemning the others. And still back of all this, the unfortunate fact that many of the very best law-abiding and peace-loving citizens have no confidence in the willingness of the civil officers to pursue and bring to justice that element of outlawry so largely disturbing the sense of security, and so often committing highway robbery and smaller thefts.”

			Gosper explained, “The opinion in Tombstone and elsewhere in that part of the Territory is quite prevalent that the civil officers are quite largely in league with the leaders of this disturbing and dangerous element.... The cow-boys will come to control and ‘run’ that part of our Territory with terror and destruction...or the law-abiding citizens of that county will be compelled to organize vigilante committees to protect their persons and property. I am secretly informed that a movement of that kind is now on foot in that county.... Something must be done, and that right early, or very grave results will follow. It is an open disgrace to the very name of American liberty and the peace and security of her citizens, that such a state of affairs should exist.” Gosper’s report was accurate, but his charge that the Earps and Behan were in cahoots with the Cowboys was false. The claim against Behan was based on his friendship with some of the Cowboys and his bad judgment in deputizing Frank Stilwell. But he certainly was not “in league” with the outlaws. The claim against the Earps was based entirely on Kate Elder’s stage robbery allegations against Doc Holliday. And the charge that the Earp boys were not enforcing the law was flagrantly false, for they were by far the most active and aggressive peace officers in Cochise County.16

			Nonetheless, reports of lawlessness in Cochise County were closely followed by the San Francisco press, because most of Tombstone’s mining investors were from California. On September 18 a Tombstone correspondent for the San Francisco Chronicle reported, “Ranchmen have been robbed of cattle by so-called cowboys, which is but another name for thief and robber, and they now virtually control this section of the country. The United States mails have been robbed, private citizens have been made to hold up their hands while the robbers relieved them of watches, money and everything valuable. Emboldened by repeated success, the thieves have actually come right into the town of Tombstone, and taken horses and mules out of ore teams and ridden them off, and the rightful owners did not dare to follow them. There have been but few arrests made, and, so far as I know, no convictions of this class of outlaws. It is hinted hereabouts that some of our officials, who should see to enforcing the law, are not so zealous as they should be, and charges of a much graver nature are made by the best citizens of Tombstone. It is a well known fact that there are good citizens who know and could swear to acts of stealing and robbery, but they dare not go on the witness stand and testify.”17

			By this time John Ringo, Sherm McMaster, and several other Cowboys were loitering about Charleston and Contention City. On the morning of September 19—the day after the Chronicle’s broadside—two Cowboys swooped down on a Santa Fe Railroad surveying party, supervised by a man named Abbott, on Babocomari Creek. They captured a stock tender and rounded up a band of mules belonging to the surveyors. Then they forced the herder to help them drive off the stock. As the Cowboys approached a nearby ranch, the drover raced toward the house, leaped from his horse, and dashed inside. Snatching up a Winchester rifle, he stepped out and opened fire on the Cowboys. They fled with the mules, unscathed.18

			At about the same time, the two Cowboys, with two or three accomplices, drove off a herd of cattle from the nearby ranch of W. H. Peck on the San Pedro River. Peck tracked the stolen animals forty miles east to the McLaury brothers’ spread in the Sulphur Springs Valley. Wyatt Earp later said that “when the owner went after them finding his stock on the McLaurys’ ranch, that he was drove off and told that if he ever said anything about it, he would be killed, and he kept his mouth shut...for fear of being killed.” But Peck did report the two thefts to Sheriff Behan, who rode to the McLaury ranch with a posse that included Peck and Dave Neagle. It was evident that the Cowboys had just been at the McLaury place, for Peck, using a pair of field glasses, saw riders in the distance, fleeing east from the ranch with the stolen mules. He and Behan started in pursuit, while Neagle and the rest of the posse followed the tracks of the stolen cattle that led south.

			Behan and Peck galloped close behind the herd of mules. Peck said later, “We had gone about a mile when a man jumped the railroad contractor’s mules out of a sink in the valley, and started on a run.” Peck called to Behan, “Those are Abbott’s horses. Let’s take them in.”

			They charged after the rustler and mules, and after a three-mile chase the thief abandoned the herd and drew his gun. Peck had no stomach for a fight, so he and Behan let him go. Then they rounded up the stolen animals and turned them over to a group of hunters who were camped nearby, asking them to drive the herd into Tombstone. Meanwhile, Dave Neagle left the other possemen and joined Peck and the sheriff. Behan told them, “Boys, we must catch the fellow that had the mules.”

			They followed the mule thief a few hundred yards, when Peck, again using his field glasses, spotted four riders following them. The Cowboys had left behind the stolen herd of cattle and now were brazenly galloping to their comrade’s aid. Peck exclaimed, “They are cowboys and there is no use in trying to catch the thief, for if you do you will have to fight.”

			“Come on,” Behan urged, but Peck refused. He later told the other possemen, “I didn’t come out here to arrest or fight cowboys, I came out after my stolen stock.”
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			Johnny Behan, sheriff of Cochise County and avowed enemy of the Earp boys.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			While Peck rode south in search of his cattle, Behan and Neagle pursued the mule thief for seven miles. The whole time the band of four Cowboys followed the officers at a distance. The rustler was better mounted, and the two lawmen finally gave up the chase. The Cowboys, seeing that their partner was safe, rode away. On the way back to the McLaury ranch, Behan and Neagle found the stolen band of cattle where it had been abandoned by the Cowboys, and turned the animals over to Peck. Behan and Neagle rode back to Tombstone, where the sheriff came under criticism for letting the Cowboys escape. The Nugget responded by saying that Peck “shirked rendering the necessary assistance.” An angry Peck replied in a letter published in the Epitaph, defending himself and charging that “our sheriff has captured no stolen stock since the organization of Cochise County, except my cattle and the mules belonging to the railroad contractor.” That was close to the truth, although Sheriff Behan had captured a pair of horse thieves in March.19

			In reporting the initial mule theft, the San Francisco Chronicle declared, “The citizens of Tombstone now realize more than ever the shameful state of affairs in Cochise County. Cowboys and robbers have about gained the day, and if something is not done very soon to rid the country of these scoundrels, Tombstone might as well shut up shop and acknowledge her inability to cope with them. The time has come where decisive action is an absolute necessity.” Three days later the Chronicle editorialized, “The quiet, laboring classes of the new town of Tombstone...are bitterly complaining that it has become a resort of thieves, robbers, and cutthroats. Peaceable citizens are cowed and at the mercy of these scoundrels. The courts are too slow and uncertain in the administration of justice, and the peace officers are ineffective.” And in a final blast at the authorities in Tombstone, the Chronicle charged that “the town swarms with spies in the interest of the cowboys, that every movement of the authorities is closely watched, and that such a lawless state of affairs exists there that business is seriously depressed and capitalists refuse to buy mines.” Directing his comments directly at Tombstone’s Democratic newspaper, the Chronicle editor concluded, “The Nugget had better turn its wrath against the ‘rustlers’ and help rustle them out of the country.”20

			Undersheriff Harry Woods, now also owner and editor of the Nugget, was offended by the criticism. He fired back: “Now, there is undoubtedly a great deal of stock-stealing going on in the country; but we ask in all candor and fairness, where is there a frontier mining and agricultural county of a population even one-half of ours that can show so small a record of crime or so fair a record of efficiency in the executive officers of the county? Teeming as Tombstone is with reckless characters attracted from all sections of the continent, there has not been a killing here since the county was organized.” Woods’s claim was false. There had been twenty murders since Cochise County was formed in February, although only one of them had taken place in Tombstone.21

			By this time both the Nugget and Epitaph published rumors that some Tombstoners had formed a vigilance committee to deal with the Cowboys. While most of the desperadoes were unconcerned, the news incensed Frank McLaury. As Virgil later explained, “Frank McLaury made a threat to me one day on the street. It...might have been a week after the notice in the paper of the formation of a vigilance committee.” McLaury confronted Virgil on Allen Street in front of the Grand Hotel, where the Cowboys often stayed when visiting town. Frank said, “I understand you are raising a vigilance committee to hang us boys.”

			“You boys?” Virgil responded.

			“Yes, us and the Clantons, Hicks, Ringo, and all us cowboys.”

			“Frank,” Virgil replied, “do you remember the time Curly Bill killed White?”

			“Yes.”

			“Who guarded him that night and run him to Tucson next morning to keep the vigilance committee from hanging him?”

			“You boys,” McLaury answered.

			“Now do you believe we belong to it?”

			“I can’t help but believe the man who told me you do.”

			“Who told you?” Virgil demanded.

			“Johnny Behan,” said McLaury, adding, “Now, I’ll tell you, it makes no difference what I do, I never will surrender my arms to you. I’d rather die fighting than be strangled.”

			“All right,” Virgil replied calmly, then walked away. But he would not forget this conversation.22

			A few days later another of the Cowboys had a run-in with Deputy Sheriff Dan Tucker in New Mexico. Jim Bond, also known as Jack or Jake Bond, was a San Simon Valley cattle rustler. The prior winter he had served briefly in the Texas Rangers, hunting cattle thieves near El Paso. Sergeant Jim Gillett, who rode with him in the Rangers, recalled that Bond and another Ranger were dismissed for “keeping the thieves posted as to the rangers’ movements.” Then they stole two carriage horses from the mayor of El Paso and fled into New Mexico. Jim Bond ended up riding with the Cowboys in Arizona.

			On the evening of September 28, 1881, Bond and another desperado got liquored up in a hotel dining room next to the railroad depot in Deming. To a crowd of diners, Bond boasted that he had been a “Texan ranger” and that he would “run the town.” After devouring a meal, the pair stepped outside and mounted their horses. The drunken Bond fired his pistol twice into the air, then charged his animal into the depot, scattering the waiting passengers. When one of them protested, Bond struck him over the head with his six-shooter, inflicting a bloody gash. Then he rode out into the street, yelling for “some son of a bitch who is on the shoot” to challenge him. Dan Tucker was ready to oblige. A witness saw the deputy sheriff step under a streetlight, armed with a sawed-off shotgun. Tucker snapped open the breech and quickly loaded two shells. As Bond rode his animal onto the depot platform, the deputy ordered him to throw up his hands. Instead, the Cowboy flourished a large Bowie knife, and Tucker reacted instantly. He fired a blast from his shotgun and nine buckshot ripped into the Cowboy, knocking him out of the saddle. Bond’s partner fled in a hail of bullets from the townsfolk. Then they carried the former Ranger out of town and buried him without ceremony.23

			The Earp brothers were the next lawmen to encounter the Cowboys. On October 1 word reached Tombstone that Geronimo and several hundred Apaches had broken out of the San Carlos reservation, east of Globe, and were heading south. They stole horses, attacked a freighters’ wagon train, and killed several men. In a sharp fight between Apaches and pursuing cavalrymen, one soldier died and six were wounded. Then in an extraordinary irony, the warriors raided the McLaury brothers’ ranch and drove off fourteen head of horses. On October 4, as news arrived that the Apaches were supposedly heading toward Tombstone, Virgil Earp, Billy Breakenridge, and Mayor John Clum organized a volunteer militia company. They rode out the next day, headed east, with Johnny Behan as captain and Virgil as lieutenant. The forty-man company included Wyatt, Breakenridge, Clum, Marshall Williams, and George Parsons, a miner and inveterate diarist.24

			Heavy rains drenched the volunteers as their horses slogged through trails turned into rivers of mud. Parsons described in his diary their passing deserted ranches, the settlers having fled in terror. By evening almost half the riders quit and rode back to Tombstone. A disgusted Parsons noted, “Some slunk away and gave it up.” The others spent a cold, wet night at a ranch in the Sulphur Springs Valley, forty miles southeast of Tombstone. The next day, October 6, they rode to the McLaury ranch, hoping to get word of the Apaches. Instead, they found Curly Bill and two other Cowboys. Parsons was surprised to see them, and even more surprised at Virgil’s reaction.

			“At McL’s was Arizona’s most famous outlaw at the present time, ‘Curly Bill,’ with two followers,” Parsons wrote. “He killed one of our former Marshals, and to show how we do things in Arizona, I will say that our present Marshal and said ‘Curly Bill’ shook each other warmly by the hand and hobnobbed together some time, when said ‘Curly Bill’ mounted his horse and with his two satellites rode off—first though stealing a pair of spurs belonging to one of our party, as they couldn’t be found after their departure. ‘Curly Bill’ was polite and considerate enough though to sharply wheel his horse to one side of my bridle, which I had accidentally dropped. He’s not a bad looking man, but looks very determined and is not fully recovered from his Galeyville wound. It was amusing to me to see with what marked deference his two young followers acted towards their chief, and how they regarded us, affecting a devil-may-care, braggadocio sort of manner.”

			Curly Bill’s two followers may have been Zwing Hunt and Billy Grounds. Years later Parsons added, “The best of feeling did not exist between Wyatt Earp and Curly Bill and their recognition of each other was very hasty and at some distance. Virgil Earp at that time was on better terms with Curly Bill and he and I walked up to him and had a chat, while the others rested and took things easy for a little while. It was a rather tense situation.” Curly was undoubtedly sore at Wyatt for the pistol-whipping he had suffered after the shooting of Fred White. But at the same time, he knew that Virgil and Wyatt had protected him from a lynch mob, and Wyatt had helped get money from Bob Paul to pay his lawyer. This would not be Wyatt’s last encounter with Curly Bill Brocius.25

			No sooner had the volunteers returned to Tombstone than the Earps got word of yet another stage robbery. On the afternoon of October 8, 1881, five masked bandits halted the coach from Benson to Tombstone on the San Pedro River, four miles north of Contention City. The driver, no brave knight of the lash, leaped from the box and fled in terror. The horses spooked and dragged the stage into a sandbank. The collision knocked over the coach, tearing the team loose from the stage tongue, and the horses raced off. The highwaymen ordered eleven bruised and shaken passengers out of the coach and relieved them of $1,000. They broke open the Wells Fargo box, but it held no cash. The robbers waited a half hour for the Tombstone stage, which carried a large bullion shipment. When it failed to arrive, they galloped off with a parting shout, “Good bye, boys!”

			The Earp brothers and Marshall Williams rode out in search of the outlaws, who most likely were Cowboys. Not long before, Virgil had appointed Wyatt and Morg as special police officers. Five days after the holdup, both the Nugget and the Epitaph reported that Wyatt and Virgil had picked up Frank Stilwell and Pete Spence as suspects. In fact, the Earps had arrested the two Cowboys on the federal charges of robbing the Bisbee stage. Despite the Earps’ manhunt, and rewards of $2,000 for the culprits, the road agents were never identified.26

			Within days the Cowboys again threatened the Earp brothers. According to the Earps, Frank McLaury and Ike Clanton rode up to Hafford’s saloon on Allen Street. Morgan Earp and Farmer Daly were inside. The Cowboys called for Daly to step outside, then declared, “We understand you have formed a Vigilance Committee against us.”

			Daly responded that there had been talk about forming a vigilante group, but said he “did not know much about the matter.” To that, McLaury and Clanton, referring to Morgan Earp, demanded, “Can you deny but that man in there belongs to the committee?”

			“He does not belong to it,” Daly replied.

			“We don’t believe it,” the Cowboys exclaimed. “Even if it were so, it don’t make any difference. They [the Earps] are in our way, anyway, and will have to be got out.”

			As McLaury and Clanton rode off, Daly told Morg what had just happened.27

			The San Francisco Daily Stock Report railed against the lawlessness: “As to the cowboys, what is to be expected when half of the law officers of the border districts are their allies and when one-third of the so-called business men are their allies and protectors? The stolen cattle are harbored by ranchers, the cowboys have their own butchers in every place, and the proceeds of robberies of ranches and teams are bought without question by half the ‘merchants’ of Southern Arizona. The Territory is honeycombed with corruption, and the life and property of no man is safe unless he himself is a ruffian or a thief.” The only exaggerated charge was that half the lawmen were allies of the Cowboys. Nonetheless, it was a fact that the entire border region from Tombstone to Deming was policed by the deputies of only two sheriffs: John Behan and Harvey Whitehill, both of whom had unnaturally friendly relationships with some of the Cowboys.28

			Though Johnny Behan was stung by the constant criticism, Billy Breakenridge managed to bring him a short-lived measure of relief. When the grand jury indicted the Cowboy brothers Will and Milt Hicks for stealing cattle and altering their brands, Breakenridge got a tip that the two boys would be visiting Tombstone. He recalled, “I was well acquainted with Milt Hicks, and meeting him soon after on the street, we shook hands and he said he was in town waiting for his father and Will to meet him there. Knowing if I arrested him then, I should not get Will, I decided to wait until I could get them both. In the meantime someone told Milt that I had a warrant for him and he left town at once.”

			Breakenridge did not acknowledge it, but his decision was a poor one made by a rookie officer. The Epitaph, referring to Milt Hicks, demanded that “a certain youth who was indicted by the last Grand Jury for fraudulently branding cattle will explain what pressure he brought to bear to prevent a bench warrant for his arrest from being served.” Virgil Earp now became convinced that Behan and his deputies were in league with the Cowboys. As Breakenridge recalled, “Several days later Sheriff Behan told me that Virgil Earp had reported that I told Hicks to get out, as I had a warrant for him. Behan learned that Milt had a sweetheart in town, had come in to see her, and was leaving the next morning. Behan told me to get him before he got away.” The next morning, October 22, Breakenridge went to the Grand Hotel, where he knew Hicks liked to stay. “I saw his horse back of the hotel. As I entered the hotel I met John Ringo, who wanted to talk to me, but I told him I would see him later, and started for the dining room. As I opened the door I met Hicks coming out. Holding out my right hand I said, ‘Good morning, Milt,’ and shook hands with him. At the same time I grabbed his pistol with my left hand and told him he was under arrest.”29

			Milt Hicks did not resist, and Breakenridge lodged him in jail. The Epitaph promptly praised Behan, headlining its story “IMPORTANT ARREST” and opining, “If Sheriff Behan and his deputies will continue in the good work thus begun they will receive the warm support of the best people in the county.” But Behan’s good press did not last long, for Tombstone’s calaboose held Hicks for only two days. The rudimentary jail was typical of those in frontier towns. It stood twenty feet square, the walls made of wood two-by-fours laid flat and nailed together. On one side was the door, which opened into the jailer’s office, and the other three walls each had a narrow, grated window. Eighteen prisoners were crammed inside. Among them was Jerry Barton, who had shot and wounded a Mexican in his Charleston saloon two weeks earlier. He had been arrested and lodged in the flimsy Charleston jail but soon broke out. Sheriff Bob Paul quickly captured Barton in Tucson, and Dave Neagle lodged him in the Tombstone lockup.

			Because Milt Hicks was a friend of Curly Bill, Barton had no fraternal feelings for him. Late in the afternoon of October 24, the lone jailer foolishly opened the cell door to empty the slop buckets. Hicks and two other prisoners jumped him. “We have been here for some time!” one of them yelled. “Come in and try it yourself for awhile!”

			The muscular Barton sprang to the jailer’s aid, but Hicks slipped out the door and ran. The other two prisoners followed, first locking the jail door behind them. Soon Wyatt and Morgan Earp, Behan, Breakenridge, and Buckskin Frank Leslie mounted up and started in pursuit. They tracked the fugitives several miles north but lost them in the darkness. At daylight Sheriff Behan led another posse and searched the surrounding ranches, but found no trace of the jailbreakers.30

			By this time Curly Bill’s neck wound had largely healed and he had returned to cattle rustling. On October 22 Curly and three other Cowboys, Billy Grounds, Zwing Hunt, and Led Moore, stole nineteen head of cattle, valued at $285, from the ranch of Eugene Edmunds, about nine miles east of Tombstone. As they drove the cows away from the ranch, they passed Orson P. Brown, an eighteen-year-old neighbor. Moore snarled, “Kid, turn your head the other way and keep your mouth shut or it will cost your life.”

			Years later Brown recalled, “I said nothing but went immediately to the ranch and sent a teamster who was hauling lumber with a note to Mr. Edmunds and Jack Chandler, the owners of the ranch.... Edmunds followed the cattle alone, getting about one-half of them.” Eugene Edmunds then went before the Cochise County grand jury, which soon indicted Curly Bill and his three followers for grand larceny. But Curly fled east, probably selling the herd in Galeyville or San Simon, before escaping into New Mexico.31

			Curly Bill’s flight from Arizona was fortuitous. Had he instead gone to Tombstone, within days he might have met his fate in the most famous gunfight of the American frontier.

		
	
		
			10

			The Fight Has Commenced

			It was the most momentous ride of their lives. Early in the afternoon of October 25, 1881, Ike Clanton and Tom McLaury, driving a spring wagon, clattered along the rutted dirt road into Tombstone. The two Cowboys pulled up in front of the Pima County Bank and stepped inside. There Ike deposited $900 in cash and Tom banked a whopping $6,000. They came to Tombstone for business, not trouble. But lingering in Ike’s mind was his fear that the secret deal he and Frank McLaury had made with the Earps in June was about to become public. His troubles had begun several weeks earlier. As Wyatt Earp later explained, “Ike Clanton met me at the Alhambra, and told me I had told Holliday about this transaction, concerning the capture of Head and Leonard. I told him I never told Holliday anything. I told him when Holliday came up from Tucson I would prove it. Ike said that Holliday had told him so. When Holliday came back I asked him if he said so. I told him that Ike Clanton had said so.”1

			Wyatt later discovered how the secret got out. “Marshall Williams got drunk, and, suspecting that I was using Ike Clanton for some purpose, tried to pump him about it. Clanton was terrified at the thought of any third person knowing of our bargain and accused me of having told Williams. I denied it, and then he accused me of having told Doc Holliday. Fear and whisky robbed Clanton of his discretion and he let out his secret to Holliday, who had known nothing about it. Doc Holliday, who was the soul of honor, berated him vigorously for his treachery, and the conversation was heard by several people.”2

			Ike Clanton and Tom McLaury expected to meet Billy Clanton and Frank McLaury in town that afternoon. Not finding them, they took their wagon to a livery stable and put up their guns, for carrying firearms was prohibited in town. Then Ike and Tom proceeded to get drunk in Tombstone’s saloons. That night, as Virgil related, “Clanton and McLaury came to us, and said they heard we had revealed the contract to catch Leonard, and said they could not live in the country an hour if Leonard’s friends learned that they had plotted against him.” The two Cowboys were drinking heavily, which impaired their better judgment. They sat down in the Alhambra Saloon to play cards with a group of gamblers, with Wyatt and Morgan at the bar, looking on.

			Soon Doc Holliday happened to walk in. Seeing Ike, Doc blurted out, “You God damned cow thieving son of a bitch, you have been talking about myself and my friends and you must fight me.”

			Ike responded that he was “just at that time unarmed but would accommodate him at any time.” To that, Doc answered angrily, “Heel yourself or stay that way.”3
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			The two argued for several minutes. Holliday continued to curse Clanton, calling him “a son of a bitch of a cowboy.” According to Ike, Doc “told me to get my gun out and get to work. I told him I had no gun. He said I was a damned liar and had threatened the Earps. I told him I had not, to bring whoever said so to me and I would convince him that I had not. He told me again to pull out my gun and if there was any grit in me, to go to fighting. All the time he was talking, he had his hand in his bosom and I supposed on his pistol. I looked behind me and saw Morgan Earp with his feet over the lunch counter. He had his hand in his bosom also, looking at me. I then got up and went out on the sidewalk.”

			Wyatt tried to prevent any trouble. “I was sitting eating lunch at the lunch counter,” he related. “Morgan Earp was standing at the Alhambra bar talking with the bartender. I called him over to where I was sitting, knowing that he was an officer, and told him that Holliday and Clanton were quarreling in the lunch room and for him to go in and stop it. He climbed over the lunch room counter from the Alhambra bar and went into the room, took Holliday by the arm and led him into the street. Ike Clanton in a few seconds followed them out. I got through eating and walked out of the bar. As I stopped at the door of the bar, they were still quarreling.”

			As Ike stepped outside, Doc warned him again, “You son of a bitch, if you ain’t heeled, go and heel yourself.”

			At the same time, Morgan Earp added fuel to the fire and snapped, “Yes, you son of a bitch, you can have all the fight you want now.”

			Virgil, in the Occidental Saloon next door, was attracted by the loud arguing. “Just then Virgil Earp came up,” recalled Wyatt, “and told them, Holliday and Clanton, if they didn’t stop their quarreling he would have to arrest them. They all separated at that time, Morgan Earp going down the street to the Oriental Saloon, Ike going across the street to the Grand Hotel. I walked in the [Golden] Eagle Brewery where I had a faro game which I had not closed. I stayed in there for a few minutes and walked out to the street and there met Ike Clanton. He asked me if I would take a walk with him, that he wanted to talk to me. I told him I would if he did not go too far, as I was waiting for my game in the Brewery to close, and I would have to take care of the money. We walked about halfway down the brewery building, going down Fifth Street and stopped. He told me when Holliday approached him in the Alhambra that he wasn’t fixed just right. He said that in the morning he would have man-for-man, that this fighting talk had been going on for a long time, and he guessed it was about time to fetch it to a close. I told him I would not fight no one if I could get away from it, because there was no money in it. He walked off and left me saying, ‘I will be ready for you in the morning.’”

			Wyatt then walked to the Oriental, with Ike following. Taking a drink, Clanton told Wyatt, “You must not think I won’t be after you all in the morning.” Wyatt recalled, “He said he would like to make a fight with Holliday now. I told him Holliday did not want to fight, but only to satisfy him that this talk had not been made.” Wyatt then closed his faro game, locked the money in the saloon safe, and went home to sleep. Meanwhile, Ike and Tom McLaury put their differences aside long enough to get into a game of poker with none other than Virgil Earp and Johnny Behan. Virgil didn’t trust Ike, and kept his six-shooter under the table and out of sight. They played all night in the Oriental and finally quit at daybreak. Explained Virgil, “On the morning of the 26th, somewhere about six or seven o’clock, I started to go home, and Ike Clanton stopped me and wanted to know if I would carry a message from him to Doc Holliday.”

			When Virgil asked what the message was, Ike declared, “The damned son of a bitch has got to fight.”

			“Ike,” Virgil answered, “I am an officer and I don’t want to hear you talking that way at all. I am going down home now, to go to bed. I don’t want you to raise any disturbance while I am in bed.”

			Virgil started home, but only got ten feet before Ike demanded, “You won’t carry the message?”

			“No, of course I won’t,” Virgil retorted.

			As he walked away, Clanton snarled, “You may have to fight before you know it.”

			But Ike recalled it differently. “When the poker game broke up in the morning at daylight, I saw Virgil take his six-shooter out of his lap and stick it in his pants. I got up and followed him out of doors on the sidewalk. He was going down Allen Street towards the Cosmopolitan Hotel. I walked up to him and told him in regard to...playing poker with a six-shooter in his lap, that I thought he stood in with those parties that tried to murder me the night before. I told him if that was so, that I was in town. He said he was going to bed. I went back and passed my chips into the poker game and had no more talk with Virgil that morning.”4

			At 8:00 a.m. Ike ran into Ned Boyle, the barkeeper at the Oriental and a friend of the Earps. Boyle was a tough character and no stranger to violence. He had taken part in at least one gunfight while a deputy sheriff in California, and in 1878 he had been badly wounded in a shooting in Nevada. Ike, now carrying a Winchester and wearing his six-gun, told Boyle, “As soon as those damned Earps make their appearance on the street today the ball will open. We are here to make a fight. We are looking for the sons of bitches.”

			Boyle rushed to Wyatt’s house, woke him, and repeated Ike’s threat. Wyatt listened quietly, then went back to bed. He got up at noon and walked down to the Oriental Saloon. There, Harry Jones, a lawyer, approached him and asked, “What does all this mean?”

			Wyatt asked Jones what he meant, and the attorney answered, “Ike Clanton is hunting you boys with a Winchester rifle and six-shooter.”

			“I will go down and find him and see what he wants,” Wyatt replied. Meanwhile, police officer Andy Bronk went to Virgil’s house and wakened him.

			“You had better get up,” said Bronk. “There is liable to be hell. Ike Clanton has threatened to kill Holliday as soon as he gets up. He’s counting you fellows in too.”

			Virgil dressed and met with Morg and Jim. His brothers confirmed that Clanton was hunting them. “He has got a Winchester rifle and six-shooter on, and threatens to kill us on sight.”

			Virgil recalled, “I asked Morgan if he had any idea where we could find him. He said he did not. I told him then to come and go with me, and we could go and arrest him, and disarm him.” By this time Wyatt had left the Oriental Saloon and found Virgil on the corner of Fifth and Allen Streets. “He told me how he heard Ike Clanton was hunting us,” Wyatt said later. The two split up and began to search for Ike, as Virgil related: “I found Ike Clanton on Fourth Street between Fremont and Allen with a Winchester rifle in his hand and a six-shooter stuck down in his breeches. I walked up and grabbed the rifle in my left hand. He let loose and started to draw his six-shooter. I hit him over the head with mine and knocked him to his knees and took his six-shooter from him. I asked him if he was hunting for me. He said he was, and if he had seen me a second sooner he would have killed me. I arrested Ike for carrying firearms, I believe was the charge, inside the city limits.”5

			Ike was lucky to be alive. He had threatened to kill the Earps, held a Winchester in his hand, and tried to draw his six-gun. Virgil had every right, under the rough masculine ethic of the frontier, to shoot him dead. And under the “stand your ground” legal doctrine, no western jury would have convicted him of murder. Virgil was fully aware that the Cowboys did not carry rifles and revolvers for show. They carried them to kill. Earp had shown extraordinary judgment and restraint in letting Clanton live.

			Virgil and Morg took Ike to the police court, where they were soon joined by Wyatt, who took a seat on one of the benches. Morgan held Ike’s weapons as spectators poured into the courtroom. The judge was not present, so Virgil went in search of him. Wyatt took a long look at Ike and declared, “You have threatened my life two or three times and I have got the best of evidence to prove it, and I want this thing stopped.”

			Ike was drunk, bleeding from the head, and enraged. “You fellows haven’t given me any show at all,” he said to Morgan. “You’ve treated me like a dog.”

			For Morgan Earp, that was the final insult. He got up, walked over to where Ike was sitting, and offered to give him back his six-gun, saying angrily, “Here, take this. You can have all the show you want right now.”

			An eyewitness described the scene: “You should have see that crowd light out just then. In less than half a minute everybody was a block away. I ran with the crowd, but as no shooting was heard, in a short time we all went back again, when we found out that Ike had refused to take the gun. But I tell you, pard, that was the worst scared crowd I ever saw.”6

			By this time Wyatt was seething. As he later explained, “I was tired of being threatened by Ike Clanton and his gang and believe from what he said to me and others, and from their movements that they intended to assassinate me the first chance they had, and I thought that if I had to fight for my life with them I had better make them face me in an open fight.” As Ike squabbled with Morg, Wyatt exploded.

			“You damned dirty cow thief, you have been threatening our lives and I know it. I think I would be justified in shooting you down any place I should meet you, but if you are anxious to make a fight, I will go anywhere on earth to make a fight with you, even over to the San Simon among your crowd.”

			The two continued arguing, and Wyatt spit out, “You cattle thieving son of a bitch, and you know that I know you are a cattle thieving son of a bitch, you’ve threatened my life enough and you’ve got to fight!”

			Ike retorted, “Fight is my racket, and all I want is four feet of ground.”

			But instead of offering him a gun as Morgan had done, Wyatt stormed out of the courtroom. As he passed in front of the justice of the peace office, Tom McLaury followed him and declared, “If you want to make a fight I will make a fight with you anywhere.”

			“All right, make a fight right here!” Wyatt exclaimed. Earp said later, “And at the same time [I] slapped him in the face with my left hand and drew my pistol with my right. He had a pistol in plain sight on his right hip in his pants, but made no move to draw it.”

			Again Earp challenged McLaury: “Jerk your gun and use it!”

			But McLaury was not willing to face Wyatt alone. “He made no reply,” Earp recalled, “and I hit him on the head with my six-shooter and walked away, down to Hafford’s Corner.” An eyewitness, however, gave more details: “I saw Mr. Earp knock McLaury down with his pistol, twice. I saw him fall twice. McLaury threw up his arms to knock the blows of the pistol off. Mr. Earp then put his pistol up and walked away from him.... McLaury then got up and staggered and walked toward the sidewalk and picked up a silver band or roll, to put on his hat again, that was knocked off.” The silver hatband was probably the snake insignia worn by many of the Cowboys. A second eyewitness, however, agreed with Wyatt, saying later that he slapped McLaury, then struck him once on the side of the head with his pistol.7
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			A third bystander gave a version that was more unfavorable to Wyatt. He was Apollinar Bauer, a German butcher and acquaintance of the Clantons and McLaurys. Bauer was probably one of the crooked Tombstone butchers who bought stolen cattle. Two months earlier he had purchased a herd of cows from the McLaurys; a few years later a fellow butcher accused him of having done business with the Cowboys. Bauer claimed that during the encounter, Tom McLaury kept both hands in his pants pockets. Wyatt demanded, “Are you heeled or not?”

			“No, I am not heeled,” McLaury answered. “I have got nothing to do with anybody.”

			According to Bauer, “Tom McLaury backed off from Mr. Earp toward the street, from the sidewalk. Mr. Earp followed him, pulling a pistol with his right hand out of his coat picket and knocked him with the pistol on his shoulder and head. McLaury fell in about the middle of the street. He fell on his right side and raised his left hand and held it to his left ear.”

			Bauer added, “Mr. Earp struck Tom McLaury two or three or maybe four blows with his pistol.” He said that as Wyatt walked off, leaving McLaury lying in the street, Earp declared, “I could kill the son of a bitch.”

			Meanwhile, Virgil returned to court with the judge, who fined Ike Clanton twenty-five dollars for carrying firearms within the city limits. Ike paid the fine. Then Virgil asked him where he wanted his rifle and revolver kept.

			“Anywhere I can get them, for you hit me over the head with your six-shooter,” Ike said in a rage.8

			By this time it was close to 2:00 p.m. Frank McLaury, Billy Clanton, and a rancher friend rode into town and reined up in front of the Grand Hotel. Doc Holliday was leaving the hotel. He had no quarrel with Billy Clanton and greeted him politely, “How are you?”

			The two shook hands. As Holliday walked away, Clanton, McLaury, and their companion entered the Grand Hotel bar, where they encountered a bystander named Billy Allen. The latter was a friend of Pete Spence and Frank Stilwell, and he also owned a mining claim with Wyatt, Doc, and several other gamblers. Allen joined them for drinks, and described how Wyatt Earp had buffaloed Tom McLaury.

			“What did he hit Tom for?” Frank asked. When Allen told him he didn’t know, McLaury declared, “We won’t drink.”

			Frank McLaury and Billy Clanton left the hotel and mounted their horses. As they started down the street toward a livery stable, Frank told Billy Allen, “I will get the boys out of town.”

			On the way they met fellow Cowboy “Billy the Kid” Claiborne, age twenty-one. A few weeks earlier he had shot and killed a man during a quarrel in a Charleston saloon and was free on bond, awaiting trial. Claiborne had just taken Ike to a doctor’s office to get his head wound dressed. Billy Clanton asked Claiborne where Ike was, then declared, “I want to get him to go out home.”9

			They soon found Ike, and the Cowboys walked to George Spangenberg’s gun shop on Fourth Street and stepped inside. Wyatt Earp, who had just bought a cigar in Hafford’s saloon, described what happened next. “I saw Tom McLaury, Frank McLaury, and William Clanton pass me and went down Fourth Street to the gunsmith shop. I followed them to see what they were going to do. When I got there, Frank McLaury’s horse was standing on the sidewalk with his head in the door of the gun shop. I took the horse by the bit, as I was deputy city marshal, and commenced to back him off the sidewalk. Tom and Frank and Billy Clanton came to the door. Billy Clanton laid his hand on his six-shooter. Frank McLaury took hold of the horse’s bridle.”

			Wyatt said to McLaury, “You will have to get this horse off the sidewalk.” Frank, unlike his brother, decided not to tangle with Earp, and he obeyed.

			At about the same time, several miners approached Virgil, around the corner on Allen Street. One asked, “Ain’t you liable to have trouble?”

			“I don’t know,” Virgil replied. “It looks kind of that way, but I couldn’t tell.”

			“I seen two more of them just rode in,” one miner offered. “Ike walked up to them and was telling them about you hitting him over the head with a six-shooter.” The miner said he heard one of the Cowboys threaten, “Now is our time to make a fight.”

			Virgil, realizing that he and his brothers were facing more than just two opponents, decided to get better armament. He walked a few doors down to the Wells Fargo office on Allen Street and picked up a messenger’s shotgun. These were heavy twelve-gauge weapons with double barrels shortened to twenty-four inches. Bob Hatch, a saloonkeeper friend, rushed into the office and called to Virgil, “For God’s sake, hurry down there to the gun shop, for they are all down there, and Wyatt is all alone. They are liable to kill him before you get there!”10

			Virgil hurried to Spangenberg’s store, where a large crowd had gathered. He met Wyatt in front, and the two watched the Clantons and McLaurys inside. Said Wyatt later, “I saw them in the gun shop changing cartridges into their belts.” It was an ominous sign. As Ike later explained, “I often frequent the gun shop every day that I am in town, almost. I went there and asked for a pistol. The gentleman that runs the shop remarked that my head was bleeding, that I had been in trouble, and he would not let me have it.” Ike didn’t realize how lucky he was.

			Tom McLaury then walked into a butcher shop on Allen Street. By this time the entire town was buzzing. Albert Bilicke, manager of the Cosmopolitan Hotel across the street from the butcher shop, explained, “Every good citizen in this city was watching all those cowboys very closely on the day the affray occurred, and as he was walking down the street my attention was called to this McLaury by a friend and so it happened that I watched him very closely.” Bilicke’s friend was J. B. W. Gardiner, a U.S. Army surgeon. They stood on the wooden sidewalk in front of the Cosmopolitan and watched McLaury enter the butcher shop. Both saw that he had no gunbelt and his pockets were flat. But as he left the shop, they both noticed the telltale bulge of a revolver in his right-hand pocket. Remembered Dr. Gardiner, “I was sorry to see that Tom McLaury had gotten his pistol; [I] saw no pistol, but supposed at the time on seeing the right hand pocket of his pants extended outwards, that he had got his pistol.” Bilicke and Gardiner had each been on the Arizona frontier since 1878 and certainly knew a packed pistol pocket when they saw it.11

			Perhaps not surprisingly, Johnny Behan knew nothing of the troubles that morning until he stepped into a barbershop and got an earful. Outside he encountered former sheriff Charlie Shibell, who happened to be visiting from his home in Tucson. Both were alarmed at the reports of pending violence, and they started off together to find Virgil Earp. They were met by a townsman who announced that the Cowboys “meant mischief” and were at the O.K. Corral, which fronted on Allen Street. Shibell told Behan, “You should go and disarm that bunch.”

			Sheriff Behan spotted Virgil standing with a crowd of onlookers in front of Hafford’s saloon. Earp was now enraged by the repeated threats. When Behan asked him about the trouble, Virgil spit out, “Some sons of bitches have been looking for a fight and now they can have it.”

			“You had better disarm the crowd,” Behan warned. “It is your duty as a peace officer, instead of encouraging a fight, to disarm the boys.”

			“I will not,” Virgil retorted. “I will give them their chance to make a fight.”

			Behan, to make peace, referred to Shibell and said, “We are going to take a drink. Won’t you join us?”

			Virgil agreed and they stepped inside the saloon. There he turned down a drink, calmed down, and asked Behan to go with him to disarm the Cowboys. At that point William Murray, a prominent stockbroker, took Virgil aside and said, “I have been looking into this matter and know you are going to have trouble. I can get twenty-five armed men at a minute’s notice. If you want them, say so.”
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			Allen Street, Tombstone, as the Earps saw it in 1880.

			Author’s Collection.

			“As long as they stay in the corral, the O.K. Corral, I will not go down to disarm them,” Virgil replied. “If they come out on the street, I will take their arms off and arrest them.”

			“You can count on me if there is any danger,” Murray assured him.

			At that point Behan approached Virgil, saying, “I will go down alone and see if I can disarm them. They won’t hurt me.”

			Behan left the saloon and walked one block to Fremont Street. Virgil stepped outside, where he met H. F. Sills, a railroad engineer who was visiting Tombstone. Sills asked him, “Is your name Earp?”

			Virgil answered in the affirmative.

			“Are you the Marshal?”

			Again, Virgil replied yes, to which Sills declared that he had seen four or five armed men at the O.K. Corral. He added, “Someone of the party spoke up at the time and said that they would kill the whole party of the Earps when they met them.”

			Within minutes John L. Fonck, a saloon owner and former Los Angeles policeman, approached Virgil and said, “The cowboys are making threats against you. If you want any help, I can furnish ten men to assist.”

			“I would not bother them as long as they were in the corral,” Virgil said. “If they show up on the street, I will disarm them.”

			“Why, they are all down on Fremont Street there now,” Fonck replied.12

			By this time Doc Holliday walked up and joined Virgil, Wyatt, and Morg in front of Hafford’s saloon. Doc wore a natty ulster overcoat and carried a walking cane. Virgil still clutched the Wells Fargo shotgun in one hand.

			“Where are you going?” Doc asked.

			“We’re going to make a fight,” Wyatt answered.

			“Well, you’re not going to leave me out, are you?”

			“This is none of your affair.”

			“That is a hell of a thing for you to say to me,” Doc exclaimed.

			“It’s going to be a tough one,” replied Wyatt.

			“Tough ones are the kind I like.”13

			Virgil handed Doc the sawed-off shotgun and told him to hold it under his coat. Holliday took the weapon and in turn handed Virgil his cane. Morgan said to Wyatt, “They have horses, had we not better get some horses ourselves, so that if they make a running fight we can catch them?”

			“No,” Wyatt responded, “if they try to make a running fight we can kill their horses and then capture them.” Then the four, shoulder to shoulder, began their fateful walk to the O.K. Corral.

			Though it was a cold, blustery day, crowds of concerned citizens and curious gawkers jammed the sidewalks. The tension was unbearable. Everyone in Tombstone knew that the Clantons and McLaurys were leading lights of the Cowboy gang. Everyone in Tombstone knew that none of the Earp boys, since their arrival in Arizona Territory, had ever shirked a duty or backed down from a desperado. Everyone in Tombstone knew that a confrontation was now unavoidable.

			The Earp brothers had come a long way from their dingy jail cells in Van Buren, Deer Lodge, Peoria, Council Bluffs, and St. Louis. Virgil was a federal officer and chief of police of the most important silver mining town in America. Wyatt and Morgan were special police officers and had been trusted employees of Wells Fargo, one of the West’s biggest business enterprises. They had guarded fortunes in gold and silver and never lost a cent. The Earps had invested in town lots and mining claims. They had made a plethora of friends in Arizona, among them prominent businessmen, attorneys, journalists, lawmen, and politicians, men of substance like mine owner E. B. Gage, U.S. Marshal Crawley P. Dake, Mayor John P. Clum, lawyers Thomas Fitch and William Herring, Wells Fargo’s Jim Hume, and Sheriff Bob Paul.

			Wyatt, more ambitious than his brothers, had sought both economic and social success. He yearned desperately to be a wealthy businessman or mine owner, but his only skills were gambling and policing. His gaming habits were a serious fault, for he sought quick wealth from the turn of a card rather than from years of hard work and investment. He had acquired property and mining claims in and around Tombstone, though none of those ventures made him the fortune he sought. The Earps’ gambling ventures would have been frowned on anywhere else but on the frontier, where dealing pasteboard and ivory was a respectable occupation. So despite the fact that they mixed poker and faro with politics and law enforcement, the Earp boys were highly regarded by most of Tombstone’s civic leaders and played an active role in the city’s business life.

			Wyatt, Virgil, and Morgan had established fine records as Tombstone lawmen. They made many arrests without shooting anyone in Cochise County. In the weeks previous they had collared Pete Spence and Frank Stilwell, and encountered Curly Bill and two other Cowboys, without using force against any of them. In Tombstone, the Earps had achieved redemption from their unsavory pasts. Now, given their standing in the community, their investments, and their hopes for financial success, the last thing they needed was a violent confrontation with the Cowboys. But at their essence they were fighting men who lived their lives on the border. The Clantons and McLaurys had repeatedly threatened to kill them. Those threats were a profound attack on the Earps’ personal honor. Wyatt and his brothers fully understood that those threats could not go unchallenged. Unless they responded forcefully—either by arresting or killing the Cowboys—they could not expect to live with honor and respect on the frontier.

			The Clantons and McLaurys felt exactly the same way. Ike Clanton, Tom McLaury, and Frank McLaury, within the space of an hour, had all backed down from the Earp brothers. Two of them had been pistol-whipped. This too was an unforgivable assault on their personal honor. It was more than they could bear. They knew that they could not retreat from the Earps and still be accepted as men in a frontier society.

			Notions of personal honor aside, a clash between Cowboys and lawmen was inevitable. Since November 1878, the Cowboys—from Bob Martin to Curly Bill to the Clantons and McLaurys—had been largely unopposed. On the border the Cowboys had bullied and raided and smuggled and robbed. They had killed anyone who dared oppose them. They had, prior to that fateful October day, murdered at least thirty-two men in New Mexico, Arizona, and Mexico. The only time they had faced deadly force was when they fought fellow Cowboys or battled Mexican troopers and vaqueros. They had showered Tombstone with stolen money and stolen cattle. They had befriended many merchants and even lawmen like Johnny Behan and Billy Breakenridge. But all that was about to change, for now a band of Cowboys faced four hard-nosed opponents who had “smelt powder” and weren’t afraid of a fight.

			As the Earps and Holliday prepared to leave Hafford’s corner, Behan found Frank McLaury in front of a shop on Fremont Street near Fourth. The sheriff said, “Frank, I want you to give up your arms.”

			“Johnny,” Frank replied, “as long as the people of Tombstone act so, I will not give up my arms.”

			When Behan told him that he would have to go to the sheriff’s office to store his guns, Frank agreed. “You need not take me. I will go.”

			Johnny and Frank walked a short distance down Fremont, passed by the rear entrance of the O.K. Corral, and found that Tom McLaury, Ike Clanton, Billy Clanton, and Billy Claiborne had left the corral and were in a small vacant lot between C. S. Fly’s boardinghouse and a house owned by William Harwood. Behan told them, “I won’t have no fighting. You must give me your firearms or leave town immediately.”

			Ike, referring to the Earps, replied, “They will have no trouble with us, Johnny. We are going to leave town right now.”

			Behan later explained, “Frank McLaury demurred. He did not seem inclined at first to be disarmed. Ike Clanton told me that he had nothing, that he was not armed. I put my arm around his waist to see if he was. I found that he was not. Tom McLaury showed me by pulling his coat open that he was not armed. I saw five standing there. I asked them how many there were of their party. They said, ‘Four.’ Claiborne said he was not one of the party, that he was there wanting them to leave town.”

			The sheriff did not search Tom McLaury and did not find the pistol in his pocket. Frank McLaury insisted that he would not give up his gun unless the Earp boys were also disarmed. Behan told them, “Boys, you must go up to the sheriff’s office and lay off your arms, and stay there until I get back.” He added that he was going to disarm the Earps and Holliday.

			Suddenly a man standing nearby shouted, “Here they come!”

			Behan glanced down the street and saw the Earps and Doc Holliday approaching on the sidewalk. “Wait here,” he ordered the Cowboys. “I see them coming down. I will go up and stop them.”

			As the Earps approached, one of the brothers exclaimed, “Let them have it!”

			“All right,” answered Doc Holliday, leaving no doubt that they were ready for a fight.

			Behan met Virgil and his possemen near the rear entrance of the O.K. Corral. “Hold up, boys,” Behan said. “Don’t go down there or there will be trouble.”

			Virgil later insisted that Behan declared, “For God’s sake, don’t go there or they will murder you!”

			Virgil responded, “Johnny, I am going down to disarm them.”

			“I have been down there to disarm them,” Behan replied.

			Virgil and Wyatt, believing that the Cowboys had given up their guns, were relieved. As Virgil recalled, “When he said that, I had a walking stick in my left hand, and my right hand was on my six-shooter in my waist pants, and when he said he had disarmed them, I shoved it clean around to my left hip and changed my walking stick to my right hand.” At the same time, Wyatt placed his revolver into the pocket of his overcoat. As Doc Holliday stepped out into the street to cover the Earps with the shotgun, Virgil, Wyatt, and Morgan continued to the fifteen-foot-wide vacant lot on their left. Morgan stepped to the right, a few feet into the street. Wyatt stood at the corner of Fly’s building, just inside the lot, while Virgil walked directly into the lot.14

			Six hard cases were now facing them. To their left, standing in the vacant lot, were Ike Clanton, Billy Claiborne, and Wesley Fuller, a hard-drinking twenty-six-year-old gambler who had just entered the lot to talk with his friend Billy Clanton. To their right was Billy Clanton, standing inside the lot about two feet from the wood sidewalk. Frank McLaury was in front of the lot, next to the front corner of the Harwood house. His brother Tom stood next to him, on the sidewalk. Virgil immediately saw that Billy Clanton and Frank McLaury carried holstered six-shooters. Tom McLaury’s hand rested on a rifle in its scabbard on his horse.

			Doc Holliday stepped toward Tom McLaury, threw back his overcoat, and swung up the shotgun. At the same time Virgil called out, “Throw up your hands boys, I intend to disarm you!”

			“We will,” answered Frank McLaury, but at the same time he went for his revolver, a .44-caliber Colt Frontier Six-Shooter. At that, Wyatt whipped out his pistol from his overcoat pocket. Billy Clanton reacted instantly, jerking his own Colt .44.

			“Hold on!” Virgil shouted, raising his arms in the air. “I don’t want that!”
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			Frank McLaury, who made the fatal error of tangling with the Earp boys and Doc Holliday in the gunfight near the O.K. Corral.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			But it was too late. As Wyatt later explained, “Billy Clanton leveled his pistol at me, but I did not aim at him. I knew that Frank McLaury had the reputation of being a good shot and a dangerous man, and I aimed at Frank McLaury.” Wyatt and Billy Clanton fired at almost the same instant. A heavy slug from Wyatt’s six-shooter slammed into Frank McLaury’s belly. Billy Clanton’s shot whined harmlessly through the space between Wyatt and Morg. Virgil quickly tossed his cane to his left hand and with his right yanked his pistol from his waistband. Before he could fire, Frank McLaury, though gut-shot and desperately wounded, squeezed off a round that tore through Virgil’s right calf.

			As Virgil dropped to the ground, the unarmed Ike Clanton rushed toward Wyatt, seizing his left arm. The two grappled for an instant, and Wyatt rammed his six-gun into Ike’s belly.

			“The fight has commenced!” Wyatt yelled. “Go to fighting or get away!”

			Wyatt shoved Ike back and the Cowboy fled into the open door of Fly’s boardinghouse. At first fire, Billy Claiborne also raced away, following Ike into the building. “When we told them to throw up their hands Claiborne threw up his left hand and broke and ran,” recalled Wyatt. Wes Fuller quickly backed up to get out of the line of fire, and Tom McLaury leaped for cover behind his horse.

			The heavy thud of large-caliber pistols echoed through the lot and dense plumes of black powder gunsmoke filled the air as the combatants exchanged fire at close range. Morgan Earp took dead aim at Billy Clanton and squeezed the trigger. His pistol slug ripped through Billy’s chest and pierced his left lung. Billy was game and stayed on his feet and shot back with his Colt .44. Virgil managed to scramble back up from the ground and triggered one shot at Frank McLaury and three more at Billy Clanton.

			A pistol ball, fired by one of the Cowboys, slammed into Morg’s shoulder, plowed across his back, and tore out through his opposite shoulder. “I’ve got it, Wyatt!” he gasped, and dropped to the ground.

			Doc Holliday, from his position in the street, threw the Wells Fargo shotgun to his shoulder, cocked both hammers, and took aim at Tom McLaury. But Billy Clanton’s horse, spooked by the gunfire, charged between Doc and McLaury, preventing Holliday from shooting. Tom McLaury reached across his saddle, either to fire with his pistol or to seize his Winchester from its scabbard. Wyatt, thinking that Tom McLaury had shot Morgan, fired a shot at Tom’s horse, which was shielding him from view. The bullet struck the animal, which bolted away. Doc Holliday, seeing his chance for a clear shot, pulled both triggers of the shotgun. Twelve buckshot ripped into Tom’s right arm and side, and he staggered out of the lot and collapsed by a telegraph pole next to the Harwood house.

			Doc threw the empty shotgun to the ground and yanked out a nickel-plated revolver. He fired twice at Billy Clanton, who stumbled back and fell against the wall of the Harwood house. Morgan Earp, despite his wound, scrambled to his feet and opened fire at Billy. Wyatt and Virgil also directed their fire at the young Cowboy. One shot hit Billy in the gun hand. Young Clanton performed the “border switch,” tossing his pistol into his free hand as he slid to the ground. Resting the six-gun on his knee, he thumbed the hammer and fired as fast as he could. At that, Frank McLaury, bleeding heavily, saw his chance to escape. He seized the bridle of his horse and staggered on foot into the street. Using his mount as a shield, Frank fired wildly with his pistol. The horse, crazed by the gunfire, broke loose and galloped away. McLaury, holding his six-gun with his right hand, rested it on his left forearm and took aim at Doc Holliday.

			“I’ve got you now,” McLaury shouted.

			“Blaze away! You’re a daisy if you have!” Doc yelled back.

			Frank fired once, and the .44-caliber slug tore through Doc’s pistol pocket and grazed his hip. Doc’s aim was better and he sent a round into McLaury’s chest. At the same time, Morgan Earp threw down on McLaury and shot the Cowboy in the right ear. The bullet tore through his brain, killing him instantly.

			Holliday staggered in the street, shouting, “I’m shot right through!”

			Doc, ignoring his wound, and unaware that McLaury was dead, charged at the Cowboy’s corpse, shouting, “The son of a bitch has shot me and I mean to kill him!”

			Then, in a heartbeat, it was all over. The bullet-riddled Billy Clanton, slumped against the wall of the Harwood house, raised his pistol and fired. He was too weak to aim, and his bullet went high. It was the last shot of the gunfight. Thirty rounds had been fired in thirty seconds.15

			For three long years, the Cowboys had had everything their own way. From El Paso to Deming to Shakespeare, from Ascension to Fronteras, from San Simon to Galeyville to Tombstone, they had stolen, smuggled, robbed, and killed. They had colluded with morally bankrupt ranchers, merchants, butchers, gamblers, and saloonkeepers who wanted their business and provided them with money, shelter, and support. They had befriended lawmen like Sheriffs Behan and Whitehill, who, though not in their pockets, were often loath to arrest them. They had rigged a crooked election and would soon obtain support from two of Arizona’s most important newspapers. But finally a group of them had run up against four nails-tough fighting men who would not back down. At long last the Cowboys had met their match.
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			A Trial in Tombstone

			Wyatt Earp, six-gun clutched in one fist, gazed down at the blood-drenched bodies of Frank McLaury, Tom McLaury, and Billy Clanton.

			“We won’t have to disarm that party,” he said laconically.1

			Sheriff Behan and Bob Hatch rushed into the empty lot. At the same time C. S. Fly—later sheriff of Cochise County—dashed out of his boardinghouse. In one hand he held a Henry repeating rifle, and with his other he pointed to Billy Clanton, who lay prone, still clutching his revolver and trying to cock it.

			“Take that pistol away from that man!” Fly yelled.

			“Go and get it yourself if you want it,” Hatch responded. The two stepped toward Clanton, and Fly reached down and pulled the six-shooter out of Billy’s hand.

			“Give me some more cartridges,” Billy gasped. But young Clanton was in the throes of death. When Wesley Fuller approached him, he moaned, “Get a doctor and give me something to put me to sleep.”

			As a large crowd gathered, Fuller and Undersheriff Harry Woods carried young Clanton into a home next door to the Harwood house. Several others brought the dying Tom McLaury inside and lay him on the floor next to Billy, who groaned, “They have murdered me! I have been murdered! Chase the crowd away from the door and give me air.”

			Meanwhile, Johnny Behan stepped up to Wyatt, the only unscathed man in the Earp bunch, and announced, “I’ll have to arrest you.”

			“I won’t be arrested today,” Wyatt said evenly. “I am right here and not going away. You have deceived me. You told me those men were disarmed. I went to disarm them.”

			At that, a bystander told Behan, “There is no hurry in arresting this man. He done just right in killing them, and the people will uphold them.”

			“You bet we did right,” Wyatt responded. “We had to do it. And you threw us, Johnny. You told us they were disarmed.”

			“I told him he was mistaken,” Behan later explained. “I did not say anything of the kind. Then I related to him what I had said. I said, ‘Earp, I told you I was there for the purpose of arresting and disarming them.’ He said he thought I had said I had disarmed them.”2

			Inside the nearby house, Tom McLaury breathed his final gasp. Harry Woods stayed with Billy Clanton, and later reported, “He was ‘game’ to the last, never uttering a word of complaint.” A doctor injected him with morphine, and Billy lingered for an hour. Just before he died, he gasped, “Good-bye, boys. Go away and let me die.”3

			News of the gunfight spread like wildfire. “The moment the word of the shooting reached the Vizina and Tough Nut mines the whistles blew a shrill signal,” reported the Epitaph, “and the miners came to the surface, armed themselves, and poured into the town like an invading army. A few moments served to bring out all the better portions of the citizens, thoroughly armed and ready for any emergency. Precautions were immediately taken to preserve law and order, even if they had to fight for it. A guard of ten men were stationed around the county jail, and extra policemen put on for the night. The feeling among the best class of our citizens is that the Marshal was entirely justified in his efforts to disarm these men, and that being fired upon they had to defend themselves, which they did most bravely. So long as our peace officers make an effort to preserve the peace and put down highway robbery—which the Earp brothers have done, having engaged in the pursuit and capture, where captures have been made of every gang of stage robbers in the county—they will have the support of all good citizens. If the present lesson is not sufficient to teach the cow-boy element that they cannot come into the streets of Tombstone, in broad daylight, armed with six-shooters and Henry rifles to hunt down their victims, then the citizens will most assuredly take such steps to preserve the peace as will be forever a bar to such raids.”4

			As rumors of vigilante action against the Cowboys swept through town, Ike Clanton turned himself in and asked to be locked in jail for his own protection. That night his brother Phin arrived in Tombstone and viewed the remains of his dead brother. After Phin asked Sheriff Behan for protection, he joined Ike in a jail cell. The brothers arranged for a lavish burial. The bodies of Billy Clanton and the McLaury brothers were taken to a funeral parlor, where they were embalmed and dressed in undertaker’s suits. The next morning the three Cowboys were placed on display in glass-topped coffins, their white-gloved hands folded on their chests. Each casket was trimmed with silver and bore a silver plaque inscribed with their name, age, birthplace, and date of death. Above the three coffins was a large banner that read, “Murdered in the Streets of Tombstone.”

			A remarkable funeral procession began at four o’clock. It stretched two blocks down Allen Street, led by a brass band and followed by two wagons carrying the caskets, a carriage holding Ike and Phin Clanton, twenty-two other carriages and buggies, a stagecoach, and three hundred people on foot. “A stranger viewing the funeral cortege,” noted one observer, “would have thought that some person esteemed by the entire camp was being conveyed to his final resting place...but such a public manifestation of sympathy from so large a portion of the residents of the camp seemed reprehensible when it is remembered that the deceased were nothing more or less than thieves.”5
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			Left to right: Tom McLaury, Frank McLaury, and Billy Clanton rest in their ornate coffins.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			Initially the gunfight, later named after the nearby O.K. Corral, created barely a ripple in the national press. Although reports of the shoot-out were published throughout the country, outside of Arizona the story was certainly not headline news in the leading daily newspapers. The Boston Herald ran a short account, buried at the bottom of page 2, and the Chicago Inter Ocean published a single paragraph on page 5. In the New York Herald, the story merited an equally brief page 7 report. The Philadelphia Inquirer, unlike the other major Eastern dailies, ran the story on the front sheet, but limited it to a short paragraph at the bottom of the page.6

			And the shoot-out’s body count of three dead men was nothing extraordinary in the pantheon of frontier gunfighting. California’s Little Lake gun battle, the opening salvo of the bloody Coates-Frost feud, claimed six men in 1867. The “Newton General Massacre,” an 1871 Kansas saloon shooting, resulted in five dead men. New Mexico’s Mesilla Riot that same year left nine men slain from gunshot wounds. In California’s Mussel Slough Tragedy of 1880, which pitted settlers against Southern Pacific Railroad partisans, seven men were shot to death. El Paso had its “Four Dead in Five Seconds” shoot-out in 1881 involving City Marshal Dallas Stoudenmire. An 1899 gun battle in Hot Springs, Arkansas, between rival police and sheriff’s officers, left five lawmen dead. All of them paled in comparison to California’s Rocky Canyon fight of 1854. There, Jonathan R. Davis, after his two mining partners were slain by bandit raiders, killed eleven attacking desperadoes with six-guns and Bowie knife in the frontier’s most extraordinary feat of single-handed self-defense.

			Yet, as foreshadowed by the extravagant funeral, the gunfight near the O.K. Corral would soon achieve much greater significance. Although many of the funeral participants were gawkers, many others were friends and supporters of the three Cowboys who refused to accept that the dead men were desperadoes. This quickly turned into a huge problem for the Earp boys and Doc Holliday. The day after the funeral, the county coroner began an inquest to determine whether the killings were lawful. At first the Earps and Holliday were unconcerned, given that both the Epitaph and the Nugget had reported that the Cowboys had instigated the gunfight. The pro-Earp Epitaph provided a lengthy account from an eyewitness, Ruben F. Coleman, who said that when Virgil demanded that the Cowboys give up their arms, “There was some reply made by Frank McLaury, but at the same moment there were two shots fired simultaneously by Doc Holliday and Frank McLaury.” Even the anti-Earp Nugget reported that after Virgil ordered the Cowboys to throw up their hands, “Frank McLaury made a motion to draw his revolver, when Wyatt Earp pulled his and shot him.” Under either scenario the shooting was lawful. Also, there was no dispute that Virgil, Morgan, and Doc had all been hit by Cowboy gunfire. It was self-evident that the Earps, all of whom were sworn law officers, had every right to use deadly force when one or more of their opponents drew their guns.7

			Johnny Behan was the first witness to testify before the coroner’s jury. Behan said nothing about Frank McLaury going for his gun. Instead, he said of the Earps, “When they got to the party of cowboys, they drew their guns and said, ‘You sons of bitches, you have been looking for a fight and you can have it.’ Some one of the party said ‘Throw up your hands,’ and then the fight commenced. They fought there until some twenty-five or thirty shots were fired. All the time I was talking to the parties, to the Earps and Holliday and the others to put up their guns and not to shoot. I heard one man say, ‘Don’t shoot me, I don’t want to fight.’ It was Billy Clanton, I am sure. I afterward saw Billy Clanton shooting while he was on the ground. He was lying on the ground with his legs crossed. Tom McLaury threw his coat open and said ‘I have got nothing.’ This was instantaneous with the shooting, almost at the same time. Then the shooting began.”8

			If Behan’s testimony placed the Earps in a bad light, two of the Cowboys went even further, and swore that the Earps and Holliday had committed deliberate murder. Ike Clanton testified, “Billy Clanton, Frank McLaury and myself threw up our hands at the order from the Earp party, and Tom McLaury threw his coat open and said, ‘I have got no arms.’” According to Ike, one of the Earps then yelled, “You sons of bitches, you ought to make a fight!” Ike continued, “At the same instant, Doc Holliday and Morg Earp shot.” Billy Claiborne’s testimony was even harsher. Like Behan and Clanton, he swore that Virgil said, “You sons of bitches, you have been looking for a fight and now you can get it.” Claiborne testified: “Marshal Earp said, ‘Throw up your hands!’ which Billy Clanton, Ike Clanton, and Frank McLaury did, and Tom McLaury took hold of his coat and threw it open and said, ‘I have not got anything.’ And at that instant the shooting commenced by Doc Holliday and Wyatt Earp. The first shot taking Tom McLaury was fired by Doc Holliday, and the next one was fired by Morgan Earp, taking Billy Clanton. Billy Clanton was shot with his hands up, and raised in front. He said, ‘Don’t shoot me. I don’t want to fight.’ He said it after the shot was fired.”9

			Their account—of three innocent, pastoral stock tenders meekly raising their hands and then being shot down in cold blood—was eagerly believed by the Cowboys’ friends and supporters. Several neutral witnesses also testified in the two-day inquest, but none of them, except for Coleman, who had already given his account to the Epitaph, had been close enough to see who fired first. One witness, however, swore that prior to the fight Virgil had declared, “Those men have made their threats. I will not arrest them, but will kill them on sight.” But the coroner’s jury did not believe the testimony of Behan and the two Cowboys. Although the jurors were charged with determining whether or not the killings were justified, they instead found simply that the three men had been killed by the Earps and Doc Holliday. The next day, October 29, Tombstone’s city council, after considering the “grave charges against Chief of Police Earp” that he had threatened to kill the Cowboys, suspended him from office. Officer James Flynn replaced Virgil.10

			This, of course, was not good enough for Ike Clanton. He wanted revenge for the deaths of his brother and his friends. That same day he filed charges of first-degree murder against the Earps and Doc Holliday. Justice of the Peace Wells Spicer thereupon issued arrest warrants for Virgil, Wyatt, Morgan, and Doc. Virgil and Morg, bedridden in their homes and recovering from gunshot wounds, were not arrested. Wyatt and Doc each posted $10,000 bail to secure their release. Their preliminary hearing began in Wells Spicer’s court on October 31, just five days after the shoot-out. The fifty-year-old Spicer, a lawyer since 1853, had twelve years’ experience in frontier courtrooms. In Utah in 1875 he had defended John D. Lee, one of the leaders in the Mountain Meadows Massacre of 1857. In that infamous attack, Mormons and Indian supporters murdered more than a hundred members of a westbound wagon train. Despite Spicer’s best efforts, Lee was convicted after two trials and executed by firing squad in 1877. Although he had lost the case, Wells Spicer was nonetheless an astute lawyer and judge.11

			The prosecution was handled by Cochise County’s district attorney, Lyttleton Price. Because Price was a Republican and friendly to the Earps, Ike Clanton and his friends raised a legal fund that the newspapers reported was $10,000—a fortune in that era. They used the money to hire several attorneys, most notably Ben Goodrich, a highly capable trial lawyer from Tucson. A few days later there arrived from Fort Worth, Texas, yet another prosecution attorney: William R. McLaury, the older brother of Frank and Tom. Seething with rage and consumed by vengeance, Will McLaury would play a significant role in the proceedings. The Earps, for their part, hired Tom Fitch, a celebrated lawyer and former U.S. congressman known as the “Silver-tongued Orator of the Pacific Slope.” Fitch, forty-three, had been an attorney, respectively, in Nevada, Utah, California, and Arizona, and was well versed in the vagaries of frontier justice.12

			The purpose of a preliminary hearing, then and now, is to determine whether probable cause exists to hold a defendant for trial. In that era, murder trials lasted no more than a week or two; most preliminary hearings rarely took longer than a day. Spicer’s hearing proved an extraordinarily long one, lasting through all of November. The first prosecution witness who saw the shooting was Billy Allen, the friend of Pete Spence and Frank Stilwell. He swore that Tom McLaury threw open his coat and yelled, “I ain’t got no arms!” Allen said that at the same time, Billy Clanton held his hands in front of him and cried, “I do not want to fight!”

			Then Johnny Behan took the stand. He repeated the testimony that he had given at the inquest, and declared that Billy Clanton and Tom McLaury held up their hands in surrender while a man he thought was Doc Holliday fired the first shot with a nickel-plated revolver. But Behan’s credibility was seriously damaged when Tom Fitch cross-examined him about the Cowboys. Fitch asked, “Once or twice in your direct examination, you spoke of cowboys. What is a cowboy?”

			Behan responded blandly, “My idea of a cowboy is men who deal in cattle—stockmen.”

			“Do you regard the Clantons and McLaurys as cowboys?” Fitch inquired. The prosecution objected, arguing that the question called for Behan’s opinion, which was inadmissible as evidence. Spicer agreed, and Behan did not have to answer it. But the damage had been done, for it was evident that Behan was pretending that he did not know who the Cowboys were.13

			During the lengthy hearing, Will McLaury wrote letters to friends and family, revealing the depth of his anger and his thirst for vengeance. “This thing has a tendency to arouse all the devil there is in me—it will not bring my dead brothers back to prosecute these men, but I regard it as my duty to myself and family to see that these brutes do not go unwhipped of justice.” He vowed to stay in Tombstone until “these men are dead by one means or another and the friends who aided them are dead.” Almost delusional in his belief that the McLaury boys were not cattle thieves, he declared, “my brothers were universally esteemed as honorable, peaceable, and brave citizens, never having been charged nor suspected of having committed any offense.” Of the Earps and Holliday, he insisted, “I think we can hang them.”14

			McLaury was outraged that Wyatt and Doc were free on bail: “These men on the streets and at large, seeing them free kept me on fire and witnesses were scared and some ran away.” He claimed that Wyatt and Doc “came into the courtroom heavily armed” and that “if these men were locked up things would change at once.” McLaury demanded that the district attorney, Lyttleton Price, bring a motion to revoke their bail, but Price “was completely ‘cowed’” and refused to do it. On November 7 McLaury brought the motion himself. He later boasted that he hoped Wyatt and Doc would try to escape. “I then stood there where I could send a knife through their hearts if they made a move and made the motion and it was granted. They did not make a move—and it was perhaps good for me they did not, for I was anxious to have an opportunity to send them over the bay. The sheriff then took them into custody.”15

			Wyatt and Doc suffered the ultimate indignity of being locked by Johnny Behan in Tombstone’s claptrap wooden jail. Adding insult to injury, one of their jailmates was the notorious Jerry Barton, awaiting trial for shooting the Mexican patron of his Charleston saloon. Each morning Wyatt and Doc made the trip under guard from their cell to the court hearing. Numerous Tombstoners testified for the prosecution, describing the events that led up to the fray. Wes Fuller and Billy Claiborne swore that their friends had been shot down in cold blood. Yet it was Ike Clanton who provided the most colorful, and most unbelievable, testimony. Though Ike was an intelligent man with some education, his thirst for revenge dulled his judgment. He gave his version of his troubles with the Earps and Holliday and swore, as he did at the inquest, that his brother and the McLaurys were slain with their hands in the air. On cross-examination, Tom Fitch asked him, “Did you know Billy Leonard, Harry Head, and Jim Crane?”
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			Wyatt Earp’s distinguished appearance belies the rough life he led on the frontier. This photo was taken in San Diego, California, in 1887.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			“I knew Billy Leonard and Jim Crane, and had seen Harry Head a few times, but was not acquainted with him,” Ike replied.

			“Did not these persons often stop at your ranch?”

			“They sometimes stopped at a ranch I had over in New Mexico,” answered Ike, “and Billy Leonard often had stopped at my ranch four miles above Charleston before this trouble of killing Bud Philpott.”

			“Were these parties supposed to be connected with the attempt to rob the stage and the killing of Bud Philpott?”

			“I don’t know anything, only what Doc Holliday, Wyatt, Virgil, and Morgan Earp, and others told me about it.”

			Ike’s admission that he had associated with three of the most dangerous outlaws in the territory was hardly helpful to his case. Fitch now moved in for the kill: “Did not Wyatt Earp approach you, Frank McLaury and Joe Hill for the purpose of getting you three parties to give said Leonard, Head and Crane away—in the Arizona parlance—so that he, Wyatt Earp, could capture them?”

			Ike was prepared for this question. He must have known that if he accused the Earps of murder, they would make his secret deal public. Now, desperate to prove to his fellow Cowboys that he was not a snitch, Clanton gave a lengthy response. “Wyatt Earp approached me, but I do not [know] that he ever approached Frank McLaury or Joe Hill. I met him in the [Golden] Eagle Brewery saloon one night and he asked me to take a drink with him, and while they were mixing our drinks, he told me that he wanted a long private talk with me. After we had drank, he stepped out into the middle of the street with me. He then told me he would put me on a scheme to make six thousand dollars. I asked him what it was. He told me he would not tell me unless I would promise to do it, or if I would not promise to do it, not to mention our conversation to anyone else. He then made me promise on my honor as a gentleman not to repeat the conversation if I did not like the proposition. I asked him what it was. He told me it was a legitimate transaction. He then made me promise the second time that I would not mention it any more.

			“He told me he wanted me to help put up a job to kill Crane, Leonard and Head. He said there was between four and five thousand reward for them, and he said he would make the balance of the six thousand dollars up out of his own pocket. I then asked him why he was anxious to capture these fellows. He said that his business was such that he could not afford to capture them. He would have to kill them or else leave the country. He said he and his brother, Morgan, had piped off to Doc Holliday and William Leonard, the money that was going off on the stage, and he said he could not afford to capture them, and he would have to kill them or leave the country, for they [were] stopping around the country so damned long that he was afraid some of them would be caught and would squeal on him. I then told him I would see him again before I left town. I never talked to Wyatt Earp any more about it.”

			Upon further questioning by Fitch, Ike insisted that he had never discussed the secret deal with Virgil Earp or Joe Hill. Then Fitch showed him the June 7, 1881, telegram from Wells Fargo that read, “Yes we will pay rewards for them dead or alive.” Ike denied ever seeing it. When Fitch asked him if he dealt in stolen cattle, Ike also denied it. “I raised and purchased in connection with the McLaury boys, about 700 head. I got them honestly by raising and purchasing them.”

			On redirect examination, Clanton’s lawyers foolishly asked him about the deadly Tombstone stage robbery. Ike declared, “Doc Holliday told me he was there at the killing of Bud Philpott—at the time he told me Bud Philpott made a fight and got left, he told me that he, Doc Holliday, shot him through the heart. He said he saw, ‘Bud Philpott, the damned son of a bitch, tumble off the cart!’ That was the last conversation concerning that affair I had with Doc Holliday. He has often told me that if I saw Bill Leonard, Crane and Harry, to tell them that he was all right.”

			Then Ike offered more details about his secret deal with Wyatt. “The morning after my conversation with Wyatt Earp, I met Morg Earp in the Alhambra Saloon and he asked me what conclusion I had come to in regard to my conversation with Wyatt. I told him I would let him know before I left town. He approached me again on the same subject about four or five days afterwards and we had considerable talk about it at that time, and I only remember that he told me that ten or twelve days before Bud Philpott was killed, that he piped off $1,400 to Doc Holliday and Bill Leonard, and that his brother Wyatt, had given away a number of dollars to Doc Holliday and Bill Leonard that was going away on the stage the night Bud Philpott was killed. We talked a while longer, but I don’t know what was said, only that I told him I was not going to have anything to do with helping to kill Bill Leonard, Crane and Harry Head.”16

			Justice Spicer did not believe a word of Ike’s story. Spicer, like everyone else, recognized that no money had been stolen in the attempted stage robbery, so it was impossible for Wyatt and Morgan to “pipe off” any loot. Further, there was no way for Morgan Earp to embezzle $1,400 from Wells Fargo ten or twelve days before the attempted stagecoach holdup. Morgan at that time was not a Wells Fargo shotgun messenger, and further, the company’s agents prepared meticulous waybills that accounted for every dime they transported. If any money was missing during shipment, the agent at the destination station would know it immediately, and Wells Fargo repaid any losses within twenty-four hours. That was why westerners sent valuables by Wells Fargo instead of the U.S. mail: Wells Fargo was safe and reliable and the mail was not. Lastly, Ike failed to explain why two lawmen, Wyatt and Morgan, would admit to a notorious Cowboy that they were stage robbers, or why Doc Holliday would confess to him that he committed a murder. It was obvious that Clanton, consumed with rage and grief, would say anything to get revenge against the Earps and Holliday.17

			In all, thirty witnesses testified before Judge Spicer. When Wyatt Earp finally took the stand in his own defense on the morning of November 16, Tom Fitch immediately demonstrated his superior lawyering. An Arizona territorial law allowed a defendant in a preliminary hearing to read a prepared statement of testimony without being subjected to cross-examination. Fitch had assisted Wyatt in writing a long, highly detailed history of his troubles with the Cowboys, from the McLaurys’ theft of army mules in 1880 to the manhunt for the killers of Bud Philpott to the street fight in Tombstone. As Wyatt began his narrative, the prosecution lawyers vehemently objected to his reading from a manuscript. Spicer, relying on the Arizona statute, overruled their objections and Wyatt meticulously read the entire story into the record.18

			Tom Fitch and the other defense lawyers then introduced numerous witnesses. Virgil Earp, still recovering from his wounds, testified in great detail and corroborated Wyatt’s version of their dealings and clashes with the Cowboys. In a severe blow to Sheriff Behan’s credibility, District Attorney Price’s own deputy, Winfield S. Williams, took the stand to relate a conversation he heard when he and Behan visited the wounded Virgil Earp at his bedside on the evening of the gunfight. Williams swore that Behan said to Virgil, “I heard you say, ‘Boys, throw up your hands, I have come to disarm you,’ when one of the McLaury boys said, ‘We will,’ and drew his gun. The shooting then commenced.” Williams, as a deputy district attorney who worked for Price, had no reason to sabotage his boss’s case. It was evident that Behan’s account of the Cowboys being shot while trying to surrender was false.19

			But the two most critical defense witnesses proved to be Adelaida “Addie” Borland, a dressmaker, and H. F. Sills, the railroad engineer who had warned Virgil that the Cowboys were in the O.K. Corral. Both were entirely impartial, for neither had any connection to the Earps or the Cowboys. Sills testified, “I saw four or five men standing in front of the O.K. Corral, talking of some trouble they had had with Virgil Earp, and they made threats at the time, that on meeting him they would kill him on sight. Someone of the party spoke up at the time and said that they would kill the whole party of the Earps when they met them.” A few minutes later Sills saw the fight begin. “I wasn’t close enough to hear their conversation, but saw them pull out their revolvers immediately. The marshal had a cane in his right hand at the time. He threw up his hand and spoke. By that time Billy Clanton and Wyatt Earp had fired their guns off and the marshal changed the cane from one hand to the other and pulled his revolver out. He seemed to be hit at that time and fell down. He got up immediately and went to shooting. The shooting became general at that time and [I] stepped back.”20

			Sills’s testimony was so damaging to the prosecution’s case that Justice Spicer released Wyatt and Doc on $20,000 bail. The spontaneous shooting described by Sills was also witnessed by Addie Borland, who lived across the street from Fly’s boardinghouse. She saw the two groups meet and watched Doc Holliday approach one of the Cowboys, pointing what she described as a very large, bronze-colored pistol—in fact a sawed-off shotgun. She said she could not tell who fired first, only that “the firing seemed to be general.” When asked by Judge Spicer if the Cowboys had held up their hands in surrender, she answered, “I didn’t see anyone holding up their hands; they all seemed to be firing in general, on both sides. They were firing on both sides, at each other.” The final nail in the prosecution’s coffin had been hammered by the thirty-six-year-old dressmaker.21

			On November 30, after a hearing that lasted through the entire month, Wells Spicer delivered a lengthy decision. He first explained, “The great importance of the case, as well as the great interest taken in it by the entire community, demand that I should be full and explicit in my findings and conclusions and should give ample reasons for what I do.” After a detailed summary of the pertinent testimony, he concluded, “Virgil Earp, as chief of police, subsequently calling upon Wyatt Earp, and J. H. Holliday to assist him in arresting and disarming the Clantons and McLaurys, committed an injudicious and censurable act, and although in this he acted incautiously and without due circumspection, yet when we consider the conditions of affairs incident to a frontier country; the lawlessness and disregard for human life; the existence of a law-defying element in [our] midst; the fear and feeling of insecurity that has existed; the supposed prevalence of bad, desperate and reckless men who have been a terror to the country and kept away capital and enterprise; and considering the many threats that have been made against the Earps, I can attach no criminality to his unwise act. In fact, as the result plainly proves, he needed the assistance and support of staunch and true friends, upon whose courage, coolness and fidelity he could depend, in case of an emergency.”

			Spicer declared, “When, therefore, the defendants, regularly or specially appointed officers, marched down Fremont Street to the scene of the subsequent homicide, they were going where it was their right and duty to go; and they were doing what it was their right and duty to do; and they were armed, as it was their right and duty to be armed, when approaching men they believed to be armed and contemplating resistance.” Spicer ruled that they had committed no crime: “The evidence taken before me in this case, would not, in my judgment, warrant a conviction of the defendants by trial jury of any offense whatever. I do not believe that any trial jury that could be got together in this territory, would, on all the evidence taken before me, with the rule of law applicable thereto given them by the court, find the defendants guilty of any offense.”22

			Crawley P. Dake, U.S. marshal of Arizona Territory, was elated by the vindication of his deputy. He rightly considered Virgil’s posse to have been a federal one, and the killings in Tombstone part of the larger battle against the Cowboys. A few days after Spicer issued his ruling, Dake wrote to the Attorney General in Washington, D.C., “The Earps have rid Tombstone and neighborhood of the presence of this outlaw element. They killed several Cowboys in Tombstone recently—and the Sheriff’s faction had my deputies arrested—and after a protracted trial my deputies were vindicated and publicly complimented for their bravery in driving this outlaw element from this part of our Territory. The magistrate discharged my deputies on the ground that when they killed Clanton and the McLaurys, they were in the legitimate discharge of their duties as my officers. Hereafter my deputies will not be interfered with in hunting down stage robbers, mail robbers, train robbers, cattle thieves, and all that class of murdering banditti on the border.” A few days later, in a telegram to the Attorney General, Dake explained that “my deputies at Tombstone have struck one effective blow to that element killing three out of five. They had threatened the lives of my deputies on sight. No braver men in Arizona.”23
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			Doc Holliday in a photograph taken in Prescott, Arizona, in 1879.

			Craig Fouts Collection.

			In the final analysis, the monthlong Spicer hearing was an utter waste of time. Other than providing a highly detailed transcript of witness testimony that, to this day, is studied and savored by Old West enthusiasts, the proceeding was, from a legal and judicial standpoint, entirely immaterial. All the subsequent arguments—from 1881 territorial newspapers to modern internet discussion boards—about who shot first, who stood where, who said what, and which witnesses were reliable, were and are thoroughly irrelevant. The reason is simple: no frontier judge would have ever held the Earps and Doc Holliday for trial, and no frontier jury would ever have convicted them. For the West was a uniquely different place in a uniquely different time. In the border regions, all men carried firearms—not for show, but for protection. In Arizona, the dangers were many: from hostile Apaches to renegade bandits to drunken toughs and bullies who respected nothing but force or a show of force. Police and sheriffs were few and far between, and many lacked the spine to stand up to hard cases and gunmen. As a result, all westerners knew that each man was responsible for his own self-defense.

			Modern Americans are taught that if they see a crime, they should not interfere, but must act only as good witnesses and call the police. Such thinking was almost unknown on the American frontier. Then, local, state, and territorial governments were weak and ineffective. The power of the federal government was even weaker. Arizonans understood this, and frequently lambasted the U.S. Army for its inability to suppress the raids of Apache warriors. Also, in 1881, the entire territory of Arizona had only a dozen deputy U.S. marshals to enforce federal laws. Today, many revisionist historians are fond of belittling as myth the idea that rugged settlers tamed the West, and instead insist that this role was largely accomplished by the power of the federal government. That theory, as applied to the Southwest, is belied by the fact that the federal government proved totally powerless against the gangs of John Kinney, Jesse Evans, and the Cowboys.

			Frontier jurors—in that era they were all male—knew that the government could not protect them. They knew that if an armed man threatened to kill, he probably meant it and probably could do it. They believed that fighting words, coupled with a quick or furtive hand movement toward a pocket or a holster, meant that one could immediately respond with deadly force. Because the rates of violent crime were so high on the frontier, most jurors had seen violence or had been forced to defend themselves from ruffians. They brought such life experiences with them into the jury room. As a result, western juries frequently acquitted those who took part in shooting and cutting frays on grounds of self-defense or mutual combat. The same was true of frontier judges. Just as U.S. Supreme Court Justice Oliver Wendell Holmes—throughout a judicial career that lasted until 1932—was heavily influenced by his bloody Civil War combat experiences, western judges carried with them their own life lessons. Though Wells Spicer, a frontier lawyer and judge, rightly castigated Virgil Earp for taking partisans with him to confront the Cowboys, he would never have made a finding of murder, or even of manslaughter.

			In Tombstone the Cowboys had repeatedly threatened to kill the Earps and Doc Holliday. That fact was and is uncontroverted. Though several witnesses testified that, prior to the gunfight, Virgil had declared that he would kill the Cowboys, he clearly had lost his temper under extreme provocation. When he finally confronted them, instead of immediately opening fire, he ordered them to throw up their hands. The Cowboys’ deaths resulted from their own foolish decision to disobey. And the Earps and Holliday had shown extraordinary composure and restraint. In all the smoke and the noise and the confusion, they did not fire at the unarmed Ike Clanton, Billy Claiborne, or Wesley Fuller. Even had the Earps and Holliday not been acting under the color of authority, an Arizona jury would have viewed the fight as mutual combat and acquitted them all. But when one considers that Virgil was chief of police and deputy U.S. marshal, Wyatt and Morgan were special police officers, and they and Holliday were acting as Virgil’s possemen, Spicer’s decision was unavoidable. For unlike today, law officers in that era were rarely prosecuted for, and never convicted of, killings performed while attempting to carry out their duties, even if they were negligent or made poor decisions about whether to shoot.

			Wyatt and Doc were now free men, and the murder charges against them, as well as Virgil and Morgan, were dismissed. But Wyatt Earp’s battle against the Cowboys was far from over.
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			The Cowboys Strike Back

			It was a brisk day in early November when Curly Bill cantered his lathered horse down Main Street in Lordsburg, New Mexico. The new rail town, situated just three miles north of Shakespeare, brimmed with trainmen, bullwhackers, miners, cattle drovers, ranchers, merchants, and gamblers. News of the street fight in Tombstone had arrived there by wire, and it could not have been long before Curly learned of the bloody demise of his erstwhile companions. Brocius, having sold the herd of cattle that he had stolen from Eugene Edmunds, loitered about Lordsburg and Shakespeare with two other Cowboys, Sandy King and “Russian Bill” Tettenbaum.

			Of Sandy King, a frontier journalist recalled, “He was raised in western New York and had a good family. He came west to make his fortune, and, being an adventurous spirit, drifted in with the boys and became a leader in their crimes.” The newspaperman explained, “He was a companion of Curly Bill and had shared with him the bounty and the hazards of many a desperate game. He was very well educated, and was capable of much better things.” Deputy Sheriff Con Mahony recalled that Sandy King “was a boy not more than twenty-two, who, as they laconically observed on the frontier, ‘wanted to be bad but didn’t know how.’” Yet on one occasion in 1881, the Cowboy stopped an elderly man named Heenan near Soldiers Hole in the Sulphur Springs Valley, fifteen miles due east of Tombstone. When King ordered him to dismount, Heenan protested, “It’s pretty rough to leave an old man afoot like this.” King drew his six-shooter and exclaimed, “You damned old scoundrel, I’ll give you something to remember me by.” He pulled the trigger and the bullet grazed Heenan’s head and knocked him to the ground. Then King rode off, leaving his victim to fend for himself.

			On September 10, 1881, the young desperado loaded up on “red liquor” and stepped into the general store of O. R. Smyth in Shakespeare. After trying out several silk neckerchiefs, he tied one around his neck and started to leave. When the store clerk demanded payment, King whipped out his pistol. “I guess this is good credit,” he barked. “I guess I’ll pay you in lead.”

			But the clerk was too quick for him. He pulled a small .22-caliber revolver and shot the Cowboy. Mahony said that the bullet “hit Sandy right in the upper part of the spine, near the base of the brain, and dropped him on the spot. [Sheriff] Whitehill was in town at the time, and he arrested Sandy, and after he was brought to his senses turned him over to me to bring him up to Silver City. For this little joke he spent a month in the county jail, and when he was released I cautioned him not to return to Shakespeare if he wanted to keep out of the hands of Judge Lynch. He told me he had no such intention and that he was going to go on a ranch and reform his life.”1

			Instead, Sandy King rode back to Lordsburg, arriving about November 1, in time to encounter Curly Bill and Russian Bill. The latter was, of all the Cowboys, the most unique. Con Mahony called him “an extraordinary character in every sense of the word. He spoke French, Russian, Spanish, and English, and was a man of fine education and capable of getting a respectable living anywhere.” At age thirty, Russian Bill was older than many of the Cowboys. He first appeared in Silver City in 1871 and worked as an honest miner. Later he owned interests in several mines and acted as the official claims recorder for the Stonewall mining district in Luna County, New Mexico. But his mining ventures didn’t pan out, and by 1881 he was riding with Curly Bill. Said Mahony, “I never saw a chap put on more style. Five dollar gold pieces for his buckskins, Mexican sombrero covered with silver work and two silver plated and ivory handled six-shooters.” One pioneer remarked, “With others, he used to paint the town of Shakespeare red, spend money freely with Mexican girls, in gambling and in the saloons, especially Roxy’s.” Despite the show, Russian Bill proved to be a paper tiger. According to another pioneer, “He was a ‘blower’ who had committed many crimes in his mind. But Curly Bill and the brave men along the frontier never gave him credit for any exploits except with his tongue.”2

			In Lordsburg all three—Curly Bill, Russian Bill, and Sandy King—quickly found themselves caught in the toils of the law. Curly committed a minor offense, probably disturbing the peace. Deputy Sheriff Michael Horn, armed with a sawed-off shotgun, went after him. Horn stationed himself at the gate to a corral, and as Brocius rode out, he commanded, “Hold up your hands!”

			The Cowboy leader wisely obeyed, and Horn lodged him in jail. Meanwhile, Deputy Dan Tucker picked up Sandy King for stealing a horse at Shakespeare. Russian Bill fled with two stolen horses toward Separ, a railroad station twenty miles east. On November 5, 1881, Tucker obtained a warrant charging the Russian with horse theft. Two days later Russian Bill was in Separ, boasting that “the man did not live who could take him in.” He was wrong. Dan Tucker soon arrived at the train station, and Russian Bill, hearing he was in town, hid in the railroad pump house. Tucker quickly found him and ordered the Cowboy to surrender. Russian Bill meekly complied. The deputy took his prisoner to Lordsburg, picked up Sandy King, and brought them both to Shakespeare for arraignment in court.3

			Shakespeare had no jail, so the two Cowboys were kept under guard in a small adobe hotel, the Grant House. The next day, November 8, 1881, the two outlaws had their preliminary hearing before the town’s justice of the peace, who held them both to answer the charges. He ordered that they be taken to Silver City, the county seat, for trial, and the pair was returned to the Grant House to spend the night. Russian Bill and Sandy King were, in the words of a contemporary newspaperman, “loud and demonstrative in their threats against the citizens, declaring that the people of the town would have an opportunity to dance to their music inside of twenty-four hours.” For Shakespeare’s townsfolk, who had tolerated the Cowboys for three years, this was too much. At two o’clock the next morning, a dozen masked vigilantes entered the Grant House, overpowered the lone guard, and took the pair into the barroom. They bound the outlaws’ hands behind their backs, then fastened ropes to a large ceiling joist.

			According to an early account, Russian Bill “weakened badly when he had to pass in his checks.” Another said that he “begged for his life.” One pioneer recalled, “Russian Bill fell on his knees, protesting that he was innocent of any crime, had been only a braggart, that he was a Russian nobleman and had fled from his own country because of a love affair. No one believed him.” Con Mahony later declared that Sandy King, on the other hand, “died game.” King called to the vigilantes, “Boys, give me a drink. It will help me on the road to hell.”

			The lynchers complied, and King quickly downed it, saying, “Now, boys, I’m ready for the devil to get his own.” The vigilantes draped nooses over the two Cowboys’ necks and left them dangling lifeless from the crossbeam. At daylight a coroner’s jury convened and found that they had committed suicide.4

			Meanwhile, Curly Bill had a brief stay in the Lordsburg jail, then paid a fine and was released before the lynching of Russian Bill and Sandy King. The New Mexico authorities were apparently unaware that he was under indictment for cattle theft in Cochise County. It was one of Curly’s narrowest escapes, for if he had been taken to Shakespeare, he surely would have met his comrades’ fate. And what of Russian Bill? Did he tell the vigilantes the truth about his noble birth? The answer came five months later, in April 1882, when Sheriff Harvey Whitehill received a letter from the U.S. consul in St. Petersburg, Russia. The consulate had been contacted by a Russian countess whose son was in New Mexico and had not written to her since the previous May. The consul wrote Sheriff Whitehill that the missing man’s name was “Waldemar Tethenborn” and provided his photograph. It was Russian Bill. Sheriff Whitehill replied to the consul and, to spare the mother’s feelings, reported that her son had committed suicide. After all, that had been the conclusion of the coroner’s jury.5

			A few weeks later another of Curly Bill’s riders ran afoul of vigilantes. Joseph M. “Buckskin Joe” Gauze was, according to the Nugget, “one of the most noted ‘rustlers’ in Southern Arizona.” He had reportedly participated in the bloody Guadalupe Canyon ambush of July 26, 1881, when Curly Bill and a band of Cowboys killed eight Mexican vaqueros. Young Orson Brown, who had encountered Curly Bill and his men after they stole Eugene Edmunds’s cattle in October, met Buckskin Joe while working at Major William M. Downing’s sawmill in Pinery Canyon in the Chiricahuas. Brown’s job was herding oxen for the lumber wagons, and one day he lost two of his animals. As he recalled, “A man came into our camp and stayed one night, calling himself Buckskin Joe. He was armed to the teeth, as the saying goes, carrying two pistols and a Winchester rifle. In the morning when he got ready to leave, I asked him if he had seen anything of these two oxen, one of them having had a bell on, and with an oath he replied, ‘Yes.’ He had driven them off to a little mining camp, had butchered them and sold them to the miners. In his talk the evening before, he spoke of many incidents of valor and said he was one of those who said they would never surrender to any officer.”

			When young Brown reported Joe’s statements to his boss, a teamster named Ellwood, the latter replied that Buckskin Joe and Dave Estes, John Ringo’s partner, had recently robbed him. Ellwood declared, “This is the man who held me up about twenty miles east of Galeyville and took away my horses and saddles with my pack outfit and arms, ammunition and money—even took my tobacco. He set me afoot and kicked me and told me to beat it.” Ellwood told Brown, “Look out for Buckskin Joe and when you see him, come and let me know.”

			Several days later, on December 4, 1881, Brown spotted Buckskin Joe riding toward their camp in Pinery Canyon. He leaped onto his mule and raced to warn Ellwood and his teamsters, who were camped in the canyon brush. Ellwood told Brown, “You go over and meet him and we will meet you at the old sawmill, and we will take care of him.”

			Brown obeyed. He quickly found Buckskin Joe, and as the two rode along together, they came across a hobbled horse that Joe said he owned. “Let me sell you this horse,” Buckskin Joe offered. “You can ride him to Tombstone if you want to but don’t show him off too much. He was stolen ten miles below there in a place called Contention.”

			As Brown pretended to bargain with Joe, the pair continued on and soon arrived at the sawmill. Brown later related, “I slipped off my mule while he was trying to untie the rope on his horse’s neck. I pulled my rifle down on him, told him to throw up his hands. He smilingly threw up his hands, thinking it was a joke, but when he tried to put them down I told him not to put them down or I would shoot him and his face went pallid, and while we were talking the very men we had met down in the brush arrived with Ellwood in lead. Immediately I disarmed Buckskin Joe and started him across the creek to a big juniper tree and there in the most profane and vile language he cursed us who had him disarmed.”

			Ellwood then accused Buckskin Joe of having robbed him. The Cowboy admitted, “I was the man who held you up and took your guns away.”

			As Brown recalled, “Then they put a rope around his neck and hanged him to the juniper tree.” But according to the Nugget, Buckskin Joe did not submit so easily. “The tracks in the road where he was taken from his horse, show that there were six persons implicated in the tragedy, and that he resisted as long as possible. One of the bridle reins on the horse was broken, showing that some one has held the animal to prevent his escape. The saddle, although secured with double cinches, was turned on the side of the horse when the animal was found.” The Epitaph later reported that before he died, the Cowboy confessed to stealing the “mules and work oxen of Major Downing’s sawmill.”6

			By this time Curly Bill, eager to avoid the fate of Russian Bill and Sandy King, lost no time in shaking the dust of New Mexico from his boots. He rode through Arizona to the confluence of Babocomari Creek and the San Pedro River, “visiting friends,” according to the Epitaph. His friends who lived there were Ike and Phin Clanton and Frank Patterson. On the night of December 6, two days after Buckskin Joe was hanged, Curly decided to have some fun. As the Epitaph reported, “Curly Bill and three of his gang made things lively in Charleston Tuesday night.” The Cowboys galloped out of town before they could be arrested. A week later, Curly, with Led Moore, Zwing Hunt, Billy Grounds, and Jimmy Hughes, was reported back in New Mexico. They were supposedly near Shakespeare, “gathered together under the leafy boughs of the shady oak for the last time.” Though the Cowboys could easily have made the 140-mile ride in a few days, it seems doubtful that Curly Bill would have returned to Shakespeare so soon after the lynching of Russian Bill and Sandy King. As the Nugget remarked, “We are inclined to doubt this report.”7

			On December 6, 1881, the very day Curly Bill and his boys were carousing in Charleston, President Chester Arthur issued his Annual Message to Congress, in which he condemned the “the disturbance of the public tranquillity during the past year in the Territory of Arizona. A band of armed desperadoes known as Cowboys, probably numbering from fifty to one hundred men, have been engaged for months in committing acts of lawlessness and brutality which the local authorities have been unable to repress.” Although President Arthur did not mention the recent street fight in Tombstone, his statement underscored the danger presented by the Cowboys. Noted the Epitaph, “The most interesting feature to us here on the southwestern border, is his recommendation to Congress to take steps to suppress lawlessness on the Mexican frontier. Congress should take immediate action on the subject. The local authorities are insufficient to cope with this border scourge.” Its editor added, “It was reported by a gentleman, who came through the Sulphur Springs Valley on Monday, that there are from thirty to fifty ‘rustlers’ in the valley at this time.”8

			The Cowboys paid no attention to the President’s proclamation. Instead, immediately after the decision of Wells Spicer, they began to seek retribution. According to a wire report from Tombstone, “Since that time the cowboys have publicly and privately threatened the lives of Doc Holliday and United States Deputy Marshal Virgil Earp, Wyatt, Morgan, James, and Warren Earp, Justice of the Peace Wells Spicer, who conducted the examination, and the agent of Wells, Fargo & Co., Marshall Williams.” Virgil later gave a more melodramatic version. “They met at Charleston and took an oath over blood drawn from the arm of John Ringo, the leader, that they would kill us.”9
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			The scroll badge worn by Virgil Earp when he was chief of police of Tombstone. Four years later, when he became constable of Colton, California, he had the badge reversed and engraved “Constable.”

			Author’s Collection.

			John Clum provided an account that was similar to Virgil’s. He said that soon after Spicer made his ruling, “it was rumored about town that several residents of Tombstone had been ‘marked for death’ by the rustler clan, and I was assured that my name was written well up toward the head of their grim list, which, besides myself, included the Earp brothers, Doc Holliday, Judge Spicer, Tom Fitch, Marshall Williams, and one or two others whose names I do not now recall. And in order that we might more fully realize the certainty of our fate it was whispered that the ‘Death List’ had been prepared with most spectacular and dramatic ceremonials, enacted at midnight within the recesses of a deep canyon, during which the names of the ‘elect’ had been written in blood drawn from the veins of a murderer. Not one of those whose names appeared on this blood red ‘Death List’ would be permitted to escape from Tombstone alive. We did not believe all we heard. Nevertheless, we realized that the situation was extremely serious.”10

			Although it is highly improbable that this dime-novel scenario ever took place, there can be no doubt that the Cowboys threatened to kill the Earp brothers and their supporters.

			Buckskin Frank soon received a letter that read, “Frank Leslie: You will settle your business and leave town as soon as you can or take the consequences.” Events would soon give life to the threats. Lou Rickabaugh, Wyatt’s partner in the Oriental Saloon, was among the first men targeted. During the Spicer hearing, Ike Clanton, Milt Hicks, John Ringo, and several other Cowboys stayed at the Grand Hotel. The shutters to the room occupied by several of them were always closed, and a slat in one window’s shutters had been removed. Some Tombstoners thought that this was suspicious, and it caused considerable discussion in town. Around December 12, a friend of the Cowboys stepped into the room and was surprised to find one of the desperadoes shouldering a cocked Winchester rifle, aiming the barrel through the broken window slat.

			“What in the hell are you doing there?” the visitor asked.

			“I’m going to shoot that damned son of a bitch Rickabaugh!” the Cowboy declared. Lou Rickabaugh was then walking down the opposite side of the street.

			“Don’t you do that,” the visitor demanded. “He has never injured us. He has only spent his money for his friends, the Earps, and that is what either you or I would do for our friends.”11

			A few days after Rickabaugh’s close call, on the evening of December 14, Mayor John Clum boarded the Grand Central stage, bound for the railhead in Benson. This was the same stagecoach that Wyatt Earp had sold to John Kinnear, and the same on which Bud Philpott and Peter Roerig had been slain. Clum was leaving on a trip back East to spend Christmas with his family. As he later explained, “I told Mr. Thornton, of the Epitaph staff, that my greatest probable danger was that, if the rustlers knew I was going, they would pull off a sham stage robbery, during which they would make it convenient to properly perforate my anatomy with a few of their spare bullets, and thus definitely blot me out of the picture.” Clum took the precaution of arming himself with a pair of six-shooters.

			The heavy stage had a six-horse team, with Jimmy Harrington, a veteran whip and former Wells Fargo shotgun messenger, at the ribbons. Four other passengers took their seats beside Clum inside the coach. The stage carried no Wells Fargo strongbox, for earlier that day a coach had left for Benson with a heavy treasure shipment, guarded by two shotgun messengers. As Harrington jogged his team out of Tombstone, he was followed by an empty bullion wagon driven by “Whistling Dick” Wright, on his way to pick up cargo in Benson. The two vehicles, their headlamps lighting the roadway, clattered through the darkness and soon passed Malcolm’s Wells, two miles north of Tombstone. Moments later a loud shout came from the roadside: “Halt!”

			At the same instant, a band of desperadoes fired a volley of pistol shots at Harrington’s stage and Whistling Dick’s wagon. Amid the roar of six-guns, two of the passengers heard a voice call out, “Be sure and get the old bald-headed son of a bitch!”

			Between fifteen and twenty-five shots rang out. Whistling Dick caught a bullet in one leg and another round tore into one of Harrington’s lead horses. The balding Clum was certain that he was the target. The animals, crazed with fright, broke into a dead run. While both drivers struggled to control their teams, Wright’s lighter wagon lunged past the heavily laden stage. Soon they left the would-be assassins far behind. The horses ran for half a mile before the leader dropped from a gaping bullet wound in the neck. Clum and the passengers jumped out and cut both leaders loose from their harness. Then they wrapped handkerchiefs around Whistling Dick’s leg wound.

			As Clum later explained, “As soon as Jimmy and Dick were ready to proceed I stepped about fifty paces into the darkness to look and listen for sight or sound of horsemen. As I looked at the coach with its sidelights I realized that my presence in the coach only jeopardized the other passengers and that I was in a much better situation with my feet on the ground. Very promptly I decided to walk.” The two vehicles took off, their passengers thinking Clum was in the box with the driver and Harrington believing that Clum was inside the coach. They did not realize that the mayor was missing until they reached Contention. Clum walked through the dark for four hours until he reached the Grand Central Mill in Contention. There he borrowed a horse and rode to Benson, arriving at eight o’clock the next morning.

			Clum recalled, “After stabling my horse I lost no time in locating a restaurant. Soon after breakfast I met Jimmy Harrington and thanked him for not stopping at the command of the rustlers. ‘I’m tellin’ you, mayor,’ said Jimmy, ‘you don’t owe me nothin’. I just couldn’t hold them damned broncos. Didn’t you hear the brakes screechin’? Well, when they pulls the guns on me and tells me to stop, it don’t pay me to drive on—not at $35 per month.’”12

			When reports of the affair reached Tombstone, the Nugget ridiculed Clum, accused him of cowardice, and claimed that the attack was a stage holdup, not an assassination attempt. The Tucson Citizen, however, pointed out that the treasure coach, with two shotgun messengers, had departed in the morning. “The stage on which Mr. Clum left Tombstone did not start until eight o’clock in the evening, with no treasure whatever and but a light load of passengers, and hence robbery could not have been the motive of the bandits, as it is a well known fact that none are better posted as to when treasure is placed upon a coach than those persons who rob them.” The Tucson Star, however, doubted that Clum was the target. “If the party were cowboys, no doubt but that they believed some of the party who were engaged in the late killing in Tombstone were on the stage, as there have been open threats made that Holliday and the Earps would never be allowed to leave town alive, and it is stated that the stage has been watched for some time to see that none of them get away. What object they would have in trying to murder Mr. Clum is a mystery, as he certainly has done nothing towards the gang which should cause them to resort to such foul means of revenge.” That was hardly true, for Clum was one of the Earps’ most vocal supporters.13

			One day after the stage attack, Virgil Earp, accompanied by four or five armed friends, encountered Milt Joyce in the Oriental Saloon. As the two discussed the stagecoach shooting, Joyce laughingly told Virgil that he “had been expecting something of the sort ever since they [the Earps and Holliday] had been liberated from jail.” Virgil, fed up with the stories that they had been involved in the stage holdups, slapped Joyce in the face with his open hand. Joyce, referring to Virgil’s gun-toting companions, said angrily, “A man would be a fool to make a fight single-handed against that crowd.”

			As Joyce backed up toward the door, he declared, “Your favorite method is to shoot a man in the back, but if you murder me you will be compelled to shoot me in front.”14

			But it was Virgil Earp, not Milt Joyce, who was in deadly peril. By this time the gunshot wound in Virgil’s calf had largely healed, as had Morg’s wound. As he later said, “When Morgan and I got well, reports came in that we would be assassinated at the first opportunity.” He and his brothers passed a quiet Christmas with their wives and Jim’s family. Three days later Virgil spent the evening with Wyatt and Doc in the Oriental Saloon. At 11:30 that night, December 28, 1881, he left the saloon and started to cross the street, headed to his room at the Cosmopolitan Hotel. Suddenly the heavy thud of shotgun blasts shattered the cold night air. Three men, armed with double-barreled shotguns, lay in wait across the street in a building under construction. At a range of sixty feet, they sent a barrage of buckshot at the lone lawman.

			Virgil staggered in the middle of Allen Street. One buckshot ripped into his left upper arm, shattering the bone. Another tore through his back, grazing the spine. Eighteen buckshot missed Virgil and slammed into the Golden Eagle Brewery behind him, shattering the windows but missing the patrons inside. As the marshal limped back to the Oriental, two police officers rushed to the scene. They spotted two of the three gunmen dash through the vacant building and flee out the back. Moments later the trio raced on foot past an icehouse on Toughnut Street. An employee was just coming out and one of the desperadoes yelled at him, “Lock your door!”
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			This photo shows the scene of the ambush of Virgil Earp. The three-story building on the left is the Grand Hotel, headquarters of the Cowboys in Tombstone. The large building across Allen Street, on the right-hand corner, is the Golden Eagle Brewery.

			Author’s Collection.

			Several citizens called to the policemen, “There they go! Head them off!”

			But the officers did nothing. According to diarist George Parsons, “the cowardly apathetic guardians of the peace were not inclined to risk themselves and the other brave men all more or less armed did nothing.” Moments later a miner spotted the three gunmen run past the Vizina hoisting works at Fourth and Toughnut Streets and disappear into a gully beyond. At the same time, Wyatt and others helped Virgil to the Cosmopolitan Hotel and summoned two doctors. They removed the shot near his spine as well as buckshot and five inches of bone above his elbow. The Earps’ friends set up a heavy guard around the hotel. When George Parsons stopped by to see how he was, Virgil told him, “It’s hell, isn’t it.”

			Virgil’s distraught wife, Allie, fussed at his bedside. He told her, “Never mind, I’ve got one arm left to hug you with.”15

			There was no doubt who was behind the shooting. The Nugget called the attack “the first stroke of vengeance on the part of the cowboys.” George Parsons reported the rumors: “It is surmised that Ike Clanton, Curly Bill, and [Will] McLaury did the shooting.” But Will McLaury, at least, could not have been one of the gunmen. He had left Tombstone for his home in Texas the day after Christmas, which was two days before the ambush. Wyatt believed two of the shooters were Frank Stilwell and Ike Clanton. “Virgil saw Stilwell go into the vacant building just as he was coming out of the Oriental,” he said years later. “We found Ike Clanton’s hat, that he dropped in getting away from the rear of the building.”16

			The next day a frantic Wyatt sent a telegram to U.S. Marshal Crawley P. Dake in Prescott: “Virgil Earp was shot by a concealed assassin last night. His wounds are fatal. Telegraph me appointment with power to appoint deputies. Local authorities are doing nothing. The lives of other citizens are threatened.” Dake promptly wired the appointment to Tombstone, instructing Wyatt “to spare no pains or expense in discovering the perpetrators of the deed.” A deputy U.S. marshal had the authority to hire federal possemen, and in the days and weeks that followed, Wyatt deputized Morgan and Warren Earp, Doc Holliday, Sherm McMaster, “Texas Jack” Vermillion, “Turkey Creek Jack” Johnson, Dan Tipton, and Origen C. “Harelip Charlie” Smith. Harelip Charlie was a gambler and the son-in-law of Wyatt’s friend Uncle Bob Winders. Each of them would play a vital role in his battle against the Cowboys. Meanwhile, they acted as bodyguards for the Earps and their families, who had moved into the Cosmopolitan Hotel for safety.17

			Sherm McMaster was a valuable posseman, for he had recently defected from the Cowboys. What prompted his change of allegiance is unknown, but it seems certain that he did not cooperate with the Earps until after the Wells Spicer hearing in Tombstone. Wyatt, in his testimony during the hearing, had described how McMaster had given him information that led to the recovery of his stolen horse from Billy Clanton. Because Earp, as an experienced officer, would never expose his own informant, it is evident that McMaster did not assume that role until sometime after the court hearing. Turkey Creek Jack Johnson had also ridden with the Cowboys. “I was using Johnson at that time the same as [modern police] would use a stool pigeon, but we didn’t call them stool pigeons in those days,” Wyatt explained many years later. “Johnson appeared there in Tombstone and I got acquainted with him and he got down amongst the rustlers, going into Mexico and picking up a herd of cattle, and he got tired of that and he wanted to quit and I knew that he could give me a lot of information and get a lot of information from the other side so I took him in with my posse.”18

			Wyatt’s telegram to Marshal Dake was reprinted in several Arizona newspapers, and his appointment as deputy U.S. marshal quickly became common knowledge. But not surprisingly, the Cowboys were unfazed. A week later, on the morning of January 6, 1882, a four-horse stage left Tombstone, headed for Bisbee. Four passengers rode inside the coach and Wells Fargo messenger Charles A. Bartholomew guarded a strongbox containing a $6,500 payroll for the Copper Queen mine in Bisbee. The stage followed the road along the San Pedro River. When it reached a spot near Ike and Phin Clanton’s ranch, about two miles south of Charleston, Bartholomew spotted five riders in the low hills across the river. As they galloped forward, the messenger thought that they were trying to get ahead of the stage. The coach continued twelve miles south to Hereford. There Bartholomew asked for assistance from two men at the stage station, but they refused to help him guard the stage or to loan him their shotguns. The Wells Fargo man managed to convince the stage line’s stock tender to board the coach with his Winchester rifle.

			The stage proceeded on toward Bisbee, but at about 3:00 p.m. it came to a sudden halt. As Bartholomew later explained, “When about ten miles from Hereford, opposite Point of Mountain, three men stepped out from the bushes into the road, some 75 or 80 yards in advance of us, and presenting their guns, fired a volley at us. I, the stock tender, and one passenger jumped from the stage into the brush. Although there were but three men in the road, there was another seen by the driver, up a little canyon, holding the horses. I had only my messenger’s shotgun, too short for such range. As we jumped off, the stage horses started in a run, and circling around, took the back track for Hereford. Meanwhile, the robbers kept firing. Myself and companions started along after, keeping parallel with the road, but about a quarter of a mile distant from it. Overtaking the stage in about a mile and a half, we all got aboard and started at a rapid gait for Hereford. We had gone but a short distance when we observed the robbers closing in on us on horseback. I fired at them with the long-range Winchester, and when they found that I had a gun of such range, they fell back, but traveled parallel with us and occasionally firing a shot, which I returned. After traveling four or five miles in this manner the robbers passed us and closed in on the road. The driver declined to go further when he saw them in a commanding position on the roadside. A Mexican teamster whom we had passed on the out trip came to meet us and said that the highwaymen had sent him to tell us that if we didn’t give up the treasure box we should all be killed.”

			One of the stage horses had been wounded by the bandits’ gunfire and could go no farther. The passengers tried to convince Bartholomew to give up, but he refused. Finally, as he recalled, “The passengers got out and went about three hundred yards away, and I soon followed them, carrying the Winchester with me, hoping to get a shot at one of them as they came up to the stage.” He left his sawed-off shotgun in the stage boot, and the driver stayed with the coach. Three of the outlaws then approached the stage, two of them masked by silk neckerchiefs. The leader did not bother with a disguise and demanded the Wells Fargo box. Then he asked the driver “if he would know him the next time he saw him.” The reinsman answered that he would. At that, the desperado replied, “Well, if you do know me, and ever give me away, you won’t live a minute.”

			The outlaws then broke open the Wells Fargo box and took out the $6,500 in gold coin. “They kept the stage between me and them,” related Bartholomew, “so I could get no chance to shoot.” As the outlaws loaded their booty, one of them pointed toward a stage horse and said, “That horse jumps pretty well. I believe I’ll take him along.”

			He unharnessed the animal, then rode off with his companions. Bartholomew and the passengers returned to the stage and, with only two horses in the team, returned slowly to Hereford. The Wells Fargo shotgun was missing from the boot, and Bartholomew believed that the bandits had stolen it. The driver got fresh horses and took the stage to Bisbee, while Bartholomew rode into Charleston and telegraphed news of the holdup to Tombstone. By that time it was 10:00 a.m., and Sheriff Behan did not bother to send a posse out. Of the robbers, Bartholomew said, “Two of the men I think I know, and of one am quite positive.” He later named Pony Diehl and two other Cowboys, Al Tiebot and Charles Haws, as the road agents. Within a few weeks, newspapers reported that John Ringo was one of the five robbers. Fourteen years later Wyatt Earp accused Pony Diehl, Curly Bill, Frank Stilwell, and Pete Spence of the stage holdup. Wells Fargo offered a $2,500 reward for the highwaymen, but it was never claimed.19
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			A posed photo of a stage holdup on the road to Tombstone.

			Author’s Collection

			There can be no doubt that the Cowboys robbed the stage. On March 11 Deputy Sheriff Frank Hereford encountered a Mexican, Simon Acosta, carrying a sawed-off shotgun on the road thirty miles south of Charleston. Hereford noticed that the shotgun had Wells Fargo markings, and he arrested Acosta for possessing stolen property. Acosta claimed that he got the shotgun from his cousin, who he said had found it near the holdup site. Hereford brought Acosta and the shotgun into Tombstone, then booked the Mexican into jail. The weapon turned out to be Bartholomew’s, but the charges against Acosta did not stick. The Nugget, in reporting the arrest, claimed that the shotgun “was in all probability dropped during the melee.” But events would soon show that Simon Acosta worked for Pete Spence and had close ties with the Cowboys. Thus, it is far more likely that he and Spence were involved in the stage robbery as accessories, and that Acosta had received the shotgun as his share of the loot. It was only natural for any thief caught in possession of stolen property to claim that he had merely found it.20

			A day after the stage robbery, James B. Hume, Wells Fargo’s chief special officer, was on his way from El Paso to Tucson when he received word of the holdup. He got off his train at the depot in Benson and boarded the night stage for Tombstone. Hume and seven passengers rode inside the coach, while another took the seat of honor next to the driver. At 1:00 a.m., January 8, the coach approached an arroyo midway between Contention and Tombstone. Hume, like most of the passengers, slept in his seat. A pair of masked road agents suddenly stepped in front of the stage in the moonlight and called out, “Halt!”

			Hume opened his eyes, only to look down the bore of a double-barrel shotgun held by one of the highwaymen. Though armed with a pair of silver-mounted Smith & Wesson revolvers, each encrusted with a large diamond, he had no chance to resist. The outlaws—Hume saw two but thought there may have been four—demanded the Wells Fargo strongbox. When the driver said his stage did not have one, the bandits forced the passengers to step out into the roadway. They relieved Jim Hume of his pistols. One bandit also took a fancy six-shooter from a passenger, remarking that he “needed it in his business.” After searching the passengers, they found only seventy-five dollars. “What kind of a layout is this?” one bandit complained. “It’s the poorest crowd I ever struck.”

			Then the road agents ordered the stage on. The passengers had won, however. They had managed to hide more than $1,200 before exiting the coach. But Jim Hume had lost not just his pistols, but his pride. Arriving in Tombstone, the embarrassed detective told the Epitaph that “as there was none of his employers’ treasure on board, he considered he would be acting the part of wisdom to refrain from violent measures.” Although Hume had been the hero of several hair-raising gun battles in California, the story of his surrendering to highway robbers would haunt him for the rest of his career.21

			A posse that included Deputy Sheriffs Billy Breakenridge and Dave Neagle, as well as Wells Fargo messenger Charlie Bartholomew, took to the saddle but had no luck finding the robbers. Wyatt Earp later claimed that it was Curly Bill and Pony Diehl who took Jim Hume’s six-guns, but that appears to be wrong. In fact, two other Cowboys, Pink Truly and Alex Arnold, were the main suspects. The Nugget, tongue in cheek, reported, “Alex Arnold, you are wanted! It is said you helped to rob the Benson and Tombstone stage on the 8th of January. That would not have made so much difference, but you were impertinent enough to deprive the valiant and garrulous Hume, high muck-a-much detective for Wells Fargo & Co., of his two Smith & Wesson pistols. This was very naughty on your part.” The Nugget demanded that Arnold “had better send them back, so the boys will quit joshing him.”22
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			Wyatt Earp, Frontier Marshal

			Tension crackled through the crowd as Doc Holliday squared off against John Ringo in front of the Oriental Saloon. Each man’s gun hand tickled the butt of his holstered six-shooter. Then Ringo pulled a handkerchief from his coat pocket and flicked one end of it toward Holliday.

			“They say you’re the gamest man in the Earp crowd,” Ringo declared. “I don’t need but three feet to do my fighting. Here’s my handkerchief. Take hold.”

			Doc stepped forward quickly, eagerly. “I’m your huckleberry, Ringo. That’s just my game.”

			Doc seized one end of the handkerchief and both went for their six-guns. Before they could clear leather, Tombstone’s mayor jumped between them. “No, you don’t,” he cried. “You’ll fight no handkerchief duel here. There’s been enough killing in Tombstone, and it’s got to stop.”

			His intervention was timely, and the two antagonists slowly backed away.1

			This well-known story about one of Tombstone’s most sensational confrontations is, unfortunately, rank fiction. Yet what really happened was almost as dramatic. On the afternoon of January 17, 1882, a week after the two stage holdups, a crowd gathered in front of the Oriental Saloon as Ringo and Holliday argued loudly. Wyatt and one of his brothers stood nearby to support Doc. The Nugget reported that “words were exchanged and both parties stepped back, placing their hands on their weapons with the intention of drawing and using them.” According to Billy Breakenridge, Ringo issued a challenge: “Wyatt, let’s end this row. It has gone on long enough. Let Holliday and me get out here in the middle of the street and shoot it out. If you get me, the cowboys will go home and consider the feud ended. If I am the winner, you agree to do the same and it will be all over.”

			Another witness heard Doc tell Ringo, “All I want of you is ten paces out in the street.”

			But before any of them could pull their guns, James Flynn, who had replaced Virgil as acting chief of police, rushed forward and seized Holliday by the arm. Several in the crowd, eager to see a fight, yelled, “Turn him loose!”

			Flynn was unfazed, and he took Wyatt, Doc, and Ringo into police court on charges of carrying concealed weapons. Wyatt, as a deputy U.S. marshal, had the right to carry, and he was released. But Holliday and Ringo were fined thirty dollars apiece. At the same time, Ben Maynard, a burly miner and Cowboy partisan, picked a fight with Wyatt’s friend Lou Rickabaugh. As diarist George Parsons recorded, the pair “tried to kick each other’s lungs out.” They were hauled into court, where Maynard admitted his guilt and received a ten-dollar fine for disturbing the peace. A few days later Ringo, who was out on bail for holding up the poker game in Galeyville, found himself in the Tombstone jail. The judge raised his bond, apparently due to his recent arrest. Unable to make bail, Ringo languished behind bars.2

			By this time the conflict between the Earps and the Cowboys had consumed the Tombstone press. The Republican Epitaph supported the Earps and the Democratic Nugget sided with the Cowboys. The Epitaph dubbed the Nugget “the Cowboy Organ,” while the Nugget called the Epitaph “the Daily Strangler,” due to its support for the vigilantes. Judging by the Nugget’s news reporting and its editorials, it would appear that large numbers of Arizonans backed the Cowboys and considered the Earps to be stage robbers. Yet the Nugget’s editorial stance cannot be taken as the community’s uniform endorsement of a gang of outlaws like the Cowboys. Rather, it must be understood within the context of nineteenth-century politics. Today, many Americans believe that the country is deeply divided, that civil discourse is at an all-time low, and that politicians have lost the ability to compromise and to govern effectively. This popular belief—that the country has reached a political nadir—is repeated and compounded by journalists and television pundits who seem to have little understanding of American political history.

			The fact is that modern politics, when compared to politics of the nineteenth century, are extraordinarily civil. During the nineteenth century, Americans had few organized sports and little in the way of mass entertainment. That is one reason why, among males of the period, drinking, gambling, and brawling were so popular. This entertainment vacuum was partly filled by passionate politics and oft-fraudulent electioneering. Elections—national, state, and local—consumed the public. Election rigging, such as the Cowboys’ actions at the San Simon Cienega, was widespread. Also common were “shoulder strikers,” political bullies who, in cities large and small, herded voters to the polls or frightened off opposition voters. In many communities, political bosses—from Christopher “Blind Boss” Buckley of San Francisco to “Big Jim” Pendergast of Kansas City—ran elections and delivered votes. And in New Mexico and South Texas, patrones provided support and protection to Mexican Americans in exchange for bloc voting.

			Election violence was just as common. Political disputes resulted in countless election-day gunfights and cutting scrapes as well as bloody feuds, such as the Coates-Frost vendetta in California, the Lee-Peacock and the Jaybird-Woodpecker feuds in Texas, and the numerous county seat wars of Kansas. Americans were then so passionate about elections, and political divisions ran so deep, that many controversies were settled by formal duels. In the West, the most notable was the deadly 1859 encounter between David S. Terry, pro-slavery justice of the California Supreme Court, and antislavery U.S. senator David Broderick. That duel, like the sectional strife over slavery in “Bleeding Kansas” of the 1850s, was a precursor to the biggest political conflict of them all: the Civil War.

			This divisiveness and extreme partisanship—often to the point of political violence—was commonplace on the frontier. As a result, the Tombstone Nugget, in its quest for Democratic supremacy at the polls, offered reckless support for the Cowboys and baseless accusations against the Earps. As the Tombstone city election of January 3, 1882, approached, the Nugget’s attacks on the Earps intensified. Two days before the election, the Nugget published a claim that Bud Philpott had been killed as “the result of a well concocted scheme” to murder Bob Paul. The Nugget implied that the Earps were stagecoach robbers, and even charged that they and their friends “hoped by a monopoly of gambling, stage robbing, and dead-fall keeping to control the politics and business of Tombstone.” Charges that the Earps operated gambling games and dead-falls—cheap saloons—were inflammatory but true. Charges that they were stage robbers were flagrantly false. Many newspaper editors in that era had been challenged to duels, physically assaulted, and even shot for far less provocation than that. The fact that Wyatt Earp took no action—legal or otherwise—against the Nugget’s editor or staff speaks volumes of the restraint he exercised in Tombstone.3

			Virgil was too badly wounded to run for chief of police, so the acting chief, James Flynn, was a candidate, but he lost to Dave Neagle. Most of the other Earp-connected candidates for city offices were also defeated. The day after the election, the Nugget crowed, in a prominent headline, “EXEUNT EARPS!” It proclaimed a thorough loss by “the strangling Epitaph-Earps outfit.” Many Nugget readers had begun to view the conflict between the Earps and the Cowboys as a political one, rather than a law enforcement issue. The Nugget and the Tucson Star did much to advance that belief. The Star insisted, “The late tragedy in Tombstone, which has been termed a fight between the authorities and cowboys, appears from all the evidence thus far brought out on the examination, to have been the assassination of three cattle men—young men who owned their ranches and cattle, and so far as we can learn, no one knows aught against them.” Its editor even declared that the Cowboys “were taking their horses from the stable to return home when they were attacked and shot down.” And this would hardly be the last time in American history that political partisans would vilify police—and excuse criminality—in order to seek power and votes.4

			U.S. Marshal Crawley Dake was not blind to this danger. He continued to staunchly support the Earps, but lacked the money to pay Wyatt and his possemen or to fund a campaign against the Cowboys. So, while John Ringo languished in the Tombstone jail, Dake entrained for San Francisco, where he met with John J. Valentine, general superintendent of Wells Fargo & Co. Dake told Valentine that he “was powerless to do good as U.S. Marshal for want of funds, and if the Company would advance him $3,000, he would use [it] in quieting the disturbance and return the amount as soon as the vouchers could be approved at Washington and the money could be gotten in return.” Valentine, who had just closed the company’s run to Bisbee because of the stage holdups, could not have been surprised at the impotency of the U.S. government in Arizona, nor by a federal officer begging a loan to enforce the law. He immediately advanced $3,000 to Dake, and the funds were deposited in a Tombstone bank for Wyatt Earp’s use. Wyatt later said that Wells Fargo detective John Thacker accompanied him to the bank and instructed “that he could draw it out in bulk or in small amounts as desired.” Earp explained that Marshal Dake “had gotten drunk on wine and had withdrawn $340 of said deposit and spent it” and that Dake promised to “make it good as soon as he got back to Prescott, but never paid back one cent of the money.” Wyatt added that he “used the remainder of the deposit in outfitting his posse, and that was all the money used by him in the ‘Cow Boy Raids’ and that he never received a dollar for his services as deputy marshal.”5

			Wyatt, as deputy U.S. marshal, quickly obtained arrest warrants for Ike and Phin Clanton and Pony Diehl, charging them with shooting Virgil. Then, on January 23, he rode out of Tombstone at the head of a heavily armed posse that included Morgan and Warren Earp, Doc Holliday, Sherm McMaster, Texas Jack Vermillion, Turkey Creek Jack Johnson, Dan Tipton, and Harelip Charlie Smith. Reported the Nugget, “They rode up Allen Street, going east, while the sidewalks were crowded with throngs of citizens speculating upon their probable destination. Each of the horsemen were armed with a shotgun, Winchester rifle and two revolvers, and at least 100 rounds of ammunition.” Their departure, the Nugget added, caused “considerable excitement on the streets.”6
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			Pony Diehl, the partner of John Kinney in New Mexico and one of the leaders of the Cowboys in Arizona. Wyatt Earp believed he was one of the men who ambushed Virgil in Tombstone.

			Arizona Historical Society.

			Wyatt and his possemen headed northeast toward Charles Helms’s ranch in the Dragoon Mountains. The same day John Ringo’s lawyer told Sheriff Behan that his bond had been approved, so Behan freed the Cowboy. As Ringo rode off, the judge learned of his release and announced that he had not approved the bond. An alarmed Jim Earp believed that Ringo had escaped jail. He swore out a warrant for the Cowboy, alleging that Ringo had fled jail “to intercept Wyatt S. Earp, a marshal entrusted with the execution of warrants for the arrest of divers persons charged with violations of the laws of the territory.” Jim swore that “the purpose of said Ringo is to obstruct the executions of said warrants.” The Epitaph charged that although “the sheriff had been informed that the bail bond accepted in December must be renewed, and that he must hold the prisoner until the same is done,” Behan had nonetheless allowed Ringo to “deliberately walk to a corral, mount his horse, appear on one of the principal streets, and ride out of town.”7

			That evening a youth rode into Tombstone from Helms’s ranch. The Epitaph reported that the boy had “met the Earp party fifteen miles from town, riding hard in the direction of the ranch. About one and one-half miles behind the Earps was a company of from fifteen to twenty cowboys, all heavily armed, riding furiously in pursuit, with every probability in favor of their soon coming up with the foremost party. If the boy’s statements are true, and there seems to be no reason to doubt them, a bloody combat will surely be the result. The cowboys, in addition to their well-known fighting proclivities, are in this instance animated by a thirst for revenge, and the Earp party is composed of desperate men who will fight each to the death, and it is stated that they have all been sworn in as Deputy United States Marshals, in which case they will have the color of law under which to act.” The Epitaph added that there were actually two bands of Cowboys after the Earps, and declared. “One is said to have been headed by John Ringo.”8

			Tombstone’s new mayor, John Carr, promptly issued a proclamation against the Cowboys: “I am informed by His Honor, William H. Stilwell, Judge of the District Court of the First Judicial District, Cochise county, that Wyatt S. Earp, who left the city yesterday with a posse, was intrusted with warrants for the arrest of divers persons charged with criminal offenses. I request the public within this city to abstain from any interference with the execution of such warrants.” Carr, who had been supported by the Nugget, evidently had an epiphany, for less than a week earlier he had insisted that Tombstone was law-abiding and peaceful, and that the fight near the O.K. Corral was a “disgraceful scene” caused by a “feud between two parties of desperate men that the county would be well rid of.”9

			Despite Carr’s proclamation and his change of heart, the Nugget consistently refused to acknowledge that Wyatt’s men were acting as law enforcement officers and instead insisted that the Earps and the Cowboys were “rival factions” consisting of “two bands of armed men, with a feeling of bitter hatred between them, each courting conflict.” Mayor Carr’s initial anti-Earp statements as well as the Nugget’s pro-Cowboy leanings resulted partly from their failure to understand who the Cowboys were, where they came from, and what they had done. Due to the extremely slow and primitive methods of communication between El Paso and Tucson, Arizonans were largely ignorant of the robberies and murders committed by the Cowboys in Texas and New Mexico. Many Arizonans knew that some Cowboys had been troublemakers in New Mexico and that a few had taken part in the Lincoln County War. And all Arizonans understood that large bands of Cowboys had robbed, rustled, and smuggled throughout Southern Arizona, and had repeatedly killed Mexicans along the border. But almost none—except the Cowboys themselves—knew the details of their violent beginnings under John Kinney, their participation in the El Paso Salt War, and their evolution into the West’s biggest outlaw gang. And given the abject racism of the era, it was easy for many in Tombstone to believe that the Cowboys had done nothing worse than plunder and kill evil Mexicans. The Nugget’s opinions, shared by many in Tombstone, were grounded in an ignorance that was both willful and extraordinarily dangerous.10

			The next morning, January 24, 1882, a miner named John H. Jackson rode out of Tombstone at the head of an eight-man posse, armed with a warrant for John Ringo. They galloped into Charleston, put their horses up in a corral, and went into a hotel for breakfast. As they stepped inside, Ike Clanton and another man confronted them with drawn six-shooters. At the same time, a group of Cowboys aimed rifles at Jackson’s posse from behind an adobe wall. When Jackson explained that they were after Ringo, Clanton declared that Jackson “had always acted the gentleman toward him and he would see what could be done.” After Ike and a lawyer met with John Ringo, Clanton told Jackson that “Ringo had left but would be in Tombstone within an hour or an hour and twenty minutes at most.” True to his word, Ringo appeared at the Tombstone jail and turned himself in. The posse rode back to Tombstone in the afternoon and reported that there were “about twenty-five cow-boys congregated at Charleston.”11

			The following day a rumor swept through Tombstone that the Earp posse “had taken refuge in Cochise’s old stronghold in the Dragoon mountains, where they were besieged by countless hordes of cowboys.” The Nugget denounced the story and declared—ironically—that “no credence should be given irresponsible and improbable rumors.” That night Charlie Bartholomew, Wells Fargo’s shotgun messenger, led a large posse of twenty-five miners and ranchers out of Tombstone to reinforce the Earps. “It is reliably stated they are acting under orders of United States Marshal Dake, who, it is said, is responsible for the pay and equipments of the men,” reported the Nugget. But unable to shed its anti-Earp politicking, it added, “The ostensible object of the movement is the extirpation of stage robbers and other malefactors, but there are many in this community who believe the gratification of private malice will be the first consideration with the leaders of the party.”12

			Bartholomew and his men rode to the Merrimac Mine, three miles west of Tombstone, where the Earp posse had made camp in the snow. Now reinforced, they continued west to Charleston, where they expected to find the Clanton brothers and Pony Diehl. Four miles from Charleston the posse encountered a lone rider in the dark. He was the Cowboy partisan Ben Maynard. They captured him at gunpoint, took away his firearms, and forced him to ride with them into Charleston. At the outskirts of town, Wyatt sent several scouts ahead to try to locate the wanted men. When that failed, the entire posse rode into town and put up their horses in a livery corral.

			The first man they encountered was S. H. Sperry, one of Johnny Behan’s deputies. He had been visiting Charleston and was on his way to Tombstone. The possemen had no love for Behan or any of his deputy sheriffs. They surrounded Sperry, calling him a “cattle thieving son of a bitch,” and demanded to know where he was headed. According to the Nugget, “He informed them of his destination, and after heaping repeated insults upon him, he was allowed to depart.” Then the Earps and Bartholomew ordered Maynard to knock on the door of each house the Cowboys might occupy. They warned him that if any shots were fired by the Cowboys, Maynard “would not last as long as a snowball in hell.”

			When a Mexican vaquero rode into town, they searched him and found that he was carrying a six-shooter that belonged to Pete Spence. But after a systematic probe of Charleston, none of the fugitives could be found. At daybreak, January 26, Ben Maynard rode to Tombstone and complained to Mayor John Carr. He and Carr went before Judge William H. Stilwell and asked that warrants be issued against the Earp posse for detaining and disarming him. Because the deputy marshals’ actions were in furtherance of efforts to locate fugitives from justice, Stilwell refused to issue the warrants.13

			Meanwhile, Wyatt and his possemen continued their hunt for Cowboys. Wyatt’s posse, along with five of Bartholomew’s men, rode out of Charleston to search the adjacent area. The rest of the posse kept guard in town. Because the desperadoes spent money freely in Charleston, the town had plenty of Cowboy partisans. That evening one of them sent a telegram to Sheriff Behan: “Doc Holliday, the Earps, and about forty or fifty more of the filth of Tombstone, are here armed with Winchester rifles and revolvers, and patrolling our streets, as we believe, for no good purpose. Last night and to-day they have been stopping good, peaceable citizens on all the roads leading to our town, nearly paralyzing the business of our place. We know of no authority under which they are acting. Some of them, we have reason to believe, are thieves, robbers, and murderers. Please come here and take them where they belong.”

			As darkness fell, the Cowboys’ friends lit bonfires in the streets of Charleston and fired off Winchesters and shotguns in an effort to scare off Bartholomew’s posse. Bartholomew wisely placed his men in an adobe-walled corral and assigned guards to patrol the walls in event of an attack. As one townsman reported the next day, “This town was a perfect pandemonium between 10 and 11 o’clock last night. A bonfire was lit in the main street and the roar of rifle and pistol shots was incessant, it all being done by the cow-boy sympathizers to intimidate Bartholomew’s posse, which was quartered in Barnett’s corral. Earp and party were not here last night, but arrived this morning, breakfasted and departed, going down the river. Bartholomew’s posse left during the night, destination unknown.”14

			Charlie Bartholomew was greatly impressed by Wyatt Earp during the manhunt. Six years later he told a journalist, “I never saw a braver nor a more efficient man than Wyatt Earp. He was gentlemanly and kind in his conduct toward his men and rendered me very valuable service.” In response to claims that Wyatt’s battle against the Cowboys was motivated by spite, he declared, “Wyatt Earp is a man who believes in right and justice, and he was ready at any time to render his assistance in a warfare upon thieves and hold-ups. Now, I want to say to you that Wyatt Earp and all of his four brothers were men of principle, and they were fighters who were not afraid of man or devil. They were all valuable men upon occasions of this kind, and their unwillingness to associate with the tough element of Tombstone was a sufficient guarantee to me that they did their work because they believed in the right and were anxious to see the right on top. I know some people have a different view but I know what I am talking about and shall never have anything but the truth to tell of them.”15

			Wyatt and his possemen spent several days hunting the Cowboys, then made camp near Pick-em-up Station, a mile west of Tombstone. Meanwhile, Ben Maynard told the Nugget that one of Wyatt’s posse—he undoubtedly meant Sherm McMaster—had been part of the gang of Cowboys who had murdered the Mexican traders in Skull Canyon the previous July. True or not, Deputy Sheriff Dave Neagle knew that McMaster was still wanted for stealing the two saddle horses from the Contention Mine shortly after his escape from Virgil Earp in Tombstone. Armed with a warrant for the ex-Cowboy, Neagle rode out to Pick-em-up Station and met with Wyatt’s entire posse. As the Nugget reported, “Contrary to the expectations of some, no resistance was offered to the arrest, and the plucky deputy returned to town with his prisoner.” Wyatt, Morg, Doc, and the rest saddled their horses and followed Neagle into Tombstone. Neagle took McMaster before a justice of the peace, where he was charged with grand larceny and released on $1,000 bail.16

			Back in Tombstone, Wyatt learned that Ike and Phin Clanton had surrendered the day before. According to the Nugget, the Clantons had “repeatedly sent in word that they were ready and willing to answer all charges against them and would surrender themselves to the authorities, if provided ‘with’ the proper protection from the Earp posse.” On January 29, Charlie Bartholomew, using Pete Spence as a guide, had led a posse out of town, picked up the Clantons, and brought them in under guard. Both were released after posting $1,500 bail. By this time Governor Gosper and Marshal Dake had arrived in Tombstone to look into the Cowboy troubles. On the night of January 31, Dake attended a meeting of prominent members of the Tombstone Republican Club, chaired by Mayor Carr. Speaker after speaker demanded that Dake replace Wyatt and Virgil Earp as deputy U.S. marshals. They insisted that the Earps “had private wrongs to avenge” and asked Dake to appoint deputies “who were members of neither faction.”17

			The Nugget’s incessant criticism had succeeded in swaying even staunch Republicans. As merchants and businessmen, they wanted a violence-free community, but they failed to acknowledge that the Earps were the only lawmen willing to consistently stand up to the Cowboys and to use force against them when necessary. And their mutual belief that federal officers—who had taken lawful steps to arrest the Cowboys and killed three who resisted—were merely a “faction” demonstrated a shocking moral cowardice. As Governor Gosper soon complained to the Secretary of State in Washington, “The people of Tombstone and Cochise County, in their mad career after money, have grossly neglected local self government until the lazy and lawless element of society have undertaken to prey upon the more industrial and honorable classes for their subsistence and gains.” He estimated that there were twenty-five to fifty Cowboys then in Cochise County, plus a large number of supporters.18
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			Crawley P. Dake, U.S. Marshal of Arizona Territory. He was one of the Earps’ staunchest supporters.

			Author’s Collection.

			Wyatt and Virgil were deeply stung by the statements of the Republican Club members. The next day, February 1, they delivered to Dake their letter of resignation. “In exercising our official functions as deputy United States marshals in this territory, we have endeavored always unflinchingly to perform the duties intrusted to us,” they wrote. “These duties have been exacting and perilous in their character, having to be performed in a community where turbulence and violence could at almost any moment be organized to thwart and resist the enforcement of the process of the court issued to bring criminals to justice. And while we have a deep sense of obligation to many of the citizens for their hearty cooperation in aiding us to suppress lawlessness, and their faith in our honesty of purpose, we realize that, notwithstanding our best efforts and judgment in everything which we have been required to perform, there has arisen so much harsh criticism in relation to our operations, and such a persistent effort having been made to misrepresent and misinterpret our acts, we are led to the conclusion that, in order to convince the public that it is our sincere purpose to promote the public welfare, independent of any personal emolument or advantages to ourselves, it is our duty to place our resignations as deputy United States marshals in your hands, which we now do, thanking you for your continued courtesy and confidence in our integrity, and shall remain subject to your orders in the performance of any duties which may be assigned to us, only until our successors are appointed.”19

			Dake, however, had utmost faith in the Earp boys and refused to accept their resignation. The following day, February 3, Ike and Phin Clanton appeared before Judge Stilwell for their preliminary hearing on the charge of shooting Virgil Earp. There was little evidence against them. A hat found at the scene was produced, but despite Wyatt’s later claim that it belonged to Ike, no such testimony was introduced in court. Sherm McMaster testified that he saw Ike in Charleston a few days after Virgil was wounded. When he asked Ike about the shooting, the Cowboy responded that “he would have to go back and do the job over.” But when seven witnesses swore that Ike and Phin had been in Charleston at the time of the attack, Judge Stilwell had no choice but to set the Clantons free.20

			Ike Clanton was greatly emboldened by his victory in court. A week later he went before a justice of the peace in Contention and once again swore out warrants against Wyatt, Virgil, Morgan, and Doc for killing the McLaurys and his brother Billy. The next day, February 10, Sheriff Behan lodged them all in jail, except for Virgil, who was still bedridden. They promptly hired attorney William Herring, who filed an application for a writ of habeas corpus to have them released from jail. After a judge refused to issue the writ on technical grounds, the trio had to spend five days locked up. Ike Clanton was exultant, and wrote a letter to his friend Billy Byers, who had been wounded in the Guadalupe Canyon ambush in August. “I have got the Earps all in jail and am not going to unhitch,” he crowed. “I have got them on the hip and am going to throw them good.”

			But Ike’s prediction was too optimistic. Briggs Goodrich, one of the prosecuting lawyers, withdrew, because, as the Epitaph reported, he believed that “the present case is mere persecution.” Attorney Herring then applied for another writ, and this time the judge ruled that because the Earps and Holliday had only undergone a preliminary hearing and not a jury trial, a second prosecution was not barred by double jeopardy. Nonetheless, he found that they were unlawfully jailed: “The evidence of the various witnesses is now in the possession of the District court, and another examination would simply duplicate it, and when they have been discharged by one magistrate, and a failure to indict by one grand jury, it would seem to be unwise to enter into an examination anew at this time.” Because there was no new evidence to contradict Judge Spicer’s ruling, he dismissed the murder charges.21

			While the Earps and Holliday were in jail, a telegram arrived in Tombstone advising that Pony Diehl, Joe Hill, Al Tiebot, and Charles Haws had all been captured in Cisco, Texas, on February 11. Charlie Bartholomew promptly appeared before Judge Spicer and swore out warrants against Diehl, Tiebot, and Haws, charging them with the Bisbee stage robbery. Deputy sheriffs left for Texas by train to serve the warrants, but on reaching Cisco they learned that they were on a wild-goose chase. As the Nugget reported, “The law officers of this county were misled into a long and tedious journey by the receipt of an incorrect telegram, and only upon arriving at their destination found the report to be untrue.” Wyatt Earp, now free from jail, was determined to capture Pony Diehl, who he was convinced had been one of Virgil’s attackers. The next day, February 17, Wyatt rode out of Tombstone with Morg, Doc, Sherm McMaster, Texas Jack Vermillion, Harelip Charlie Smith, and several other possemen. They headed north, then split up, four headed to the San Simon Valley and the rest to Charleston. But after a week of scouting the desert country for Pony Diehl, they returned to Tombstone empty-handed.22

			Meanwhile, Wyatt’s posseman Dan Tipton had trouble with Cowboy partisan Ben Maynard. On February 15 the pair was drinking in the Alhambra Saloon when they began arguing, probably over Maynard’s treatment by Tipton and the rest of the Earp posse in Charleston. A brawl broke out and Maynard gave Tipton a heavy blow under his right eye with an “Arizona toothpick”—his six-shooter. City policemen broke up the fight before any shooting took place. The next day the pair was hauled into court and fined thirty dollars each for carrying deadly weapons.23

			After the return of Wyatt and his posse, Tombstone saw three weeks of quiet. Virgil continued to improve, and on March 15 the Epitaph reported that he “was out upon the streets this morning for the first time since he was hurt.” Tombstone was not a safe place for Wyatt and his brothers, but their sense of personal honor would not allow them to run from their enemies. On Saturday, March 18, Wyatt encountered the Cowboys’ attorney, Briggs Goodrich, and told him, “I think they were after us last night. Do you know anything about it?”

			When Goodrich replied in the negative, Wyatt asked, “Do you think we are in any danger?”

			Goodrich answered that the Earps “were likely to get it in the neck at any time.”

			Referring to the Cowboys, Wyatt responded, “I don’t notice anybody particularly in town now—any of the crowd.”

			“I think I see some strangers here that I think are after you,” declared Goodrich. Then he explained that one of the Earps’ foes had had a change of heart: “By the way, John Ringo wanted me to say to you, that if any fight came up between you all, that he wanted you to understand that he would have nothing to do with it; that he was going to look out for himself, and anybody else could do the same.”

			Goodrich also encountered Frank Stilwell in Tombstone. As the lawyer later explained, “Frank Stilwell said that there would be some trouble. He said that there were some boys in town who would toe the mark, and the worst of it was the Earps would think he was in it, as they did not like him. I told him I would tell them the same for him as I had for John Ringo, and he said no, that he would rather die than let them know that he cared a damn what they thought.”24

			Despite Goodrich’s warning, that evening Morgan, Doc, and Dan Tipton attended a play, Stolen Kisses, at Schieffelin Hall. A crowded theater seemed a safe refuge. They saw Goodrich there, and he told Morg and Doc, “You fellows will catch it tonight if you don’t look out.”
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			Morgan Earp, assassinated by the Cowboys in Tombstone, March 18, 1882.

			True West Magazine Archives

			When the theater emptied, Doc went to his hotel, while Morg and Tipton walked down the street to Bob Hatch’s saloon and billiard parlor. As Ben Goodrich stepped out of Schieffelin Hall, he spotted two strangers across the street. “They appeared to be watching someone,” he said later.

			Morg and Tipton found Wyatt, Sherm McMaster, and several other patrons in Hatch’s saloon. Soon Bob Hatch arrived. He had also been to the play at Schieffelin Hall. Morg met him at the door and said, “I will play you a game of pool.”

			The two walked to the billiard room at the back of the saloon. They played one game, then shortly before eleven o’clock they started a second. Dan Tipton sat in a chair, watching them rack the balls, while Wyatt and McMaster conversed nearby. No one saw several shadowy figures approach the glass rear door of the saloon. Bob Hatch leaned over to take a shot while Morgan stood next to him, his back to the rear door. Suddenly two pistol shots crashed simultaneously through the glass door. A bullet ripped into Morg’s back, tore through the left kidney, and exited his right side. It passed on and struck the upper leg of a miner who was warming himself at a stove. The second bullet lodged in the wall just above Wyatt’s head, showing that the assassins wanted both brothers dead. Morg crumpled to the floor.

			At the same time, McMaster dove onto his belly and Tipton raced out the front door. Then, while Wyatt stayed with his brother, McMaster, Hatch, and another man cautiously approached the back door, which opened onto an alley, but the gunmen were gone. Witnesses later reported seeing three men fleeing from the alley. Wyatt, Tipton, and McMaster dragged Morgan away from the pool table, then placed him on a sofa in the card room. He was in great agony, and when they tried to raise him up he gasped, “Don’t, I can’t stand it.”

			One of his friends asked, “Morgan do you know me?”

			“This is a hard way to die,” he responded.

			Dan Tipton said later, “We pulled up his shirt, found he was shot through the body.” Morg muttered to him, “Tip, old boy, I have played my last game of pool.”

			Within a few minutes of the shooting, Virgil and Allie, Jim and Bessie, and Warren rushed to the saloon and clustered around Morgan. Two doctors hurried in, but there was nothing they could do. According to the Nugget, “The scene at his death couch was affecting. Only a few were admitted into the room where the dying man lay. Each breath came with a gasp and a struggle as his heart yielded drop after drop of his life. Around him were those whose lives were wrapped in his very existence. But sighs, lamentations, and bitter tears could not avail or stay the last fleeting breath.”

			Morgan lingered in agony for about forty-five minutes before he died. His brothers and friends carried the body to their rooms in the Cosmopolitan Hotel. They were followed by the Earps’ pet hound dog, whining and whimpering at the loss of its master.25

			Wyatt was overwhelmed with grief and rage. Later he described his last words with Morg. “I promised my brother to get even,” he explained. “When they shot him he said the only thing he regretted was that he wouldn’t have a chance to get even. I told him I’d attend to it for him.”26

		
	
		
			14

			Wyatt Earp, Frontier Vigilante

			Wyatt Earp spent his thirty-fourth birthday making arrangements with his brother Jim to ship Morgan’s body to their parents’ home in California. The same day, March 19, 1882, Tombstone’s coroner conducted an inquest into the events of the previous night. Sherm McMaster, Dan Tipton, Bob Hatch, and three others testified about Morg’s last moments, but none could identify the killers. Then a surprise witness appeared. She was Marietta Duarte Spence, the wife of Pete Spence. They had married only seven months earlier. She and her mother lived with Spence in a small adobe house located on the corner of Fremont and First Streets, three blocks from Hatch’s saloon. Marietta told the coroner’s jury about a suspicious event involving her husband and a hard case known as Indian Charley. “Four days ago, while myself and mother were standing at Spence’s house, talking with Spence and the Indian, Morgan Earp passed by, when Spence nudged the Indian and said, ‘That’s him, that’s him.’ The Indian then started down the street, so as to get ahead of him and get a good look at him.”

			Marietta testified that her husband had been in Charleston for two days, and returned at noon on the eighteenth, accompanied by a German named Freis and a Hispanic man. She didn’t know the latter’s name, but said that he lived with Manuel Acosta, a Tombstone freighter. The German worked for Acosta as a teamster. Each of them carried a rifle. “They then entered the front room,” she explained, “and began to converse with Frank Stilwell.” Later all of them left the house. Marietta said that she and her mother were at home that night when the shooting took place. “Myself and mother heard the shots, and it was a little after when Stilwell and the Indian, Charley, came in, and from one half to three quarters of an hour after Spence and the other two came.”

			According to Marietta, “Both Charley and Stilwell were armed with pistols and carbines when they returned to the house Saturday night. The conversation between Spence and Stilwell and the others was carried on in a low tone. They appeared to be talking some secret. When they came in I got out of bed to receive them, and noticed they were excited. Why, I don’t know.” At daybreak she became even more alarmed. “On Sunday morning Spence told me to get breakfast about 6 o’clock, which I did—after we had a quarrel, during which he struck me and my mother, and during which he threatened to shoot me, when my mother told him he would have to shoot her too. His expression was, that if I said a word about something I knew about he would kill me; that he was going to Sonora and would leave my dead body behind him. Spence didn’t tell me so, but I know he killed Morgan Earp. I think he did it, because he arrived at the house all of a tremble, and both the others who came with him. Spence’s teeth were chattering when he came in.”

			She described highly suspicious circumstances involving the Cowboys: “I think that Spence and the other two men, although they might have arrived during the night, had left their horses outside of town, and after the shooting, had gone and got them. I judged they had been doing wrong from the condition, white and trembling, in which they arrived.” She concluded that the German, Freis, “was with Spence Saturday night and assisted in killing Earp, also Stilwell and Indian Charley.” When Marietta finished testifying, her mother took the witness stand and corroborated all of her statements.1
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			Pete Spence of the Cowboys. He was one of the prime suspects in the murder of Morgan Earp.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			The coroner’s jury rendered a verdict that Morgan Earp had died “by reason of a gunshot or pistol ‘wound’ inflicted at the hands of Pete Spence, Frank Stilwell, a party by the name of Freis, and two Indian half-breeds, one whose name is Charley, but the name of the other was not ascertained.” The “Indian half-breeds” were actually mestizos, Mexicans of mixed race. Based on the jury’s findings, warrants charging them with murder were issued.2

			Whether the grief-stricken Wyatt Earp attended the inquest is unknown, but at a minimum he got a detailed account from Sherm McMaster and Dan Tipton. Virgil had no doubts as to the truthfulness of Marietta Spence’s story. As he later declared, “Frank Stilwell and a half-breed named Indian Charlie and Peter Spence fired through the door, hitting Morgan in the back, breaking it, and killing him. After killing Morgan they went down to Spence’s and talked and laughed over it.” In later years Wyatt came to believe that Pete Spence was not one of the killers. “I am satisfied that Spence had nothing to do with the assassination of Morgan, although he was against us,” he wrote to a friend, explaining, “The men who murdered my brother were Curly Bill, Ringo, Stilwell, Hank Swilling, and the Mexican Florentine.” The identity of the “Mexican Florentine” would soon be determined in a hail of gunfire.3

			Although it can be argued that Marietta Spence, as a battered wife, had been motivated by spite or revenge, in fact her testimony was inherently reliable. Her husband was an extremely dangerous man; Pete Spence would later kill at least four men in violent quarrels. Marietta was risking her life, and that of her mother, by swearing against him, to say nothing of her testimony against Frank Stilwell and the other three desperadoes. Also, she offered statements that implicated four men besides Spence. If she had indeed been motivated by revenge against her husband, there is no reason why she would invent false testimony against the others.4

			Meanwhile, Wyatt’s main concern was Virgil’s safety. He met with him in his hotel room, saying, “Now, Virgil, I want you to go home. I am going to try to get those men who killed Morgan, and I can’t look after you and them too. So you go home.” He then shipped Morg’s body by wagon to Contention, where a new railroad line to Benson had been completed. Jim Earp accompanied the body to their parents’ home in Colton, California. The next day, March 20, Wyatt, with Warren and friends acting as bodyguards, accompanied Virgil and Allie to the train depot in Contention. “Some were on horseback and some were in a buggy,” related a traveler who saw them on the way to Contention. “All had rifles and shotguns except Virgil Earp who had a pistol.” As Virgil recalled, “On the road between Tombstone and Contention we were notified by parties in Tombstone that Ike Clanton, Frank Stilwell, Billy Miller, and another cowboy were watching every train coming through to kill us. They all had shotguns tied under their overcoats. Wyatt, Warren, Doc Holliday, John Johnson, and Sherman McMaster concluded to see me through at Tucson.”5

			The Earps and their companions boarded the cars for Benson, where they met the westbound Southern Pacific train. The SP conductor watched them board a passenger coach. “When at Benson a lot of men got on the train, five or six of whom had guns,” he later related. “Two only had through tickets to Colton. They were Virgil Earp and wife.” The train arrived in Tucson that evening. The SP ran one overland train to California a day, and it stopped long enough for the passengers to disembark and eat dinner. The Tucson depot was a large two-story building on the south side of the tracks. Next door, to the west, stood Porter’s Hotel. As Virgil recalled, “Almost the first men we met on the platform there were Stilwell and his friends, armed to the teeth. They fell back into the crowd as soon as they saw I had an escort, and the boys took me to the hotel to supper.”6

			Frank Stilwell had arrived in town the day before. He had left Tombstone on horseback shortly after Morgan was shot, then boarded the SP train in Benson. Stilwell met Ike Clanton in Tucson prior to the Earps’ arrival. Ike was in town to testify for Jerry Barton, whose trial for killing Curly Bill’s pal, Edwin Merrill, was scheduled to begin the next day. Ike later claimed that Stilwell asked him to walk with him to the depot to meet a witness in the case. Clanton went part of the way, then walked back into town while Stilwell continued on to the depot. Ike said that he later walked back to the depot and met Stilwell just as the westbound train arrived. Clanton was standing on the porch of Porter’s Hotel when Stilwell called to him from behind the hotel and declared “that the Earps and Doc Holliday were aboard the train.”7

			One of the first men to greet the Earps was Joseph W. Evans, the one-armed deputy U.S. marshal who had been robbed by Guadalupe Celaya and other bandidos—one of whom may have been Florentino Sais—in the stage holdup north of Tucson in 1878. Evans later said, “I saw Doc Holliday get off the cars, with a shotgun in each hand, and walk towards the railroad office. Shortly afterwards I saw him returning without any guns.” Evans then walked down to Porter’s Hotel, where he met Wyatt. As the two stood talking, Virgil stepped out of the hotel and shook hands with Evans. Then Virgil, accompanied by Allie, walked back to the depot to reboard the train. By this time Evans had spotted the two Cowboys. “I saw Stilwell at the depot when the train came in, and from the way his coat protruded I thought he might have a pistol. I also saw Ike Clanton there.”

			Wyatt recalled that Joe Evans told him that Frank Stilwell, Ike Clanton, Hank Swilling, and a fourth man were at the depot. Evans warned Earp, “Look out.”

			Dave Gibson, a well-known Tucson gambler, happened to be at the depot, chatting with a newsboy who had climbed down from the train. “I guess there will be hell here tonight,” the newsboy told him. “The Earps and Holliday were aboard and were going to stop here as they told [me] that the man who killed Morgan Earp was in Tucson.” Gibson recalled, “At this moment Doc Holliday, Wyatt Earp, and another Earp and a short man [McMaster] walked from Porter’s hotel towards the depot and appeared to be looking for some one. Holliday had an ulster over his shoulder and a gun under it. The two Earps had short Wells Fargo’s shotguns.... As they reached the end of the sleeper one of them stepped on the platform and passed to the opposite side and then looked up and down the train. Returning, all four of them walked toward the rear end of the sleeper when they faced about and walked about towards the engine at the head of the train. The newsboy pointed out the wounded Earp who was sitting in the car with two ladies in front of him.”

			Meanwhile, Stilwell and Clanton lurked behind the hotel. “After talking for a few minutes,” explained Ike, “Doc Holliday, McMaster, Johnson, Wyatt, and Warren Earp came out of the hotel and walked towards the train. I then started for my room, and [Stilwell] walked down the track between the cars and the hotel.” Although Ike Clanton claimed that he and Stilwell innocently happened to be at the depot at the exact same time the Earps’ train pulled in, that does not appear to be true. As Virgil explained, “While waiting for the train to move out a passenger notified me that some men were lying on a flatcar near the engine.” Sheriff Bob Paul provided a similar account: “While the train was standing in Tucson, Frank Stilwell was seen standing on a gravel car peeking in the window of the car that Virgil Earp was in.”8

			Moments before, the train’s engineer had watched as Virgil and Allie returned to their car. “I saw a man with a Winchester rifle walking up and down by the side of the train and was told by someone that the man in question was one of the Earps guarding a party that were going through to California. Shortly afterwards I saw a man and lady come out of the hotel, the man carrying one arm in a sling. Two men carrying Winchester rifles walked behind them. They got on the cars, the one outside still keeping guard and apparently looking everywhere. Afterwards I saw one of them walking down the track.”9

			That man was Wyatt Earp. It was seven o’clock, and the engineer was building up a head of steam as he prepared to pull out. Wyatt, carrying a sawed-off shotgun, had spotted Frank Stilwell running west along the tracks, away from Porter’s Hotel. Ike Clanton had not left for his downtown hotel room as he claimed, but was lurking near the railcars. Wyatt ignored Clanton and raced after the fleeing Cowboy, followed by Doc and the rest. They chased him about three hundred feet past Porter’s Hotel. “I ran straight for Stilwell,” Wyatt recalled. “What a coward he was. He couldn’t shoot when I came near him. He stood there helpless and trembling for his life. As I rushed upon him he put out his hands and clutched my shotgun. I let go both barrels, and he tumbled over dead and mangled at my feet. I started for Clanton then, but he escaped behind a moving train of cars. When the train had passed I could not find him.”10

			The train crew and other witnesses heard an initial shotgun blast, followed soon after by more gunshots. The engineer added that he “heard some cheering in the direction which the shots were fired.” Doc Holliday, Warren Earp, Sherman McMaster, and Turkey Creek Johnson had run up, and some or all of them riddled Stilwell’s body with their Winchesters and shotguns. By this time the train was lurching forward. The railroaders spotted the armed men standing in a group as the train passed, but they did not see the corpse on the ground.

			Several railroad hands ran to the scene, but Earp and his comrades warned them off. Years later Wyatt recalled that as the passenger cars rolled by, Virgil was peering out a window. Wyatt called to his brother, “One for Morg!”11

			During that explosive moment in the Tucson rail yard, Wyatt Earp went from frontier marshal to frontier vigilante. The great irony is that this transformation was entirely unnecessary. Frank Stilwell was wanted for murder, was armed with a revolver, and was running from a federal officer. Under the law, Wyatt had every right to shoot him in the back to stop his flight. Today, law enforcement officers cannot shoot fleeing felons unless they pose a significant threat of death or serious physical injury. However, in Earp’s era, American peace officers were legally authorized to shoot unarmed, fleeing suspects, such as thieves and burglars. The rationale was based in English common law, dating to the Middle Ages, when all felonies were punishable by death. Therefore, it was lawful to kill fleeing felons. This legal tradition was adopted in the U.S., where for two centuries American law officers followed the “fleeing felon” rule. Due to the frequency of such shootings, and the fact that many unarmed felons were shot in the back, numerous states abandoned the rule in favor of the “defense of life” policy. Nonetheless, the U.S. Supreme Court did not declare the fleeing felon rule unconstitutional until 1985.12

			Wyatt Earp’s decision to shoot down Frank Stilwell in cold blood was but one of many poor choices he had made since reaching adulthood. But after landing in jail in Arkansas and Illinois, he had turned over a new leaf as a Kansas peace officer. His Tombstone sojourn had been the brightest spot in his life. He had won the respect of prominent politicians and businessmen, earned the trust of Wells Fargo, held important posts as deputy sheriff and deputy U.S. marshal, and owned valuable mining claims and real property. As Jim Earp explained to a Los Angeles journalist a week later, the brothers “by hard work and close attention to business acquired many thousands of dollars worth of property, having one claim next to the Vizner mine, for which they refused an offer of $6,000.”13

			Wyatt’s struggles against the Cowboys—from numerous horseback manhunts to the street fight in Tombstone—had demonstrated extraordinary moral and physical courage and had gained him the support of major newspapers in Arizona and California. But now, blinded by grief and wrath, he threw it all away. Given the circumstances, Wyatt’s decision to seek rough justice was understandable, though not forgivable. Over and over again he had watched as Cowboys accused of robbery and murder had won their release through lax prosecution and by alibis manufactured by their supporters. During his time in Tombstone, not a single Cowboy had been sent to the territorial prison at Yuma by Cochise County courts, and Tom Harper was the only Cowboy legally hanged. In the days after the street fight, when the Cowboys repeatedly threatened to kill Wyatt and his brothers, he had used no force against any of them. When the Cowboys shot down Virgil on the streets of Tombstone, Earp employed only lawful means in his attempts to bring the would-be assassins to justice. Now, in the face of extraordinary provocation that no frontier fighting man could ever ignore, Wyatt knew exactly what to do.

			It is evident that Earp and his possemen had decided on vigilante justice before they ever reached Tucson. On the journey into the Old Pueblo, they had plenty of time to discuss their plans. The newsboy on the train must have heard them talking, for he said that they knew that Morgan’s killer—meaning Stilwell—was then in Tucson. The train’s fireman also related later, “I heard someone say before this [killing] took place that there would be murder there.” Also, the fact that Wyatt’s men riddled Stilwell’s body with bullets and buckshot only moments after he was shot shows that they had already elected to pursue private vengeance instead of legal justice. Years later Bat Masterson explained, “Wyatt had given instructions that no prisoners should be taken.” For Wyatt Earp and his men, after the killing of Frank Stilwell there was no turning back.14

			A passerby who heard the gunfire spotted Earp and his heavily armed comrades in the darkness, walking south near the train tracks. They were looking for Ike Clanton. Then the five men followed the railroad line on foot out of Tucson and hiked nine miles to Papago Station, where they flagged down a freight train at midnight. Climbing aboard, they rode to Benson and switched trains to Contention, then returned to Tombstone that afternoon. There they checked into their rooms in the Cosmopolitan Hotel. Meanwhile, Stilwell’s bullet-riddled body lay beside the tracks all night, and was discovered by a railroad worker at daybreak. Local officers had not investigated the gunfire because they thought that the shots were fired by townsfolk celebrating Tucson’s new gas streetlights.

			Stilwell’s unfired revolver was found on his body. One citizen who saw Stilwell said he was “the worst shot-up man that I ever saw.” A coroner’s inquest found that he had a load of buckshot in his breast, which was probably the blast fired by Wyatt. A rifle or pistol slug had passed through his left arm and entered his body just below the armpit. Eleven buckshot had shattered his left leg above the knee. One bullet had been fired into his left calf and another into his right leg below the knee. Five separate wounds had been inflicted, possibly one by each member of Wyatt’s posse.15
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			The Colt Single Action Army .45 revolver taken from Frank Stilwell’s body after he was killed by Wyatt Earp in the Tucson rail yard.

			Brian Lebel’s Old West Auction.

			Two months later Virgil told the San Francisco Examiner, “Before Stilwell died he confessed that he killed Morg and gave the names of those who were implicated with him.” The Epitaph quickly responded: “Virgil Earp, in his story published in the Examiner, says that Frank Stilwell, in his dying statement, admitted the killing of Morgan Earp. Without any desire to irritate Mr. Earp, we nevertheless cannot help expressing astonishment that a man, with two pounds of buckshot in his stomach, four bullets in his heart, and his head mutilated by lead beyond recognition, could have had either time nor inclination to make any statement whatever.” The Epitaph by that time had been taken over by a Democratic editor who was vehemently anti-Earp. Aside from that fact, and his grossly inaccurate description of Stilwell’s wounds, it was certainly possible that the Cowboy made a dying statement before the rest of Wyatt’s men finished him off.16

			The coroner’s jury took evidence from numerous witnesses who had been at the train station the evening before. Although, due to the darkness, no one could identify the actual shooters, the circumstantial evidence was overwhelming. The jurors found that Stilwell had been slain by Wyatt Earp, Warren Earp, Doc Holliday, Sherman McMaster, and Jack Johnson. A murder warrant for them was issued and handed to Sheriff Bob Paul, who that evening wired it to Johnny Behan in Tombstone. Billy Breakenridge later wrote that “the manager of the telegraph office was a friend of the Earps, and he showed them the warrant first. They asked him to hold it up until they could get ready to leave. After they got their horses saddled and brought up in front of the hotel where they were stopping, the manager took the warrant to Behan.”17

			Sheriff Behan told Breakenridge and Dave Neagle to get their shotguns and accompany him to the Cosmopolitan Hotel. The unarmed Behan stepped into the hotel office, where he encountered Wyatt, Warren, Doc, McMaster, Johnson, Texas Jack Vermillion, Charlie Smith, and Dan Tipton. The sheriff said, “Wyatt, I want to see you.”

			[image: photo]

			The Cosmopolitan Hotel while it was under construction in Tombstone. It was the headquarters for the Earp boys and the scene of Sheriff Behan’s confrontation with Wyatt’s posse.

			Author’s Collection.

			“You can’t see me,” Wyatt retorted. “I’ve seen you once too much.”

			Wyatt and his possemen then rode out of town, and Behan made no effort to stop them. The humiliated sheriff told the Nugget that “each one leveled a six-shooter” at him “and peremptorily refused to submit to arrest.” Several eyewitnesses immediately disputed the account, telling the Epitaph, “Wyatt Earp and the others composing the party came into the office from the rear entrance, each one having a rifle in his hands, in the ordinary manner of carrying a gun, and passed through the room to the street.” The Epitaph added, “These gentlemen say that no word was spoken that implied a demand for an arrest, and that no weapons were drawn or pointed at the sheriff.”18

			By this time the Tombstone Nugget and the Tucson Star were in full attack mode. First, the Star equated Morg’s murder with the street fight near the O.K. Corral: “The assassination of Morgan Earp last Saturday night at Tombstone was a foul crime without palliation, but was the natural outgrowth of the cowardly assassination of William Clanton and the McLaury brothers by the Earps and Holliday under the guise of official authority. Both crimes were equally heinous.” The two journals had long accepted the Cowboy version of the gunfight, and conveniently ignored the testimony of independent witnesses. Now, the Earps’ killing of Stilwell fit neatly into the theory that they were shadowy criminals and robbers. “They are a roving band; their path is strewn with blood,” declared the Star. “Strange as it may seem, wherever they halt in a settlement, stage robberies follow and human life ceases to be sacred. Their late escapades at Tombstone are only their records repeated in other frontier towns.”19

			The Star predictably came to the defense of Frank Stilwell: “As to Stilwell being in any manner connected with the killing of Morgan Earp on Saturday night, it is extremely improbable, as we have been informed by credible parties that at the time of the shooting he was seated with several others in another quarter of that city engaged in a game of cards, and this fact, it is alleged, can be fully substantiated by the parties who were with him, all reputable men.” However, one of the “credible parties” whom the Star interviewed for its report was Ike Clanton, and no “reputable men” ever came forward to provide the dead Cowboy with an alibi.20

			The Nugget declared that the Earps’ conflict with the Cowboys was a “bitter faction feud” and insisted that “the killing of Morgan Earp in this city Saturday night was the natural and legitimate sequence of preceding acts of violence.” This statement—that Morgan Earp’s cold-blooded assassination was “legitimate”—was one of the lowest points in Arizona journalism. But the Nugget came much closer to accuracy when it “condemned in words of no uncertain meaning the dastardly act of Saturday night, and it now denounces the red-handed assassination of Stilwell, and places them in the same category as the skulking murderers of Earp. It is to be earnestly hoped the cowardly perpetrators of two of the foulest, ghoul-like assassinations that ever disgraced any community, may be speedily identified, that justice stern and unrelenting may be swiftly meted out to them.”21

			When word of Stilwell’s death reached Tombstone, Pete Spence promptly surrendered to Behan. He preferred jail to the wrath of Wyatt Earp. The sheriff locked him up on charges of murdering Morgan Earp and also for assaulting his mother-in-law. Astonishingly, Behan allowed Spence to keep his six-shooter in case the Earps tried to remove him from jail. By this time Behan’s deputies had managed to more fully identify the other suspects in Morgan Earp’s murder. The unnamed “Indian half-breed” accused by Marietta Spence turned out to be a man known as “Indian Hank” or “Apache Hank.” According to the Nugget, he was “a warm personal friend of Frank Stilwell.” Wyatt Earp identified him as Hank Swilling, and it is possible that he was the adopted son, or even the half-Apache natural son, of Arizona pioneer Jack Swilling, one of the founders of Phoenix. On March 21, three days after Morgan was slain, Indian Hank entered a Charleston saloon and asked the barkeeper for his Winchester rifle, which he had left at the bar. When told the rifle was not there, Hank became enraged and leveled his six-gun at the saloonkeeper’s head. At that, a saloon patron snatched up a rifle behind him and exclaimed, “Hank, here’s your rifle.”

			As Hank turned, the man fired at him. Indian Hank dropped to the floor, as the Nugget put it, “literally dodging the bullet.” Then he jumped to his feet and declared, “You are a good one, but you haven’t got me yet.”

			His opponent, finding that the rifle’s chamber was empty, used it as a club and knocked the desperado down. Hank was arrested and, unable to pay a thirty-dollar fine, received twenty days in the county jail. A deputy sheriff brought him into Tombstone, where he joined Pete Spence in the lockup. The Epitaph confused the story by incorrectly reporting that the jailed man was Indian Charley. This caused some people to believe that Indian Hank and Indian Charley were the same man. In fact, Indian Charley was still on the loose. Because Wyatt and his men had already left town, they didn’t know that Spence and Indian Hank were behind bars.22

			The next morning, March 22, Deputy Sheriff Frank Hereford picked up the German suspect, Freis, and locked him in the Tombstone calaboose. Freis, who lived in Charleston, admitted that his true name was Frederick Bode. The same day, Spence appeared in court in Tombstone to face the charges of assault brought by his mother-in-law. When she failed to appear, the case was dropped, and Spence was returned to jail to face the Morgan Earp murder charge.23

			Pete Spence had made a wise decision by turning himself in. The very day he was in court, Wyatt Earp was leading his posse in search of him. Just before riding out of Tombstone, Wyatt had told Johnny Behan, “I will see Paul.” But Earp had no intention of seeing Bob Paul. His single-minded determination was to track down Morgan’s killers. He led his posse to Sycamore Spring, eight miles north of Tombstone, where they camped for the night. In the morning they saddled up and continued five miles northeast to the South Pass of the Dragoon Mountains. Wyatt knew that Spence operated a wood camp there. The Cowboy employed workers who cut lumber, as well as several teamsters who hauled it into Tombstone and Charleston for use in the mines and mills.24

			Wyatt, with Warren, Doc, McMaster, Johnson, and Texas Jack, rode into the wood camp about noon on March 22. Three men had been working in the camp that morning: Sam Williams, who was Pete Spence’s half brother; Theodore Judah, a young bullwhacker; and a mestizo teamster named Florentino. Two of Spence’s woodcutters were camped nearby: Epifanio Vegas and Simon Acosta, a relative of Pete’s friend Manuel Acosta, the Tombstone freighter. Simon Acosta was the same man who had been arrested for possession of the shotgun stolen from Charlie Bartholomew in the stage robbery near Hereford. Theodore Judah, who for the past month had hauled lumber into Tombstone, knew Wyatt and his comrades by sight. Not long before the posse appeared, Williams had left camp to hunt for some stray mules, and soon afterward Florentino joined him in the search.

			As Judah later explained, Florentino “had been gone more than half an hour. I was lying in the shade when I happened to look up, when I saw Wyatt Earp coming over the hill on horseback, and right behind him were several others riding in couples—six altogether. Their names were Wyatt and Warren Earp, McMaster, Doc Holliday, Texas Jack, and another party I do not know. I have heard his name was Johnson. They came down to the camp fire. I heard them ask, ‘Where does this road go to?’ I heard no answer to this question. They stood talking among themselves. They had not seen me until I called to them, and asked them if they had seen any mules that morning, [and] was answered by Mr. McMaster. He said he had seen some nearby and riding up to Wyatt Earp and spoke. The whole party immediately wheeled around and came over to where I was. Wyatt Earp saw me and asked me where Pete Spence was. I told him I had left Pete Spence in town. He then asked when I had left town. I said, ‘Yesterday about 9 o’clock a.m.’ As to the subsequent conversation I cannot recall. He also, I recollect, asked after Hank, a half-breed, and I told him he was not there. He then asked me how many men we had in the camp. I told him exactly how many there were, and what they were doing, and mentioned that two of the men were out in the hills, hunting animals. He asked me what my name was, and a few more questions. One was when Spence would be out to the camp again. He also made the remark, ‘You are a friend of Pete Spence, I believe, and Frank Stilwell too.’ I answered, ‘Yes.’ He then turned and spoke to someone in his crowd, and asked them if they had seen any horses down there with saddles on. Nothing more was said to me, and they went off [and] passed out of my sight toward the main road leading toward Tombstone.”25

			Young Theodore Judah had fallen into very bad company. As he later admitted, “I know Ike Clanton, Phin Clanton, and John Ringo.” But despite the fact that Wyatt was consumed by vengeance, he had no intention of harming men like Judah who simply happened to be friends of Stilwell and Spence. He wanted only Morg’s killers. Wyatt and his men rode about fifty yards to the spot where Epifanio Vegas and Simon Acosta were camped. Acosta said later that Wyatt’s posse numbered eight rather than six. If so, the other two riders were undoubtedly Dan Tipton and Charlie Smith. As Acosta explained, “When they arrived they asked me whose camp this was. They asked in Spanish. I said it was Pete Spence’s camp. They talked among themselves, but as it was in English I could not understand except that I heard the name of Spence. They then left the camp.”26

			The possemen spurred their horses down an adjacent canyon. They had gone only two or three hundred yards when they spotted Florentino on foot. He saw them too and, according to Wyatt, yelled out, “Me no steal horse! Me no steal horse!”

			Then Florentino fled up the side of the canyon. Wyatt and his riders galloped in pursuit. The fleeing Florentino did not get very far. From horseback the Earp posse opened fire. One bullet crashed through Florentino’s right temple and punctured the brain. A second slug tore into his right shoulder. A third entered his right side and passed completely through his body, exiting near the spine. As he lay on the hillside, one of the posse fired again, sending a fourth bullet through his thigh.

			Years later Wyatt claimed that before Florentino died, he confessed his role in the murder of Morgan Earp. Florentino supposedly admitted that Frank Stilwell and Hank Swilling had fired the shots that killed Morgan, that he and Curly Bill had stood watch, and that he had been paid twenty-five dollars for his help. He added that the Cowboys had planned to kill Wyatt, but got Morgan instead. Earp’s claim of a confession is hugely improbable. Given the multiple bullet wounds in Florentino’s corpse, he was probably dead when he hit the ground.

			Vegas and Acosta watched the shooting from a nearby ridge. “I saw the man that was shot running from side to side,” Vegas said later. “I saw him fall.” Acosta provided more details: “I ran up the hill and saw them shooting. When I saw Florentino he was running away. The pursuing party spread out, some on each side, and others immediately following.” Acosta explained, “I did not see Florentino fall. I saw them following up the hill and firing at him. I did not pay attention to the number of shots fired. They stayed on the top of the hill awhile, dismounted, and soon after went off. I knew that it was Florentino, and when I saw them firing at him I knew that he was killed.”27

			Theodore Judah joined the woodcutters on the hilltop. “We stood there watching them and two or three got off of their horses and were there two or three minutes. They then came down the hill very leisurely to the road and returned in the direction of the camp. They proceeded but a short distance and turned around again. They then went along the road until it makes a sharp turn, and kept on in the same direction, easterly, passing into the hills.” Sam Williams, who was half a mile distant when the gunfire erupted, did not wait around. Not knowing if the firing came from Apaches, Cowboys, or Earp boys, he galloped back to Tombstone and safety. Judah went in search of Florentino’s body, but could not find it. The next morning he looked again and discovered the corpse under a tree. Judah then rode into Tombstone to report the killing.28

			Florentino’s body was brought to town and delivered to an undertaker. The county coroner impaneled a coroner’s jury and began an inquest into his death. Judah, Williams, Vegas, and Acosta all testified to what they had seen and heard. The inquest made it evident that Florentino was the same man known as Indian Charley, one of Morgan’s killers. Although Judah told the jury that Wyatt had asked for Indian Hank, he also gave an account to the Epitaph in which he said that Earp and his posse “came into the camp and inquired after Pete Spence and Indian Charley.” Despite the Epitaph’s earlier report that confused Indian Hank with Indian Charley, Judah’s statements confirmed that they were two different men. Judah and Williams were both questioned about Florentino’s visits to Tombstone. Either the coroner or members of his jury wanted to know if Florentino could have been involved in Morgan’s murder. Williams testified that he had been in Tombstone on March 16, the same day that Marietta Spence had seen her husband point out Morgan to Indian Charley. “On Thursday the 16th I was in and about Tombstone,” Williams said. “Did not see Florentino in town that day.” Judah, however, confirmed the possibility that Florentino had been in Tombstone when Morgan was killed: “I think, but am not sure, that Florentino was in town last Saturday evening.”29

			None of the witnesses at the inquest provided Florentino’s last name. Bizarrely, the coroner identified him as “Judah Florentino,” akin to a slave name in the antebellum South. Nonetheless, the Nugget and the Epitaph each reported that the dead man was named Florentino Cruz. That was not correct, because the surname Cruz appears nowhere in the original handwritten transcript of the testimony, and no witness at the inquest identified him as Florentino Cruz. The mystery of Florentino’s identity was quickly cleared up by the Tucson Citizen. It reported that the dead man was the “half-breed Indian Philomeno [Florentino] Sais” and explained that his body had been viewed by “a gentleman who knew the man well and who identified the body after death.” He told the Citizen that Sais was “the same individual who was directly concerned in the killing of Adams and Finley in the Santa Rita mountains.” The Citizen reminded its readers that after the double murders in 1878, “Sais escaped to Mexico but was arrested and lodged in jail at Magdalena. He was demanded for punishment by the proper authorities of this territory, but as the Mexican government refused to allow of his being given up, he escaped the hangman’s noose.”

			The Citizen’s report, which the Epitaph promptly reprinted, was contradicted solely by J. A. Browder, a prominent Democrat and mine owner. Browder wrote to the Tucson Star, “I know the man Florentino Cruz. He worked for B. Roble and myself in the Santa Rita mountains, and for J. Sresovich and myself in our mines near Calabasas. We always found Cruz to be a harmless and inoffensive man.” Browder added, “The information furnished the public through the Tombstone newspapers identifies the man killed as a Mexican named Florentino Cruz.” However, the Epitaph and the Nugget had misidentified Florentino Sais as Florentino Cruz. Marietta Spence was never called by the coroner to identify the body. And Pete Spence, one of the few who could have cleared up the confusion, said nothing to the Tombstone newspapers. Instead, from his jail cell he sent a telegram to his lawyer in Tucson: “One of our teamsters was murdered yesterday by the Earps at 12 o’clock.” Spence, of course, would not admit that he had employed a notorious bandido and killer. Consequently, due to the newspapers’ error, Earp and his men were quickly—and wrongly—accused of killing Florentino Cruz, an innocent laborer.30

			Wyatt would always believe that the Florentino he killed was one of the two “half breeds”—Indian Hank and Indian Charley—involved in Morgan’s murder. Given that Indian Hank was in the Tombstone jail at the very time Florentino was slain, it seems obvious that Indian Charley and Florentino Sais were the same man. Billy Breakenridge believed, and later wrote, that the dead man was Indian Charley. One member of the coroner’s jury agreed, writing to a friend a few days later that he believed that Morgan had been slain by “Stilwell and some of Pete’s Mexican Indians, probably that fellow they murdered in the Dragoons.” It is evident that Florentino Sais, at some point after the 1879 killing of his jefe, Guadalupe Celaya, had fallen in with Pete Spence and the Cowboys. He then made the fatal error of participating in the murder of Morgan Earp.31

			Once again Wyatt Earp had engaged in vigilante justice. Because Florentino Sais was a fleeing murder suspect, Wyatt would have been legally justified in shooting him down to stop his escape. But just as in the killing of Stilwell, he and his posse riddled the desperado with bullets to make sure he was dead. Then, instead of bringing in the corpse and appearing in court to justify their actions, they disappeared like fugitives into the high desert. In later years Earp rarely discussed the shooting at Spence’s wood camp, and he may never have known Florentino’s true history. Either way, Wyatt Earp, however unwittingly and unlawfully, had avenged the bloody deaths of Deputy U.S. Marshals John H. Adams and Cornelius Finley three and a half years before.
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			Curly Bill Cashes In

			Johnny Behan was deeply humiliated by his encounter with Wyatt Earp and his possemen at the Cosmopolitan Hotel. Wyatt, by openly thumbing his nose at the sheriff, had profoundly offended Behan’s personal honor. Adding insult to injury, newspapers that headlined Frank Stilwell’s death also reminded their readers that the notorious Cowboy had served as one of Behan’s deputies. The sheriff sought vindication by making a determined effort to capture Wyatt and his men. But his methods would prove highly controversial.

			At eleven o’clock on the morning of March 22, 1882, just an hour before Wyatt’s posse killed Florentino Sais, Behan rode out of Tombstone with a seven-man posse to hunt the Earps. Behan and his men first rode to the railroad depot in Contention, where they met Sheriff Bob Paul, who had arrived on the train from Tucson. “One of Behan’s deputies gave me his horse and I went with the posse,” Paul said later. Then, while the possemen searched for the Earps, Paul and Behan rode back to Tombstone. “As I had had no sleep since leaving Tucson I went to sleep in the express office and told Behan where I could be found,” explained Paul. “He agreed to call me if he heard where the Earps were as I wished to go with him.” But Paul concluded that the Cochise County sheriff decided to leave him out of his posse because Behan did not want to take the Earp group alive. “I had a horse engaged to go with Behan and he agreed to call me if he started out again, but he did not do it and I returned to Tucson.”1

			That evening a rider—probably Sam Williams—had arrived in Tombstone and reported that “the Earp party visited Pete Spence’s ranch” and “holding the Mexicans up, threatened them with death if they did not reveal the whereabouts of Spence. This they could not do, as he was in town at that time, and shortly afterwards considerable firing was heard in that direction.” Behan, upon hearing the report, quickly raised a seventeen-man posse, among them John Ringo, Ike Clanton, and several other Cowboys. At eleven o’clock that night, Sheriff Behan’s posse rode out of Tombstone, leaving the sleeping Bob Paul behind. At daylight Behan and his men picked up the Earps’ tracks in the Dragoons and followed them back toward Tombstone, but they lost the trail about four miles from town.2

			Behan returned to Tombstone, where he soon saw a chance for partial redemption. At five o’clock that evening, March 23, Deputy Sheriff Dave Neagle spotted Harelip Charlie Smith riding down Allen Street. Neagle directed him to stop, but Smith ignored the order. Neagle was a dangerous man with a six-gun, and when he again called for Smith to dismount, Harelip Charlie wisely complied. Soon afterward, Sheriff Behan found Dan Tipton nearby and placed him under arrest. Behan had sworn out warrants against the entire Earp posse for resisting arrest by walking away from him. Several of the Earps’ friends, including Bob Hatch and Bob Winders (Harelip Charlie’s father-in-law), quickly posted $1,000 bail. In a court hearing the next day, their lawyer argued that neither Smith nor Tipton had been charged with any offense. The obvious point was that although Wyatt and his posse had all been charged with murdering Frank Stilwell, Smith and Tipton had nothing to do with the killing and no warrants had been issued for them. Because Behan had no grounds to arrest them, they could not be guilty of resisting arrest. The justice of the peace agreed and released them both. This incident showed not only Behan’s ignorance of the law, but also his desperation to jail any members of Wyatt’s posse.3
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			Dan Tipton, Wyatt Earp’s friend and posseman. This mug photo was taken when he served a prison term for smuggling in 1897.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			By this time a frustrated Sheriff Behan had raised a large posse to hunt Wyatt and his men. Behan recruited two of his deputies and more than a dozen citizens, each of whom drew pay of five dollars a day. In addition to John Ringo and Phin Clanton, Behan also included several other notorious Cowboys: Johnny Barnes, Alex Wichert, Billy Miller, and George Hill, brother of Joe Hill. Billy Breakenridge, who was not part of the posse, later explained: “He took these men knowing that the Earp party would resist arrest, and, on account of the feud between them, he believed the cowboys would stay and fight.” Behan’s inclusion of John Ringo was especially troubling, for the Cowboy was still out on bail facing charges of armed robbery. At the same time, however, Wyatt was using McMaster and Johnson, both ex-Cowboys, as his possemen. But there was a sharp difference: Wyatt recruited McMaster and Johnson as informants to help him track down outlaws, while Behan recruited Cowboys to hunt the Earps and Holliday, who were federal officers.4

			Sheriff Behan’s use of desperadoes in his posse closely paralleled the use of outlaws as lawmen in the El Paso Salt War and the Lincoln County War. Bob Paul openly criticized Johnny Behan’s methods. He told one newspaper that Behan “persists in cloaking the most notorious outlaws and murderers in Arizona with the authority of the law. I will have nothing to do with such a gang.” According to the Tucson Star, Sheriff Paul “says that he did not go in pursuit of the Earps because the posse selected by Sheriff Behan of Tombstone were mostly hostile to the Earps and that a meeting meant bloodshed without any probability of arrest.” As Tombstone diarist George Parsons noted in his journal, “Sheriff Behan has turned all of the cow-boys loose against the Earps and with this lawless element is trying to do the worst.”5

			The next day, March 24, a band of twenty-one riders headed out of Charleston to hunt the Earps. According to a report in the Tucson Citizen, the Charleston men included Curly Bill, John Ringo, and Phin Clanton. As one resident of Contention City noted in his diary that day, “The cow boys, twenty or more, have been prowling around all morning. They are well mounted, well armed and seem intent on biz. They are in search of the Earp party who took breakfast two miles above here this morning.” From Contention, Curly Bill and seven or eight Cowboys rode about fifteen miles east to the Whetstone Mountains. There they stopped to water their horses at Cottonwood Spring, at the southern end of the Whetstones. For Curly, it would prove a fateful decision.6

			In the meantime, Wyatt and his men, after leaving Pete Spence’s wood camp two days earlier, had headed back toward Tombstone. They apparently made camp nearby and sent word into town that they needed money to continue their hunt for Morg’s killers. Two of their friends agreed to deliver the cash: Tony Kraker, a Tombstone gambler, and Whistling Dick Wright, the teamster who had been present when the Cowboys ambushed Mayor Clum’s stagecoach. The rendezvous point was a remote spring at the south end of the Whetstone Mountains, about twenty-six miles west of Tombstone. The best-known water hole in the southern Whetstones was Mescal Spring, a popular spot for travelers, the U.S. Army, and roving Apaches. A mile and a half west was a lesser-known, and very isolated, site known as Cottonwood Spring. That was where Wyatt and his men were to meet Kraker and Whistling Dick. They had no idea that Curly Bill and his riders had stopped there to rest and water their horses.

			Wyatt and his posse, after eating breakfast two miles from Contention on the morning of March 24, 1882, started west toward the Whetstone Mountains. They made what Doc Holliday later called “a long and dry ride from the San Pedro River.” The thirsty possemen, and their even thirstier horses, arrived at Cottonwood Spring at the southern base of the Whetstones late that afternoon. Cottonwood Spring was a depression at the western end of a wide canyon, where water collected from a ravine that drained the foothills to the north. It was surrounded by several large cottonwood trees, hence its name. The spring was not visible from the south until one crested a low rise. About one hundred yards from the top of the rise, the banks of the ravine are visible, with the cottonwoods rising from the stream side.

			Wyatt was riding in front of his posse. He carried a sawed-off shotgun; a Winchester rifle in a scabbard dangled from his saddle. He said later, “As we got near the place I had a presentiment that something was wrong, and unlimbered my shotgun. Sure enough, nine cowboys sprang up from the bank where the spring was and began firing at us.” As bullets whined through the air and kicked up the rocky soil, Doc Holliday saw almost the same thing. He said that “we approached a spring which was situated in a hollow. As we did so eight rustlers rose up and poured from thirty-five to forty shots into us.” One slug tore into Texas Jack’s horse and the animal dropped dead.

			The attackers were Curly Bill and the Cowboys. Both sides were startled by the unexpected encounter. “I jumped off my horse to return fire,” recalled Wyatt. “I expected Holliday and my companions to do the same thing and make a fight. I was surprised when I looked around to see them disappearing in a cloud of dust as fast as their horses could carry them. My horse reared and tugged at the bridle in such a wild fashion that I could not regain the saddle. I reckoned that my time had come. But if I was to die, I proposed that Curly Bill at least should die with me.” Wyatt explained that Curly “was trying to pump some lead into me with a Winchester.”

			Despite the terrified bucking of his horse, Earp managed to hold the reins and cock the hammers of his sawed-off shotgun at the same time. He shouldered the weapon and took dead aim at Curly Bill. “I fired both barrels of my gun into him, blowing him all to pieces,” Wyatt recalled. “His chest was torn open by the big charge of buckshot. He yelled like a demon as he went down.” The Cowboys were undeterred by the death of their leader, Earp said. “With that, the others jumped into a clump of willows and kept on firing, so I retreated, keeping behind my horse. He was a high-strung beast, and the firing frightened him so that whenever I tried to get my Winchester he would rear up and keep it out of my reach. When I had backed out about a hundred yards I started to mount. Now, it was a hot day, and I had loosened my cartridge belt about two or three holes. When I tried to get astride I found that it had fallen down over my thighs, keeping my legs together. While I was perched up thus, trying to pull my belt higher with one hand, the horn of the saddle was shot off. However, I got away all right, and just then my men rallied. But I did not care to go back at the rustlers, so we sought out another water hole for camp. The skirt of my overcoat was shot to pieces on both sides, but not a bullet had touched me.”7

			As Holliday later explained, “Our escape was miraculous. The shots cut our clothes and killed one horse, but did not hit us. I think we would have all been killed if God Almighty was not on our side.” Doc claimed later that the band of Cowboys included Pete Spence and Pony Diehl. However, Spence could not have been there because he was still in the Tombstone jail. Wyatt himself identified the other Cowboys as Pony Diehl, Will and Milt Hicks, Johnny and Ed Lyle, and Johnny Barnes. How he could have recognized them all, at a distance and in the heat of battle, he did not say. Wyatt claimed that one of his shots “wounded Milt Hicks in the arm.” Billy Breakenridge later wrote that two of the band were Pink Truly and Alex Arnold. The latter was undoubtedly Alex Arnett, the Cowboy who settled in the San Simon Cienega. The pair had certainly been in the area. They had been accused of robbing Jim Hume in the January stage robbery and of holding up a store in Charleston on February 4. Sheriff Behan had arrested Truly for the store robbery, but the Cowboy had been released from jail.8

			Wyatt’s posse, with Texas Jack riding double, retreated and watched the spring from a distance. Then they galloped off to another watering hole, probably Mescal Spring. An hour or two later, Whistling Dick and Tony Kraker rode up to Cottonwood Spring, expecting to find Wyatt’s posse. As they spurred their horses down toward the trees, four Cowboys suddenly appeared and covered them at gunpoint. Kraker evidently recognized one of them and called out, “What are you doing there, you lop-eared Missourian?”

			This jocular greeting set the Cowboys at ease, and they put up their guns and invited the pair to dismount and eat dinner. They did so and told the Cowboys that they were searching for stray mules. As the group sat around the campfire, the Cowboys gave their version of the gunfight, which Kraker and Whistling Dick soon repeated to a journalist in Tombstone. “They said that they were camped at the spring, when they saw the Earp party ride down, and not knowing how they stood with them they thought that they would give them a shot just for luck, so they blazed away and shot off the pommel of Wyatt Earp’s saddle and killed the horse that Texas Jack was riding. They said that not one of the Earp party charged upon them but Wyatt, the balance all running away. Wyatt dismounted and fired his gun at them but without effect. Texas Jack is said to have jumped up behind one of the other boys a la Mexicana, and off they went as rapidly as they could.”9

			The Cowboys said that when their meal was finished, they mounted up and rode off. Then Kraker and Whistling Dick continued searching for the Earp posse. They soon found them at the nearby watering hole and delivered the money. Wyatt and his men explained what had happened when they rode up to Curly Bill and the Cowboys. According to their story, which either Kraker or Whistling Dick gave to the Nugget, “They had approached within thirty yards, when they discovered four cowboys camped there. The latter recognized the intruders, and firing from both parties began at about the same time. One shot from the cowboys passed through the clothing of McMaster, just grazing his side; another killed Texas Jack’s horse; a third knocked the pommel off Wyatt Earp’s saddle; while another cut the straps of the field-glasses carried by McMaster. The volley fired by the Earp party apparently did not take effect. As they turned to run, one of the cowboys, who Wyatt Earp believes to have been the notorious Curly Bill, in a spirit of bravado, jumped out from behind a rock, when Wyatt turned in the saddle and fired, and the reckless cowboy fell to the ground. The Earp party retired behind an adjacent hill and halted. They were in a position commanding a view of the spring, and shortly after the fight saw a wagon come to the place and, as Wyatt believes, carry away the dead body of Curly Bill.” That account explains why Kraker and Whistling Dick did not see Curly Bill’s corpse.10

			News of the shoot-out quickly arrived in Tombstone. Wire reports of Curly’s death soon appeared in newspapers nationwide, from the Los Angeles Herald to the Chicago Daily News to the New York Herald. The story, of course, received prominent coverage in the Epitaph and the Nugget. Whether the number of Cowboys at the spring numbered nine, eight, or four, the various accounts of the gunfight were remarkably similar. The principal difference was whether or not Wyatt had slain Curly Bill. It was probably not a surprise that the Epitaph promptly heralded Wyatt’s gallant killing of the notorious Cowboy, while the Nugget just as rapidly pronounced the story of his death a canard. While Wyatt and his men rode boldly across the high desert in search of Cowboys, with Johnny Behan’s posse attempting to track them, the Tombstone newspapers engaged in a battle royale over Curly Bill’s fate.11

			The Epitaph, in its first account, gave the location of the gunfight as Burleigh Springs, on the San Pedro River, about eight miles south of Tombstone. Its editor deliberately misstated the location so as to conceal the whereabouts of the Earp posse from Sheriff Behan. The Epitaph concluded its story by saying that “it has been learned that during the night the friends of Curly Bill went out with a wagon and took the body back to Charleston where the whole affair has been kept a profound secret.” The Nugget announced that it “dispatched couriers to Contention and Charleston, with instructions, to ascertain, if possible” the details of the gunfight. The couriers recounted only wild rumors that “Wyatt Earp stood fire and was struck with a ball in the breast,” that “the report of the killing of Curly Bill is not credited,” and that Wyatt had shot it out with four members of Behan’s posse. This last account greatly irritated Behan, who was then in Contention, and he promptly denied it because of its implication that his possemen were Cowboys. “Sheriff Behan,” reported the Nugget, “states that four men engaged in the fight had no connection with his posse.”12

			Next, the Nugget reported a rumor that cattle baron Henry C. Hooker and the Stockraisers’ Protective Association had offered a $1,000 reward for Curly Bill. The Nugget insisted that “Curly William is alive. If anyone will produce any evidence, affidavits or otherwise, that he is not, we will produce $1,000 in fifteen minutes and present the same to them.” The Epitaph responded that “Curly Bill is as dead as two loads of buckshot can make him.” It declared, “If Curly Bill will present himself, thereby proving himself alive, we will donate the sum of $2,000 to any deserving charity he may mention—the Stockraisers’ Protective Association, for instance. Come now, William, materialize and show yourself if you are not loaded down too heavily with buckshot.” But Curly Bill Brocius was never seen again in Cochise County. Decades later Wyatt claimed that the outlaw chief was buried on Frank Patterson’s ranch, and that Wells Fargo detective John Thacker located the grave. In later years there were rumors—never substantiated—of Curly marrying and living a quiet life in Mexico, but that is grossly improbable. A leopard can’t change its spots, and Curly Bill was so wild and violent, even sociopathic, that his very nature belied such a scenario. And given his colorful and reckless character, he never would have allowed Wyatt to claim his scalp if he could so easily disprove the story. Lastly, Earp risked exposing himself as a dishonorable liar if Curly showed up alive. There can be little doubt that Wyatt Earp killed Curly Bill just as he said he did.13

			After the gunfight at Cottonwood Spring, Wyatt and his men—Warren Earp, Doc Holliday, Sherm McMaster, Turkey Creek Jack Johnson, and Texas Jack Vermillion—rode back to Tombstone and made camp outside of town. Their many friends no doubt supplied them with food and provisions. At the very time that Wyatt had shot it out with Curly Bill, his estranged wife, Mattie, and Jim’s wife, Bessie, had left Tombstone, on their way to the safety of Nick Earp’s home in Colton, California. The Epitaph bade them farewell: “These ladies have the sympathy of all who know them, and for that matter the entire community. Their trials for the last six months have been of the most severe nature.” By the time their train reached Tucson, rumors had spread that the Earp boys were aboard. A deputy sheriff searched the cars, but found only Mattie and Bessie.14
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			Warren Earp, Wyatt’s youngest brother, who rode in the posse seeking vengeance against the killers of Morgan Earp.

			Author’s Collection.

			The next morning, March 25, Wyatt and his posse slipped quietly into Tombstone. It was probably on this visit that they met with Wells Fargo detective John N. Thacker, who was staying at the Cosmopolitan Hotel. Thacker paid Wyatt and his men $264 for their expenses since January in hunting the Cowboys. A Wells Fargo bookkeeper soon made a noteworthy entry in the company’s books at its San Francisco headquarters: “J.N. Thacker paid Earp & posse a/c [on account] Stilwell and Curly Bill $150.” The company was not paying the possemen blood money for killing the two Cowboys; it was compensating them for manhunting expenses, a Wells Fargo custom. Contrary to portrayals in film and television, a sheriff or marshal could not immediately round up a well-armed, well-mounted posse and ride off in pursuit of outlaws. Often, willing volunteers didn’t own good saddle horses and riding rigs, and instead had to rent them from a livery stable. And manhunts were expensive: possemen had to be paid, men and horses fed, and informants bribed for information. Wells Fargo officials had followed this payment practice for years in order to encourage law officers to hunt down stage robbers and express thieves.15

			Johnny Behan read in the Epitaph of the Earps’ brazen ride into Tombstone. He must have been enraged. The Epitaph gleefully reported the visit, saying that “they came into the lower part of town and took a breakfast especially ordered for the occasion, after which they quietly rode away smoking the choicest of Havana cigars and with a copy of the Nugget in their pockets, feeling much refreshed in every respect.” The posse, now joined by Harelip Charlie Smith, rode six miles north of town and made camp. The next morning they continued on to Dragoon Summit, a water stop on the Southern Pacific line midway between Benson and Willcox. There the possemen waited for a train that they hoped would bring a messenger carrying more money from Wells Fargo. That messenger was probably Lewis Cooley, a former stage driver and friend of the Earps. When the passenger train arrived at 1:00 p.m., Wyatt and his men searched the coaches but found no trace of their messenger.16

			The posse rode to Willcox, and from there proceeded twelve miles north to the cattle ranch of brothers Jim and Hugh Percy. One of Behan’s deputies, Frank Hereford, was at the ranch house and spotted them coming. Fearing for his life, he fled the house and hid in a corncrib. Wyatt and his posse, after feeding themselves and their horses, rode north a mile and made camp at a grassy spot. Early the next morning, March 27, they broke camp and rode fourteen miles north to the ranch house of cattle baron Henry Hooker. His headquarters were located at the northern end of the Sulphur Springs Valley. The building was—and still is—an imposing adobe structure, with high walls built for protection from Apaches. Inside was a large courtyard that even featured a well with a windmill, so that in event of an attack, water was available without anyone having to leave the compound. Adjacent to the adobe house stood a large stable. Hooker, who like other big ranchers had suffered from the raids of the Cowboys, welcomed the Earp posse and fed them and their horses. Here Dan Tipton rode up and joined the posse. In the evening they continued on their ride north, searching for Cowboys.17

			That same morning Johnny Behan left Tombstone with his undersheriff, Harry Woods, and a posse of fifteen men, including some of the Cowboys. They cut the Earp posse’s sign four miles north of town and followed it to Dragoon Summit station. There they learned, probably from the railroad hands, that Wyatt and his men had gone north toward the Hooker ranch. They started up the Sulphur Springs Valley, made camp that night, and arrived at Hooker’s headquarters the next morning. They were one day behind Wyatt and his men. When Behan requested food for his men and horses, Hooker readily complied. But when the sheriff asked Hooker if he knew the whereabouts of the Earp posse, the cattle baron replied “that he did not know and that if he did he would not tell him.”

			Behan responded, “You must be upholding murderers and outlaws, then.”

			“No, sir, I am not,” answered Hooker. “I know the Earps and know you, and I know they have always treated me like gentlemen.”

			Then, referring to Behan’s riders, Hooker angrily declared, “Damn such laws, and damn you, and damn your posse. They are a set of horse thieves and outlaws.”

			One of the Cowboys exclaimed, “Damn the son of a bitch, he knows where they are, and let us make him tell.”

			At that, Hooker’s foreman, Billy Whelan—later sheriff of Graham County—seized a Winchester, and threw down on the Cowboy. “You can’t come here into a gentleman’s yard and call him a son of a bitch! Now you skin it back! Skin it back! If you are looking for a fight, and come here to talk that way you can get it before you find the Earps. You can get it right here.”

			Hooker then turned to Sheriff Behan and said, “These are a pretty set of fellows you have got with you, a set of horse thieves and cutthroats.”

			Behan and his undersheriff, Harry Woods, quickly responded, “They are not our associates, they are only here on this occasion with us.”

			“Well, if they are not your associates,” said Hooker, “I will set an extra table for you, and set them by themselves.”

			After they ate breakfast, Behan walked into the stable where he found Whelan and said, “Don’t say anything about this.” Behan removed a diamond stud from his shirt and handed it to the foreman, saying, “Take this, it cost a hundred dollars, but don’t say anything about what occurred here.”

			Then Behan remarked to Hooker, “If I can catch the Earp party it will help me at the next election.”

			The sheriff was more than unhappy with Hooker’s attitude. Behan later complained about Hooker to the Nugget, which reported, “He furnished the posse with food for themselves and animals—for which he received liberal compensation—but positively refused to supply them with fresh horses.” Behan also claimed that “Hooker had outfitted the entire [Earp] party with provisions, fresh horses, etc.” One of Wyatt’s posse soon denied that charge in a letter to the Epitaph, saying that “we are riding the same horses that we left Tombstone on, with the exception of Texas Jack’s horse, which was killed in the fight with Curly Bill and posse, which we replaced by hiring a horse on the San Pedro River.”18

			Behan and Woods then rode fifteen miles to Fort Grant, leaving the rest of their possemen to search for the Earps in the mountains west of the Sierra Bonita ranch. The sheriff hoped to hire Apache scouts from the army to track the Earp posse. He and Woods met with the commanding officer, Colonel James Biddle, and offered him $500 for the services of his scouts. Behan explained that they were hunting the Earps.

			“I have just come from Hooker’s ranch,” he said, “and I asked Mr. Hooker if he knew where the Earps were, and he said, ‘No, and I would not tell you if I did.’”

			Biddle, stroking his beard with one hand, thought it over and replied, “Hooker said he didn’t know, and would not tell you if he did? Hooker said that, did he? Well, if he did you can’t get any scouts here.”

			Behan and Woods, frustrated and chagrined, left Fort Grant without any scouts and rejoined their posse. They spent the day searching the country around the Sierra Bonita ranch, and later returned to Tombstone. Unknown to Behan, Earp and his men had made camp several miles north of Hooker’s ranch house. The next morning they spotted the sheriff’s posse in the distance. One of Wyatt’s men, probably Doc Holliday, reported sarcastically in a letter to the Epitaph that they had watched “the movements of Sheriff Behan and his posse of honest ranchers, with whom, had they possessed the trailing abilities of the average Arizona ranchman, we might have had trouble, which we are not seeking. Neither are we avoiding these honest ranchers as we thoroughly understand their designs.” He also explained that after breaking camp they picked up the trail of “a hot one,” meaning a fugitive from justice.19

			The “hot one” was a man who Wyatt suspected was Frank Jackson, a former member of the Sam Bass gang of Texas train robbers. Sam Bass and his band had achieved great notoriety, robbing stages and trains in Texas, Dakota Territory, and Nebraska. In 1878 the gang rode into Round Rock, north of Austin, to rob the town’s bank. The Texas Rangers had been tipped off. In a furious gun battle, Bass and a compadre died and Jackson fled with a $2,500 reward on his head. Sam Bass, lionized in dime novels and by a popular ballad, quickly became a folk hero, but Frank Jackson vanished.

			For several months Wyatt had corresponded with detectives in Texas, who warned him that a number of outlaws had left the Lone Star state for Arizona Territory. Two of them were Frank Jackson and Jesse Rascoe, the latter a notorious murderer and jailbreaker from Corsicana. Wyatt’s posseman, in his letter to the Epitaph, expressed optimism that they could capture some of the fugitives, and at the same time took yet another shot at the Cowboys in Behan’s posse. “We are confident that our trailing abilities will soon enable us to turn over to the ‘gentlemen’ the fruit of our labors, so they may not again return to Tombstone empty-handed,” he wrote. On March 28, the day after they left Hooker’s ranch, Wyatt and his men arrested the suspected Frank Jackson and took him to San Simon railroad station. There they sent a telegram to Jack Duncan, a noted Dallas detective and bounty hunter. Duncan entrained for Arizona the same day. Wyatt and his men met Duncan at San Simon and turned the suspect over to him. The detective boarded a train back to Texas with his prisoner that night. However, at some point Duncan determined that it was a case of mistaken identity and that he had the wrong man. He released the suspect, then returned to Arizona to hunt for Jesse Rascoe. That outlaw had been wounded so badly in a gunfight in Charleston that his arm had to be amputated. Duncan captured Rascoe at a ranch in the San Simon Valley and returned him to Texas, but he was unable to find the real Frank Jackson. As late as 1928, Texas Ranger Captain Frank Hamer tried to locate Jackson in New Mexico. The outlaw was never brought to justice, and his fate remains one of the enduring mysteries of the Old West.20
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			A Colt Single Action Army revolver, manufactured in 1883 and carried by Wyatt Earp after he left Tombstone.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			By this time two of Curly Bill’s riders had come to grief. On Saturday night, March 25—the day after Wyatt killed Curly—Six-Shooter Smith, Billy Grounds, and Zwing Hunt rode up to the Tombstone Mill & Mining Company in Millville, just across the San Pedro River from Charleston. They had been terrorized by the killings of Frank Stilwell, Florentino Sais, and Curly Bill, and needed money to finance their flight from the Earp posse. Six-Shooter Smith had taken part in the ambush and killing of Bob Martin in 1880. Billy Grounds, age nineteen, rode so frequently with Brocius that he had become known as “Curly Bill’s kid.” His real name was Arthur Burtcher, a native of Blanco County in the Texas Hill Country; two of his older brothers were also desperadoes. Zwingle “Zwing” Hunt, age twenty-four, also hailed from Texas, where his father and brother ran a store in Kopperl. “From all accounts Zwing was the child of circumstances and a creature of excitement,” the Epitaph said of him. “Generous to a fault, rash to the extremity of foolishness, and as brave as an Arabian fire-worshiper, Zwing would do to go tiger hunting with.”21

			But Zwing Hunt did not have tiger hunting on his mind when he and his fellow Cowboys dismounted a hundred yards from the mining company office. While one watched the horses, the other two, wearing masks and carrying Winchesters, slipped inside the office. Four employees were there, sitting at a long counter. Two of them, Martin R. Peel and William Austin, immediately realized that it was a holdup and reached for their six-guns, which were lying nearby. Without uttering a word, each Cowboy fired once. One bullet narrowly missed Austin, while the second ripped into Peel’s heart, killing him. Then, in a panic, they fled without carrying out the robbery.

			Martin Peel was a young, highly respected mining engineer and the son of a prominent Tombstone lawyer and judge. His cold-blooded murder created a sensation, and soon a $1,000 reward for his killers was offered. Perhaps not surprisingly, Johnny Behan kept up his hunt for the Earp posse and made no effort to track down the Cowboys who murdered Peel. Billy Grounds and Zwing Hunt, after fleeing the scene, separated from Six-Shooter Smith and rode south six miles to the ranch of Edward Overton at Lewis Springs. They arrived at daybreak, and Overton, unaware they were outlaws, gave them food and shelter. The two Cowboys stayed at the ranch all day and slept. At one point a troop of U.S. cavalry rode by and Overton remarked, “There is a company of soldiers here.”

			As the rancher explained later, “They arose very quickly and appeared very much excited; they conversed very low in a corner of the house far from me, and afterwards told me that they did not want to be seen by anyone. I told them the soldiers were not after them, but Indians.” Grounds and Hunt, grateful to Overton, let their guard down and admitted that they were fugitives from justice. “One of them asked me twice or thrice if I had heard of anyone being killed at Charleston lately,” recalled Overton. “I told them no, and they seemed much relieved at the answer. I did not hear of young Peel’s death until Wednesday.”22

			At daybreak the next morning, Grounds and Hunt rode out of the ranch and headed east toward the Dragoon Mountains. The following evening, March 28, word arrived in Tombstone that the two fugitives were holed up at Jack Chandler’s dairy ranch near the base of the Dragoons. The pair had foolishly—perhaps arrogantly—taken refuge at the very ranch from which they, with Curly Bill and Led Moore, had stolen cattle the previous October. Deputy Billy Breakenridge was soon in the saddle, accompanied by three volunteer possemen: Jack Young, Edward Allen, and John Gillespie. They rode to the Chandler place and surrounded the ranch house before dawn. Breakenridge stationed Young and Gillespie behind a pile of wood near the back door, while he and Allen took up positions in front of the house.

			Inside were Grounds, Hunt, two ranch hands, and a teamster, A. E. “Bull” Lewis. The day before, according to Lewis, “They were watchful while they were there; went out a couple of times with a field glass. From the conversation I suppose they thought the officers might ride on them at any time; heard them talk about writs being out for them.” Zwing Hunt declared to Lewis that he would “just as soon see his grave as the inside of Yuma prison.” When the possemen called out for the occupants to identify themselves, Grounds and Hunt seized their rifles. They were convinced that the officers were Wyatt Earp and his men. Billy Grounds told Lewis, “If they ask you, tell them we are not in here.”

			Hunt covered the front door of the house and Grounds the rear. Bull Lewis opened the front door, stepped out, and cried, “Don’t shoot. I am innocent.”

			At the same time, Zwing Hunt appeared behind him, his Winchester flaming. One of his bullets struck Gillespie in the left temple, killing the posseman instantly. Hunt kept shooting, and another round creased Allen’s neck and several more struck a tree that protected Breakenridge. Allen fired back, and his bullet slammed into Hunt’s chest and tore out his back. The bloodied Cowboy crawled away in the darkness. Moments later Billy Grounds burst out the back door, Winchester spitting fire. Young dropped with a bullet in the thigh, fired either by the Cowboys or by an errant shot from the posse. Billy Breakenridge raised his double-barreled shotgun and fired a full blast of buckshot into Grounds’s head and neck. The Cowboy dropped, mortally wounded.

			The fight was suddenly over, leaving Breakenridge the only man unscathed. At daylight he began searching for Zwing Hunt, and found him sprawled in the spring grass several hundred yards from the cabin. Breakenridge covered him and barked, “Throw up your hands!”

			“Don’t murder me,” the Cowboy gasped. “I’m already done for.”

			The deputy sent word of the fight into Tombstone, tended to his wounded comrades, and sent the body of Allen, along with Hunt and Grounds, by wagon into town. Grounds remained unconscious and died of his wounds that night. As Breakenridge recalled, “Hunt told me that they thought it was the Earp posse after them, and if he had known who it was, he would not have made a fight.” Zwing Hunt was placed in the county hospital, where he was treated by doctors and slowly began to recover.23

			By this time the preliminary examination of Pete Spence, for the murder of Morgan Earp, had begun in Tombstone. After the hearing was continued for several days, Marietta Spence’s mother, Mrs. Francisco Castro, took the stand and gave testimony against Spence. On April 3 the prosecution called Marietta as a witness, and Spence’s lawyer objected. In that era, American law prevented one spouse from giving testimony against the other. The judge sustained the objection and dismissed the case. Because Frederick Bode, alias Freis, had been charged based on the same evidence, the judge ordered him released also. No one was ever convicted of Morgan Earp’s murder.24

			Soon Frank Stilwell’s brother Simpson “Comanche Jack” Stilwell arrived in Tombstone from his home in the Indian Territory. He came to settle his younger brother’s affairs and to look into his death. The thirty-one-year-old army scout was no man to be trifled with. He stood a burly six foot three and had long scouted for the army in Kansas, Colorado, Indian Territory, Texas, New Mexico, and Arizona. Comanche Jack had achieved renown for extraordinary heroism in the Battle of Beecher Island, which pitted the army against Plains Indians in Colorado in 1868. A journalist who interviewed him after his arrival in Tombstone wrote, “He was somewhat surprised to hear that cowboys were in bad repute here, for according to him, they are the gentlemen in his country.” The reporter explained, “Of course the partisans of the Earp party put him down as a desperado at once,” and added, “While he is a downright law and order man, I would hate to be in Wyatt Earp’s place if they meet face to face in the open prairie.”25
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			Simpson “Comanche Jack” Stilwell, the famous U.S. Army scout and older brother of Frank Stilwell.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			The Tucson Star reported that on April 13 “a party numbering thirty, including Pete Spence, Ike Clanton, Ringo, and Jack Stilwell” rode out of Tombstone to hunt Wyatt and his posse. The Epitaph quickly contradicted the story: “There is not a word of truth in it. Ike Clanton and Stilwell are both in Tombstone, and Pete Spence, with two or three others, started for Sonora Saturday last.” If Spence had indeed fled to Mexico, it was a wise decision, for Wyatt surely intended to kill him. Comanche Jack apparently became disillusioned after learning that his brother had been a stage robber and murderer. He returned to Indian Territory, and never encountered Wyatt Earp.26

			Meanwhile, Wyatt and his posse riders were camped in a canyon near Mount Graham, east of Hooker’s ranch. As Jim Earp told a reporter for the Los Angeles Times on March 27, “They had too much property in Tombstone to leave it, and they propose to stay there and fight it out to the bitter end.” A visitor to the posse’s camp reported, “They have chosen a position from which it would be extremely difficult to dislodge them, and have announced their intention of remaining there, for some time at least.” He added that they were “well supplied with money and food, which is furnished by friends of the fugitives.” Wyatt issued a challenge to Behan, telling his visitor that “if the sheriff of Cochise County wanted him he could always find him at his camp.” A few days later, on April 7, Wyatt and his men met Colonel Biddle near Fort Grant and told him “that after attending to certain business they would, in about two weeks, come to Tucson and surrender.”27

			Yet Wyatt had no intention of surrendering. Within a week, he, with Warren, Doc, McMaster, Johnson, Vermillion, and Tipton, mounted up and rode leisurely toward New Mexico. They evidently sent word of their plans to their stage driver friend, Lew Cooley. On the afternoon of April 14, Cooley boarded the Tombstone to Benson stage. At the train depot in Benson, he met John J. Valentine, the general superintendent for Wells Fargo & Co. Valentine, the West’s most important expressman, was on his way from San Francisco to Kansas City on company business. Cooley joined Valentine on the eastbound train, either to discuss the Earp posse’s predicament or, more likely, to receive money on their behalf. Johnny Behan had learned of Cooley’s mission and was waiting for him when the train stopped in Willcox. Behan returned him to Tombstone, where he was charged with “aiding and abetting the Earps.” But no such offense existed under the law, so the justice of the peace, Wells Spicer, quickly ordered Cooley’s release.28

			The following night, April 15, Wyatt and his men rode into Silver City, New Mexico. “They were all well mounted and armed to the teeth,” reported a Silver City newspaperman. “One of the men, when asked his name, answered John Smith, and another Bill Snooks.” In the morning they sold their horses to a liveryman, then boarded a stagecoach for Deming. From there they took a train to Albuquerque, where Wyatt met with local journalists and told them that they “had come to Albuquerque to escape persecution while awaiting the result of an effort being made by Governor Tritle to secure their pardon from the president.” Frederick Tritle was Arizona’s new Republican governor. Wyatt showed reporters “several convincing documents” supporting their request for a presidential pardon. Then the possemen continued on to Colorado. They made no effort to hide, and soon newspapers reported that Wyatt, Warren, and Texas Jack had gone to Gunnison, while Doc Holliday and Dan Tipton went to Denver.29

			By this time newspapers nationwide were giving prominent attention to the so-called “Cowboy troubles.” The story featured intense debate in the press, with Democratic editors labeling the Earps and Holliday as stage robbers and murderers, and Republican journals assailing the Cowboys and blaming Sheriff Behan for the lawlessness. The pinnacle of publicity was reached on May 3, 1882, when President Arthur issued a “Proclamation Respecting Disturbances in Arizona,” which authorized U.S. troops to enforce federal law. The President demanded that the outlaws “disperse and retire peaceably to their respective abodes.” This was the traditional language employed prior to a declaration of martial law, and had first been used by President George Washington during the Whiskey Rebellion in 1794. Of course, the Cowboys could not disperse and retire to their homes, for most of them lived in the saddle and lacked organizational unity. But the President’s action underscored the Cowboys’ threat to life and civilization in Arizona Territory.30

			Johnny Behan wanted so desperately to capture the Earps and Holliday that he had offered a $500 reward from his own pocket. As a result, on May 15 a bounty hunter arrested Doc Holliday in Denver, and three days later the city marshal of Gunnison wired Sheriff Bob Paul that the Earps were in his town. From his Denver jail cell, Doc told a reporter, “If I am taken back to Arizona, that is the last of Holliday. We hunted the rustlers, and they all hate us. John Behan, sheriff of Cochise County, is one of the gang, and a deadly enemy of mine, who would give any money to have me killed. It is almost certain that he instigated the assassination of Morgan Earp. Should he get me in his power my life would not be worth much.”31

			Sheriff Paul soon arrived in Denver, but his efforts to bring the Earps and Holliday back to Arizona failed. After much legal wrangling, Colorado governor Frederick Pitkin, a Republican, claimed that the extradition papers that Paul brought with him were faulty. That was totally false, for the requisition, signed by Arizona’s governor, and which rests today in the Arizona State Archives in Phoenix, contained no legal defects. It seems evident that business and political interests—principally Wells Fargo and Republican leaders—pressured Governor Pitkin to protect the Earps and Holliday. Doc was released from jail and the Earps were never arrested. None of Wyatt’s possemen were ever returned to Arizona to stand trial for the killing of Frank Stilwell.32

			Wyatt Earp’s epic battle against the Cowboys—the brightest spot in his life—was over. The killings of Tom and Frank McLaury, Billy Clanton, Frank Stilwell, Florentino Sais, and Curly Bill Brocius effectively ended organized banditry in Arizona Territory. To be sure, the territory would see other bandit gangs, most notably those of Thomas “Black Jack” Ketchum, William “Black Jack” Christian, and the train robbing band of Burt Alvord and Billy Stiles. But none of those gangs numbered more than half a dozen men at any time. And none of them committed widespread murder, raided into Mexico with impunity, caused a series of international incidents, or received support from lawmen and newspapers and attention from the President of the United States.

			Although Wyatt’s controversial actions would be debated to this day, he and his brothers are due the principal credit for breaking up the Cowboys. Never again would the West see an outlaw gang anywhere near the size and significance of the Cowboys. But Wyatt’s victory had come at great personal cost. Years later he recalled that the violence in Cochise County “cost me a brave brother and cost more than one worthless life among the murderous dogs who pursued me and mine only less bitterly than I pursued them.” Many of the Cowboys fled the border region and vanished from the pages of history. Still others rode to their bloody fates in the high deserts of the Southwest.33

		
	
		
			16

			Last Ride of the Cowboys

			Tombstone’s hospital had seen many hard cases suffering from bullet wounds, but none were as notorious as Zwing Hunt. After being shot in the chest at Chandler’s ranch by Billy Breakenridge’s posse, he slowly recovered in his hospital bed. “He expresses great confidence in his ultimate recovery,” reported a journalist for the Nugget, “and swears like a trooper when the attendance or food don’t suit him.” Although Hunt was one of the most reckless and murderous of the Cowboys, Johnny Behan did not bother to place a guard over him. On April 17, 1882, a few weeks after the outlaw was shot, a citizen wrote an open letter to the Epitaph, warning that Hunt “is liable to leave his present quarters at any moment” and suggesting that he be kept in the county jail. But his doctor reported that the Cowboy’s condition was too critical for him to be moved. That, as it turned out, was hardly true.

			Six days later Zwing’s brother Hugh Hunt arrived from Kopperl, Texas, where he was a respectable merchant. Hugh visited Zwing regularly in the county hospital, which lifted the Cowboy’s spirits, and he began to improve. This resulted in further calls for the sheriff to post a guard, but still Behan failed to comply. Four days afterward, on the evening of April 27, Hugh slipped into the hospital and, unseen by anyone, helped Zwing outside and hoisted him onto a horse. The two rode off and disappeared in the darkness. When the Cowboy’s escape was discovered, Buckskin Frank Leslie started in pursuit, but he could not cut their sign and returned to Tombstone empty-handed.1

			The Hunt brothers rode east through the Dragoons to the Swisshelm and Chiricahua mountains, where they hid out for more than a month while Zwing slowly regained his strength. No doubt they intended to return to Texas as soon as Zwing could make the ride. On May 30 they left their camp in the Swisshelms and rode to a remote canyon at the south end of the Chiricahuas. The next morning, just after they cooked breakfast, a volley of gunfire suddenly poured into their camp. At first Hugh thought it was a sheriff’s posse, but he quickly spotted rifle-toting Apaches in the nearby rocks. Zwing jerked his six-gun, fired twice, and yelled to his brother, “Damn it! Go to shooting!”

			Those were his last words. An Apache bullet drilled his left hip, another slammed into his abdomen, and two more struck him in the head. The Cowboy was dead when he hit the ground. Five Apaches kept up a hot fire, and Hugh shot back, emptying his revolver. Then, seeing that Zwing was dead, he sprinted headlong for his horse. The Apaches ran close behind, shooting all the time. Hugh jumped onto his mount and galloped off into the timber without removing the animal’s hobbles. The warriors raced after him on foot. Hunt rode awkwardly a half mile when he quickly stopped to take off the hobbles, then continued his ride. The Apaches followed him for three miles before giving up the chase. Hunt rode to a cavalry encampment and reported the attack. The troopers accompanied him back to the canyon and helped bury Zwing Hunt under three large juniper trees. On one trunk they carved, “Z. Hunt, May 31, 1882.” A despondent Hugh Hunt returned to Tombstone and confessed the entire affair. Probably because his brother had died, he was never charged with helping him escape. To this day the site of Zwing’s death is called Hunt Canyon.2

			While the Hunt boys were hiding out in the Chiricahuas, a pair of army deserters stole several government mules and fled Fort Thomas, on the Gila River. They made their way twenty-six miles east to Safford, where they foolishly purloined a horse that belonged to Joe Hill, the notorious Cowboy. His younger brother, George Hill, fresh from riding in Johnny Behan’s posse after the Earps, started in pursuit. He was accompanied by the Hill brothers’ ranching partner, fellow Cowboy William H. “Billy” Miller, who had also been one of Behan’s possemen. They trailed the deserters a hundred miles east, catching up with them on May 17 in Separ, New Mexico. The fleeing soldiers had arrived in town just before them and were watering their stolen animals at a tank near the railroad tracks. Hill and Miller tied their horses to a fence next to the telegraph office, then approached to within seventy-five yards of the thieves. One of them stepped out from behind the mules and ordered the two Cowboys back. Hill and Miller were too cocky to obey. It was a fatal mistake. The deserter fired a single shot that struck Miller in the neck, severed the spinal column, and exited between his shoulder blades. Billy Miller died instantly. The two soldiers then opened fire on Hill but missed. As Hill returned the fire, the deserters leaped onto two of the mules, raced out of town, and vanished. Six years later Wyatt Earp, referring to this incident, recalled that Billy Miller met his death “quarreling for the possession of a stolen horse.”3

			Meanwhile, Six-Shooter Smith, after the murder of Martin Peel, separated from Zwing Hunt and Billy Grounds and fled Arizona Territory. He made his way to the border town of Laredo, Texas, where he arrived in early June, calling himself California Jim. On the long ride from Arizona, he had lost his horse and everything he owned, except his six-gun, which he pawned in Laredo for five dollars. Six-Shooter Smith then hired on as a cook in the Beehive restaurant. On June 17, 1882, its owner fired the Cowboy and paid him his back wages. Smith bought back his pistol, then returned to the restaurant in a rage. He opened fire at the owner, but missed. A. A. Johnson, Laredo’s assistant city marshal, raced to the scene. As the officer tried to enter the front door, Six-Shooter Smith fired and struck Johnson in the stomach. The lawman dropped, mortally wounded, and died two days later.

			Smith fled north on foot along the newly constructed International & Great Northern Railroad line, pursued by a sheriff’s posse. He spent the next five days walking seventy miles to Cotulla. Along the way he forced railroad hands at gunpoint to feed him. On the evening of June 22, Charley Smith, a former Texas Ranger, and Wesley DeSpain, a seventeen-year-old cowhand, spotted the fugitive near the depot in Millett, ten miles north of Cotulla. They rode toward him, but at a range of thirty yards Six-Shooter Smith threw down on them and opened fire. A pistol ball struck DeSpain in the side and knocked him out of the saddle. Charley Smith leaped from his horse, then triggered three shots with his six-gun. One bullet struck the Cowboy in the hip and pierced his bowels. Six-Shooter Smith dropped, then raised himself up and fired back at Charley Smith. The former Ranger was crouched in a squatting position, and the pistol ball entered his knee, tore along his leg, and lodged in his chest.

			Mexican railroad hands took the wounded men into a section house, where Six-Shooter Smith lingered in great agony until 3:00 a.m. He revealed that his true name was John Henry Hankins and that he had a brother living in Neosho, Missouri. In a tacit admission of his involvement in the murder of Martin Peel, he said that a $1,000 reward had been offered for him in Arizona. He apologized for shooting Charley Smith and spoke tenderly of a woman named Molly. Just before he died, he gasped, “Well, Molly, it’s all over now.” Though Wesley DeSpain recovered from his wound, ex-Ranger Charley Smith was taken to a hospital in San Antonio where he died two days after the gunfight.4

			Within a few weeks, yet another notorious Cowboy met a violent death. John Ringo had returned to Tombstone in May 1882 to stand trial for robbing the Galeyville poker game nine months earlier. Probably because none of the prosecuting witnesses appeared in court, the charge was dismissed. Ringo left Tombstone, but returned in late June, began drinking heavily, and went on what the Epitaph called “an extended jamboree.” An Epitaph reporter who talked with him later wrote, “He was subject to frequent fits of melancholy and had an abnormal fear of being killed.” The journalist added that Ringo “said he was as certain of being killed as he was of being living then. He said he might run along for a couple of years more, and may not last two days.” Exactly what men he feared, Ringo did not say, but Wyatt Earp and Doc Holliday were undoubtedly two of them. The reporter also explained that Ringo “frequently threatened to commit suicide, and that event was expected at any time.”

			The Cowboy left Tombstone on July 8 and rode to a ranch in the South Pass of the Dragoons, where he ate dinner the next night. The following day he continued on toward Galeyville, soon encountering Billy Breakenridge on the trail. “I met John Ringo in the South Pass of the Dragoon Mountains,” recalled the deputy. “It was shortly after noon. Ringo was very drunk, reeling in the saddle, and said he was going to Galeyville. It was in the summer and a very hot day. He offered me a drink out of a bottle half-full of whiskey, and he had another full bottle. I tasted it and it was too hot to drink. It burned my lips.”

			Breakenridge tried to get the Cowboy to accompany him to a nearby ranch, but Ringo refused and rode on to Galeyville. There he continued his heavy drinking for several days, then rode about forty miles to the west side of the Chiricahuas. At about three o’clock on the afternoon of July 13, 1882, a rancher’s family that lived near the entrance to Morse Canyon heard a single gunshot but paid no attention to it. The next day a teamster, passing by a large oak tree next to the canyon road, spotted a man sitting under the tree, his back propped up by the trunk. It was John Ringo. His right hand firmly clenched his .45 Colt revolver. There was a bullet entry wound in his right temple and an exit wound in the top of his skull. Next to him rested his Winchester, and around his waist were two cartridge belts, one each for his pistol and rifle. His boots were gone, and his feet were protected only by his socks and by his undershirt that he had torn into strips.

			Local ranchers held an inquest and found that John Ringo had committed suicide, then buried him next to the oak tree. One of them found his horse almost two weeks later, about two miles distant. Some Arizonans refused to believe that the King of the Cowboys, as the Tucson Citizen dubbed him, had taken his own life. Wild yarns that claimed, variously, that he had been slain by Wyatt Earp or Doc Holliday had no basis in fact; both were in Colorado when Ringo died. Billy Breakenridge later provided the most probable account of his demise, saying that Ringo “had been overcome with the whiskey he had drunk and had got off his horse, taken off his boots and hung them over his saddle, and lain down and gone to sleep. His horse became thirsty and got away from him and started for water.” The deputy added, “When Ringo awoke, he must have been crazed for water and started out afoot. He was within sound of running water when he became crazed with thirst and killed himself.”5

			Breakenridge also recalled, “Frank Leslie tried to curry favor with the Earp sympathizers by claiming that he met Ringo and had to kill him in self-defense, but the evidence proved this to be a lie. We all knew that Leslie would not care to tackle him even when he was drunk.” But Buckskin Frank would soon have a very real encounter with another notorious Cowboy. Billy Claiborne had a mixed reputation. As Galeyville hotelkeeper Tom Whitehead explained, “Young Billy worked for me in my hotel. He waits on table and is a quiet, inoffensive young fellow, if left alone; but he will shoot a man who tries to impose on him.” After fleeing from the street fight in Tombstone, Billy Claiborne was tried twice for killing a man in a Charleston saloon quarrel. Not surprisingly, the first trial ended in a hung jury. His second trial, in May 1882, resulted in an acquittal. A month later Mexican horse thieves stole twenty-six head from Pete Spence near Bisbee. Claiborne trailed the stolen herd across the border to Fronteras, Mexico, where he and Spence recovered some of the animals.6

			In later years a fictional story circulated that Claiborne believed that Leslie had killed John Ringo, and that as a result he harbored a bitter grudge against Buckskin Frank. In fact, Claiborne and Leslie had been on good terms, but they had a falling-out over the sheriff’s election in the fall of 1882. Johnny Behan had sought to keep his job, but at the Democratic convention in Tombstone, he failed to secure the nomination. Behan’s deputy, Dave Neagle, also did not get the Democratic nomination, so he ran as an independent against the Republican candidate, Jerome L. Ward. This split the Democratic vote and resulted in Ward’s election as sheriff. Billy Claiborne supported Neagle, while Buckskin Frank supported Ward. On November 14, two weeks after the election, a drunken Claiborne stepped into the Oriental Saloon, where Leslie worked as a bartender. He approached Buckskin Frank and three friends who were talking at the bar. Claiborne made a comment about Dave Neagle, then told the group, “Anyone who would vote for Ward is a son of a bitch.”

			“Billy, don’t interfere,” Leslie told him. “Those people are friends among themselves and are not talking about politics at all, and don’t want you about.”

			Claiborne unleashed a torrent of oaths, and Buckskin Frank finally took him by the collar and led him to the door. As the young Cowboy exited the saloon, he said, “That’s all right Leslie, I’ll get even on you.”

			Claiborne soon returned, with a rifle scabbard slung over one shoulder and a Winchester swinging in his right hand. He spotted William Henry Bush, an African American bootblack, and announced, “I am going to kill Frank Leslie.”

			“Billy, don’t go over there,” Bush pleaded. “Give me your gun.”

			“No, you black son of a bitch,” the Cowboy snarled. “I will kill you.”

			Bush and another bystander rushed to warn the patrons in the Oriental that Claiborne was armed with a rifle and concealed behind a fruit stand across the street. Buckskin Frank stepped outside with a six-shooter and called out, “Billy, don’t shoot, I don’t want you to kill me, nor do I want to have to shoot you.”

			But before he could finish speaking, Claiborne fired and missed. That was a deadly mistake. Buckskin Frank triggered a single shot, which drilled the Cowboy’s left kidney and exited near the spine. As Leslie stepped forward with his six-gun at full cock, Claiborne gasped, “Don’t shoot again, I am killed.”

			Billy Claiborne died thirty minutes later, and a coroner’s jury promptly found that Buckskin Frank had acted in self-defense.7

			Like John Ringo and Billy Claiborne, their Cowboy comrade Johnny Barnes also became the subject of fictitious stories. Most of them were created by Wyatt’s gambler friend Fred Dodge, who in his memoirs falsely claimed to have been an undercover agent for Wells Fargo in Tombstone. One of Dodge’s yarns alleged that Barnes had been part of the gang that held up the Tombstone stage and killed Bud Philpott and Peter Roerig. Dodge also claimed that Barnes was one of the men who tried to assassinate Virgil Earp in Tombstone. Yet another of his tales asserted that Wyatt Earp shot and wounded Barnes in the fatal gunfight with Curly Bill, and that the Cowboy died of his wounds in the fall of 1882. None of those stories was true. In fact, Johnny Barnes, after riding in Sheriff Behan’s posse after the Earps, disappeared for a few months. He resurfaced in September 1882 as a member of a gang of horse thieves led by Pete Spence. Then Barnes rode east to the remote mining town of Clifton, nestled in the mountains about thirty miles from the New Mexico line. There he joined a gang of robbers and killers led by Jim “Kid” Lewis, whose true name was James Bartlett.

			On the night of May 21, 1883, Johnny Barnes held up and robbed the Lordsburg stage eight miles from Clifton. A few weeks later, on the night of June 6, he was walking down a Clifton street, accompanied by G. W. Gray, a saloonkeeper. Shots rang out, and Gray died instantly. Barnes claimed that two men had opened fire on them and that he had dropped to the ground to avoid the shots. However, local officers believed that Barnes and Kid Lewis had killed Gray in a robbery attempt. An arrest warrant was issued for the two desperadoes, and New Mexico officers captured Kid Lewis a month later in Silver City. Lewis won his release due to lack of evidence. He then committed another murder in Clifton, and in September 1883 a posse shot Lewis dead when he resisted arrest.8

			By that time Johnny Barnes had drifted east to the ranch owned by a murderous desperado, Joel Fowler, located in the Gallinas Mountains near White Oaks, New Mexico. Fowler, who had allegedly killed thirteen men in Texas and New Mexico, was reportedly Barnes’s cousin. On September 17, 1883, two of Fowler’s enemies, George “Pony” Neal and William “Butcher Knife Bill” Childes, lay in ambush for the Texas badman at his ranch. Two years earlier Fowler had killed Pony Neal’s brother. When Fowler, Barnes, and several cowhands rode up, Pony and Butcher Knife Bill opened fire. Fowler shot back, hitting Butcher Knife Bill with a shotgun blast. Then Johnny Barnes shot Childes in the head, killing him. Pony Neal fled in a hail of lead and took refuge in a nearby house. As the two sides exchanged gunfire, the owner of the house rode up and tried to persuade Neal to surrender. Neal shot him dead. Then Fowler ordered his cowhands to set the besieged house on fire, and Pony Neal died in the inferno.

			Joel Fowler claimed that they had acted in self-defense, and after a court hearing he was released. But six weeks later he stabbed a man to death in a Socorro saloon. For New Mexican authorities, that was the final straw. Fowler, Barnes, and one of the cowhands were jailed in Socorro and charged with murder. Barnes soon admitted his role in the shoot-out, and also confessed his robbery of the Clifton stage. Barnes and the cowhand turned state’s evidence, and Fowler was convicted of the last murder and sentenced to hang. His sentence proved to be irrelevant, however. On January 23, 1884, the town’s vigilantes, known as the Socorro Stranglers, broke into the jail, dragged him down the street, and lynched him from a tree. Johnny Barnes wisely pleaded guilty to a charge of accessory to the murders of Pony Neal and Butcher Knife Bill and received an eight-year jolt in the federal penitentiary at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas. He was one of the few Cowboys to suffer punishment under the law.9

			Newspapers nationwide reported the killings of Pony Neal and Butcher Knife Bill. The wire reports incorrectly identified Pony Neal as “Pony Deal.” However, the notorious Pony Diehl met a less sanguinary fate. After the killing of Curly Bill, he fled back to New Mexico, where he rejoined his old comrade John Kinney. The King of the Rustlers and his gang shipped hundreds of head of stolen cattle to El Paso, where they were received by Diehl, who was known in the border town as Charley Ray. Diehl then sold the cattle to El Paso butchers and livestock brokers with no questions asked. Finally, in January 1883, New Mexico’s governor ordered the territorial militia into the field to crush Kinney’s operation. Because the volunteer militia was not part of the regular army, they were not hamstrung by the posse comitatus law. The militiamen, led by Kinney’s old nemesis, Albert Jennings Fountain, tracked down and killed two of the gang and captured fifteen more. On March 7, 1883, a company of volunteers from Shakespeare, known as the Shakespeare Guards, captured Kinney on the Gila River in Arizona, five miles from the New Mexico line. Kinney was accompanied by his wife, Juana Provencio, his brother Tom, and several of his gang. They were driving three dozen horses and mules and several hundred head of stolen cattle.

			John Kinney was brought to trial just a month later, with Fountain now acting as prosecuting attorney. The jury promptly convicted him of cattle theft and sentenced the rustler king to five years in the Kansas state penitentiary, which then held some prisoners from New Mexico. Fountain and his men personally escorted Kinney to prison. During the trial, the freight agent for the Santa Fe Railroad produced a bill of lading that showed that on January 22, 1883, Charles Ray of El Paso had received a carload of cattle shipped by John Kinney from New Mexico. An arrest warrant was promptly issued, but Pony Diehl fled to Mexico. New Mexico cattlemen contributed money for a manhunt, and in June 1883 Mexican officials captured the notorious Cowboy and jailed him in Chihuahua.10

			Pony Diehl soon found himself extradited back to the U.S. and behind bars in Las Cruces. “The importance of this arrest can hardly be over-estimated in view of the man’s thorough bad character, his long career of crime, and his association with the leading criminals of southern New Mexico,” declared a Las Cruces newspaperman. Pony’s case came to trial ten months later, in April 1884, and once again Fountain was the prosecutor. Several witnesses testified that Diehl, whom they knew as Charles Ray, had received twenty head of stolen cattle in El Paso and had paid a butcher to slaughter them. Diehl then took the stand and admitted shipping the beef, but said he had only done it as a favor to John Kinney. When Fountain cross-examined him, he declined to say how he acquired the cattle, refused to provide any details of his personal history, and would not even admit that he was known as Pony Diehl. The jury convicted him and he received a five-year term in the territorial prison in Santa Fe.11

			While the case had been pending trial, the governor of Arizona issued a requisition for Diehl, asking that he be returned to stand trial on the charges against him for robbing the Bisbee stage. However, he first had to finish his prison term in New Mexico. Pony Diehl had other ideas. On February 20, 1885, while at work in the rock quarry, Diehl and a fellow prisoner overpowered two guards, took away their guns, and fled into the mountains. His freedom was short-lived, for officers recaptured the pair twelve days later and returned them to prison. Early in 1887 Diehl warned the warden that someone had tried to saw off a bar to a window in the prison kitchen. The territorial governor decided that he had rendered “a service in behalf of the safety and good government of a penal institution that is invariably rewarded by executive recognition in commutation or pardon.” He pardoned Pony Diehl, who was promptly set free. The editor of the Las Cruces newspaper decried the release of “this notorious horse and cattle thief, stage robber and murderer and one of the Kinney gang” and called for him to be returned to Arizona. But Arizona authorities were never notified. Pony Diehl vanished completely, and his fate remains unknown.12

			Meanwhile, the Redfield brothers, Len and Hank, had learned nothing from the violent deaths of so many of their Cowboy comrades. Their ranches, located near present-day Redington, continued to be the headquarters for bandits and outlaws. The Redfields should have known better. Len, forty-eight, and Hank, four years younger, were successful ranchers, but greed got the better of them. As a friend recalled, “Len Redfield could have lived in comfort all his life without resorting to crime. He had a valuable ranch, well supplied with cattle and other stock. He was considered one of the most prosperous men in that part of the Territory. But he led a double life.” In the summer of 1883, the Redfields harbored a trio of desperadoes, Red Jack Almer, Charley Hensley, and Joe Tuttle, and Len helped them plan a stage robbery.

			On August 10 the three ruffians ambushed a coach near Riverside station, now Kelvin, on the Gila River. A young Wells Fargo messenger, John H. Collins, rode next to the driver. The road agents opened fire without warning, killing Collins. Then the bandits broke open the Wells Fargo strongbox and removed more than $2,000 in gold and silver coins. In their panicked haste to flee the scene, they left behind Red Jack’s belt and knife, Tuttle’s saddlebags, and a hatchet that belonged to Len Redfield. A posse tracked the killers forty-five miles south to Len Redfield’s ranch. They captured Len Redfield and Joe Tuttle, but Red Jack Almer and Charley Hensley escaped. Redfield and Tuttle were lodged in jail in Florence, where the latter made a full confession. On September 2, 1883, an enraged mob broke into the jail and hanged them both. A month later a posse led by Sheriff Bob Paul tracked down Red Jack Almer and Charley Hensley and killed the pair in a pitched gun battle. Hank Redfield managed to avoid arrest, but three years later he committed suicide.13

			Joe Hill was the next Cowboy to cash in his chips. In 1882 Hill sold his ranch in the San Simon Cienega and acquired grazing land near Bowie, Arizona. On December 3, 1884, he was driving a herd of cattle into Bowie. As reckless as ever, he spurred his horse into a full gallop and the animal stumbled, throwing him hard to the ground. Badly injured, Joe Hill died an hour later. Wyatt Earp, in describing the incident, explained, “I expect the horse fell backward on Joe.” Not surprisingly, the local newspaper, the Willcox Stockman, ignored Hill’s violent past, calling him “one of the most widely known cattlemen in this section” and declaring that “he was well known throughout Southern Arizona, and had a host of friends who will mourn his untimely fate.” Joe’s brother George had better luck. He gave up the outlaw trail and in 1887 legally changed his surname back to his original family name, Olney. Beginning in 1883 he served capably as a deputy sheriff and then won election as sheriff of Graham County, a post he held from 1891 to 1895. George Olney became a prominent businessman and politician and even made an unsuccessful run for governor of Arizona in 1916. By that time his connection with the Cowboys had been totally forgotten. When Olney died in 1927, he was probably the last survivor of the gang.14

			Ike Clanton, as desperately as he had tried to portray himself as an honest Cochise County rancher, could not escape his violent and thieving nature. In the fall of 1882, he and his brother Phin moved their ranching operations east to Apache County, Arizona, where their sister Mary and her husband, Ebin Stanley, lived. Stanley, as an army private, had been awarded the Medal of Honor for gallantry in action against hostile Apaches in 1873. However, his association with the Clanton brothers would prove his downfall. In July 1883 he and Phin Clanton were indicted for altering brands on stolen cattle. The case came to trial in February 1884, and both were acquitted. On the night of December 27, 1885, Francisco Baca, deputy treasurer of Apache County, reported that five masked robbers had entered his home in St. Johns. While two guarded his family, the other three marched him to the courthouse, where they forced him to open the safe and remove $11,000 in cash. The robbers fled, but very quickly local officers arrested Ike and Phin Clanton, brother-in-law Ebin Stanley, and two other hard cases, Lee Renfro and Buck Henderson. All were released due to lack of evidence, but they soon became known as the Clanton gang. More than a year later, Francisco Baca himself was arrested and charged with stealing the money and inventing the robbery story as a cover. A jury convicted him of embezzlement, and he received a ten-year term in Yuma prison. But Ike Clanton and his men may have been guilty after all. In 1889 evidence surfaced that supported Baca’s account and the Arizona governor issued him a full pardon.15

			Meanwhile, Ike could not stay out of trouble. On May 19, 1886, he quarreled with a gambler, Pablo Romero, over a card game in a saloon in Springerville. Both men opened fire. Clanton shot Romero in the hip and in return received a minor gunshot wound in one leg. Six months later, on November 6, 1886, a rancher named Isaac Ellinger visited Phin’s ranch to complain about a friend of the Clantons who had jumped his claim. Several men were in the house, including Ike, Phin, and their partner Lee Renfro, who was a notorious Texas desperado. Renfro became enraged by Ellinger’s complaints. He whipped out his pistol and shot the unarmed rancher, inflicting a mortal wound. Ike and Phin supplied Renfro with a horse, and the killer escaped. A warrant for murder was issued for Renfro’s arrest, but he disappeared into the White Mountains of eastern Arizona.16

			The Clanton gang became the most active cattle rustlers in Apache County. One of their main victims was the county’s biggest ranching operation, the Aztec Land and Cattle Company. Popularly known as the Hashknife Outfit, and partly owned by the Continental Cattle Company, its owners had long been frustrated by rampant cattle theft. In an effort to stop it, they hired Jonas V. Brighton, one of the most remarkable detectives and manhunters of the American frontier. The forty-year-old Brighton had a checkered career. He served honorably as a teenage Union soldier in the Civil War, then worked as a drover on the cattle trails from Texas to Kansas. In April 1875 Brighton and two friends broke into a railroad boxcar in the cowtown of Hays City, Kansas, and stole $600 in goods. Convicted of theft, he served four years in the Kansas state prison, and upon his release began a long career as a detective and undercover operative. In his first big case, the 1880 murder of Dr. Perry Talbott in Missouri, Brighton went undercover and secured confessions from the doctor’s two sons. Both were convicted and legally hanged. In one of his most famous exploits, he infiltrated the train robbery gang of Chris Evans and John Sontag in Visalia, California, and set up the capture of Evans in 1894.17

			Brighton arrived in Springerville, Arizona, in 1886. As he later related, “I was sent there by the Continental Cattle Company, of Illinois, to do what I could toward breaking up a gang of desperadoes and cattle rustlers known as the Clanton gang. My wife and I drove from Pecos Station, Texas, to Arizona in a wagon, and went direct to Springerville, which was the gang’s headquarters. They were a tough set, who would rather shoot a man than stop to argue a question. Their system of operating was to steal from the stock people, who were mostly Mormons, and then run the cattle down into Mexico, where they would be disposed of.” Brighton posed as a saloonkeeper and cattle rustler and quickly befriended many of Apache County’s thieves and ruffians, among them the Clantons. To them he became known as “Rawhide Jake,” and over the ensuing months he secretly compiled enough evidence to warrant prosecution.18

			In April 1887, based largely on Brighton’s work, the Apache County grand jury indicted Ike and Phin, along with Ebin Stanley, for cattle theft. Phin was quickly jailed, but Ike vanished. On May 14 Brighton and Deputy Sheriff Albert Miller rode out of Springerville and headed south into the White Mountains in search of Ike Clanton and Lee Renfro. They spent the next two weeks hunting for them, without success. On May 31, 1887, Brighton and Miller stayed the night with a rancher at his remote cabin on Eagle Creek, about fifty miles south of Springerville. The next morning they started to prepare breakfast. Brighton recalled, “As we were kindling a fire, we heard the clatter of horse’s hoofs along the trail, and glancing up we saw Ike Clanton approaching.” Brighton stepped to the cabin door and greeted Ike. The Cowboy did not know that Rawhide Jake was hunting him and returned the salutation. A moment later, however, Ike spotted Miller standing behind Brighton and recognized him as a deputy sheriff. Clanton wheeled his horse around, at the same time yanking his Winchester from its scabbard.
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			Jonas V. Brighton, the noted detective and manhunter who shot and killed Ike Clanton in 1887.

			Author’s Collection.

			“Halt!” shouted Brighton. “Throw up your hands!”

			Ike paid no heed and, resting his rifle across his left forearm, prepared to fire.

			“Shoot the son of a bitch!” Miller yelled to Brighton. As the detective said later, “Clanton refused to halt and I fired at him, hitting him under the arm. He reeled in the saddle, and I gave him another, which struck the cantle of the saddle and went through his body. He dropped, and when we ran up we found him as dead as a mackerel.” Brighton added, “I pulled off his footgear, high top boots that cost Clanton twelve dollars, and were inlaid with silver stars and had a fine pair of silver spurs at the heels, and put them on my feet.” Then, with the help of some local cowhands, they buried him nearby. A local journalist provided the forty-year-old Cowboy’s most fitting epitaph: “Thus ended the wild career of poor, deluded, misguided Ike Clanton.”19

			Rawhide Jake kept up his work against the Clanton gang. Five weeks later, on July 8, 1887, he was tracking thieves who had stolen cattle from the San Carlos Indian Reservation. Brighton was accompanied by an army officer and several cavalrymen. They rode toward Big Bonito Creek in the White Mountains, about twenty miles northwest of the spot where Clanton died. As Brighton and the soldiers rode along Big Bonito Creek, they spotted a man on foot, in his shirtsleeves, walking out of a side canyon. He was about 150 yards distant, and several troopers rode forward to question him. Then they ordered the man to accompany them back to the spot where Brighton and the officer were standing next to their horses. As they got close, Brighton suddenly recognized the stranger. Pulling his gun, he called out twice, “Lee Renfro, throw up your hands.”

			Renfro instead went for his six-gun. It was a fatal mistake. Brighton fired a single shot that struck him just above the heart. Before Renfro died, he asked Rawhide Jake, “Did you shoot me for money?”

			“No,” the detective replied. “I shot you because you resisted arrest.”20

			Phin Clanton was brought to trial and convicted of cattle theft. The judge sentenced him to ten years in Yuma. Prosecutors then offered Ebin Stanley a deal: stand trial or get out of Arizona Territory. He promptly moved to New Mexico. Phin served a year and a half, then obtained a pardon when it turned out that one of the trial witnesses had committed perjury. But Phin could not keep his nose clean. In 1890 he was arrested for cattle theft in Clifton. Four years later he was tried and acquitted in Globe on a charge of burglary. Subsequently, Phin seems to have reformed. He married and acquired a small goat ranch south of Globe, but regularly associated with his old comrade Pete Spence. When he died in 1906, most Arizona newspapers forgot—or ignored—his former connection with the Cowboys. “Deceased was aged 63 years,” declared one widely reprinted report, “and had led an eventful life in earlier days, having been an Indian fighter of great bravery.”21

			But it was Pete Spence who had perhaps the bloodiest epilogue of any of the Cowboys. He either divorced or abandoned his abused wife, Marietta. In October 1882 he was arrested on charges of smuggling cattle from Mexico, but got released due to lack of evidence. Spence then moved to Grant County, New Mexico, and took another wife. By this time the false stories about the Earps as stage robbers had been accepted by most Democratic journalists. When Pete received an appointment as a deputy sheriff in 1886, he was praised by the Silver City Enterprise as “one of the best peace officers in the west” and “one of the combination who broke up the Earp gang in Arizona.” Though Spence made several legitimate arrests of outlaws, in August he beat a prisoner to death with his pistol. Pete escaped punishment, but his career as a New Mexico lawman was over.22

			He returned to Arizona, and in June 1888 got into a wild shoot-out with Julio Martinez and several other Hispanics in a saloon in Morenci. A bullet from Martinez’s pistol grazed Spence’s forehead, and in turn he shot Martinez dead. Pete told a coroner’s inquest that he had acted in self-defense, and the eyewitnesses were unable to agree as to who fired the fatal shot. The Cowboy went free. By 1893 Pete was running a saloon in a board shanty at Sentinel, a rail stop forty-five miles west of Gila Bend. On March 18 he and another saloonkeeper, Ramon Estrella, engaged in a drunken quarrel. Estrella later claimed that he had been asleep in his saloon when Spence came in and, without provocation, shot him once in the back and twice in the left side. But according to Spence, he, with Estrella and several others, had been drinking at a campfire near the saloon. “Ramon was laying about eight feet from the fire,” said Pete, “and when I come up I got pretty close to the fire, and he pointed the pistol right at me, a .45 pistol, and fired, and then I fired.” Estrella’s wounds were serious but not fatal, and Pete found himself charged with assault with intent to kill. He posted a $300 bond and was released pending trial.23

			Newspaper reports claimed that local Hispanics vowed revenge against Spence, and that “five Mexicans formed a combination to do him up.” That may have been true, for two weeks later, on March 31, 1893, Pete shot to death a Mexican near the Sentinel railroad station. When the eastbound train pulled out, its passengers and crew saw the body next to the tracks. A week after that, on April 6, Pete shot and killed another Mexican who he believed was a witness to his shooting of Estrella. In each case he surrendered and apparently proved self-defense. Newspapers exaggerated his shootings, claiming he had killed five men in as many weeks. Pete’s friends, however, told journalists the opposite—that he had only shot and wounded one man. In June a jury convicted him of wounding Ramon Estrella and he received a five-year term in Yuma prison for aggravated assault.24
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			The notorious Pete Spence, wearing his convict stripes in Yuma prison, 1893.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			Spence served only fifteen months, then received a pardon on the grounds of good behavior and new evidence, not presented at the trial, which showed that he had acted in self-defense. After that he seems to have led an honest life. He prospected for gold and worked intermittently as a deputy sheriff and mine guard. When Spence visited Tombstone in 1901, a journalist called on him to tell “what became of Curly Bill, and if he choose, enlighten the public as to who did kill Morgan Earp.” But Pete was not talking. Although it became common knowledge that his true name was Elliott Larkin Ferguson, no effort was made to return him to Texas to face the old charges of robbing the Goliad bank in 1876. He wed Phin Clanton’s widow in 1910, signing the marriage license with his real name, E. L. Ferguson. He ran Phin’s goat ranch and died there of pneumonia on January 30, 1914. The Tombstone Epitaph eulogized him as “a well known character throughout the southwest,” and concluded, “He had been a cattleman in Arizona for more than a third of a century.” Not surprisingly, the Epitaph said nothing about Pete Spence having been one of the most murderous cattle thieves and desperadoes in Arizona’s bloody history.25

			Like Spence, the notorious Cowboy Jerry Barton followed a violent career. In 1882 he was tried for killing Edwin Merrill in Charleston. The jury acquitted him on grounds of self-defense. Barton then opened a saloon in Fairbank, nine miles west of Tombstone, got married, and managed to avoid trouble for a few years. In January 1886 he quarreled with James B. Smith, justice of the peace at Fairbank, and beat him mercilessly. Although Barton was charged with assault to kill, a jury convicted him only of simple assault. Barton was released after paying a twenty-five-dollar fine. But finally he went too far.

			On May 17, 1887, Jerry Barton visited Tombstone, where he encountered sixty-year-old Edward Swift. Barton demanded that Swift pay an outstanding bar bill from his Fairbank saloon, but Swift declared that he was not responsible for the charges. A furious Barton knocked Swift down, for which he was promptly arrested and fined eight dollars. Barton, now even more enraged, found Swift in front of the Oriental Saloon. He seized him by the throat, then struck heavy blows to his face and neck. Swift fell backward off the sidewalk, striking the back of his head on the street. Within two minutes he died from a broken neck. This was the third man Barton had slain in Arizona, and his victim was a prominent member of Tombstone’s volunteer fire department. A jury convicted the ex-Cowboy of manslaughter, and the judge sentenced him to three years in the Yuma prison. After his release, Barton ran a succession of saloons in Prescott, Safford, and Benson, and changed his evil ways. Finally, after suffering a series of ailments, he died in Tucson on June 4, 1904, aged fifty-three.26

			One of the few Cowboy leaders to evade the law and achieve a measure of financial success was Nick Hughes. In 1887 he disposed of his ranch in the San Simon Cienega and purchased grazing land near Lordsburg, New Mexico. Hughes raised large herds of cattle and opened a butcher shop in Lordsburg. Within ten years he had one of the biggest cattle ranches in the area, where he raised a large family with his second wife. Newcomers accepted him as a respectable pioneer, and Nick kept his disreputable past a secret. When he gave an account of his life to the editor of a volume on New Mexico history, he naturally omitted any mention of his career as a Comanchero, smuggler, and Cowboy. By 1902 his business had failed, probably because the days of illicit profits from wide-open smuggling and cattle theft were over. A newspaperman who interviewed him provided Nick’s version: “He was entirely too liberal in dealing with customers, and carried too many mañana accounts on his books. The only thing that worries ‘Old Nick’ is the fear that his children may die in the poor house.” That was ironic, for an impoverished Nick Hughes ended up in the old soldiers’ home in Sawtelle, California, where he died in 1920 at the age of eighty.27

			Nick’s son Jimmy, the Pet of the San Simon, had an even less stellar career. During the roundup of the John Kinney gang in 1883, he was arrested by the Shakespeare Guards but managed to avoid a prison term. In March 1887 Jimmy found himself on trial in Lordsburg on a charge of horse theft, but a jury acquitted him. Five months later he outrode a posse hunting train robbers near Stein’s Pass, New Mexico. The officers captured Jimmy’s four companions, who turned out to be innocent of the holdup charges. Hughes, a handsome ladies’ man, then married three times and fathered three children with his last wife. His newfound domesticity seems to have put a halt to his career as a livestock thief, but not to his propensity for violence.28

			[image: photo]

			Nick Hughes, one of the last of the Cowboys. He died in 1920.

			Author’s Collection.

			In 1895 Jimmy moved with his wife and children to Big Bug, a mining camp near Prescott, Arizona, where he opened a saloon. Soon after, on June 17, he quarreled with a gambler, Billy Wolf, over a game of cards. When the dust settled, Hughes was the victor and Wolf was missing an eye. Many of Jimmy’s customers were Mexican, for he was half-Hispanic, spoke Spanish, and his wife was Latina. Some of his patrons made the mistake of shooting out the lights in his saloon whenever he was absent. On the night on November 17, 1896, he was at his nearby home when he heard a shot fired inside the saloon. He walked in and demanded to know who had done it. When a Mexican admitted the shooting, Jimmy exclaimed, “That is all right.”

			Then he returned to his house, picked up a double-barreled shotgun, and stepped into the saloon. The Mexican backed up against the wall and yanked out his six-shooter. Jimmy instantly pulled both triggers, and a double blast of buckshot slammed into the man, killing him instantly. Hughes rode into Prescott and gave himself up. He was released after showing that he had fired in self-defense. A month later, on December 20, Jimmy encountered another of his customers, named Candelaria, and demanded that he pay his outstanding bar bill. Candelaria asked Hughes to walk with him to the saloon, where he would turn over the money. As they approached the saloon, Candelaria suddenly whipped out a knife made from a file.

			“You have gone far enough,” he declared, and made a swing at Jimmy. As Hughes leaped back, Candelaria lost his footing and fell to the ground. It was a lucky break for the Pet of the San Simon. He jerked his pistol and fired five times. Only two shots hit their mark, but that was enough. One slug ripped into Candelaria’s wrist, and another tore into his abdomen, a mortal wound. Candelaria died the next day, and Jimmy was charged with murder. The charges hung over his head for almost a year until they were finally dismissed.29

			Jimmy’s two killings earned him many enemies among the Spanish-speaking miners in Big Bug. Two weeks after shooting Candelaria, and probably at his wife’s urging, he sold his saloon and moved back to Lordsburg. But before long Hughes was back in the liquor business, running a saloon with a partner in Clifton, Arizona. One night in January 1899, he and his bartender were accosted by a masked robber who covered them with a six-shooter and demanded the contents of the safe. Jimmy seized the muzzle of the bandit’s gun, and as the two struggled he managed to tear off his mask. The footpad fired twice, at point-blank range. Jimmy’s luck held out, and both bullets narrowly missed his head. The ex-Cowboy had had enough. “Partner, you’re too tough for me!” Jimmy exclaimed. “I’ll see you later!”

			Hughes raced out the door, and the robber took $200 from the safe and fled. Local officers quickly captured him, however, and he confessed his guilt. But Jimmy Hughes’s luck soon ran out. He developed serious liver disease, either from hepatitis or heavy drinking, and did not live out the year. Hughes died on November 22, 1899, aged thirty-five years. The Pet of the San Simon was buried in the cemetery at Shakespeare, where he rests today near his old Cowboy pals Russian Bill and Sandy King.30

			And what of the man who started it all? John Kinney served almost three years in the Kansas state prison. Although he claimed to be impoverished, he was able to pay his lawyers to file an appeal, which was unsuccessful. Then his attorneys brought a second appeal on the grounds that the trial court had incorrectly denied their request for a continuance so they would have time to locate defense witnesses. In 1886 the New Mexico Supreme Court agreed and reversed the conviction. Kinney was released, and later that year the case against him was dismissed, probably because key prosecution witnesses could not be found. Prison seems to have reformed John Kinney. In 1890 he moved to Phoenix, where he purchased a livery stable called the Dublin Corral. At the outbreak of the Spanish–American War in 1898, he went to Cuba and worked as a civilian employee of the U.S. Army. He returned to Arizona in 1900 and bought a mine at Big Bug. Kinney prospered and acquired more mining claims, naming one in 1905 after his twenty-two-year-old daughter and constant companion, Mary. Kinney employed numerous miners and became well-known and respected in Prescott and Phoenix.31

			[image: photo]

			John Kinney and his daughter, Mary, in 1905.

			Author’s Collection.

			Ever garrulous and a spinner of tall tales, he enjoyed sitting with cronies in Prescott’s courthouse plaza, weaving yarns about his frontier adventures. Soon the King of the Rustlers became known as “Captain Kinney,” because he claimed to have been a Texas Ranger captain. He also told friends that he had joined the Rough Riders and served with them in Cuba, but his name does not appear on the official roster. “Captain John Kinney,” declared a Prescott newspaperman in 1910, “has the unique record of being the oldest in residence in Arizona. He served in the army along the Rio Grande before the Gadsden Purchase was made, and was one of the first American soldiers to reach Tucson when possession of the strip was formally taken.” Given that the Gadsden Purchase took effect in 1854 when Kinney was six years old, that would have been an extraordinary accomplishment.32

			Citizens and journalists in Prescott swallowed his wild yarns hook, line, and sinker. Few, if any, knew a thing about his lawless career five decades earlier. When John Kinney died on August 25, 1919, aged seventy-two, the Prescott newspaper ran his obituary on the front page, declaring that he “was known in the southwest as one of the most daring and courageous in the annals of men who were sacrificing and unflinching to preserve law and order.” Incredible as it seems, the newspaper asserted that Kinney “followed a civil career as an official which brought him into conspicuous rating in New Mexico, when as a deputy sheriff and the chosen head of posses to run down criminals, he attained renown that still endures. His exploits in bandit fields are best known and shown by five bullet wounds in his body, and his sagacity in running down the notorious Billy the Kid closed a criminal wave in New Mexico of death and destruction without a parallel in border lawlessness. Captain Kinney stepped aside to give to Sheriff Pat Garrett of Lincoln County this honor.” It was a flagrantly fictitious farewell to one of the most ruthless and murderous outlaw chieftains of the Old West.33

			Over the years Wyatt Earp had closely followed the bloody fates of many of his Cowboy enemies. In a published interview in 1888, just six years after he rode out of Arizona Territory, he provided a newspaperman a list of thirty-three of the Cowboys and carefully detailed how sixteen of them had met violent deaths. But Wyatt himself, as well as his brothers, would have their own travails with the law.34
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			The Sunset Trail

			Not much slipped by Thomas C. Toler, chief of police of Hot Springs. His town, situated in the Ouachita Mountains of central Arkansas, had long been a popular resort for health-seekers drawn to its mineral baths. It was also a wide-open burg with bordellos and illegal gambling houses operating under the protection of Toler and his officers. The thirty-two-year-old chief was a tough character; in 1884 he shot and killed a gun-toting gambler who had threatened to kill him. One of Hot Springs’ most popular gambling dens was the National Club Rooms and Saloon, located at 121 Central Avenue. There, on the night of March 5, 1885, three strangers went on a losing streak in a high-stakes faro game. After the place closed, Chief Toler got a tip that the trio had bribed the club’s porter to lend them the keys so they could sneak back in and steal the dealer’s cards. Toler learned that the gamblers had then gone to their hotel to “cold deck”—or mark—the playing cards.

			Chief Toler alerted the owner of the National Club Rooms, who let him inside. The officer quickly concealed himself and waited for the trio to return. It wasn’t long before they unlocked the door, slipped back in, and began replacing the marked cards in the dealer’s faro box. Toler later said that he “swooped down on them” and arrested all three. He lodged the cardsharps in the city jail and charged them with attempted burglary. One of them was a lanky, handsome thirty-six-year-old. As Toler recalled, he “smilingly confessed his little game” and insisted “that little things like that were thought nothing of out west.” Toler added that the swindler “was somewhat surprised at being landed in jail.” The next morning the man and his two partners appeared in justice court and were released on a promise that they leave town immediately. They did so, and never returned to Hot Springs. The name of the tall, handsome sharper was Wyatt Earp.1

			This would not be his last brush with the law. After avoiding extradition to Arizona in 1882, Wyatt had made camp outside of Gunnison, Colorado, with Warren and Texas Jack. They spent their time gambling and waiting for a presidential pardon that never came. Meanwhile, Virgil rested and nursed his wounds at their parents’ home in Colton, California. The Earps would be in and out of the news for decades. Old Nick Earp had become a well-known figure in San Bernardino County. The family patriarch, after his return to California in 1877, had established a farm at Temescal in San Bernardino County. Three years later he moved thirty miles north to Colton. Located at the soon-to-be-completed intersection of two transcontinental railroads—the Southern Pacific and the Santa Fe—Colton was a busy commercial center of about two thousand people. There Nick opened the Gem Saloon, thus returning to the occupation that had caused him so much trouble in Monmouth thirty years before. In 1881, as cantankerous as ever, he started an intoxicated sidewalk brawl that left him beaten and bruised. Nonetheless, due to his age and his status as a Mexican War veteran, Earp quickly became a popular and respected member of the community. Nick took an active part in local politics, winning election as justice of the peace in 1884. The San Bernardino Courier referred to him as “that old war horse of Democracy” and “that veritable Pioneer of Pioneers.” In 1890 he and his wife, Virginia, celebrated their golden wedding anniversary, attended by Wyatt, Virgil, and a crowd of three hundred. Virginia died in 1893, and Earp, still active and virile at age eighty, soon married a widow thirty years his junior. Nick received a pension for his Mexican War service, but in 1901, due to poverty and failing health, he entered the old soldiers’ home in Sawtelle, now part of Los Angeles. His sons visited him as regularly as they could, and he died there in 1907.2
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			Virgil Earp, with his disabled left arm plainly apparent. This photograph was taken in about 1900.

			True West Magazine Archives.

			In 1882 Virgil Earp slowly recovered from his gunshot wounds at the Colton home. In May he took a train to San Francisco for surgery on his left arm. When a journalist interviewed him in the passenger car, Virgil staunchly defended his actions in Tombstone: “Concerning the fights between the cowboys and myself and brothers, it has been stated over and over again that there was an old feud between us and some of our enemies, and that we were fighting only to revenge personal wrongs and gratify personal hatred. All such statements are false.” He added, bitterly, “Today my brother Morg is dead and I am a cripple for life.” Although Virgil was in great pain, he managed to tell the reporter, “The stories, at one time widely circulated, that we were in with the cowboys and quarreled over division of the spoils, was ridiculous. It was at least disbelieved by Wells, Fargo & Co., who I represented, and while I was city marshal they gave me this.” He then pulled back his coat and displayed a large gold badge, inscribed on the reverse, “V. W. Earp, with compliments of Wells, Fargo & Co.”3

			Virgil, after getting medical treatment, stayed in San Francisco. He took over a faro game on the second story of a hotel at 15 Morton Street. Now called Maiden Lane, it is situated in the center of San Francisco’s fashionable shopping district. But Morton Street was then one of the sleaziest alleys in the city, lined with brothels and gambling halls. Games of chance were illegal, and on the night of August 1, 1882, San Francisco police raided nine card parlors, one of them Virgil’s. The officers broke open the door to Virgil’s rooms and found him, with his left arm in a sling, dealing faro. They arrested Earp and fourteen patrons and seized his entire layout of cards, checks, and cases, plus $1,422 in cash. Each of the gamblers received a forty-dollar fine, while the dealers, like Earp, paid two hundred.4

			Virgil reopened his game at 15 Morton Street, and in October he was joined by Wyatt, Sadie, and Warren, who journeyed by train from Colorado. In early March 1883, a prominent San Francisco businessman reported that his clerk, Charles Falk, had embezzled $2,800 and lost much of the money playing faro at the Earp brothers’ card room. A newspaper reporter visited the Earps’ place to investigate. He found that the first-story door had an alarm, which notified the gamblers upstairs whenever anyone entered. At the top of a heavily carpeted stairway, he approached a four-inch-thick door, with an eyehole notched in the center. At the journalist’s request, the door opened. “Through it there stepped a tall young man, well and fashionably dressed,” he wrote. “His features were sharp and were shaded but little by a thin beard of straw-colored hair. The eyes were of a light brown and so was the heavy moustache which covered his mouth. This was Virgil Earp, one of the brothers who have made an unenviable reputation in Arizona and who are now engaged in running a faro game in San Francisco.”

			The reporter asked about Charles Falk, the absconding clerk, and Virgil immediately replied, “He did not lose any money here; he won. He has visited this place but twice, the first time winning $150 and the second time about $1,000. He put in four bits and won steadily, but of his winning he staked two gamblers. Altogether he is about $700 ahead. I tell you what it is. Whenever a young man goes wrong by spending more than his own on fast women, he invariably claims that he lost it at gambling, because the old folks think it is less of a disgrace to gamble than to live fast.” Falk escaped on a steamship to Hawaii, and the Earps went back to their faro game.5

			This time, however, they apparently bribed dishonest police officers for protection. A few days later, on March 10, 1883, a squad of policemen raided a gambling hall a few doors up Morton Street from the Earps’ place. They seized more than $1,000 in cash and arrested nineteen men. But when the officers raided 15 Morton Street, the Earps, their faro layout, and their patrons were nowhere to be seen. The San Francisco Chronicle reported that the Earp brothers had been tipped off about the raid. Five weeks later the police again descended on the Earps’ rooms, but they were empty. By this time the Earp boys, fed up with the police raids, gave up their card room. Virgil went to Los Angeles, and then rejoined his parents in Colton, where he leased a racetrack and got involved in local politics.6

			In June 1886 voters elected Virgil constable of Colton, and about the same time he opened a private detective agency. In that era it was common for on-duty police officers to also perform private investigation work. As constable, Virgil worked closely with his father, who was justice of the peace, and he established a good record. Despite his disabled arm, Earp made many arrests for minor offenses like vagrancy and drunkenness, and serious crimes like rape and murder. In July 1887 Colton was incorporated as a city, and Virgil won election as its first marshal. A month later he obtained a leave of absence and joined his old Tombstone friends Fred Dodge and Harelip Charlie Smith in a futile horseback manhunt for bandits who had held up two trains in Arizona. Years later Dodge recalled how “Virg had let his arm dangle” and “let his arm flop around” as they galloped across the desert. In 1888 Earp was an unsuccessful candidate for sheriff of San Bernardino County, and the next year he joined a fruitless manhunt for the notorious train robbers Chris Evans and John Sontag, who had held up a Southern Pacific train in the San Joaquin Valley.7

			Virgil then returned to Colton, and a few days later he resigned his position as city marshal. He went back to sporting, running a gambling hall in San Bernardino and promoting bare-knuckle prizefights. In the spring of 1892, the famed San Francisco pugilist “Gentleman Jim” Corbett was preparing for his world heavyweight championship match against John L. Sullivan in New Orleans. In May Virgil watched Corbett give a sparring exhibition in San Bernardino. Gentleman Jim offered $150 to anyone who would fight three rounds with his sparring partner, Jim Daly. No one took up the challenge until late in the evening, when an African American laborer and pugilist named Tate walked in. Corbett then offered Tate the $150 but he declined. As a local journalist explained, “Tate did not want to go to work for that sum.” Daly became enraged and, after hurling epithets, took a swing at Tate. The latter responded with a sledgehammer right fist, and as Daly staggered, Tate knocked him down with his left. Corbett, to stop the thrashing, made a rush for Tate, who ducked under the ropes. Corbett kicked Tate in the stomach. Then he and Daly ganged up on him. At that, Virgil stepped in to protect the black man. “Virgil Earp called a halt,” wrote the reporter. “Corbett began to abuse Earp and moved as though he were going to strike him, when Earp drew his gun and Corbett took the matter under consideration. The crowd dispersed and the gate money was refunded. Earp is one of the noted Earp brothers, and in the event of Corbett attempting to strike, he would not be required to meet Sullivan next fall.”8
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			Virgil Earp protects a black pugilist from Gentleman Jim Corbett in 1892.

			Author’s Collection.

			The Earps’ inherited wanderlust then led Virgil to drift through several mining camps in California and Colorado. Finally, in 1895 he and his wife, Allie, settled in Prescott, Arizona, where they still had many friends. Virgil engaged in mining and became a popular figure. Three years passed quietly, before he received stunning news: a letter from his long-lost daughter, whom he had not seen nor heard from in thirty-six years. Virgil discovered that his first wife, Ellen Rysdam, had remarried, given birth to four more children, and made a new life for herself in Oregon. Over the years Ellen had read about Virgil’s exploits in the newspapers, but she made no effort to contact him. However, in 1898 she finally told her daughter Nellie Jane, then thirty-six and married, that her father was Virgil Earp. Janie, as she was called, soon learned that Virgil lived in Prescott, and wrote to him. Virgil was overjoyed to hear from her. They corresponded for seven months, and finally, in April 1899, he entrained for Portland. There he had an extraordinary reunion with his former wife, his daughter, and his two grandchildren. The Portland Oregonian ran a detailed account and declared, “The story of the separation is one of those romances which give color to the adage that truth once in a while is stranger than fiction.”9

			Virgil returned to Prescott and in 1900 made an unsuccessful run for sheriff of Yavapai County. Two years later he sold his mining interests and went back to Colton, but in 1904 he pulled up stakes again and settled in the boomtown of Goldfield, Nevada. Virgil lacked the money to open a saloon or a gambling hall, so he got work as a deputy sheriff and special officer. When an epidemic of pneumonia swept through Goldfield, Virgil became deathly ill. He died there on October 19, 1905, aged sixty-two. At the request of his daughter Janie, Allie Earp shipped Virgil’s remains to Portland for burial. Newspapers throughout the West reported his death and gave wildly varying accounts of his life. The Bisbee Review headlined its story, “BAD MAN CASHES IN HIS CHECKS.” Far more kind—and accurate—was the judgment of the Prescott Miner: “It was certainly due to his efforts and the courageous methods of his associates that Tombstone was relieved of the greatest band of evil doers that ever infested any community in the southwest, although it cost many lives to accomplish it.”10

			Virgil had managed to outlive his brother Warren. The youngest Earp boy, after riding out of Arizona in 1882, had lingered with Wyatt in Gunnison, Colorado. When a local reporter asked who the pair was, one of their friends answered, “That’s Wyatt Earp, from Arizona, and there’s his brother Warren, the ‘Tiger’ they call him, sitting over there. They don’t look like bold, bad men, do they? Well, they’re not, but you bet your life they’ve got the sand. I’ve known ’em a long time now, and I’d just like you to tackle ’em once. The ‘Tiger’ is a good one. He’s a square man, but he will fight when necessary, and you just ought to see him turn himself loose. He’ll just grab his two six-shooters and shut his eyes and wade in. He’s a holy terror when he gets started. Wyatt is the general of the party, but the ‘Tiger’ is generally on hand when there’s any fighting to be done.”11

			Yet Warren was hardly a “good one.” Because he drank too much, possessed an explosive temper, and yearned for a reputation like that of his brothers, he became a violent bully. In late 1882 he, Wyatt, and Sadie left Colorado and joined Virgil in San Francisco. Warren soon returned to his family in Colton. On May 21, 1883, Warren was in a Colton saloon run by his brother Jim when he quarreled with a man named Belarde. The latter was one of a large Mexican American clan that had first settled near Colton in the 1840s. Belarde struck Earp, who was armed with a brace of six-guns, then fled for the door. Warren fired at him and missed. A deputy sheriff promptly arrived on the scene and grappled with Earp. After a desperate struggle, the officer managed to take away Warren’s pistols, but he was unable to handcuff him. Earp finally broke loose and fled the saloon. He got another gun, mounted a horse, and began hunting Belarde. That evening he spotted his quarry riding out of town. Warren raced after Belarde, firing as he came. The two exchanged nine shots before Belarde was run down and captured by another deputy. Earp galloped out of town, and neither man was punished for the shooting affair.12

			A year later, in April 1884, Warren went on a spree in a San Bernardino restaurant and beat a waiter almost to death. He escaped with nothing but a twenty-five-dollar fine. He then joined Wyatt and Jim in the Idaho mining camp of Eagle City, where his brothers were running a saloon. Warren then drifted west to Spokane, Washington, and opened his own watering hole. In February 1885 he shot and wounded his saloon partner, but escaped punishment. Warren returned to California and managed to keep his nose clean for a few years. In 1892 he got into a brawl with Juan Bustamente in a Colton saloon. A local newspaper reported that after engaging in “the pleasant pastime of cracking each others heads,” they were both arrested and released on bail. The following year Warren quarreled with an old enemy, Charles Steele, in a San Bernardino saloon. Needless to state, both were drunk. Steele challenged Earp to go outside and fight, and Warren immediately accepted. The moment they stepped out the door, Steele threw a sucker punch and Earp staggered, bleeding heavily from the mouth. Warren whipped out a knife and stabbed Steele twice before a bystander intervened. Police officers jailed Warren, but a judge soon released him on grounds of self-defense. Warren would have been pleased with a wire service report of the fight: “Earp is one of the notorious Earp brothers who made the Western world shudder at their daring and bloody deeds committed in Tombstone a few years ago.”13

			He soon left Colton, accompanied by an unnamed lady friend. They settled in Yuma, Arizona, which was an especially brazen move, given that the Stilwell murder indictment against him, Wyatt, and the rest of the posse was still outstanding. In Yuma, Warren’s paramour soon left him because of his ill treatment. He blamed the split on “Professor” Behrens, a popular violinist who ran a music hall in Yuma. On November 9, 1893, Earp invited an unsuspecting Behrens to take a walk with him on the railroad bridge over the Colorado River. Midway across the bridge, Warren suddenly seized Behrens by the throat and exclaimed, “I came here to kill you and throw you into the river.”

			The two grappled as Earp tried to hoist Behrens over the railing. Behrens, slimmer and lighter than Warren, struggled mightily, and Earp finally told him, “Give me a hundred dollars and I will let you go.”

			“No,” Behrens protested. “I have not got the money.”

			The pair haggled for a few moments, and Earp finally agreed to spare Behrens for twenty-five dollars. Then they walked back into town. A badly bruised Behrens, instead of getting the money, swore out a warrant for Warren’s arrest. Then he accompanied a local officer who arrested Earp. Warren warned the musician, “I may get two years for this, but remember I am on your track and will get you yet.”

			A judge held Warren Earp on $500 bail. Unable to post bond, he stayed in jail for a week, then proved in court that the assault had taken place on the California side of the bridge. Warren was released, as the Yuma newspaper reported: “No man has left Yuma for years that was more pleased to get away. While in jail he was most penitent and said that it was the last time that he would ever get into trouble over a woman.” Arizona authorities were either unaware that the Stilwell murder indictment was outstanding or, more probably, were unwilling to hold him on such an old charge, which would be very difficult and costly to prove in court.14

			Warren drifted into Willcox, Arizona, where he got work driving a stage from there to Fort Grant. On February 8, 1896, he was gambling in Geronimo, seventy miles north of Willcox. Apparently on a losing streak, Earp landed in jail after stealing twenty dollars from a monte table. A justice of the peace found Warren guilty of petty theft and sentenced him to eighteen days in the Graham County jail. Earp then got work as a barkeeper in Willcox, but he could not stay out of trouble. As Virgil told his family in 1899, “If Warren ever dies he will be shot. He is too hasty, quick-tempered and too ready to pick a quarrel. Besides he will not let bygones be bygones, and on that account I expect that he will meet a violent death.”15

			Those words proved prophetic. In Willcox, Warren soon tangled with Johnny Boyett, a Texas cattleman who owned a ranch thirty miles from town. According to a local newspaperman, “Earp had a disagreeable habit when under the influence of liquor of running Boyett all over town. Boyett, it seems, never sought a quarrel and always sought to avoid Earp when he was looking for trouble.” On one occasion Warren cornered Boyett in a saloon, shoved a six-gun in his gut, and threatened to kill him. Not long afterward, on July 6, 1900, a drunken Warren encountered Boyett in a Willcox saloon. After hurling epithets at him, Earp snarled, “Boyett, get your gun and we will settle this thing right here. I’ve got my gun, you go and get yours.”
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			Warren Earp. After leaving Tombstone he developed a reputation as a hard-drinking brawler and bully.
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			Johnny Boyett stepped outside, seized a pair of Colt .45s, then walked back into the saloon and cried, “Where is that son of a bitch?”

			Warren suddenly appeared in the doorway. Boyett fired four times, but missed. Earp raced around the building and reentered by another door. He stepped toward Boyett, who ordered him to stay back. Warren then opened his coat and declared, “Boyett, I’m unarmed. You’ve all the best of this.”

			But Warren continued advancing, and Boyett demanded that he stay back. Earp paid no heed and kept coming, with a small pocketknife clutched in one hand. When he was ten feet away, Boyett fired once, and Warren Earp dropped dead with a bullet in his heart. A coroner’s jury made the customary finding that Boyett had acted in self-defense. Johnny Boyett returned to Texas, where he lived quietly and died in 1919. In the end, Warren Earp’s death was either the result of extraordinary arrogance or perhaps, as a Tucson journalist remarked, it “had some of the aspects of a suicide.”16

			Jim Earp led a much quieter post-Tombstone life than his brothers. After leaving Tombstone, he ran a saloon in Colton. Then early in 1884 he, Wyatt, and their wives joined the gold rush to Idaho Territory, known as the Coeur d’Alene Stampede. Jim and Wyatt opened a saloon in Eagle City, a collection of board shanties and canvas tents strung along a gold-rich canyon. They invested in real estate and mining claims, and took part in land litigation. The brothers showed their raw courage when a pitched gun battle broke out between two groups of men competing for a town lot. The fighters, armed with rifles, shotguns, and six-shooters, exchanged fifty shots before a deputy called on them to stop firing. As a newspaperman reported, “The Earp brothers, James and Wyatt, took a prominent part as peacemakers. With characteristic coolness, they stood where the bullets from both parties flew about them, joked the participants upon their poor marksmanship, and although they pronounced the affair a fine picnic, used their best endeavors to stop the shooting.”17

			Yet nothing involving the Earps was clear-cut. A newspaper story published five years later accused them of having been the leaders of a gang of lot jumpers in Eagle City. “When Wyatt Earp,” declared an Idaho journalist, “and other bad men ordered a man off his own lot, the man generally went and allowed the gang to take full possession.” The Coeur d’Alene Stampede soon petered out, and the Earps departed in September 1884, with Jim and Bessie returning to San Bernardino, where he opened another saloon. Jim’s wife died in 1887, and a year later he returned to Montana, which he had left so ignominiously seventeen years before. His stay there was cut short in March 1888 when he found himself under arrest in Helena for disturbing the peace. He posted a $500 bond and went back to San Bernardino. In 1900 Jim joined Wyatt in the Alaska gold rush mining camp of Nome, where he helped his brother run the Dexter Saloon. By 1902 Jim Earp was in San Francisco, then finally returned to San Bernardino, where he spent most of his remaining years. In old age he lived with a grandniece in Los Angeles, where he died on January 25, 1926, at the age of eighty-four. Jim was survived by Wyatt and Newton, his older half brother.18

			Newton Earp, their half brother, had lived a quiet and responsible life. He married and raised five children, naming two of his sons after Virgil and Wyatt. He farmed in Kansas and in 1883 served as marshal of Garden City. About 1887 he settled in Paradise Valley, in northern Nevada. His wife and one daughter died there in 1898, and a few years later Newton moved to Los Angeles. By 1908, either due to ill health or poverty, he was living in the old soldiers’ home in Sawtelle, which had also housed his father. Newton was discharged from the home a year later and spent the rest of his life living with his adult children in Northern California. As late as 1927, a newspaperman wrote of him, “He is ninety-one, a resident of Sacramento and a hale and hearty pioneer of the west.” That year he went to see a silent film that portrayed Morgan and Wyatt—probably William S. Hart’s Wild Bill Hickok. According to the journalist’s account, “Bandits—in the film—rode into town, shooting wild. And as Newton watched the flickering celluloid, the two Earp boys ran and hid behind some barrels.” An infuriated Newton stormed out of the theater. “Damned fakes,” he exclaimed. “Ain’t no Earp boys hidin’ behind barrels when a fight’s comin’. Everyone in Tombstone knew that.” He vowed that he would never see another movie. Newton died peacefully at his daughter’s home in Sacramento on December 18, 1928, and was buried with full military honors. He had outlived all his brothers except Wyatt.19

			The most famous of the Earp boys spent his post-Tombstone years as an itinerant western gambler. Wyatt had abandoned Mattie Blaylock, who returned to a life of prostitution. She continued to use the name Mattie Earp and committed suicide in Pinal, Arizona, in 1888. Wyatt continued his relationship with Josephine Sarah “Sadie” Marcus, and a few years later he told a newspaperman that they were married in 1883. Wyatt, after running his San Francisco card room with Virgil, returned to Gunnison, Colorado, in April 1883, accompanied by Sadie. A month later he got word that his friend Luke Short, a noted frontier gambler, had been run out of Dodge City and his gaming concession in the Long Branch saloon shut down. Wyatt, Bat Masterson, ex–county sheriff Charlie Bassett, and other friends of Luke Short entrained for Dodge City to offer their support. Newspaper wire reports breathlessly proclaimed, “The greater portion of them are said to be the most desperate characters in the West.” Yet the so-called Dodge City War proved to be a bloodless one. Local politicians, who had temporarily banned gambling and prostitution, relented and allowed Short and other sports to reopen their businesses. Before leaving Dodge in June, Earp, Short, Masterson, Bassett, and their friends posed for a photo that became famous as the “Dodge City Peace Commission.”20
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			The “Dodge City Peace Commission” in 1883. Wyatt Earp is seated, second from left; Luke Short is standing, second from left; and Bat Masterson is standing, third from left.
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			The following year Wyatt joined the Coeur d’Alene gold rush and ran the saloon in Eagle City with his brother Jim. In March 1885 he drifted into Hot Springs, Arkansas, accompanied by a pair of cardsharps named Ritchie and Walls. The former was probably Turkey Creek Johnson, who often went by the alias of Ritchie. Once again Wyatt, after sneaking into the National Club Rooms and Saloon, found himself in an Arkansas jail cell. Given that he was still a fugitive from Arkansas justice, his visit to Hot Springs was more than foolish. Earp was undoubtedly grateful that his arrest by Chief Toler resulted in nothing but an order to leave town. The chief plainly knew nothing about Wyatt’s 1871 jailbreak. In later years Toler, who was one of the five lawmen who died in the 1899 gun battle in Hot Springs between rival police and deputy sheriffs, liked to tell the story of how “he made Wyatt Earp, a notorious western character, walk out of Hot Springs.”21

			Wyatt seemed to land in one hot spot after another. Five weeks after being kicked out of Hot Springs, he showed up in El Paso, Texas, where his friend Dan Tipton worked as a U.S. Customs inspector. On the night of April 14, 1885, Earp and Tipton were gambling in the famous Gem Saloon when one of the border town’s most famous pistol duels broke out. Will Rayner, a former El Paso policeman, opened fire at close range on “Cowboy Bob” Rennick, who later became notorious as a gunman and robber. Rennick dropped to his knees, grasped his six-shooter in both hands, and sent two slugs into Rayner, mortally wounding him. Half an hour later Rayner’s friend Buck Linn, a former Texas Ranger, charged into the saloon, looking for the killer. He spotted Robert Cahill, a faro dealer, and, thinking he was the culprit, opened fire. Cahill shot back, and Linn died on the same spot where Rayner had fallen. Wyatt Earp, Dan Tipton, and other witnesses testified in a coroner’s inquest that the shooting was self-defense.22

			Wyatt soon joined Sherm McMaster in Trinidad, Colorado. In January 1886, when Apache troubles broke out, they wrote to a friend in Silver City, New Mexico, and offered their services to the local militia in a campaign against the Arizona warriors. But given that the Stilwell murder charges were still pending against them, Earp and McMaster prudently elected to stay in Colorado. In 1887, when Doc Holliday died of tuberculosis in Glenwood Springs, Colorado, newspapers gave prominent mention of his close friendship with Wyatt. By this time Earp was on his way to becoming a household name. The same year the National Police Gazette ran a long feature about his battle against the Cowboys, and proclaimed, “Wyatt S. Earp is one of the most famous Western characters living. Probably no man has a wider spread reputation throughout the Western territories.” The Police Gazette concluded, “He is a quiet, unassuming gentleman, about six feet in height, broad shouldered, and wears a large blonde moustache. He is dignified, self-contained, game, and fearless, and no man commands greater respect where he is known than Wyatt S. Earp. If he has been a man-killer and avenger, he has been so in the cause of justice.”23

			This portrait of Wyatt Earp as a frontier hero was quickly challenged by a pair of lengthy feature stories published early in 1888 in the St. Louis Republican. The Republican’s writer offered a wildly fictitious account of the Arizona Cowboy troubles. “There were two factions in Southeastern Arizona in 1879, one being known as the stage robbers and the other as the rustlers. The Earps and Doc Holliday were the recognized chiefs of the stage robber faction, and Ike Clanton and Jack Ringo were the acknowledged bosses of the rustlers.” After providing a garbled version of the street fight near the O.K. Corral, the Republican had Warren Earp shot dead while gambling in a saloon, followed by a second Tombstone shoot-out between the Earps and the Cowboys. Its writer invented a new Earp brother, Julian, and an Earp sister, Jessie, who fell in love with Ike Clanton. Ike and Jessie eloped to Colorado, pursued by the Earp boys. In a pitched gunfight, Ike killed Julian Earp and escaped. Finally, several years later, Wyatt and Virgil found Ike Clanton in Phoenix. When the smoke cleared, “Clanton was killed, and Wyatt Earp was so badly wounded that he is no longer numbered among the desperadoes of the West.” In the years that followed, the two stories were widely reprinted in newspapers nationwide. Earp, when he heard of them, probably didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.24

			In the fall of 1886, Wyatt and Sadie settled in San Diego, California. He operated several gambling houses, invested in city real estate, and acted as a referee and timekeeper for boxing matches in San Diego and across the border in Tijuana. In December 1888 he was accused of bribing San Diego police to leave his gambling games alone. In the summer of 1890, Wyatt and Sadie moved north to San Francisco, where he became prominent in horse racing circles. For the next several years, he followed the racing circuit between San Francisco and San Diego. On one occasion, at a San Francisco racetrack in 1893, a bookmaker named Billy Roeder hurled insults at Wyatt. According to a city newspaperman, “Earp told Roeder he had better go away or he might have to punish him. Roeder stayed too long before deciding exactly what to do and Earp slapped his face until it was good and red. Then he turned Roeder around and kicked him until his back was sore. Wyatt Earp is not a man to be trifled with and Roeder escaped as soon as he felt the grip on his collar loosened.”25

			Wyatt managed a string of racehorses and for the next three years he was a common figure at racetracks in San Francisco and Oakland. At the same time, newspapers continued to regularly print fictitious stories of his Tombstone exploits, often referring to him as a “bad man from Arizona.” San Francisco then had five major dailies, all engaged in a bitter circulation war. William Randolph Hearst’s Examiner had achieved the largest circulation through cheap sensationalism, which would soon become known as yellow journalism. By 1895 Hearst had moved to New York City and left the Examiner in charge of its editor, Andrew Lawrence. He was ruthless and disreputable, always ready to turn a shady dollar. As a result, his enemies derisively called him “Long Green” Lawrence. As a member of the state assembly in 1891, he had been accused of extorting a $10,000 bribe for his help in passing a bill, and as an Examiner reporter he had faced accusations of blackmail. By 1896 Lawrence had made so many enemies he found it necessary to hire Wyatt Earp as his personal bodyguard. Wyatt, now on the Examiner payroll, saw an opportunity to counter the many false newspaper reports. In August the Examiner published three lengthy feature stories about his career. Purportedly told in Wyatt’s own words, they were plainly the product of a ghostwriter. Nonetheless, the accounts came from Earp himself, and they told his own version—sometimes wildly inaccurate—of his adventurous career.26

			That winter the American public became hugely excited about a boxing match between two of the world’s top heavyweight fighters. One was thirty-three-year-old Robert Fitzsimmons, a former blacksmith. Nicknamed “Ruby Bob” because of his red hair, he stood just under six feet and weighed 170 pounds. His opponent, Tom “Sailor” Sharkey, had served in the U.S. Navy and boasted a sailing ship tattooed on his chest. Aged twenty-five, he weighed 180 and stood almost four inches shorter than Fitzsimmons. Although prizefighting was illegal in California, the gloved match was scheduled in the San Francisco Mechanics’ Pavilion before a huge crowd of paying spectators. One day before the match, after the two sides could not agree on a referee, the promoters asked Wyatt Earp to step in. “I think the two best men in the world are coming together now,” Wyatt told them. “And probably it will be a little bit of tone to referee a fight of this kind.”27
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			Wyatt Earp. A wood engraving made from a photograph, 1896.

			Author’s Collection.

			Despite his protestation, Earp had significant experience. By his own estimate, he had refereed fifteen or twenty bare-knuckle fights in San Diego and Tijuana. The great match took place on the night of December 2, 1896, with a $10,000 prize at stake. The Mechanics’ Pavilion was jammed with more than ten thousand excited onlookers, and twenty-five policemen cordoned off the ring, with another seventy-five posted throughout the hall. A delay took place when Fitzsimmons’s manager, Martin Julian, objected to Earp, saying that he had heard rumors that the referee had been bribed. After thirty minutes of wrangling, Julian and Fitzsimmons finally agreed to accept him. Meanwhile, the crowd went silent as the fighters sat in their corners waiting for the referee to appear. “Nothing but the clicking of the telegraph instruments could be heard when the men were introduced,” wrote one reporter. “The cordon of police was drawn tightly around the ring, and there were more whispered consultations but still the celebrated Arizona gunfighter failed to appear. The appearance of the noted frontiersman created more excitement than did that of the principals. As Earp stepped through the ropes Julian eyed him suspiciously.”

			The experienced eye of police captain George Wittman spotted a telltale bulge in Wyatt’s coat pocket. He stepped into the ring and asked, “Have you got your gun?”

			“Yep,” Wyatt responded.

			“You’d better let me have it.”

			“All right,” said Earp, and he handed over a Colt double-action Army & Navy model revolver. Moments later the two fighters came out from their corners. The odds were in favor of Ruby Bob. While Sharkey was a tough brawler, Fitzsimmons possessed more experience and technical skill, plus a longer reach, which overwhelmed the Sailor. Ruby Bob dominated his shorter opponent, knocking Sharkey down twice in the first round. In the eighth round, Fitzsimmons stunned the Sailor with a right hook to the jaw, and followed up with a solar plexus blow. Sharkey fell to the canvas, clutching his groin. Wyatt promptly called a foul for a low blow, awarded the match to Sharkey, and left the ring. The crowd was momentarily confused, until Fitzsimmons yelled out, “The referee has given the fight to Sharkey on a foul. It’s nothing but a robbery!”28
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			Wyatt Earp is disarmed by a police captain in the ring, San Francisco, 1896.

			Author’s Collection.

			The next day police arrested Wyatt for carrying a concealed weapon; he later paid a fifty-dollar fine. His decision was one of the most controversial in the history of American prizefighting. Newspapers throughout the country gave the story prominent coverage, far more than the gunfight near the O.K. Corral had ever received. Martin Julian, Ruby Bob’s manager, filed a lawsuit in an attempt to prevent Sharkey from collecting the $10,000 purse. In a sensational court hearing, numerous witnesses testified for each side, giving conflicting accounts and alternately repeating and denying rumors of a fix. Wyatt took the stand and vehemently denied claims that he had accepted a $2,500 bribe. In the end, the judge ruled that since prizefighting was illegal in California, he could not enforce an unlawful boxing agreement. He dismissed the case and Sailor Sharkey kept the prize money. Earp was profoundly disappointed, for he had lost his best chance to clear his name.29

			Did Wyatt Earp take part in a fix? There are three possible scenarios. First, Fitzsimmons did strike a low blow, and Wyatt’s ruling was correct. Second, Sharkey feigned injury and hoodwinked Earp into giving him the win. Lastly, Wyatt was paid by gamblers to throw the fight. The strongest argument against any fix is that Wyatt did not call a foul until the eighth round, by which time Fitzsimmons could have won the fight. To this day, fans of both prizefighting and the Wild West debate Earp’s decision. Although in 1896 the evidence was inconclusive, what is known today about Wyatt’s history must be taken into consideration. He had long been a professional gambler and had previously engaged in highly unscrupulous behavior: he fled Lamar with embezzled money in 1871; he escaped horse theft charges in Arkansas that same year; he was arrested repeatedly for pimping in Peoria; and he was run out of Hot Springs for rigging a card game. He had also been accused of lot jumping in Idaho and of bribing San Francisco and San Diego police to protect his gambling interests. Although this circumstantial evidence is not sufficient to convict Earp, his record of financial dishonesty certainly makes it plausible that he could have accepted a bribe to fix the fight.

			Newspapers had a field day with the story. Knowing nothing of Wyatt’s history before Tombstone, they spent gallons of ink making fictitious attacks on his character. Once again he was derided as the Bad Man from Arizona. Journals from San Francisco to New York published mocking cartoons, showing him in an oversize sombrero, bristling with six-guns and Bowie knives. One of the most brutal attacks came from Alfred Henry Lewis, a former lawyer and itinerant newspaperman. Writing in the New York Journal four days after the fight, Lewis falsely claimed that he had been “a neighbor of the Earp family” in Tombstone. In fact, he had left his home in Cleveland, Ohio, in 1881, worked as a newspaperman in Kansas and New Mexico, and returned to Cleveland in 1882. But Lewis had read the St. Louis Republican’s outlandish yarns from 1888. He now repeated the stories of the Earps as stage robbers, of Julian Earp, sister Jessie, her marriage to Ike Clanton, and Ike’s death at the hands of the Earp boys. He even wrote that Curly Bill was the Earps’ cousin. Of Wyatt, Lewis concluded, “His business just now should be that of a blackleg gambler—crooked as a dog’s hind leg. If there are any honest hairs in his head they have grown since he left Arizona.” Lewis’s account was reprinted in newspapers throughout the country.30

			Wyatt’s mortification must have known no bounds. The humiliation deepened when a caterer at the Ingleside racetrack sued him for $209, representing two years of unpaid restaurant bills. Then an enterprising newspaperman in Tucson searched the Pima County court records and reported that the old Frank Stilwell murder indictment was still pending against him. Soon, in time-honored Earp family tradition, Wyatt left San Francisco to escape his problems. In March 1897 he took the overland train to Carson City, Nevada, with Tom Sharkey and four passenger cars loaded with sports and spectators. Their destination was the big prizefight between Bob Fitzsimmons and Gentleman Jim Corbett. In Carson City, a reporter for the San Francisco Chronicle looked on as Wyatt and the Sailor stepped off the train together. “Earp looked as modest and unassuming as ever, with the same old suspicious bulge in his coattails and the same smile of self-satisfaction on his countenance,” the journalist snidely recorded. Then Wyatt, with his old friend Bat Masterson, watched the contest between Fitzsimmons and Gentleman Jim. The entire match was captured on camera, and then produced as The Corbett-Fitzsimmons Fight, which historians consider to be the world’s first feature film. It proved a huge commercial success.31

			Ruby Bob, who won the fight, later described a remarkable event that occurred immediately after the final bell. As he was in his corner, receiving congratulations and adulation, Gentleman Jim rushed forward. He attempted to attack Fitzsimmons, at the same time yelling for a rematch, but bystanders dragged him away. Then gamblers who had lost money on the match menacingly approached the victor. Explained Fitzsimmons, “What was my surprise at this time to see Wyatt Earp, the man who refereed my fight at San Francisco with Sharkey, in which I was robbed of $10,000. Referring to the threatening looks of men who had lost their all on the fight, Earp said, ‘It’s all right, Fitz. Remember, I’m your friend, and I’ll stand by you. I’ll shoot any man full of holes who lays a hand on you.’ This took my breath away. I didn’t want any of Wyatt Earp’s friendship.”32

			Wyatt and Sadie then journeyed south to Yuma, Arizona, where they spent much of that spring and summer. Arizona officials made no attempt to arrest him on the old Stilwell murder charge. In August the Earps returned to San Francisco, and soon entrained for Seattle. The Klondike gold rush was in full swing, and they took a steamer to Alaska. Wyatt opened the Dexter Saloon in Nome and prospered. He and Sadie spent the next several years going back and forth between Alaska, Seattle, and San Francisco. In October 1899 Wyatt wrote to Virgil from Nome, saying he had made $50,000 and was on his way back to Seattle. The following month he opened the Union Club, one of Seattle’s most lavish gambling halls. A few days later he got into a quarrel with a deputy sheriff and, reminiscent of his Dodge City days, buffaloed him with a six-shooter. Wyatt had not lost his fighting spirit. In April 1900, while on a visit to San Francisco, he argued with Tom Mulqueen, a racehorse owner, in a downtown saloon. According to a San Francisco newspaperman, “Instantly Mulqueen grabbed him, and after throwing him against the bar, landed a blow on the gun-fighter’s face, knocking him out.” Explained the reporter, “Earp was not armed at the time, having left his trusted gun with a friend shortly before the occurrence.”33

			Wyatt returned to Nome, and three months later wire reports appeared in newspapers nationwide, claiming that he had been shot and badly wounded by a customer in his saloon. The story was false. What actually happened was that on June 29, 1900, a gambler got into a row with one of Earp’s bartenders and both drew pistols. As Wyatt tried to stop the fight, an officer rushed in and arrested all three. Earp was quickly released, and no one shot him. He and Sadie returned to the States late in 1901. They settled in the boomtown of Tonopah, Nevada, where Wyatt opened the Northern Saloon and advertised “courteous mixologists and kind treatment to all patrons.” In 1904 they drifted to Cibola, Arizona, on the Colorado River north of Yuma, where Wyatt served as constable. He spent the next few years prospecting for copper, and by 1908 owned a claim near Parker, Arizona, which he named the Happy Days mines.34

			By this time Alfred Henry Lewis had made amends for spreading the false stories about Wyatt and his brothers. In 1902 Bat Masterson moved to New York City to pursue a career as a sports writer, and there he and Lewis—now a bestselling novelist—became close friends. Lewis wrote a fictionalized biography of Bat Masterson, which was published in 1905 as The Sunset Trail. The book proved a commercial success and helped make Masterson famous. Bat was extremely loyal to Wyatt, and he gave Lewis a favorable account of the Earp brothers. As a result, Lewis changed his tune in The Sunset Trail: “Virgil, Wyatt, and Morgan were all splendid shots and sterling folk of standing, character and force.” Although Lewis’s account of the Earps’ battle against the Cowboys was as garbled as any novelist could make it, his book presented the brothers in a positive and heroic light. The Sunset Trail was the first step in a gradual rehabilitation of Wyatt’s image in the American press.35

			Yet for every step forward, Wyatt Earp took another one back. His mining interests were barely enough to sustain him and Sadie, and gambling remained his primary occupation. Wyatt made frequent visits to Los Angeles, where he bet at racetracks and in card rooms. Like most professional gamblers, he eked out a precarious living, flush one day and broke the next. And like Virgil and Jim, he had no scruples about separating a sucker from his money. On July 20, 1911, Wyatt and a fellow gambler, Walter Scott, approached a Los Angeles real-estate agent, J. Y. Peterson, and offered him a “sure thing.” They invited him to help them “break the bank” in a high-stakes faro game in the New Auditorium Hotel. The bunco scheme was similar to the one run by Doc Baggs and Virgil Earp in Council Bluffs thirty-six years before. In this case, Earp and Scott asked Peterson to provide $2,500, and the dealer would mark each card with a pinhole so that he could see the next card. Peterson would be allowed to win $4,000 from the unsuspecting gamblers, and the $1,500 profit would be split between him, Scott, and Earp.
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			Wyatt Earp’s wife Josephine, whom he called Sadie, in a snapshot taken in the 1920s.

			Author’s Collection.

			But Peterson was no fool. He knew that if he got into the game his money would be gone. Peterson notified the Los Angeles police, and the next day, shadowed by detectives, he met with Earp and Scott. They walked together to the hotel and entered the room, but the only gambler present was a Montanan named Harry Dean.

			“Where are all the boys?” Peterson asked.

			“Oh, this is Friday,” Wyatt responded, “and most of the players are not here yet.”

			Peterson stalled for twenty minutes to make sure the detectives were outside the room. Then he announced that he “would rather stake his roll when more were in the game.” He stepped to the door, and Wyatt unlocked it so he could leave. Suddenly three detectives burst in, arrested Earp, Scott, and Dean, and seized the marked cards and the faro layout. They took the three sharpers to the police station, and once again Wyatt Earp found himself on the wrong side of the bars. He spent the night in a cell, and because he and Sadie did not have $500 to post as cash bail, she was forced to obtain a bail bond. The next day, according to a reporter, “his wife, with tear-stained eyes, appeared at the jail with an attorney and bondsman.” The journalist wrote, “Earp, after his release from the city prison, denounced the statements that he had been involved in an attempted swindle.” Wyatt insisted that “Peterson was looking for a ‘quiet game,’ and that he had merely told the real estate man where a faro bank game was in operation. The men went there Friday night to ‘buck the tiger,’ he said, and declared that no attempt had been made to fleece Peterson but that if he had played at the game, he would have stood an equal chance of winning as anyone has who plays faro.”

			Given that the cards had been marked, and that this was not Wyatt’s first attempt to cold deck a faro game, his protestations rang hollow. But he did have the sense to obtain capable counsel. One was Earl Rogers, the great trial lawyer who, forty-six years later, would serve as inspiration for the television series Perry Mason. Harry Dean pleaded guilty to vagrancy and was released on his promise to leave Los Angeles. Earp’s attorneys were able to prove that because the police entered the room before any money had changed hands, no crime had occurred. In September the charges against him and Walter Scott were dismissed. But it was a Pyrrhic victory, for newspapers throughout the west had featured prominent stories of his arrest. A headline in a Portland, Oregon, newspaper was typical: “WYATT EARP IN JAIL FOR BUNCO.”36

			Thoroughly humiliated, Earp kept a low profile for the rest of his life. He and Sadie divided their time between various rented bungalows in Los Angeles and their Happy Days mines near the Colorado River. By the 1920s they were impoverished and living off stipends from Sadie’s family. Wildly inaccurate newspaper and magazine stories continued to be occasionally printed about him, and in 1925 a frustrated Wyatt wrote to a friend, “Notoriety has been the bane of my life. I detest it, and I never have put forth any effort to check the tales that have been published in recent years, of the exploits in which my brothers and I are supposed to have been the principal participants. Not one of them is correct.”37

			Wyatt became a visitor to Hollywood motion picture sets and befriended silent film star William S. Hart. In 1927, bestselling author Walter Noble Burns released Tombstone: An Iliad of the Southwest. Although based on extensive research, the book was heavily fictionalized, replete with invented dialogue. Burns introduced Earp as “the Lion of Tombstone,” a heroic figure of great courage and character. The book was so successful that it almost immediately erased more than forty years of negative newspaper stories. But Wyatt desperately needed money, and he had no financial stake in Burns’s bestseller. For several years he had been hoping to find a writer who could tell his life story. After some false starts, in 1928 he met Stuart N. Lake, a magazine writer from San Diego, and they agreed to collaborate on Wyatt’s biography. Sadie, desperate to keep secret the Earps’ history of pimping and prostitution—to say nothing of her own peccadilloes—insisted that Lake write “a nice clean story.” He complied. His book was published in 1931 as Wyatt Earp: Frontier Marshal. Like Burns’s work, it was a beautifully written mixture of fact and fiction, a brew that audiences in that era found acceptable. Frontier Marshal contained not a word of criticism of Earp, presenting him as a faultless frontiersman of Homeric stature. The book proved an even greater success than Tombstone and elevated Earp to the realm of myth. Lake’s biography served as the basis for numerous films, plus a hit 1950s television series, and was largely responsible for making Wyatt Earp the most famous lawman in American history.38

			But its protagonist did not live to see the book take off and his name deified. On January 13, 1929, at age eighty, Wyatt died peacefully in his Los Angeles bungalow. For twenty years his life had been one of poverty, frustration, and bitterness. He never obtained the social, political, or financial success that he had craved as a younger man. Nonetheless, of all the adventures and misadventures in Earp’s life, his epic battle against the Cowboys stands out like a beacon in the fog of the past. For it made him a hero, albeit a deeply flawed one. It was the highlight of his life, widely considered today as one of America’s greatest true-life dramas.
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			One of the last images of Wyatt Earp, taken in the mid or late 1920s.

			Author’s Collection.

			Yet Wyatt Earp’s most important legacy is not the flood of books, films, and television programs that have made him a national icon. Instead, it is his struggle against the Cowboys that provides valuable lessons for modern Americans. In Arizona Territory, merchants, politicians, and journalists sided with the Cowboys and against the Earps in pursuit of money, power, and votes. A similar danger exists today, when American police are routinely attacked by far-left politicians, activists, and reporters for using lawful force against criminal suspects. Entirely proper and necessary use of force by law enforcement officers is now routinely referred to as “police violence.” And in a trend that is becoming increasingly familiar, prosecutors, using the flimsiest of evidence, now file criminal cases against officers for shootings and other physical force in attempting to carry out their official duties.

			Historically, the appropriate remedy for excessive use of police force is administrative discipline, termination of employment, or a civil lawsuit, not a criminal prosecution. Prosecuting and jailing police officers for making mistakes in performing lawful duties violates every fundamental principle of fairness, justice, and good governance. The only loser is the public, for false or exaggerated charges against good police muddy the waters and obstruct and obfuscate efforts to terminate the employment of bad officers. Another result is that in many communities police have often become afraid to do their jobs. Instead of being proactive—looking for crime and stopping suspicious suspects and vehicles—many officers sit in their patrol cars and answer radio calls. That is the opposite of assertive police work and presents a great danger to the public safety. When law enforcement officers are afraid to confront street criminals, the community suffers. By comparison, Wyatt Earp and his brothers, in the time-honored tradition of American policing, repeatedly confronted and investigated dangerous criminal suspects. They arrested those who they had probable cause to believe had committed felonies. They showed no fear or favor in aggressively challenging desperadoes and enforcing the law.

			At the same time, some of Wyatt Earp’s actions in his battle against the Cowboys demonstrated the worst in American law enforcement. None of the Earp boys, with their backgrounds as gamblers, pimps, and felons, would have passed a modern background check. Their open gambling, at the same time that they wore badges, would have cost them their jobs in any big-city police department, then or now. But law enforcement standards, rudimentary as they were in the 1880s, were nonexistent on the Arizona frontier. Wyatt’s vigilante actions in avenging his brother Morgan’s death were understandable, given that Arizona’s criminal justice system failed to mete out justice to the Cowboys. Nonetheless, his unlawful killings of Frank Stilwell and Florentino Sais were not only blatant violations of due process, they were contrary to the ethics of American policing and illustrate the need, then and now, for proper supervision and discipline of law officers.

			The newspaper coverage of Wyatt’s battle against the Cowboys also provides important lessons for Americans. Today, many Americans are rightly concerned about modern cable TV “news” programs. These television outlets—on both sides of the political spectrum—feature entertainers instead of anchors and actors masquerading as journalists. Daily, they and their online counterparts make a mockery of truth and journalistic integrity. Yet that is nothing new, as evidenced by the Nugget’s flagrantly partisan reports in Tombstone. Then and now, a principal motivating factor is money: sale of newspapers and advertising, and competition for ratings. But there is hope for the future. Just as William Randolph Hearst and his San Francisco Examiner helped invent yellow journalism in the 1890s, Hearst’s media empire eventually became one of the nation’s leaders in responsible and reliable reporting.

			In the end, Wyatt Earp and his brothers will be forever remembered as the mythical gunfighters who took on the Cowboys at the O.K. Corral. But in 1900, a journalist who knew them well provided their finest and most accurate epitaph. “The Earp boys always had a reputation for absolute fearlessness and a worse reputation that they do not deserve. They were not rustlers. They were sports, it is true, every one of them. They played high, rode hard, and shot quick, but they were open-hearted, generous and would go to the limit for a friend. Either for trailing Apaches, horse and cattle thieves, or stage robbers, they outstripped any posse. They were simply ‘men with the bark on.’”39

			Rightly or wrongly, we will never see their like again.

			 

		
	
		
			Appendix: The Cowboy Roster

			 

			In 1881 Deputy U.S. Marshal Joseph W. Evans estimated the number of Cowboys at “about 380,” a figure that is much too high. A year later Virgil Earp said that they numbered “nearly 200,” which is probably closer to the truth. Although many of the Cowboys have been lost to history, at least eighty-one are identified by name in contemporary newspapers, correspondence, and court records. They are as follows:

			Jerry Ackerson

			Simon Acosta

			Andy Ames

			Alex Arnett (Arnold)

			Layman “Lem” Ball

			Johnny Barnes

			Jerry Barton

			John Blount (alias “Turkey Creek Jack” Johnson)

			Frederick Bode

			Jim Bond

			“Curly Bill” Brocius

			Billy Claiborne

			Billy Clanton

			Ike Clanton

			Newman H. “Old Man” Clanton

			Phin Clanton

			Ed Collins

			Jim Crane

			Pony Diehl

			Ponciano Domingues

			Dave Estes

			Wes Fuller

			“Buckskin Joe” Gauze

			Albert George

			“Cactus Bill” Graham

			George Graham

			Richard “Dixie Lee” Gray

			Billy Grounds

			Tom Harper

			Charles Haws

			Harry Head

			Billy Heslet

			Ike Heslet

			Milt Hicks

			Will Hicks

			George Hill (Olney)

			Joe Hill (Olney)

			Jimmy Hughes

			Nick Hughes

			Zwing Hunt

			James K. Johnson

			Luther King

			Sandy King

			Billy Lang

			Billy Leonard

			Dick Lloyd

			Ed Lyle

			Johnny Lyle

			John Magill

			Robert Martin

			Ben Maynard

			Miller McCallister

			Frank McLaury

			Tom McLaury

			Sherman McMaster

			Edwin C. Merrill

			Billy Miller

			Led Moore

			Tom Norris

			Johnny Oliver

			Frank Patterson

			Edward “Duke” Raymond

			Hank Redfield

			Leonard Redfield

			John Ringo

			Florentino Sais

			James W. “Six-Shooter” Smith

			Charley Snow

			Pete Spence

			William A. Stark

			Martin “Bud” Stiles

			Frank Stilwell

			Hank Swilling

			“Russian Bill” Tettenbaum

			A. H. Thompson

			Al Tiebot

			Pink Truly

			George Turner

			Jim Wallace

			Alex Wichert

			Charlie Williams

		
	
		
			Acknowledgments

			 

			This volume is dedicated to my friend, the late Paul Cool, for good reason. Paul was one of the first researchers to fully comprehend the genesis of the Cowboys, from the original organization of the Boys by John Kinney and Jesse Evans in New Mexico, to their metamorphosis into the Cowboys of Arizona Territory. Paul first recognized this connection while researching Salt Warriors: Insurgency on the Rio Grande (2008), his award-winning history of the El Paso Salt War. He then painstakingly traced individual Cowboys like Curly Bill Brocius, Bob Martin, and Pony Diehl from their involvement in the Salt War to their exploits in Arizona Territory and their final destruction in gunfights with the Earps, Mexican troops, and each other. Over the years, Paul and I made research trips together and discussed his findings at great length. At the time of his untimely passing from cancer in 2016, Paul had finished his forthcoming book, The Girl in the Iron Box (about the 1934 kidnapping of little June Robles in Tucson), and was working on a volume about the Cowboys. His wife, Karen, graciously loaned me his voluminous research files, without which I could not have written this book. I will never forget Paul’s friendship and Karen’s generosity.

			For twenty-five years I have known Casey Tefertiller, author of the authoritative biography Wyatt Earp: The Life Behind the Legend (1996), and Dr. Gary L. Roberts, author of the groundbreaking Doc Holliday: The Life and Legend (2006). Casey and Gary have aided me in so many ways I could not begin to recount. My friend Roy Young provided invaluable help, answered many questions, and gave me a copy of the handwritten transcript of the inquest into the death of Florentino Sais. With Casey, Gary, Roy, and other friends, often guided by Bill Evans of Sierra Vista, I have spent many hours hiking around the backcountry of Southern Arizona, visiting such long-forgotten sites as Charleston, Galeyville, Cottonwood Spring, Mescal Springs, Drew’s Station, and the McLaury and Clanton ranches. Our many discussions over the years have helped shape my understanding of numerous events described in this book.

			I owe a special word of thanks to Bruce Dinges and the helpful staff of the Arizona Historical Society in Tucson, and also to Bob Boze Bell and his staff at True West magazine, who generously provided copies of many of the photographs that illustrate this book. My son, Dr. Robert Boessenecker, also helped with the illustrations. Many others are due my deep gratitude: Larry D. Ball, Allen Barra, Peter Brand, the late Jack Burrows, Robert J. Chandler, Don Chaput, Anne Collier, Robert K. DeArment, the late Mark Dworkin, Steve Gatto, Tom Gaumer, the late John D. Gilchriese, Kurt House, the late Jeff Isble, Paul Johnson, Troy Kelley, Richard Lapidus, Bob McCubbin, Rick Miller, Jeff Morey, Kevin Mulkins, Robert Palmquist, Pam Potter, William B. Secrest, Nancy Sosa, Bill Shillingberg, Chuck and Jean Smith, R. Michael Wilson, Ron Woggon, and Erik Wright.

			I would also like to thank my fellow members of the Wild West History Association for their friendship and help. The WWHA’s bimonthly journal and annual rendezvous are highly recommended. Anyone interested in the history of the Old West is encouraged to join this organization.

			My agent, Claire Gerus, and my editor, Peter Joseph, are due many thanks for their efforts connected with this book. And last, I am forever grateful to my wife, Marta Diaz, for her advice and support over the years.

		
	
		
			Notes

			 

			Chapter 1

			1Chicago (IL) Daily Inter Ocean, December 7, 1881.

			21860 U.S. Census Population Schedules, South Hadley, Massachusetts, household no. 290; Frederick Nolan, “Boss Rustler: The Life and Crimes of John Kinney, Part 1,” True West, vol. 43, no. 9 (September 1996), pp. 14–15. Kinney’s birth date appears in his Arizona death certificate; the death certificate of his wife, Maria Juana N. Provencio, shows that she was born May 15, 1856, and died in 1921. Both death certificates are on familysearch.org.

			3Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, April 21, 1883; Nolan, “Boss Rustler,” p. 15. On Pony Diehl (spelled “Deal” in many accounts), see Philip J. Rasch, Desperadoes of Arizona Territory. Stillwater, OK: Western Publications (1999), pp. 33–39.

			4Paul Cool, “The Many Lives and Suggested Death of Jim McDaniels,” in Frederick W. Nolan, ed., Revenge! And Other True Tales of the Old West. Lafayette, IN: Scarlet Mask (2004), pp. 21–22; Grady E. McCright and James H. Powell, Jessie Evans: Lincoln County Badman. College Station, TX: Creative Publishing Co. (1983), pp. 27, 29.

			5Santa Fe (NM) Daily New Mexican, January 17, 1876; Nolan, “Boss Rustler,” pp. 15–16.

			6Santa Fe (NM) Daily New Mexican, January 28, 1876; McCright and Powell, Jessie Evans: Lincoln County Badman, pp. 24–26. Genealogical records show that the dead man was Latino and his surname was Flecher, which is misspelled as “Fletcher” in all prior accounts.

			7On Nicanor Rodriguez, see San Quentin Prison Register, inmate nos. 943 and 2482, California State Archives; Pioche (NV) Daily Record, June 21, 1874, April 20, 1875; San Francisco (CA) Bulletin, March 18, 1879; John Boessenecker, Gold Dust and Gunsmoke. New York: John Wiley & Sons (1999), pp. 226–230.

			8Mesilla (NM) News, reprinted in Indianapolis (IN) Sentinel, February 4, 1876; Albuquerque (NM), Republican Review, January 26, 1876; Tucson (AZ) Citizen, February 26, 1876.

			9Tucson (AZ) Citizen, June 24, 1876, June 30, 1877; Santa Fe (NM) Daily New Mexican, June 9, 1877; Howard Bryan, Robbers, Rogues, and Ruffians: True Tales of the Wild West in New Mexico. Santa Fe: Clear Light Publishers (1991), pp. 42–46.

			10Santa Fe (NM) Daily New Mexican, June 9, 1877; Bryan, Robbers, Rogues, and Ruffians, pp. 44–46.

			11Santa Fe (NM) Daily New Mexican, September 17, November 28, 1877; Bryan, Robbers, Rogues, and Ruffians, pp. 46–53.

			12Frederick Nolan, The West of Billy the Kid. Norman: University of Oklahoma Press (1998), pp. 53–54.

			131880 Census Population Schedules, Mesilla, New Mexico, household no. 65; Frederick Nolan, The Lincoln County War: A Documentary History. Norman: University of Oklahoma Press (1992), pp. 151–152; Nolan, The West of Billy the Kid, pp. 66–67; Nolan, “Boss Rustler,” p. 16.

			14Santa Fe (NM) Daily New Mexican, September 14, 1877; Nolan, The West of Billy the Kid, p. 67; Philip J. Rasch, Warriors of Lincoln County. Stillwater, OK: Western Publications (1998), p. 200.

			15Robert M. Utley, Billy the Kid: A Short and Violent Life. Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press (1989), chaps. 1–3; Patrick Floyd Garrett, The Authentic Life of Billy, the Kid. New York: Indian Head Books (1994), p. 31.

			16Utley, Billy the Kid, pp. 21–24; Nolan, The West of Billy the Kid, pp. 68–69, 82–83. Buffalo Bill Spawn was captured near Santa Fe and sentenced to five years in the Missouri State Penitentiary.

			17Utley, Billy the Kid, pp. 26–27; Nolan, The Lincoln County War, pp. 163–165.

			18Utley, Billy the Kid, pp. 29–30; Nolan, The Lincoln County War, pp. 171–174.

			19On the El Paso Salt War, see Paul Cool, Salt Warriors: Insurgency on the Rio Grande. College Station: Texas A&M Press (2008). Although some writers have questioned whether Curly Bill took part in the Salt War, a Texas Ranger report from El Paso dated May 31, 1878, identifies Bob Martin, Curly Bill, and Buckskin Joe as “part of the Kenny [sic] band.” That would seem dispositive of the issue. See Steve Gatto, Curly Bill: Tombstone’s Most Famous Outlaw. Lansing, MI: Protar House (2003), pp. 14–15.

			20Cool, Salt Warriors, pp. 214–223.

			21Ibid., pp. 233–240.

			22Nolan, “Boss Rustler,” p. 18.

			23Boston (MA) Daily Advertiser, June 11, 1878; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 11–17; Peter Brand, “Dangerous and Inept: Curly Bill’s Brutal Assault,” Wild West, vol. 23, no. 5 (February 2011), pp. 45–48.

			24Nolan, “Boss Rustler,” p. 19.

			25Nolan, “Boss Rustler,” pp. 19–20. The literature on the Lincoln County War is enormous. Among the best contributions are Robert M. Utley, High Noon in Lincoln (1987), John P. Wilson, Merchants, Guns, and Money: The Story of Lincoln County and Its Wars (1987), Frederick Nolan, The Lincoln County War: A Documentary History (1992), Joel Jacobsen, Such Men as Billy the Kid (1994), Michael Wallis, Billy the Kid: The Endless Ride (2007), and Mark Lee Garder, To Hell on a Fast Horse (2010).

			26Frederick W. Nolan, Tascosa: Its Life and Gaudy Times. Lubbock: Texas Tech University Press (2007), pp. 72–74.

			27Cool, Salt Warriors, pp. 271–272; Brand, “Dangerous and Inept,” p. 48; Peter Brand, “Sherman W. McMaster(s), The El Paso Salt War, Texas Rangers and Tombstone,” Western Outlaw-Lawman History Association Journal, vol. viii, no. 4 (Winter 1999), pp. 2–6.

			Chapter 2

			1Roy Young, “Wyatt Earp, Outlaw of the Cherokee Nation,” Wild West History Association Journal, vol. iii, no. 3 (June 2010), pp. 23–24.

			2On Nicholas P. Earp, see San Bernardino (CA) Daily Courier, January 15, 1893; William Urban, “Wyatt Earp’s Father,” True West, vol. 36, no. 5 (May 1989), pp. 30–39; William Urban, “The People Versus Nicholas P. Earp,” Illinois Historical Journal, vol. 90, no. 3 (Autumn 1997), pp. 173–190. On Nick’s return from the Mexican War, see Monmouth (IL) Atlas, February 11, 1848. On his sojourn in Iowa, see William Urban, “Nicholas Earp’s Iowa Land,” unpublished ms. posted on the Monmouth College history website.

			3Urban, “The People Versus Nicholas P. Earp,” pp. 184–186; Andrew C. Isenberg, Wyatt Earp: A Vigilante Life. New York: Hill and Wang (2013), pp. 26–27.

			4Death certificates of Ellen Rysdam Eaton and Nellie Jane Earp Bohn, Oregon State Archives; Portland (OR) Oregonian, April 22, 1899; Don Chaput, Virgil Earp: Western Peace Officer. Encampment, WY: Affiliated Writers of America (1994), pp. 8–11; Alford E. Turner, ed., The Earps Talk. College Station, TX: Creative Publishing Co. (1980), pp. 106–108.

			5Don Chaput, The Earp Papers: In a Brother’s Image. Encampment, WY: Affiliated Writers of America (1994), pp. 15–16 (Nick Earp’s spelling and punctuation have been corrected).

			6Chaput, Virgil Earp: Western Peace Officer, pp. 12–15.

			7U.S. Census Population schedules, Barton County, Missouri, 1870; Jefferson City (MO) State Journal, February 9, 1877; Lamar (MO) South-west Missourian, quoted in St. Louis (MO) Daily Missouri Democrat, March 7, 1871; Steve Gatto, “Life in Missouri,” Wyatt Earp History web page; Isenberg, Wyatt Earp: A Vigilante Life, pp. 55–56.

			8Lamar (MO) South-west Missourian, March 3, June 16, 1870.

			9State of Missouri vs. Elijah Wills, subpoena dated September 27, 1870, sold by RR Auction, May 11, 2016; Lamar (MO) South-west Missourian, September 29, October 6, 1870.

			10Steve Gatto, “Civil Complaints Against Wyatt Earp,” Wyatt Earp History web page; Casey Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp: The Life Behind the Legend. New York: John Wiley & Sons (1997), pp. 4–5.

			11Denver (CO) Field and Farm Magazine, June 23, 1894, quoted in Young, “Wyatt Earp, Outlaw of the Cherokee Nation,” pp. 25–26.

			12Young, “Wyatt Earp, Outlaw of the Cherokee Nation,” pp. 21–22; H. F. and E. S. O’Beirne, The Indian Territory: Its Chiefs, Legislators and Leading Men. St. Louis, MO: C.B. Woodward Co. (1892), p. 339.

			13Young, “Wyatt Earp, Outlaw of the Cherokee Nation,” pp. 22–25; S. W. Harman, Hell on the Border: He Hanged Eighty-Eight Men. Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press (1899, 1992), pp. 187–192.

			14Steve Gatto, “Pimping In Peoria,” Wyatt Earp History web page; Roger Jay, “‘The Peoria Bummer’: Wyatt Earp’s Lost Year,” Wild West, vol. 16, no. 2 (August 2003), pp. 46–52; Isenberg, Wyatt Earp: A Vigilante Life, pp. 70–72. Some writers have concluded that Wyatt was a brothel bouncer or enforcer rather than a pimp, which is a distinction without a difference.

			15Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, August 3, 1880.

			16Council Bluffs (IA) Daily Nonpareil, November 8, 14, December 7, 1873, January 11, March 18, 25, May 9, 12, 20, 1874.

			17Council Bluffs (IA) Daily Nonpareil, July 28, December 29, 30, 1874, May 25, 1875. On Allie Sullivan, see Chaput, Virgil Earp: Western Peace Officer, pp. 20–22.

			18Frank Waters, The Earp Brothers of Tombstone: The Story of Mrs. Virgil Earp. Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press (1960, 1976), pp. 26–27.

			19Council Bluffs (IA) Weekly Nonpareil, April 28, 1871; New York (NY) Herald, April 23, May 8, 1871; New York (NY) World, May 11, 1871; Jamestown (NY) Journal, May 19, 1871.

			20Robert K. DeArment, Deadly Dozen: Twelve Forgotten Gunfighters of the Old West. Norman: University of Oklahoma Press (2003), p. 9.

			21Robert K. DeArment, Knights of the Green Cloth: The Saga of the Frontier Gamblers. Norman: University of Oklahoma Press (1982), pp. 279, 351–353; DeArment, Deadly Dozen, pp. 12–15.

			22Council Bluffs (IA) Daily Nonpareil, May 2, 1875; Salt Lake City (UT) Tribune, January 9, March 18, April 10, 17, May 22, 1875, September 8, 1877, May 3, 1879.

			23Council Bluffs (IA) Daily Nonpareil, March 17, 18, 19, May 25, 1875.

			24U.S. Census Population Schedules, Deer Lodge, Montana, 1870; Deer Lodge (MT) New North-west, October 7, 1870, January 13, March 3, 10, 1871, September 13, 1873; Corinne (UT) Daily Reporter, October 31, 1871; Salt Lake City (UT) Daily Review, November 3, 1871; Austin (NV) Reese River Reveille, November 8, 1871; Cincinnati (OH) Daily Times, November 8, 1871.

			25Deer Lodge (MT) New North-west, September 13, 1873; Jay, “The Peoria Bummer,” p. 52; Nyle H. Miller and Joseph W. Snell, Great Gunfighters of the Kansas Cowtowns 1867–1886. Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press (1967), pp. 78–80; Anne E. Collier, “Harriet ‘Hattie’ Catchim: A Controversial Earp Family Member,” Western Outlaw-Lawman History Association Journal, vol. xvi, no. 2 (Summer 2007), pp. 3–4, 16 n11. There is a popular story that Wyatt Earp disarmed and arrested the noted Texas gunfighter Ben Thompson in Ellsworth, Kansas, in 1873, but it is not supported by any contemporary evidence. See Thomas C. Bicknell and Chuck Parsons, Ben Thompson: Portrait of a Gunfighter. Denton: University of North Texas Press (2018), pp. 170–172.

			26Miller and Snell, Great Gunfighters of the Kansas Cowtowns, p. 80.

			27Ibid., pp. 80–83.

			28Ibid., pp. 83–84.

			29Gould’s St. Louis Directory for 1875. St. Louis: David B. Gould (1875), p. 278; St. Louis (MO) Daily Missouri Democrat, April 27, May 5, 1875; Leavenworth (KS) Daily Times, February 19, 1876.

			30Miller and Snell, Great Gunfighters of the Kansas Cowtowns, pp. 84–85.

			31Wichita (KS) Beacon, December 4, 1896.

			32William B. Shillingberg, Dodge City: The Early Years, 1872–1886. Norman, OK: Arthur H. Clark Co. (2009), pp. 85–114. Several professional historians have written that Dodge City in 1872–1873 had a very low homicide rate, a wildly inaccurate claim. Shillingberg describes all eighteen murders at the pages cited.

			33Wichita (KS) Beacon, December 4, 1896; Dodge City (KS) Times, July 7, 1877; Shillingberg, Dodge City, pp. 172; Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, p. 17. On the controversy of whether Wyatt was a shotgun guard in Deadwood, see Robert K. DeArment, “Another Wyatt Earp Tale: Myth or Fact?”, Wild West History Association Journal, vol. iii, no. 6 (December 2010), pp. 29–35.

			34Miller and Snell, Great Gunfighters of the Kansas Cowtowns, pp. 87–88, 179–185; Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, pp. 23–25. On George Hoy see David Johnson, The Mason County “Hoo Doo” War, 1874–1902. Denton: University of North Texas Press (2006), pp. 211–216, 224–225.

			35Dodge City (KS) Globe, quoted in the Wichita (KS) Eagle, June 27, 1878; Boston (MA) Herald, May 1, 1898. For Wyatt’s own (and probably embellished) account of this event, see the San Francisco (CA) Examiner, August 16, 1896.

			36Dodge City (KS) Times, October 5, 12, 1878; Miller and Snell, Great Gunfighters of the Kansas Cowtowns, pp. 229–236; Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, pp. 27–29.

			37Dodge City (KS) Globe Republican, December 10, 1896; Gary L. Roberts, Doc Holliday: The Life and Legend. New York: John Wiley & Sons (2006), pp. 97–100; Alford E. Turner, ed., The O.K. Corral Inquest. College Station, TX: Creative Publishing Co. (1981), p. 158.

			38Prescott (AZ) Weekly Journal Miner, August 10, October 19, 1877; Brad Courtney, “Whiskey Row’s Virgil Earp,” Prescott (AZ) Daily Courier, November 27, 2016; Chaput, Virgil Earp: Western Peace Officer, pp. 25–26, 31–43. The men killed by Virgil and the posse were George Wilson, who had killed the Texas sheriff exactly one year earlier, and Robert Tullos.

			39San Francisco (CA) Examiner, August 2, 1896; Roberts, Doc Holliday, pp. 51–52, 114–115.

			Chapter 3

			1Tucson (AZ) Citizen, November 20, 1875. Florentino’s last name is also variously spelled Saiz, Sains, Sainz, and Saens in the contemporary accounts.

			2Prescott (AZ) Weekly Journal-Miner, August 16, 1878; Tucson (AZ) Citizen, August 23, 1878, February 1, 1879; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, January 30, 1879; R. Michael Wilson, Encyclopedia of Stagecoach Robbery in Arizona. Las Vegas, NV: RaMA Press (2003), pp. 108–109.

			3Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, September 5, 1878.

			4San Francisco (CA) Daily Alta California, September 5, 1878; Larry D. Ball, The United States Marshals of New Mexico and Arizona Territories, 1846–1912. Albuquerque: University of New Mexico Press (1978), p. 113. For details on the career of John H. Adams, see John Boessenecker, Bandido: The Life and Times of Tiburcio Vasquez. Norman: University of Oklahoma Press (2010).

			5Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, September 5, 1878; San Jose (CA) Pioneer, September 14, 28, October 5, 1878.

			6Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, September 26, October 3, 1878; Tucson (AZ) Citizen, October 5, November 9, 1878; Pam Potter, “Gunfighters and Lawmen,” Wild West, vol. 16, no. 2 (August 2003), pp. 14, 16, 70.

			7John Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster: The Frontier Life of Bob Paul. Norman: University of Oklahoma Press (2012), pp. 112–114.

			8Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, October 31, 1878; Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 117–118.

			9Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, January 9, 30, February 6, 13, 1879; Yuma (AZ) Sentinel, February 22, 1879.

			10Tombstone (AZ) Daily Tombstone, February 20, 1886; Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, p. 118. See also Chuck Smith, “One for Morg!”, Quarterly of the National Association for Outlaw and Lawman History, vol. xxix, no. 4 (October–December 2005), pp. 27–31.

			11M. Ruelas to John W. Foster, April 22, 1879, Records of Department of State, Microfilm Publication M666, Roll 209, National Archives; Paul Cool, “Bob Martin: A Rustler in Paradise,” Western Outlaw-Lawman History Journal, vol. 11, no. 4 (Winter 2003), p. 28; Bob Alexander, Sheriff Harvey Whitehill, Silver City Stalwart. Silver City, NM: High-Lonesome Books (2005), pp. 121–123.

			12Salt Lake City (UT) Tribune, June 21, 1881.

			13Prescott (AZ) Weekly Arizona Miner, October 26, 1877.

			14San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 27, 1882.

			15Official Register of the United States, Volume 1. Washington: Government Printing Office (1879), p. 182.

			16Sue C. Van Slyke, “The Truth About the Clantons of Tombstone,” in Robert K. DeArment, ed., Outlaws and Lawmen of the Old West: The Best of NOLA. Cave Creek, AZ: True West Publishing (2001), pp. 265–270; William B. Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T.: A History of Early Mining, Milling, and Mayhem. Spokane, WA: Arthur H. Clark Co. (1999), pp. 199–202; Richard E. Erwin, The Truth About Wyatt Earp. Carpinteria, CA: The O.K. Press (1993), pp. 190–192; John P. Wilson, ed., Pat Garrett and Billy the Kid as I Knew Them: Reminiscences of John P. Meadows. Albuquerque: University of New Mexico Press (2004), p. 63; William Morris Stewart, Reminiscences of Senator William M. Stewart of Nevada. New York: Neale Publishing Co. (1903), p. 269.

			17Sioux City (IA) Journal, April 30, 1874; Paul Johnson, The McLaurys in Tombstone, Arizona: An O.K. Corral Obituary. Denton: University of North Texas Press, pp. 6, 23, 27, 29–31.

			18San Francisco (CA) Call, December 7, 1897; Johnson, The McLaurys in Tombstone, pp. 35–41, 95; William M. Breakenridge, Helldorado: Bringing the Law to the Mesquite. Boston: Houghton Mifflin Co. (1928), p. 105.

			19Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 137–140.

			20Paul v. Shibell, Pima County District Court case no. 479, reporter’s transcript of testimony, Arizona Historical Society, Tucson, pp. 92, 115, 132–133, 224–226, 294–296, and Exhibit E, copy of Great Register; Breakenridge, Helldorado, p. 131.

			21David Johnson, “Alias Joe Hill,” in Mark Boardman, ed., Revenge! And Other True Tales of the Old West. Lafayette, IN: Scarlet Mask (2004), pp. 115–129.

			22Mesilla Valley (NM) Independent, June 22, 1878; George B. Anderson, History of New Mexico: Its Resources and People, Volume 2. Los Angeles: Pacific States Publishing Co. (1907), p. 743; Charles L. Kenner, The Comanchero Frontier: A History of New Mexican-Plains Indian Relations. Norman: University of Oklahoma Press (1969), pp. 191–192; Lynn R. Bailey, The Unwashed Crowd. Tucson: Westernlore Press (2014), pp. 19–20, 282 n.27–31.

			23Edgar A. Walz to John Loud, June 22, 1879, Microfilm Publication M1088, Roll 36, National Archives; Cool, “Bob Martin,” pp. 28–29.

			24Ramon Lujan to the Consul of Mexico, October 3, 1879, and J. G. Eaton and Howard C. Walker to Ramon Lujan, July 20, 1879, Record Group 59, National Archives; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, August 7, 1879; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, September 18, 1881; Bailey, The Unwashed Crowd, pp. 39–41.

			25Kansas City (MO) Times, May 7, 1887; Roberts, Doc Holliday, p. 166. Cornelius Mahony had an eclectic career as a mining engineer, lawman, army scout, and journalist. See Sacramento (CA) Weekly Bee, April 3, 1880; Los Angeles (CA) Daily Herald, March 9, 1881; San Diego (CA) Sun, September 26, 1883; Hugh Quigley, The Irish Race in California and on the Pacific Coast. San Francisco: A. Roman & Co. (1878), pp. 461–462; Alexander, Sheriff Harvey Whitehill, pp. 137–138.

			26Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., pp. 24–27, 130.

			27Tucson (AZ) Citizen, April 11, 25, 1879.

			28Tucson (AZ) Citizen, November 15, 22, 1879; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, November 20, 1879; Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., pp. 97–99; Ron Woggon, “The Murder of John Van Houten: Tombstone’s Coldest Case,” Wild West History Association Journal, vol. 9, no. 3 (September 2016), pp. 6–22.

			29Tucson (AZ) Star, December 14, 1879; David Johnson, John Ringo, King of the Cowboys. Denton: University of North Texas Press (2008), pp. 128–131.

			30Tucson (AZ) Daily Star, May 23, 25, 1880; Wilson, Encyclopedia of Stagecoach Robbery in Arizona, p. 110; Roberts, Doc Holliday, pp. 166–167. Newspapers identified the location of the attack as Granite Pass, which is more than sixty miles south of Shakespeare. The actual location was probably Doubtful Canyon, on the Arizona–New Mexico line, where the stage road ran before the Southern Pacific railroad line was completed late in 1880.

			31Mesilla (NM) News, June 12, 1880; Las Vegas (NM) Daily Gazette, August 4, 1880; Tucson (AZ) Daily Star, August 1, 1880; Kansas City (MO) Times, May 14, 1887; Leon Claire Metz, The Encyclopedia of Lawmen, Outlaws, and Gunfighters. New York: Checkmark Press (2003), p. 264.

			32Paul v. Shibell, pp. 132–133, 224–226; Cool, “Bob Martin,” p. 29.

			33William A. Duffen, “‘Jollification’—Arizona Style: A Description of Gunplay in 1880,” Arizona and the West, vol. 1, no. 3 (Autumn 1959), pp. 281–284. The grammar in Collins’s quote has been corrected.

			34Luis Terrazas to Secretary of State, August 18, 1880, in Papers Relating to the Foreign Relations of the United States (1880), pp. 789–790; Cool, “Bob Martin,” pp. 29–30.

			35Austin Weekly Democratic Statesman, August 12, 1880; El Paso Daily Times, July 18, 1883; El Paso Herald, November 25, 1909; Paul Cool, “‘It’s Just a Flesh Wound’: The Gunfights of Tombstone’s Black Knight,” at www.tombstonehistoryarchives.com.

			36Terrazas to Secretary of State, August 18, 1880; John Jee, “The Arizona Cow-Boys,” London (England) Illustrated Graphic, November 26, 1881; El Paso Daily Times, July 18, 1883; James C. Hancock, Reminiscences, Arizona Historical Society; Cool, “Bob Martin,” pp. 30–31; Cool, “‘It’s Just a Flesh Wound’”; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 30, 148. There are at least four separate accounts of this gunfight, each with varying details. Some writers have concluded that each account describes a discrete incident, but it seems clear that these sources all describe the same shoot-out. The Silver City (NM) Southwest, August 10, 1880, misidentified the wounded man as “Rogers, or Curly Bill,” and reported that he had been shot in a gun battle with Mexicans over stolen cattle. Thus it is evident that the wounded man was Curly Bill Brocius.

			37Cool, “Bob Martin,” pp. 31, 34–35.

			38Ibid., p. 37.

			39Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, March 17, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 29, 1881; Johnson, The McLaurys in Tombstone, pp. 91–92.

			40Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, September 5; Kansas City (MO) Times, May 14, 1887.

			41Sacramento (CA) Daily Union, October 1, 1880; Phoenix (AZ) Daily Herald, October 5, 1880.

			42Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 8, 1880; Tucson (AZ) Arizona Weekly Citizen, October 9, 1880; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 31, 148 n34.

			43Las Vegas (NM) Gazette, March 20, 1881; Alexander, Sheriff Harvey Whitehill, pp. 121–122.

			44New York (NY) Herald, October 25, 1880; Phoenix (AZ) Daily Herald, October 25, 1880; Phoenix (AZ) Weekly Herald, November 5, 1880; Tucson (AZ) Arizona Weekly Citizen, October 30, 1880; San Francisco (CA) Bulletin, October 26, 1880. The Tombstone Nugget, which would become the chief apologist for the Cowboys, claimed that the threat against President Hayes was merely an idle joke by a cowhand in Shakespeare. Tombstone (AZ) Nugget, October 30, 1880.

			Chapter 4

			1Deposition of Wyatt Earp, Lotta Crabtree will contest case (1926), at www.tombstonehistoryarchives.com.

			2Prescott (AZ) Weekly Journal-Miner, November 14, 1879.

			3Deposition of Wyatt Earp, Crabtree will contest; Erwin, The Truth About Wyatt Earp, pp. 146–147, 431.

			4Los Angeles (CA) Herald, October 29, 1879.

			5Denver (CO) Republican, reprinted in Phillipsburg (KS) Herald, August 3, 1888.

			6Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, October 20, 1880; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, August 2, 1896; Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 143, 424 n8. The Cochise County murders for 1881 are from the author’s examination of contemporary newspapers and other records. The 1882 Arizona Territory census shows the population of Cochise County as 9,640; the 1880 U.S. census shows 17,006 people in Pima County.

			7On the concept of personal honor, see Elliot J. Gorn, The Manly Art: Bare-Knuckle Prize Fighting in America (1986), pp. 141–144, and Michael T. Isenberg, John L. Sullivan and His America (1988), pp. 39–59; Gary L. Roberts, Death Comes for the Chief Justice (1990), pp. 138–141; and Bertram Wyatt Brown, Southern Honor: Ethics and Behavior in the Old South (1982), chaps. 2, 6, and 13. On the legal doctrine of no duty to retreat, see Richard Maxwell Brown, No Duty to Retreat: Violence and Values in American History and Society (1991), pp. 3–37.

			8San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 27, 1882.

			9Deposition of Wyatt Earp, Crabtree will contest; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, May 6, 1893.

			10Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, July 29, 1880; Turner, The Earps Talk, pp. 92–93; Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., pp. 169–170.

			11Lake-Earp interview notes; Deadwood (SD) Black Hills Daily Pioneer, July 25, 1878; Butte (MT) Weekly Miner, September 23, 1879; Robert K. DeArment, Deadly Dozen: Forgotten Gunfighters of the Old West, Vol. 3. Norman: University of Oklahoma Press (2010), p. 143.

			12San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 27, 1882.

			13San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 28, 1882; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 155–156; Johnson, The McLaurys in Tombstone, pp. 59–61. On Augustus T. Hansbrough see Tucson (AZ) Citizen, July 29, 1876.

			14Johnson, The McLaurys in Tombstone, pp. 60–62.

			15San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 28, 1882; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, p. 156.

			16Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, p. 130.

			17Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, July 29, 1880; Deposition of Wyatt Earp, Crabtree will contest.

			18Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, July 31, August 7, 1880; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, August 5, 1880.

			19Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, August 15, 22, September 4, 1880; Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., pp. 125–127, 149, 152.

			20Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, August 17, 1880.

			21Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, August 25, 26, September 3, 1880, October 15, 1880; Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., pp. 153–154.

			22New Orleans (LA) Republican, August 23, 1876; Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, October 24, 1880; Ron Woggon, “The Murder of John Van Houten,” pp. 6–22; Roy B. Young, ed., “William Breakenridge Tells the Story of the Earp Faction and the Cowboy Rustlers in the Palmy Days of Tombstone,” Western Outlaw-Lawman History Association Journal, vol. xv, no. 1 (Spring 2006), p. 7; Roy B. Young, Pete Spence: Audacious Artist in Crime. Apache, OK: Young & Sons Enterprises (2000), pp. 5–22.

			23Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 28, 1880; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 33–34.

			24Omaha (NB) Daily Bee, August 1, 1883; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 8–9, 3–36. Curly Bill Brocius has often been confused with a fellow Cowboy, William “Cactus Bill” Graham. They were two different men. The court testimony in the Paul v. Shibell trial of 1881 (see Chapter 5) showed that Graham took part in election fraud in the San Simon Cienega at the same time Brocius was in the Tucson jail for killing Tombstone City Marshal Fred White. In the 1920s an Arizona pioneer, Melvin Jones, incorrectly recalled that Graham was the same man as Curly Bill Brocius. Walter Noble Burns interviewed Melvin Jones for his bestselling 1927 book, Tombstone, An Iliad of the Southwest; the misidentification appears on p. 78. Ever since, Curly Bill was confused with William “Cactus Bill” Graham. Several writers have speculated that William A. Brosius, who served as city marshal of Paris, Texas, in the 1890s, was Curly Bill. The problem with this conjecture is threefold. First, no logical evidence supports such a contention. Second, no one knows Curly Bill’s true last name, for Brocius and Bresnaham may well have been aliases. Third, the idea that one of the best-known desperadoes in the Southwest could have lived out his life as a public figure in North Texas, with no one ever recognizing him, is far-fetched at best.

			25John Jee, “The Arizona Cow-Boys”; Omaha (NE) Daily Bee, February 24, 1886.

			26U.S. Census Population Schedules, Tombstone, Arizona, 1880; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, November 6, 1880.

			27Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 28, 29, 1880; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, January 1, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, October 31, 1880; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 5–6, 34–39. Fred Dodge, who later falsely claimed to have been a Wells Fargo undercover agent in Tombstone, left an account of White’s killing that is at best exaggerated and at worst fictionalized. See Carolyn Lake, ed., Under Cover for Wells Fargo. Boston: Houghton Mifflin Co. (1969), pp. 9–10, 235–236, 241–242.

			28Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 28, 31, 1880; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 38–40.

			29San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 27, 1882.

			Chapter 5

			1Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, November 2, 1880; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, November 8, 1880; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, November 2, 1880; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, November 6, 1880. On Hooker’s ranch, see Tucson (AZ) Daily Citizen, October 10, 1882.

			2Paul v. Shibell, testimony of John Magill, pp. 294–296.

			3Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 130, 137–138, 425 n15.

			4Tombstone Epitaph, September 29, 1880.

			5Paul v. Shibell, Pima County District Court case no. 479, trial testimony of James K. Johnson, pp. 168–178, in Arizona Historical Society; Holbrook (AZ) Apache County Critic, June 18, 1887; Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 141–143.

			6Paul v. Shibell transcript, testimony of James K. Johnson, pp. 172–174, 182; Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 144–145.

			7Paul v. Shibell, testimony of James K. Johnson, pp. 165–170, 191–192; testimony of C. F. Joy, p. 212; testimony of Martin S. Stiles, 255–257. Several accounts incorrectly claim that John Ringo helped run the fraudulent San Simon balloting. He is not mentioned in the trial testimony as a participant.

			8Paul v. Shibell, testimony of R. B. Kelly, pp. 375–378, Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, p. 145.

			9Paul v. Shibell, testimony of James K. Johnson, pp. 195–196; testimony of R. B. Kelly, pp. 391–392.

			10Tucson (AZ) Daily Citizen, April 9, 1901; Globe (AZ) Silver Belt, April 14, 1907. A transcript of the quoted account by James C. Hancock is in the Arizona Historical Society library and was also published in the Phoenix (AZ) Republican, April 1, 1927.

			11Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, December 23, 1880. Earp’s quote is from Robert F. Palmquist, “Election Fraud 1880: The Case of Paul v. Shibell,” p. 1, unpublished ms., dated April 10, 1986, courtesy Robert F. Palmquist.

			12Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, p. 142.

			13Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 147–157.

			14Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, November 5, 1881; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, p. 152; Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, p. 155.

			15Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., p. 166.

			16Cool, “Bob Martin,” pp. 37–40.

			17Prescott (AZ) Weekly Miner, February 25, March 4, 1881; Roberts, Doc Holliday, p. 169.

			18Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, December 9, 1880; Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 198, 216.

			19Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, January 1, 1881; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 42–43.

			20Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, January 1, 1881; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 43–53.

			21St. Louis (MO) Globe Democrat, reprinted in Globe (AZ) Silver Belt, September 6, 1884; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, December 1, 1889; John Boessenecker, “Genesis of the Gunfighter: Two Accounts from the 1880s,” Wild West History Association Journal, vol. 1, no. 1 (February 2008), pp. 45–49; Breakenridge, Helldorado, p. 132.

			22Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, June 23, 1881.

			23National Police Gazette, March 11, 1882.

			24Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, January 20, 1881; Los Angeles (CA) Herald, January 23, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Prospector, March 22, April 16, 1892; Breakenridge, Helldorado, pp. 118–119; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 57–58, 151.

			25National Police Gazette, March 11, 1882.

			26Breakenridge, Helldorado, pp. 118–119.

			27Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, January 27, 1881; Sacramento (CA) Daily Union, May 21, 1881; Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, p. 61.

			28Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, February 17, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, March 10, 1881; Breakenridge, Helldorado, pp. 113–114; Wilson, Pat Garrett and Billy the Kid as I Knew Them, pp. 5, 50–51.

			29Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, March 10, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, March 10, 1881; Breakenridge, Helldorado, pp. 114–115; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 65–66.

			Chapter 6

			1El Paso (TX) Morning Times, November 26, 1911; Breakenridge, Helldorado, p. 112.

			2Globe (AZ) Silver Belt, July 4, 1879; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, October 16, 1880; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, October 12, 1880; Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, October 12, 1880, September 5, 1920; Rasch, Desperadoes of Arizona Territory, pp. 135–136; Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 188–189.

			3Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, December 3, 9, 1880; Tombstone (AZ) Nugget, reprinted in Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, December 16, 1880.

			4Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 166–167; Roberts, Doc Holliday, pp. 135–136.

			5Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, February 20, 1881; New Orleans (LA) Item, February 20, 1881; Wilson, Encyclopedia of Stagecoach Robbery in Arizona, p. 57; Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, p. 160.

			6Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, reprinted in the Deadwood (SD) Black Hills Daily Times, March 16, 1881; copy provided to author by Casey Tefertiller.

			7U.S. Census Population Schedules, Tombstone, AZ, 1880; New York (NY) Sun, reprinted in Cleveland (OH) Plain Dealer, April 16, 1899; Wyatt Earp to Walter Noble Burns, March 15, 1927, quoted in Roberts, Doc Holliday, p. 140 (misspellings of names have been corrected); Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 160, 166–167.

			8Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, p. 167.

			9Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 160–161. According to myth, the coach Bob Paul rode that day is the so-called “Modoc Stage,” which is on display in the Sharlot Hall Museum in Prescott, Arizona. In fact, the stagecoach was the Grand Central. See Phoenix (AZ) Republican, June 26, 1892; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, May 6, 1893.

			10Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, p. 161.

			11Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, March 27, 1881; Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 161–162. Numerous writers have claimed that just before the holdup Bud Philpott took ill and switched places with Paul, who actually drove the stage, and that the bandits intended to kill Paul but shot Philpott by mistake. This story had its origins in an account in the Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, August 25, 1881, which claimed that Jim Crane said that Paul and Philpott had switched places. This scenario is belied by contemporary newspaper reports.

			12San Francisco (CA) Daily Exchange, March 17, 1881, quoted in Bailey, The Unwashed Crowd, p. 79.

			13San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, April 7, 1881; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 28, 1882.

			14Stuart N. Lake interview notes with Wyatt Earp, Lake Collection, Huntington Library, San Marino, CA; Tucson (AZ) Daily Citizen, March 27, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, March 24, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, March 22, 1881; Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 163–165.

			15Sacramento (CA) Daily Record-Union, March 19, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, March 24, 1881.

			16Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, April 2, 1881; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 28, 1882.

			17Breakenridge, Helldorado, p. 122; Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 165–166.

			18Breakenridge, Helldorado, p. 123; Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 166–168.

			19Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, April 2, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, April 7, 1881.

			20Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, March 24, 1881.

			21Tucson (AZ) Daily Star, March 26, 1882.

			22San Francisco (CA) Examiner, March 23, 1882, quoted in Roberts, Doc Holliday, pp. 262–263.

			23Tombstone (AZ) Daily Gossip, March 29, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, March 31, 1881; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 28, 1882. During the last ninety years, most recently in 2011, many chroniclers of Wyatt Earp have quoted the following passage, purportedly from the Tombstone Nugget of March 19, 1881, about the escape of Luther King: “He was an important witness against Holliday.” Yet this quote, offered as proof that Doc was one of the stage robbers, is a rank fabrication by Billy Breakenridge and first appeared in his autobiography, Helldorado, at p. 124. See Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, p. 352 n7.

			24Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, March 31, April 7, 1881; Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., p. 197.

			25San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 28, 1882. Wells Fargo financial records confirm Virgil’s statement, for they show a payment of $208 to Wyatt, Virgil, and Morgan, as well as Bat Masterson, for “expenses in search of stage robbers.” Wells Fargo Bank History Department, General Cash Books, abstract prepared by Robert J. Chandler, which show the payments for posse duty in June and July of 1881. See also Robert J. Chandler, “Wells Fargo and the Earp Brothers: The Cash Books Talk,” The California Territorial Quarterly, no. 78 (Summer 2009), pp. 20–25.

			Chapter 7

			1Breakenridge, Helldorado, pp. 130–133; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 67–70.

			2Tombstone (AZ) Nugget, reprinted in the Las Vegas (NM) Daily Optic, May 9, 1881; Macon (GA) Telegraph, November 21, 1882 (misspellings of names corrected).

			3Washington (DC) Evening Star, February 16, 1881; Boston (MA) Journal, February 16, 1881; Sacramento (CA) Daily Union, February 16, 1881.

			4Herrera and Gonzales to Governor of Chihuahua, May 21, 1881, Microfilm Publication M54, Roll 19, National Archives.

			5San Francisco (CA) Voz del Nuevo Mundo, June 4, 1881; Kansas City (MO) Times, May 14, 1887.

			6Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, May 22, 1881; San Francisco (CA) Bulletin, June 3, 1881; San Francisco (CA) Voz del Nuevo Mundo, June 4, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Nugget, June 9, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, December 9, 1881; Kansas City (MO) Times, May 14, 1887; Johnson, The McLaurys in Tombstone, pp. 104–106.

			7Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, June 16, 1881; Cincinnati (OH) Commercial Tribune, June 16, 1881.

			8New York (NY) Tribune, June 17, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, June 23, 1881.

			9Oakland (CA) Tribune, May 18, 1881; San Francisco (CA) Bulletin, May 18, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, May 22, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, May 26, 1881; El Paso (TX) Herald, March 16, 1907.

			10Kansas City (MO) Times, May 14, 1887. An account of this incident appears in the Tucson Weekly Citizen, April 3, 1881. It does not name the Cowboy and states that the dancer was a young miner from Washington State. According to the Galeyville Bulletin, Wallace’s full name was James L. Wallace and he hailed from Colorado Springs. See Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, May 29, 1881.

			11Omaha (NE) Daily Bee, February 24, 1886. Con Mahony provided a similar account of this affair but said that it was Russian Bill, rather than Wallace, who held up the coin. Kansas City (MO) Times, May 7, 1887. Two more, and similar, accounts of this incident were published in the Silver City (NM) Enterprise in 1883 and 1884. See Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 70–72, 153.

			12Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, May 26, 1881; Breakenridge, Helldorado, pp. 165–172; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 73–78. Deputy Sheriff Hugh Goodman was killed by Apache raiders near Galeyville on April 24, 1882.

			13San Francisco (CA) Examiner, October 3, 1881; Macon (GA) Telegraph, November 21, 1882; Kansas City (MO) Times, May 7, 1887. The Examiner reporter interviewed Curly Bill’s friend, named in the story as “Tom Thornton,” in San Francisco, but there is no record of any hotelkeeper by that name in Galeyville. Thomas Whitehead, who was the hotelkeeper in Galeyville, visited Northern California at the time the interview took place and is undoubtedly the man. Los Angeles (CA) Daily Herald, September 23, 1881.

			14General Orlando B. Willcox to Adjutant General, June 9, 1881, and Colonel James Biddle to Deputy U.S. Marshal Joseph W. Evans, June 11, 16, 1881, Microfilm Publication MC2028, National Archives; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, June 30, 1881.

			15Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, June 23, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, June 29, 1881.

			16Las Vegas (NM) Morning Gazette, June 19, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, June 23, 1881.

			17Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, June 23, 1881.

			18Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 156–157.

			19Ibid., pp. 196–197.

			20Ibid., p. 167.

			21Ibid., p. 158.

			22Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., pp. 70–72, 78–79; Roy Young, “The Other Ike and Billy: The Heslet Brothers in Grant County, New Mexico,” Western Outlaw-Lawman History Association Journal, vol. xv, no. 2 (Summer 2006), pp. 24, 33; Steve Gatto, “Johnny Ringo: Land and Cattle Speculator?” Quarterly of the National Association for Outlaw and Lawman History, vol. 18, no. 4 (October–December 1994), p. 9.

			23Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, June 18, July 23, 1881; Trinidad (CO) Daily News, June 30, 1881; Young, “The Other Ike and Billy,” pp. 24–29.

			24Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, July 23, 1881; Young, “The Other Ike and Billy,” pp. 29–30. On Sigmund Beritzhoff, see U.S. Census Population Schedules, San Francisco, 1880; Sacramento (CA) Daily Union, July 16, 1867, October 20, 1873.

			25Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, p. 158.

			Chapter 8

			1Cleveland (OH) Leader, July 2, 1881.

			2San Francisco (CA) Examiner, October 3, 1881.

			3San Francisco Examiner, reprinted in the Boston Daily Globe, October 16, 1881; Omaha (NE) Daily Bee, August 1, 1883.

			4Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 14, 1881, quoted in Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 89–90.

			5New York (NY) Tribune, October 18, 1882; St. Paul (MN) Daily Globe, October 21, 1882; Jamestown (ND) Weekly Alert, December 1, 1882. Twenty-five years later a Galeyville pioneer insisted that the story was fiction and said that no one named Joe Palmer or Abe Saunders lived in Galeyville. El Paso (TX) Herald, March 16, 1907.

			6Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, September 21, 25, 1880; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, July 14, 1881.

			7Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, July 14, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, July 10, 1881. Harper addressed his letter to “William H. Broscius care Geo. W. Turner, San Simon.” He was evidently unaware that George Turner had been slain two months earlier in the May 13, 1881, gunfight near Fronteras, Mexico.

			8Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, September 23, October 21, 1880, July 14, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, July 10, 1881; Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 183–184. Tom Harper was buried in Tucson’s Catholic cemetery. His grave in Boot Hill cemetery in Tombstone is a fake. In order to attract tourists, many of the Boot Hill grave sites are falsely marked, and fictitious claims of burials have been made by the cemetery’s various operators over the years.

			9Chicago (IL) Tribune, July 30, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, October 15, 1880. The Tribune reporter incorrectly identified Barton as “Jerry Benton.”

			10Kansas City (MO) Star, reprinted in the Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, December 30, 1881.

			11Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, August 3, 1881; Sacramento (CA) Daily Record-Union, August 19, 1881; Johnson, John Ringo, pp. 183–185.

			12Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, August 3, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, reprinted in the Omaha (NE) Daily Bee, December 16, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, August 5, December 9, 1881; Correspondencia Diplomática Cambiada entre el Gobierno de los Estados Unidos Mexicanos, Volume 1 (1882), pp. 507–508; Bailey, The Unwashed Crowd, pp. 53–58, 287 n17; Breakenridge, Helldorado, p. 180; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, p. 159.

			13Sacramento (CA) Daily Record-Union, August 19, 1881.

			14Sacramento (CA) Daily Record-Union, August 18, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, August 21, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, September 1, 1881; Cincinnati (OH) Commercial Tribune, July 1, 1888; John Plesent Gray, When All Roads Led to Tombstone. Boise, ID: Tamarack Books (1998), pp. 54–56.

			15Bailey, The Unwashed Crowd, pp. 65–66.

			16Sacramento (CA) Daily Record Union, August 18, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, August 21, 1881.

			17John Tutino, ed., Mexico and Mexicans in the Making of the United States. Austin: University of Texas Press (2012), pp. 182–183; Johnson, The McLaurys in Tombstone, p. 201.

			Chapter 9

			1Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, June 11, 14, 22, 1881; Phoenix (AZ) Republican, September 26, 1900; Clum, “It All Happened in Tombstone,” p. 50; Chaput, Virgil Earp, pp. 91–92, 97–100; Roberts, Doc Holliday, p. 152. On Sippy, see Troy Kelley, “Tombstone’s Unknown Marshal: Ben Sippy,” Western Outlaw-Lawman History Association Journal, vol. xii, no. 1 (Spring 2004), pp. 34–41.

			2Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, June 9, 1881.

			3Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, pp. 86–87; Roberts, Doc Holliday, pp. 154–157. Kate Elder’s claims seemingly gained credence in 1960 when Frank Waters quoted Virgil’s wife Allie as repeating them in his book, The Earp Brothers of Tombstone, which is based on her memoirs. However, in Allie’s original manuscript no such charges are made; they were fabricated by Waters. See Jeffrey Wheat, “The Waters Travesty,” Casey Tefertiller, “What Was Not in Tombstone Travesty,” and Gary L. Roberts, “Allie’s Story: Mrs. Virgil Earp and the ‘Tombstone Travesty,’” all of which are in the Western Outlaw-Lawman History Association Journal, vol. 8 (Fall 1999), pp. 9–47.

			4Deposition of Wyatt Earp, Crabtree will contest; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, July 9, 1881.

			5San Francisco (CA) Call, December 7, 1897; Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, pp. 69–72, 100, 173. See also Carol Mitchell, “Lady Sadie,” True West (February–March 2001), at www.tombstonehistoryarchives.com, and Roger Jay, “A Tale of Two Sadies: The Story of Wyatt Earp’s Wife,” Wild West (October 2014), at www.historynet.com.

			6Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, September 15, 1881; Breakenridge, Helldorado, p. 235; Johnson, John Ringo, pp. 189–191, 234, 260.

			7Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, September 10, 17, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, September 10, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, September 22, 1881; Prescott (AZ) Arizona Weekly Journal, September 16, 1881; Paul Cool, “Escape of a Highwayman: The Riddle of Sherman McMaster,” Western Outlaw-Lawman History Association Journal, vol. ix, no. 2 (Summer 2000), pp. 2–13.

			8Breakenridge, Helldorado, pp. 141–143.

			9Tucson (AZ) Citizen, October 2, 1881; Cool, “Escape of a Highwayman,” pp. 2–13; Rasch, Desperadoes of Arizona Territory, p. 35; Roy B. Young, ed., Pima County, Arizona, Jail Records, 1879–1882. Apache, OK: Young & Sons (2002), pp. 80–81.

			10Prescott (AZ) Miner, October 19, 1877; Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, October 21, 1881.

			11Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, September 10, October 22, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Nugget, October 22, 1881; Young, Pete Spence, pp. 29–33.

			12Tombstone (AZ) Epitaph, October 23, 27, 1881, July 22, 1882; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, August 9, 1896; Breakenridge, Helldorado, pp. 139–140; Lake, Under Cover for Wells Fargo, pp. 13–15.

			13Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, p. 159. Wyatt’s quote is from the O.K. Corral preliminary hearing transcript, which spells several names incorrectly. It names one as “Old Man Urrides” but Urrides is not a surname. The Nugget version of the testimony identified him as Old Man Winter, who was undoubtedly Wyatt’s friend and fellow sport Robert J. “Uncle Bob” Winders. The misspellings have been corrected in Wyatt’s quote. See Tombstone (AZ) Nugget, November 17, 1881; Roberts, Doc Holliday, p. 213; Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, p. 358 n30.

			14Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 14, 22, 23, 27, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, October 20, 1881; Roberts, Doc Holliday, p. 181; Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., p. 276.

			15Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, September 8, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, September 9, 1881.

			16Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, pp. 111–112; Johnson, The McLaurys in Tombstone, pp. 155–156.

			17San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, September 18, 1881.

			18San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, September 20, 1881; Sacramento (CA) Daily Union, September 20, 1881.

			19Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 4, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, October 1, 5, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, March 17, 1881; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, p. 159.

			20San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, September 20, 23, 28, 1881.

			21Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, October 1, 1881.

			22Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, September 30, 1881; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, p. 196.

			23Los Angeles (CA) Daily Herald, September 30, 1881; San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, October 4, 1881; El Paso (TX) Herald, June 12, 1909; James B. Gillett, Six Years with the Texas Rangers. Austin, TX: Von Boeckmann-Jones Co. (1921), p. 275; DeArment, Deadly Dozen, pp. 72–73.

			24Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 2, 3, 5, 7, 1881.

			25Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, pp. 104–106; Johnson, The McLaurys in Tombstone, pp. 162–166; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 87–88.

			26San Francisco (CA) Daily Alta California, October 9, 1881; Los Angeles (CA) Daily Herald, October 9, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 13, 27, 1881; Socorro (NM) Semi-weekly Miner, October 14, 1881; Roberts, Doc Holliday, p. 180.

			27Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, November 13, 1881; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, p. 103.

			28San Francisco (CA) Daily Stock Report, reprinted in the Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 11, 1881.

			29Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 4, 23, 1881; Breakenridge, Helldorado, pp. 107–108.

			30Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 15, 23, 25, 1881; Breakenridge, Helldorado, pp. 108–109; Rasch, Desperadoes of Arizona Territory, pp. 124–125, 136–138.

			31Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 92–93; Orson Pratt Brown, “Memories of Orson Pratt Brown, 1863-1946,” at www.orsonprattbrown.org.

			Chapter 10

			1Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, November 17, 1881; Johnson, The McLaurys in Tombstone, pp. 176–177.

			2San Francisco (CA) Examiner, August 2, 1896.

			3Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, March 30, 1882; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 28, 1882.

			4Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, November 20, 23, 1881; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 97–98, 159–160, 191.

			5Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, November 20, 23, 1881; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 160–161, 174, 192.

			6Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 27, 1881; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 161, 204.

			7Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, November 11, 24, 1881; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 126, 161–162, 204–205.

			8Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, November 11, 1881, December 4, 8, 11, 1885; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 122–123, 192; Johnson, The McLaurys in Tombstone, p. 158.

			9Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 2, 1881; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 55–56, 84. Billy Allen’s true name was William H. Le Van. See John D. Rose, Witness at the O.K. Corral: Tombstone’s Billy Allen Le Van. CreateSpace Independent Publishing (2015).

			10Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 162–163, 194–195.

			11Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 37, 114, 163, 211–214; Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., p. 251. In an extraordinary happenstance, Bilicke died on the Lusitania when she was sunk by a German U-boat in the North Atlantic in 1915.

			12Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, November 3, 4, 23, 1881; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 23–24, 28–29, 192, 195–196; Roberts, Doc Holliday, pp. 192–193.

			13Roberts, Doc Holliday, pp. 193–194.

			14Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, October 30, November 5, 1881; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 29, 41, 66, 68, 137–138, 154, 163–164, 192–193.

			15Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, October 27, 1881, reprinted in Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, October 30, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 29, 1881; Turner, The O.K. Corral 
Inquest, pp. 135, 138–139, 164–165, 193. This account of the gunfight is also informed by Jeffrey J. Morey, “The Streetfight: What We Know and Why We Know It,” at www.tombstonehistoryarchives.com.

			Chapter 11

			1Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 29, 1881.

			2Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 27, 1881; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 42, 71–72, 127–128, 153, 177–178.

			3Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, October 27, 1881, reprinted in Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, October 30, 1881.

			4Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 27, 1881.

			5 Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, October 27, 28, 1881; Tombstone Daily Epitaph, October 28, 1881; Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, p. 126.

			6Boston (MA) Herald, October 28, 1881; Chicago (IL) Daily Inter Ocean, October 28, 1881; New York (NY) Herald, October 28, 1881; Philadelphia (PA) Inquirer, October 28, 1881.

			7Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 27, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, October 27, 1881, reprinted in Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, October 30, 1881 (misspellings of McLaury have been corrected).

			8Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, October 29, 1881.

			9Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, October 29, 1881; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 34, 45–46.

			10Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 36–38; Steven Lubet, Murder in Tombstone: The Forgotten Trial of Wyatt Earp. New Haven: Yale University Press (2004), pp. 64–67; Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., pp. 270–271.

			11Lubet, Murder in Tombstone, pp. 75–79, 84–85.

			12Ibid., pp. 79–83.

			13Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, p. 148; Lubet, Murder in Tombstone, pp. 86–87, 91–94, 188.

			14Johnson, The McLaurys in Tombstone, pp. 220–221, 236.

			15Johnson, The McLaurys in Tombstone, pp. 212, 220; Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., p. 275.

			16Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 92, 104–106, 115–116. Ike’s testimony that his ranch was “four miles above Charleston” may have been misreported, because it was two miles south of Charleston.

			17According to Wells Fargo records, Morgan Earp was paid by the company for full-time messenger service from September 1880 through February 1881, and for part-time service in May and June 1881. See Chandler, “Wells Fargo and the Earp Brothers,” pp. 20–25.

			18Lubet, Murder in Tombstone, pp. 136–138.

			19Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 63–65; Lubet, Murder in Tombstone, pp. 172–173.

			20Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 181–182. Some writers have suggested, without any supporting evidence, that Sills, a stranger in Tombstone, might have been a shill who was paid for his testimony. That is rank speculation, as set forth in Jane Matson Lee and Mark Dworkin, “H. F. Sills, Mystery Man of the O. K. Corral Shootout,” Western Outlaw-Lawman History Association Journal, vol. 12, no. 4 (Spring 2004), available at www.tombstonehistoryarchives.com.

			21Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 207–210.

			22Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, December 1, 1881; Turner, The O.K. Corral Inquest, pp. 217–226.

			23Johnson, The McLaurys in Tombstone, pp. 250–251; Ball, The United States Marshals, pp. 122–123.

			Chapter 12

			1Tombstone (AZ) Nugget, reprinted in the Los Angeles (CA) Daily Herald, November 16, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, September 18, 1881; Omaha (NE) Daily Bee, August 1, 1883; Kansas City (MO) Times, May 7, 1887; Philip J. Rasch, “AKA Russian Bill,” The Branding Iron: Quarterly of the Los Angeles Corral of The Westerners, no. 86 (March 1968), pp. 12–13.

			2Kansas City (MO) Star, August 4, 1883; Omaha (NE) Daily Bee, December 31, 1884; Kansas City (MO) Times, May 7, 1887; Hartford (KY) Republican, June 2, 1916; Rasch, “AKA Russian Bill,” p. 12; Bob Alexander, Dangerous Dan Tucker: New Mexico’s Deadly Lawman. Silver City, NM: High-Lonesome Books (2001), pp. 83–84. Russian Bill’s last name is often given as Tettenborn but in the 1880 census for Shakespeare he is enumerated as William Tettenbaum. Numerous other renditions of his last name appear to be phonetic misspellings.

			3Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, November 4, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, November 10, 1881; New York Sun, August 31, 1884; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 90–91; Alexander, Dangerous Dan Tucker, p. 85.

			4Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, November 10, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, November 13, 1881; Kansas City (MO) Star, August 4, 1883; Omaha (NE) Daily Bee, December 31, 1884; Hartford (KY) Republican, June 2, 1916; Rasch, “AKA Russian Bill,” p. 13.

			5New York (NY) Tribune, April 21, 1882; New Orleans (LA) Times-Picayune, April 19, 1882; New York Times, reprinted in the Peach Springs Arizona Champion, November 3, 1883.

			6Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, December 7, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, January 17, 1882; Brown, “Memories of Orson Pratt Brown.” Buckskin Joe’s surname is also spelled Goss in some records.

			7Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, December 16, 1881; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 92–93.

			8Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, December 7, 1881.

			9San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, December 30, 1881; Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, p. 80.

			10John P. Clum, “It All Happened in Tombstone,” Arizona Historical Review, vol. 2, no. 1 (April 1929), p. 56.

			11Tombstone (AZ) Tribune, quoted in Los Angeles (CA) Herald, December 28, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, December 30, 1881. The Nugget naturally disputed the story, admitting that there was a “broken slat” in the hotel window but insisting that it was too high from the floor for a man to aim a rifle through it. Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, January 1, 1882.

			12Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, December 17, 20, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, May 6, 1893; Clum, “It All Happened in Tombstone,” pp. 57–59.

			13Tucson (AZ) Citizen, quoted in Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, December 20, 1881; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, December 22, 1881; Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., p. 286.

			14Tombstone (AZ) Nugget, quoted in Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, December 22, 1881.

			15Tombstone (AZ) Nugget, reprinted in the Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, December 29, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, December 30, 1881; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 28, 1882; Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., pp. 292–293.

			16Tombstone (AZ) Nugget, reprinted in the Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, December 29, 1881; Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., p. 293; Turner, The Earps Talk, p. 98 n9; Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, pp. 174–175.

			17Prescott (AZ) Weekly Arizona Miner, December 30, 1881; Roberts, Doc Holliday, p. 233.

			18Deposition of Wyatt Earp, Crabtree will contest. On Turkey Creek Jack Johnson, whose true name was John Blount, see Peter Brand, “Wyatt Earp, Jack Johnson, and the Notorious Blount Brothers,” Quarterly of the National Association for Outlaw and Lawman History, vol. xxvii, no. 4 (October–December 2003), pp. 36–47. On Texas Jack Vermillion, see Peter Brand, Wyatt Earp’s Vendetta Posse Rider: The Story of Texas Jack Vermillion. Publ. by author (2012).

			19Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, January 8, 10, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, January 8, February 14, 1882; Sacramento (CA) Daily Union, January 26, 1882; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, August 9, 1896; Gatto, Curly Bill, p. 102. Wyatt, in his account in the San Francisco Examiner of August 9, 1896, conflated this robbery with the Bisbee stage holdup committed by Frank Stilwell and Pete Spence on September 8, 1881.

			20Sheriff John H. Behan financial report, March 1882, copy courtesy Ron Woggon; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, March 14, 1882.

			21Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, January 8, 1882; San Francisco (CA) Daily Report, January 9, 13, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Nugget, quoted in Tucson (AZ) Daily Star, January 10, 1882; Richard H. Dillon, Wells Fargo Detective: A Biography of James B. Hume. New York: Coward-McCann (1969), p. 209; John Boessenecker, Shotguns and Stagecoaches: The Brave Men Who Rode for Wells Fargo in the Wild West. New York: Thomas Dunne Books (2018), pp. 123–125.

			22Lake-Earp interview notes; Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 102, 163 n54. Alex Arnold was undoubtedly the same man as Alex Arnett, the Cowboy who settled in the San Simon Cienega.

			Chapter 13

			1Walter Noble Burns, Tombstone: An Iliad of the Southwest. New York: Doubleday (1927), pp. 137–138.

			2Tombstone Nugget, reprinted in Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, January 22, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, January 18, 19, 1882; Roberts, Doc Holliday, pp. 236–238; Johnson, The McLaurys in Tombstone, p. 265.

			3Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, January 1, 1882.

			4Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, January 4, 1882; Tucson (AZ) Daily Star, quoted in Los Angeles (CA) Herald, November 16, 1881.

			5Report of Leigh Chalmer, Examiner, Department of Justice, September 3, 1885, Record Group 60, National Archives; Roberts, Doc Holliday, pp. 235–236, 238.

			6Tombstone (AZ) Nugget, quoted in Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, January 26, 1882; Brand, Wyatt Earp’s Vendetta Posse Rider, p. 35.

			7Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, January 24, 1882; Roberts, Doc Holliday, pp. 238–239; Johnson, John Ringo, p. 234.

			8Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, quoted in Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, January 26, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, January 24, 1882.

			9Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, January 18, 24, 1882.

			10Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, quoted in Phoenix (AZ) Daily Herald, January 26, 1882.

			11Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, January 25, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, quoted in Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, January 29, 1882.

			12Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, January 26, 1882.

			13Ibid., January 27, 1882.

			14Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, January 27, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, January 28, 1882.

			15Denver (CO) Republican, reprinted in Phillipsburg (KS) Herald, August 3, 1888.

			16Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, January 28, 31, February 5, 1882.

			17Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, January 31, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, February 1, 1882. The Nugget of February 1, 1882, reported that Phin Clanton and Pony Diehl had appeared in court and were released due to lack of evidence. That seems to be in error, for the coverage in the Epitaph shows that it was Ike and Phin alone who surrendered to face the charges of shooting Virgil Earp.

			18Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, February 10, 1882.

			19Ibid., February 2, 1882.

			20Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, February 3, 1882; Tucson (AZ) Daily Star, February 4, 1882; Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., pp. 301–303.

			21Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, February 11, 14, 16, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, February 20, 1882; Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, p. 195.

			22Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, February 14, 18, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, February 27, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, February 14, 16, 18, 1882; Rasch, Desperadoes of Arizona Territory, p. 35.

			23Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, February 16, 1882; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, February 19, 1882. On Tipton, see Peter Brand, “Daniel G. Tipton and the Earp Vendetta Posse,” Quarterly of the National Association for Outlaw and Lawman History, vol. xxiv, no. 4 (October–December 2000), pp. 17–27.

			24Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, February 22, March 15, 23, 1882.

			25Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, March 23, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, March 27, 1882; Tombstone Nugget, quoted in Tucson (AZ) Daily Citizen, March 26, 1882; Los Angeles (CA) Times, March 28, 1882; Turner, The Earps Talk, pp. 90–91, 98; Shillingberg, Tombstone, A.T., pp. 307–309.

			26Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, p. 201.

			Chapter 14

			1Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, March 23, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, March 23, 1882. Pete Spence’s house is still standing in Tombstone.

			2Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, March 27, 1882.

			3San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 27, 1882; Wyatt Earp to Walter Noble Burns, March 15, 1927, reprinted in Walter Noble Burns, Tombstone: An Iliad of the Southwest. Albuquerque: University of New Mexico Press (1999), pp. xix–xxii.

			4On Pete Spence’s subsequent killings, see Young, Pete Spence, pp. 47–52.

			5Denver (CO) Republican, May 14, 1893, quoted in Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, p. 226; Los Angeles (CA) Herald, March 28, 1882; Los Angeles (CA) Times, March 28, 1882; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, April 2, 1882; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 27, 1882.

			6Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, April 2, 1882; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 27, 1882.

			7Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, March 27, 1882; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, March 23, 1882; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, April 2, 1882.

			8Lake-Earp interview notes; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 27, 1882; Phoenix (AZ) Arizona Republican, March 3, 1898.

			9All the witness statements are from testimony at the coroner’s inquest as published in the Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, April 2, 1882. See also Roy Young, “The Assassination of Frank Stilwell,” Wild West History Association Journal, vol. 1, no. 4 (August 2008), pp. 16–29.

			10Denver (CO) Republican, May 14, 1893, quoted in Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, p. 226. In Wyatt’s account he falsely stated that Stilwell had shot at him first.

			11Lake-Earp interview notes; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, April 2, 1882; Tucson (AZ) Daily Star, March 21, 1882.

			12Tennessee v. Garner (1985) 471 U.S. 1; William J. Chambliss, ed., Police and Law Enforcement. Los Angeles: Sage Publications (2011), pp. 200–201; William A. Geller and Michael Scott, Deadly Force. Washington, D.C.: Police Executive Research Forum (1992), pp. 248–249.

			13Los Angeles (CA) Times, March 28, 1882 (misspelling of Vizner corrected).

			14Young, “The Assassination of Frank Stilwell,” p. 26.

			15Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, April 2, 1882; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, March 23, 1882; Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, p. 227.

			16San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 27, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, June 3, 1882. On the Epitaph’s switch from pro-Earp to anti-Earp, see Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, pp. 251–252.

			17Breakenridge, Helldorado, pp. 173–174.

			18Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, March 22, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, March 22, 1882.

			19Tucson (AZ) Daily Star, March 22, 1882.

			20Ibid., March 21, 1882.

			21Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, quoted in Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, March 26, 1882.

			22Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, reprinted in Tucson Weekly Star, March 30, 1882. The Daily Epitaph of March 23, 1881, incorrectly stated that the culprit was Indian Charley.

			23Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, March 22, 23, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, March 27, 1882; Young, Pete Spence, p. 35.

			24Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, March 23, 1882.

			25In the matter of the Inquest held on the body of Judah Florentino, deceased. Cochise County Inquests, case no. 77, Record Group 1, Arizona State Library, Phoenix (misspellings of names and punctuation corrected). The testimony differs slightly from that published in the Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, March 27, 1882.

			26Inquest of Judah Florentino.

			27Lake-Earp interview notes; Inquest of Judah Florentino; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, March 26, 1882.

			28Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, March 27, 1882.

			29Inquest of Judah Florentino; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, March 27, 1882.

			30Tucson (AZ) Daily Star, March 24, 31, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, April 1, 1882; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, April 2, 1882.

			31Breakenridge, Helldorado, pp. 174–175; letter by John R. Adams, April 2, 1882, quoted in Johnson, The McLaurys in Tombstone, p. 284.

			Chapter 15

			1Phoenix (AZ) Republican, March 3, 1898.

			2Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, March 23, May 9, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, March 27, 1882.

			3Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, March 24, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, March 27, 1882; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, March 30, 1882.

			4Breakenridge, Helldorado, p. 178; Johnson, John Ringo, p. 251.

			5Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, April 3, 1882; Roberts, Doc Holliday, pp. 251–252.

			6Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, March 25, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, March 27, 1882; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, March 26, 1882; Denver (CO) Field and Farm Magazine, August 17, 1893, quoted in Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, pp. 237–238.

			7Lake-Earp interview notes; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, August 2, 1896; Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, p. 238. Wyatt Earp later said that the fight happened at Iron Springs, but there is no such location in the Whetstone Mountains. On the correct location (Cottonwood Spring), see Bill Evans, “Gunfight in the Whetstone Mountains,” Wild West History Association Journal, vol. 1, no. 6 (December 2008), pp. 13–22.

			8Lake-Earp interview notes; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, February 7, 1882; Denver (CO) Republican, May 22, 1882; Breakenridge, Helldorado, pp. 175–176. Breakenridge also claimed that Curly Bill was not present.

			9Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, April 3, 1882.

			10Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, March 26, 1882.

			11Los Angeles (CA) Herald, March 26, 1882; Chicago (IL) Daily News, March 27, 1882; New York (NY) Herald, March 26, 1882.

			12Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, March 26, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, March 27, April 3, 1882.

			13Lake-Earp interview notes; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, March 31, April 1, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, April 3, 1882. For arguments that Earp did not kill Curly Bill, see Gatto, Curly Bill, pp. 119–134.

			14Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, March 24, 1882; Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, p. 232.

			15Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, March 27, 1882; Robert J. Chandler, “Did Wells Fargo Pay Wyatt Earp to Kill Curly Bill and Frank Stilwell?” True West, vol. 48 (July 2001), pp. 42–43. The Epitaph reported that the Earps’ visit to Tombstone was on March 26, but one of the posse said it occurred on March 25. Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, April 10, 1882.

			16Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, April 10, 1882; Sacramento (CA) Daily Union, March 27, 1882.

			17Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, April 3, 10, 1882.

			18Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, April 10, 17, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, March 31, 1882.

			19Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, April 10, 17, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, March 31, 1882.

			20Waco (TX) Daily Examiner, March 29, April 5, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, March 6, 16, April 5, 1882; Dallas (TX) Weekly Herald, April 6, 1882; Rick Miller, Bounty Hunter. College Station, TX: Creative Publishing Co. (1988), pp. 136–137; Robert K. DeArment, Deadly Dozen: Twelve Forgotten Gunfighters of the Old West, Volume 2. Norman: University of Oklahoma Press (2007), pp. 132–136; John Boessenecker, Texas Ranger: The Epic Life of Frank Hamer, the Man Who Killed Bonnie and Clyde. New York: Thomas Dunne Books (2016), pp. 314–315. The Dallas (TX) Daily Herald of April 1, 1882, carried a long story claiming that Frank Jackson had been captured in Las Cruces, New Mexico, after a gunfight in which two outlaws and one lawman were killed. The newspaper soon admitted that the report was a hoax, published as an April fool’s joke. The Tombstone Nugget naturally denied the story of the arrest, saying that “the Earps did not deliver Frank Jackson, nor any other person, to a Dallas detective at San Simon.” But the Nugget’s bias resulted in its creation of a fanciful story that the arrested suspect was actually Wyatt’s posseman, Jack Johnson. Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, April 8, 1882.

			21Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, June 4, 1882; Johnson, John Ringo, pp. 132, 321 n48.

			22Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, April 3, August 19, 1882.

			23Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, March 29, 30, 1882; Breakenridge, Helldorado, pp. 180–186; Rasch, Desperadoes of Arizona Territory, pp. 104–110.

			24Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, March 27, 28, 30, 31, April 1, 3, 1882. On the history of the spousal privilege, see Hawkins v. United States (1958) 358 U.S. 74, 75.

			25Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, May 4, 1882.

			26Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, April 18, 1882.

			27Los Angeles (CA) Times, March 28, 1882; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Star, April 6, 1882; Los Angeles (CA) Daily Herald, April 20, 1882.

			28Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, April 17, 24, 1882.

			29Silver City (NM) New Southwest and Grant County Herald, April 22, 1882; Albuquerque (NM) Evening Review, May 13, 1882; Brand, “Daniel G. Tipton,” p. 24.

			30Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, pp. 252–253; Henry P. Walker, “Retire Peaceably to Your Homes: Arizona Faces Martial Law, 1882,” Journal of Arizona History, vol. 10, no. 1 (Spring 1969), pp. 1–18.

			31Denver (CO) Republican, May 22, 1882.

			32Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 197–202.

			33San Francisco (CA) Examiner, August 2, 1896.

			Chapter 16

			1Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, April 9, 28, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, April 24, May 1, 1882.

			2Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, June 10, 1882.

			3Tombstone (AZ) Daily Nugget, May 19, 1882; Silver City (NM) New Southwest and Grant County Herald, May 20, 1882; San Diego (CA) Union, May 19, 1882; Cincinnati (OH) Commercial Tribune, July 1, 1888.

			4Dallas (TX) Daily Herald, June 20, 1882; Galveston (TX) Weekly News, June 10, 22, 29, 1882; Galveston (TX) Daily News, June 27, 1882; San Antonio (TX) Express, reprinted in Saint Paul (MN) Daily Globe, July 8, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, August 18, 1882.

			5Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, July 22, 1882; Tucson (AZ) Daily Citizen, July 18, 1882; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, July 30, 1882; Breakenridge, Helldorado, pp. 187–189; Johnson, John Ringo, pp. 259–266.

			6San Francisco (CA) Examiner, October 3, 1881; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, October 8, 1881, June 24, 28, July 1, 1882; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, February 13, May 20, 1882; Breakenridge, Helldorado, p. 189.

			7Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, September 23, November 18, 1882; Jack DeMattos and Chuck Parsons, They Called Him Buckskin Frank: The Life and Adventures of Nashville Franklyn Leslie. Denton: University of North Texas Press (2018), pp. 45–49. Bush was also a witness to a fatal shooting in Tucson in 1879. See Tucson (AZ) Daily Citizen, February 22, 1879.

			8Warrant of arrest for Jim Lewis and John Barnes, Graham County, Arizona, July 24, 1883, Kevin Mulkins collection, Tucson, Arizona; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, September 30, 1882; Sacramento (CA) Daily Union, May 23, June 8, 1883; Tucson (AZ) Citizen, July 7, September 15, 29, October 6, 1883. Fred Dodge’s fictitious stories about Johnny Barnes appear in Stuart N. Lake, Wyatt Earp, Frontier Marshal. New York: Houghton Mifflin Co. (1931), pp. 340, 353, and Lake, Under Cover for Wells Fargo, pp. 24, 38, 233–234, 242–243.

			9Phoenix (AZ) Weekly Herald, November 22, 1883; White Oaks (NM) Golden Era, January 3, 1884; Las Vegas (NM) Daily Gazette, February 12, 1884; DeArment, Deadly Dozen, Volume 2, pp. 98, 108–118. Some writers have questioned whether Johnny Barnes of the Cowboys was the same man who rode with Joel Fowler. The Tombstone Republican in 1883, and Wyatt Earp in 1888, confirmed that he was the same person. See Tombstone Republican, quoted in Timothy W. Fattig, Wyatt Earp: The Biography. Honolulu, HI: Talei Publishers (2003), pp. 539–540; and Wyatt’s interview in the Cincinnati (OH) Commercial Tribune, July 1, 1888.

			10Frederick Nolan, “Boss Rustler: The Life and Crimes of John Kinney, Part 2,” True West (October 1996), pp. 14–16; Paul Cool, “The Capture of New Mexico’s Rustler King,” Wild West (April 2014), pp. 38–40.

			11Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, June 23, 1883; El Paso (TX) Daily Times, July 1, 1883; Las Cruces (NM) Rio Grande Republican, April 5, 1884; Rasch, Desperadoes of Arizona Territory, pp. 36–37.

			12Undated statement regarding Charles Ray, Edmund G. Ross papers, State Archives of New Mexico, Albuquerque; Journals of the Thirteenth Legislative Assembly of the Territory of Arizona. San Francisco: H.S. Crocker &. Co. (1885), p. 188; Globe (AZ) Silver Belt, June 28, 1884; Las Cruces (NM) Rio Grande Republican, April 5, 1884; Rasch, Desperadoes of Arizona Territory, pp. 37–38.

			13Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, pp. 238–248, 438 n10.

			14Willcox Stockman, quoted in Phoenix (AZ) Weekly Herald, December 11, 1884; Clifton (AZ) Clarion, May 18, 1887; Cincinnati (OH) Commercial Tribune, July 1, 1888; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, February 27, 1916; Bailey, The Unwashed Crowd, pp. 118, 121.

			15Territory of Arizona vs. Phineas F. Clanton and Ebin Stanley, July 7, 1883, and Territory of Arizona vs. Isaac Clanton, et al., January 11, 1886, District Court, Apache County, Arizona, accessed at www.roundvalleyaz.com; Flagstaff (AZ) Champion, February 23, March 1, 1884, January 2, 1886; Clifton (AZ) Clarion, September 28, October 5, 1887; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, July 18, 1889; Van Slyke, “The Truth About the Clantons of Tombstone,” p. 275.

			16Territory of Arizona vs. Lee Renfro, November 18, 1886, County Court, Apache County, Arizona, accessed at www.roundvalleyaz.com; St. Johns (AZ) Herald, May 27, November 11, 1886; Clifton (AZ) Clarion, June 9, 1886; Holbrook (AZ) Apache County Critic, July 30, 1887.

			17Lawrence (KS) Daily Journal, June 3, 1875; Atchison (KS) Daily Globe, December 20, 1881; Junction City (KS) Weekly Union, January 22, 1881; Los Angeles Times, reprinted in Topeka (KS) State Journal, December 8, 1900; Harold L. Edwards, “The Man Who Killed Ike Clanton,” True West (October 1991), pp. 25–28. A popular—but false—story claims that Brighton was a correspondence school detective.

			18Clifton (AZ) Clarion, August 31, 1887; Los Angeles (CA) Times, reprinted in Topeka (KS) State Journal, December 8, 1900.

			19St. Johns (AZ) Herald, May 5, June 9, 1887; Holbrook (AZ) Apache County Critic, June 18, 1887; Los Angeles (CA) Times, reprinted in Topeka (KS) State Journal, December 8, 1900.

			20Holbrook (AZ) Apache County Critic, July 30, 1887; Flagstaff (AZ) Champion, August 6, 1887.

			21Holbrook (AZ) Apache County Critic, October 1, 1887; Flagstaff (AZ) Champion, May 18, 1889; Globe (AZ) Silver Belt, September 13, 1890, January 11, 1906; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, June 9, 1894.

			22Tucson (AZ) Daily Citizen, October 4, 1882; Silver City (NM) Enterprise, July 30, August 13, 1886; Young, Pete Spence, pp. 42–48.

			23Clifton (AZ) Clarion, June 20, 27, July 4, 1888; St. Johns (AZ) Herald, April 13, 1893; Young, Pete Spence, pp. 49–51, 53–54.

			24Phoenix (AZ) Republican, April 2, 12, May 4, 1883; St. Johns (AZ) Herald, April 13, 20, 27, May 18, 1893; Young, Pete Spence, pp. 51–52, 56–57.

			25Prescott (AZ) Evening News, June 21, 1900; Tucson (AZ) Daily Citizen, August 14, 1901; Bisbee (AZ) Daily Orb, March 31, 1903; Globe (AZ) Silver Belt, April 3, 1910; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, February 8, 1914; Young, Pete Spence, pp. 59–63.

			26Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Tombstone, February 25, 1886; Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, May 18, 22, 1887; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, July 3, 1892, January 18, 1893; Prescott (AZ) Miner, April 19, 1893; Tucson (AZ) Daily Citizen, June 7, 1904; Phoenix (AZ) Republican, June 12, 1904; Rasch, Desperadoes of Arizona Territory, pp. 138–140; Scott L. Nelson, “Trailing Jerry Barton,”Quarterly of the National Association for Outlaw and Lawman History, vol. xxvi, no. 1 (January–March 2002), pp. 36–42.

			27Clifton (AZ) Clarion, November 23, 1887; Phoenix (AZ) Weekly Herald, May 6, 1897; Anderson, History of New Mexico, pp. 743–744.

			28Leadville (CO) Daily Herald, March 28, 1883; Silver City (NM) Southwest Sentinel, March 15, 1887; Bailey, The Unwashed Crowd, pp. 119–120; Boessenecker, When Law Was in the Holster, p. 346.

			29Prescott (AZ) Weekly Journal-Miner, June 24, November 18, December 23, 1896, November 10, 1897; Lordsburg (NM) Western Liberal, November 27, 1896.

			30Prescott (AZ) Weekly Journal-Miner, January 6, 1897; Lordsburg (NM) Western Liberal, November 24, 1899; Safford (AZ) Graham Guardian, January 6, 1899; Phoenix (AZ) Republican, January 9, 1899; Bailey, The Unwashed Crowd, p. 120.

			31Territory vs. Kinney (1886), 9 Pacific Reporter 599; Phoenix (AZ) Republican, December 23, 1890, October 2, November 19, 1898; Globe (AZ) Silver Belt, June 7, 1890; Prescott (AZ) Evening Courier, April 4, 1891, September 20, 1900, August 24, 1905; Prescott (AZ) Journal-Miner, September 5, 1906.

			32Phoenix (AZ) Republican, November 17, 1899; Prescott (AZ) Journal-Miner, October 12, 1910; Robert N. Mullin, “Here Lies John Kinney,” Journal of Arizona History, vol. 14, no. 3 (Autumn 1973), p. 223.

			33Prescott (AZ) Journal-Miner, October 12, 1910, January 18, March 1, 1911, August 27, 1919.

			34Cincinnati (OH) Commercial Tribune, July 1, 1888.

			Chapter 17

			1Little Rock (AR) Gazette, September 11, 1884; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Citizen, March 21, 1885; Cleveland (OH) Plain Dealer, December 17, 1896; Austin (TX) Weekly Statesman, December 17, 1896.

			2San Bernardino (CA) Daily Index, November 27, 1881; San Diego (CA) Union, August 2, 1890; San Bernardino (CA) Daily Courier, August 10, 1890, July 5, 1891; San Bernardino (CA) Weekly Courier, November 5, 1892; Los Angeles (CA) Daily Herald, June 7, 1884; San Bernardino (CA) Sun, February 15, 1907; Chaput, Virgil Earp, pp. 161–162, 213.

			3Sacramento (CA) Daily Union, May 25, 1882; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 27, 1882; Los Angeles (CA) Herald, May 28, 1882.

			4San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, August 2, 1882; San Francisco (CA) Daily Alta California, quoted in Tucson (AZ) Daily Citizen, August 4, 1882.

			5Sacramento (CA) Bee, October 20, 1882; San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, March 6, 1883; San Francisco (CA) Bulletin, March 6, 1883.

			6San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, March 11, April 21, May 20, 1883; Los Angeles (CA) Daily Herald, April 14, 1883, August 23, 1884; San Diego (CA) Union, August 21, 1884.

			7San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, August 14, 1887; Los Angeles (CA) Daily Herald, August 26, 1887; Riverside (CA) Daily Press, July 13, 1887; Fresno (CA) Weekly Republican, March 8, 1889; Lake, Under Cover for Wells Fargo, pp. 84–85.

			8Chaput, Virgil Earp, pp. 176–181; Los Angeles (CA) Express, quoted in San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, May 30, 1892. Two weeks later, the San Francisco Chronicle of June 16, 1892, provided a slightly different account and claimed that Virgil did not pull his gun on Corbett. However, that claim was contradicted by a contemporary report in the Riverside (CA) Independent, May 27, 1892, which did not name Virgil as the pistol-toter but said that Corbett “was prevented from inflicting further injury by a six-shooter in the hands of a Berdoon [San Bernardinan] sport.”

			9Portland (OR) Oregonian, April 22, 1899; Chaput, Virgil Earp, pp. 199–208.

			10Portland (OR) Oregonian, October 24, 1905; Bisbee (AZ) Daily Review, October 29, 1905; Prescott (AZ) Weekly Miner, November 1, 1905; Chaput, Virgil Earp, pp. 213–221.

			11Gunnison (CO) Daily News Democrat, June 1, 1882.

			12San Francisco (CA) Examiner, May 22, 1883.

			13Los Angeles (CA) Herald, April 24, 1884, August 15, 18, 1893; San Francisco (CA) Bulletin, March 12, 1885; San Bernardino (CA) Weekly Courier, November 26, December 3, 1892; San Francisco (CA) Call, August 16, 1893.

			14Yuma (AZ) Arizona Sentinel, November 11, 25, 1893; San Francisco (CA) Call, November 11, 1893. On the outstanding murder indictment, see Phoenix (AZ) Republican, December 12, 1896.

			15Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, January 13, 1895; Phoenix (AZ) Republican, February 16, 1896; Portland (OR) Oregonian, July 21, 1900.

			16Tucson (AZ) Daily Citizen, July 7, 1900; San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, July 9, 1900; Tombstone (AZ) Weekly Epitaph, July 15, 1900. Since the 1970s, stories have been published claiming that some of the Cowboys arranged the murder of Warren, that Virgil Earp tracked down and killed Boyett, and even that Warren Earp and Johnny Boyett were gay and the shooting was a lover’s quarrel. No reliable evidence supports any of these yarns.

			17Los Angeles (CA) Daily Herald, June 7, 1884; Hailey (ID) Wood River Times, April 16, 1884; Tucson (AZ) Citizen, September 6, 1884.

			18Los Angeles (CA) Daily Herald, September 26, 1884; Butte (MT) Semi-Weekly Miner, December 25, 1889; Riverside (CA) Daily Press, January 24, 1887; Helena (MT) Weekly Herald, March 22, 1888; San Francisco (CA) Call, May 25, 1900; San Diego (CA) Union, August 7, 1901; San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, November 23, 1902; San Bernardino Sun, January 28, 1926; Chaput, The Earp Papers, p. 246. For further details on the Earp boys in Eagle City, see Mark Dugan, The Making of Legends: More True Stories of Frontier America. Athens: Ohio University Press (1997), pp. 127–144.

			19Ottumwa (IA) Semi-weekly Courier, May 28, 1908; Los Angeles (CA) Daily Herald, April 14, 1909; Sacramento (CA) Bee, December 19, 1928; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, December 13, 1927; Chaput, The Earp Papers, pp. 163–165, 213, 230–231.

			20Sacramento (CA) Daily Union, April 6, 1883; Denver (CO) Rocky Mountain News, May 16, 1883; Tucson (AZ) Weekly Enterprise, July 7, 1888; Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, pp. 268–273, 280.

			21Cincinnati (OH) Commercial Tribune, July 1, 1888; Dallas (TX) Morning News, March 17, 1899.

			22El Paso (TX) Daily Times, April 15, 16, 1885, August 15, 1909; Dallas (TX) Daily Herald, April 21, 1885; Gary L. Roberts, “Gem Saloon Shootout,” Wild West, vol. 5, no. 1 (June 1992) pp. 22–28.

			23Tombstone (AZ) Daily Epitaph, January 15, 1886; San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, November 15, 1887; Omaha (NE) Daily Bee, January 2, 1888; National Police Gazette, reprinted in Los Angeles (CA) Herald, February 3, 1887.

			24St. Louis (MO) Republican, reprinted in Elkton (MD) Cecil Whig, February 11, 1888; St. Louis (MO) Republican, reprinted in Omaha (NE) Daily Bee, February 20, 1888.

			25San Diego (CA) Union, December 20, 1888; San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, April 29, 1893; Garner A. Palenske, Wyatt Earp in San Diego. Santa Ana, CA: Graphic Publishers (2011), pp. 73–83, 98–102.

			26San Francisco (CA) Bulletin, March 6, 1891; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, August 2, 9, 16, 1896; John Boessenecker, Lawman: The Life and Times of Harry Morse, 1835-1912 (Norman: University of Oklahoma Press, 1998), pp. 288–289.

			27San Francisco (CA) Examiner, December 16, 1896.

			28Sacramento (CA) Daily Union, December 3, 1896; San Francisco (CA) Call, December 3, 1896; San Francisco (CA) Examiner, December 4, 1896. The San Francisco Examiner of December 4, 1896, described Wyatt’s pistol as a .45 Colt single-action Frontier model. However, an illustration of the weapon appears on the first page of the San Francisco Call of the same date and shows that it was a Colt double-action Army & Navy model with a swingout cylinder. The Army & Navy, manufactured throughout the 1890s, came in .41 caliber, not .45. Kurt House to author, October 15, 2018.

			29On the fight and ensuing controversy, see Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, pp. 284–305, and Allen Barra, Inventing Wyatt Earp: His Life and Many Legends. New York: Carroll & Graf Publishers (1998), pp. 321–326. A compilation of newspaper reports from the San Francisco Examiner, Chronicle, and Call is in Jack DeMattos, The Earp Decision. College Station, TX: Creative Publishing Co. (1989).

			30New York (NY) Journal, December 6, 1896, reprinted in, inter alia, Indianapolis (IN) Journal, December 7, 1896, and San Francisco (CA) Call, December 12, 1896. On the movements of Alfred Henry Lewis, see Cleveland (OH) Leader, April 1, May 17, 1881; Cleveland (OH) Plain Dealer, May 3, 1882.

			31Tucson (AZ) Star, reprinted in Phoenix (AZ) Republican, December 12, 1896; San Francisco (CA) Call, December 14, 1896, March 16, 1897; San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, March 16, 1897.

			32Washington (DC) Times, May 13, 1897.

			33Yuma (AZ) Sentinel, April 17, May 29, July 17, August 7, 1897; San Francisco (CA) Call, August 6, 1897, April 30, 1900; Seattle (WA) Daily Times, March 8, 1898; Seattle (WA) Daily Intelligencer, October 14, 1897, June 4, 1898, November 13, 30, December 4, 1899; Phoenix (AZ) Republican, October 11, 1899; San Francisco (CA) Chronicle, November 30, 1899, April 30, 1900.

			34New York (NY) Daily Tribune, July 15, 1900; Nome (AK) Daily News, June 29, 1900; Boston (MA) Herald, July 22, 1900; San Francisco (CA) Call, August 10, 1900, November 16, 1901; Tonopah (NV) Bonanza, February 1, 22, March 8, 29, 1902, August 31, 1907; Yuma (AZ) Sentinel, November 30, 1904; Kingman (AZ) Mohave County Miner, June 17, October 28, 1905; Bisbee (AZ) Daily Orb, February 23, 1908; San Bernardino (CA) Sun, November 30, 1910.

			35Alfred Henry Lewis, The Sunset Trail. New York: A. L. Burt Co. (1905), pp. 348–358; Robert K. DeArment, Gunfighter in Gotham: Bat Masterson’s New York City Years. Norman: University of Oklahoma Press (2013), pp. 68–70.

			36Los Angeles (CA) Herald, July 22, 23, 26, September 6, 28, 1911; Los Angeles (CA) Times, July 25, 26, 28, September 28, 1911; Portland (OR) Journal, July 22, 1911. Several authors have claimed that Earp’s partner Walter Scott was the notorious con man Death Valley Scotty. That is incorrect, for Death Valley Scotty was in Nevada at the time Walter Scott was arrested and prosecuted in Los Angeles. See Los Angeles (CA) Herald, July 10, August 20, 1911; Sacramento (CA) Union, August 16, 1911.

			37Tefertiller, Wyatt Earp, pp. 317–319.

			38Ibid., pp. 318–328.

			39San Bernardino (CA) Weekly Sun, July 13, 1900.

		
	
		
			Index

			 

			The pagination of this digital edition does not match the print edition from which the index was created. To locate a specific entry, please use your ebook reader’s search tools.

			A

			Ackerson, Jerry, 122–24, 127–29

			Acosta, Manuel, 330, 344–45

			Acosta, Simon, 305–6, 344–48

			Adams, Cpt. John Hicks, 72–74, 77–79, 106, 348

			Agua Prieta, 85

			Alhambra Saloon, 147, 228, 244–47, 279, 324

			Allen, Billy, 253–54, 275

			Allen, Edward, 369–370

			Allen Street, 107, 121, 123, 189, 217, 222, 236, 240, 244–266, 300. See also Clanton, Billy; Clanton, Ike; Earp, Morgan; Earp, Virgil; Earp, Wyatt; Holliday, John H. “Doc”; McLaury, Tom; O.K. Corral

			Allison, Clay, 65

			Allman, Jack, 157–58

			Almer, Red Jack, 387–88

			Alvord, Burt, 375

			ambulance, attack on, 30–32, 35

			Ames, Andy, 120, 122–24, 128–29, 212–13

			Anglo people, 13, 90, 95

			Animas Mountains, 139, 212

			Animas Valley, 192, 206, 208

			Annual Message to Congress, 11-12, 294

			“Apache Hank,” 343

			Apache Wars, 128

			Apacheria, 69, 103

			Arapahoes, 176

			Arce, Gregorio, 70, 73–78

			Arizona and New Mexico Express Company, 17–18

			“Arizona toothpick,” 324

			Armijo, Deputy Sheriff Jacinto, 20, 22

			Arnett, Alex, 205–6, 357

			Arnold, Alex, 307, 357

			Arthur, President Chester A., 11–12, 294, 373

			Austin, William, 368

			Azcarati Ranch, 79, 206, 209

			B

			Babcock, Newton, 116–17

			Babcock’s saloon, 176, 184

			Babocomari Creek, 232, 293

			Babocomari Valley, 84, 112

			Baca, Francisco, 389

			Baggs, Charles “Doc,” 55–57, 111, 429

			Baker, 61

			Baker, Frank, 23

			Ball, Laymen “Lem,” 132–33

			Barela, Sheriff Mariano, 20, 22

			Barnes, Johnny, 353, 357, 383–85

			Barrel Springs, 73–74

			Bartholomew, Charles A., 107, 302–5, 317–320, 324, 345

			Bartlett, James, 384

			Barton, Jerry, 27–28, 35, 152–54, 156–57, 178, 204–6, 242–43, 276, 333, 396–97

			Barton County, Missouri, 44

			Bass, Sam, 365–66

			Bassett, Sheriff Charlie, 62, 417

			Battle of Beecher Island, 371

			Bauer, Apollinar, 252–53

			Baylor, George W., 100

			Beckwith, Hugh, 25

			Beeson, Chalkley, 66

			Behan, Josephine, 219

			Behan, Sheriff John, 85, 106, 136–39, 163–64, 167–69, 172, 187, 218–236, 238, 241–43, 248, 256–57, 260–62, 266–69, 272–75, 281, 304, 314–17, 323, 340–41, 343–44, 351–54, 357, 359–360, 362–68, 372–74, 376–78, 382

			Behrens, “Professor,” 412–13

			Bell, Tom, 17

			Bennett, Ed, 58

			Beritzhoff, Sigmund “Joe,” 193–95

			Biddle, Col. James, 186, 365, 372

			Big Bonito Creek, 393

			Bilicke, Albert, 255–56

			Blaine, William G., 229

			Blaylock, Mattie, 220

			“Bleeding Kansas,” 311

			“Bloody Benders,” 51–52

			Bode, Frederick, 344, 370

			Boles, Charles E. “Black Bart,” 198

			Bond, Jim, 237–38

			Bonney, William “Billy the Kid,” 23–26, 33–34, 86, 120, 149–150, 186, 402

			Borland, Adelaid “Addie,” 281–82

			Boston, Massachusetts, 30

			Boston Herald, 270

			Bowie knives, 237, 271

			Bowyer, Joseph, 207–08, 426

			Boyett, Johnny, 413–14

			Boyle, Ned, 248–49

			Brady, Sheriff William, 25–26, 33

			Brazelton, Bill, 75–77

			Breakenridge, Billy, 85, 86, 145–48, 150–52, 168–69, 175–77, 181–85, 220, 223–26, 238, 241–43, 260, 307–9, 340, 349, 353–57, 369–370, 376, 380–81

			Bresnaham, Curly Bill. See Brocius, William “Curly Bill”

			Brewer, Dick, 25–26

			Brighton, Jonas V., 390–93

			Brocius, William “Curly Bill,” 28, 29, 30–32, 35–36, 69–70, 79–80, 84, 87, 94, 97–99, 101–4, 120–28, 131–36, 141–155, 165, 175–78, 181–88, 197–204, 206, 212, 224–25, 236, 238–39, 242–43, 259–260, 287–291, 293–94, 301–7, 332–33, 346–47, 354-369, 375, 383–85, 396, 426

			Broderick, David, 311

			Bronk, Andy, 249

			Browder, J. A., 349

			Brown, John, 52–53

			Brown, Orson P., 243, 291–93

			Brunckow Mine, 92, 120, 225

			Buckboard stage, 155

			Buckley, Christopher “Blind Boss,” 310–11

			Bull, John, 55–56

			Burleigh Springs, 359

			Burnett, Jim, 120, 146–47, 152, 154

			Burns, Walter Noble, 432

			Burrell, Roscoe, 16–19

			Burro Mountains, 102

			Burtcher, Arthur. See Grounds, Billy

			Bush, William Henry, 383

			Bushnell, Cynthia Sophia, 54

			Bustamente, Juan, 412

			Butler, Gen. Benjamin, 30

			Butler, Lt. Ben Israel, 30–31, 88

			Byers, Billy, 209–213, 323

			C

			Cahill, Frank “Windy,” 23

			Cahill, Robert, 419

			Cajon de Santa Rosa, 180

			California Gold Rush, 17, 76, 80, 192, 202

			California Jim. See Smith, James W. 
“Six-Shooter”

			Cardis, Louis, 26–27

			Carr, John, 315–16, 318, 320

			Carrillo, Cpt. Alfredo, 208, 210

			Carson City, Nevada, 426

			Castro, Mrs. Francisco, 370

			“chain gang,” 21–22, 83

			Chandler, Jack, 243, 369

			Chandler’s ranch, 376–78

			Chaves, Antonio, 93–94

			Cherokee, 48–49

			Cheyenne, 176

			Chicago Daily News, 359

			Chicago Inter Ocean, 270

			Chicago Tribune, 204

			Childers, John, 49–50

			Childes, William “Butcher Knife Bill,” 384

			Chisholm Trail, 62

			Chisum, John, 13, 15, 18–19, 32

			Christian, William “Black Jack,” 375

			Chronicle (San Francisco), 232, 235, 407, 426

			Citizen (Tucson), 122, 153, 298, 
348–49, 354, 381

			Claiborne, Billy, 186, 254, 261–62, 264, 273–76, 286, 381–83

			Clanton, Billy, 82, 112–15, 156, 171, 206, 224–25, 245, 253–54, 261–270, 272–73, 275, 281, 302, 323, 341–42, 375

			Clanton, Ike, 82–86, 96–97, 129, 131–33, 137–38, 142, 148, 153, 178, 188–195, 205–6, 213–17, 223, 228, 240, 244–251, 253–55, 260–64, 269–274, 276–280, 286, 293, 296, 301–3, 313, 316–17, 320–23, 
333–38, 342–46, 352, 371–72, 389–393, 420, 426

			Clanton, Newman H. “Old Man,” 22

			Clanton, Newman H. “Old Man,” 22, 82-83, 208–13

			Clanton, Phin, 82, 132, 153, 213, 269–270, 293, 303, 313, 320–22, 346, 353–56, 389–391, 393, 396

			Clanton, Wesley, 82

			Clark, Bob, 207

			Clinton, Cora “Belle,” 53–54

			Clum, John, 124–25, 217, 229, 238, 259, 295–99, 355

			Coates-Frost feud, 271, 311

			Coeur d’Alene Stampede, 415–18

			Cogdell, Dick, 61–62

			Colburn, Ed, 65

			“cold deck” or marking playing cards, 403–4

			Coleman, Ruben F., 271, 273

			Collins, Ed, 120, 122–24

			Collins, George “Shotgun,” 125

			Collins, Jerome, 97

			Collins, John H., 388

			Colt revolvers, 18, 339, 381

			Colyer, J. C., 205

			Comancheros, 87, 397

			Comanches, 87

			Contention Mine, 223–24, 320

			Continental Cattle Company, 390–91

			Conway, Thomas, 18–19

			Cooley, Lewis, 362, 372–73

			Copper Queen mine, 303

			Corbett, “Gentleman Jim,” 408–9, 426–27

			The Corbett-Fitzsimmons Fight, 427

			Corralitos Mining and Cattle Company, 89–90, 97

			Corrigan’s saloon, 121–22

			Cosmopolitan Hotel, 107, 117, 121, 248, 255, 299–302, 327, 339–341, 351, 361

			Courier (San Bernardino), 405

			Court Street, 142

			“Cow Boy Raids,” 313

			“Cowboy Organ,” 310

			Cowboys. See Acosta, Simon; Brocius, William “Curly Bill”; Claiborne, Billy; Clanton, Billy; Clanton, Ike; Clanton, Newman H. “Old Man”; Diehl, “Pony”; Gauze, “Buckskin Joe”; Haws, Charles; Heslet, Billy; Heslet, Ike; Kinney, John; Martin, Robert E. “Dutch”; McLaury, Frank; McLaury, Tom; Ringo, John “King of the Cowboys”; Tiebot, Al

			Craig, Lt. Louis, 185–86

			Crane, Jim, 79, 159–161, 165, 167, 172–73, 188–192, 194–95, 199–201, 206, 208–10, 213, 276–79

			Crittenden, 95

			Croton Springs, 127–28

			Cruz, Florentino, 348–49

			D

			Daily Exchange (San Francisco), 163

			Daily Stock Report (San Francisco), 240

			“Daily Strangler,” 310

			Dake, Marshall Crawley P., 72, 106, 259, 283–85, 301–2, 312–13, 317, 320–22

			Daly, William “Farmer,” 229, 240

			Daly, Jim, 408–9

			Danner & Owens’, 123, 189

			Davidson Canyon, 73

			Davis, Jonathan R., 271

			Deadwood, Dakota, 62–63, 111

			Dean, Harry, 430

			“Death List,” 295–96

			DeSpain, Wesley, 379–380

			Detroit, Michigan, 57

			Dexter Saloon, 416, 427

			Díaz, Porfirio, 76

			Diehl, “Pony,” 15–16, 28, 35, 79, 94, 112–13, 153–57, 165, 221–25, 305–07, 313–17, 324, 357, 385–87

			Dodge, Fred, 123, 143, 217, 227, 383, 408

			“Dodge City Peace Commission,” 417–18

			Dodge City War, 417

			Dolan, James, 13, 32–34

			Domingues, Ponciano, 23–24, 35, 79, 87, 139

			Dominguez, Gen. Adolfo, 208

			Double Adobe Creek, 169

			Double ’Dobe, 169, 206

			Downing, William M., 291, 293

			Downing ranch, 139

			Doyle, Billy, 56

			Dragoon Summit, 362–63

			Dublin Corral, 400

			Duncan, Jack, 366

			E

			Eagle Creek, 391

			Earp, Adelia, 43–44, 66

			Earp, Alvira “Allie,” 53–54, 57, 66–67, 106, 110, 301, 327, 333–35, 409–10

			Earp, Bessie, 59, 105, 110, 327, 361, 416

			Earp, Ellen Rysdam, 42–43, 410

			Earp, James, 39, 42–44, 57–59, 61, 67–68, 105–6, 110–11, 122, 156, 249, 294, 299, 314, 327–29, 332–33, 337, 361, 372, 411–12, 415–16, 429

			Earp, Julian, 420, 426

			Earp, Louisa, 111

			Earp, Mattie, 66–67, 105, 110, 361, 417

			Earp, Morgan, 40–45, 50, 60–61, 67–68, 110–12, 117–18, 123–25, 143, 157–58, 163–170, 195, 225–29, 272–280, 286, 294, 299, 302, 313, 320, 323–29, 334–36, 338–346, 349–350, 355, 370–74, 406, 416, 429, 435

			Earp, Nellie Jane, 42–43, 410

			Earp, Newton, 38, 42–44, 66–67, 416–17

			Earp, Nicholas Porter, 38–45, 50, 66, 361, 404–5

			Earp, Sadie, 219–220, 406, 411, 417, 420–21, 427, 428–432

			Earp, Sallie, 59

			Earp, Urilla, 44–46

			Earp, Virgil, 39, 41–44, 46, 50–57, 59, 66–68, 81, 105-06, 109–13, 115–18, 125–26, 138–139, 158, 163–64, 168–173, 189–190, 192, 195, 201, 216–18, 221–25, 229–231, 236–242, 247–250, 252–59, 262–65, 272–74, 277, 279, 281–83, 286, 294–95, 299–301, 312–14, 320–27, 332–36, 338–340, 383, 404–11, 413, 416–17, 420, 427, 429

			Earp, Virginia, 38–40, 405

			Earp, Walter (Jr.), 41–42

			Earp, Walter (Sr.), 38–39, 41

			Earp, Warren, 40, 43–44, 66, 156, 294, 302, 313, 327, 333, 335–36, 340, 344–45, 360–61, 372–73, 404, 406, 411–15, 414, 420

			Earp, Wyatt

			battles against the Cowboys over, 374–75

			as best and worst of frontier law enforcement, 434–35

			on Billy Miller’s death, 378

			on Bob Paul, 76

			Bob Paul election results, 135–38

			Behan’s hires Cowboys to hunt Earp posse, 352–361, 363–66

			capture of Leonard, Head and Crane, 188–192

			as card shark, 403–5, 429–431

			Citizen’s stories about, 381

			Clanton and McLaury murder hearing, 279–282

			conflicts with Cowboys, 112–13, 122–26, 154–55, 215–222, 233, 238, 272–74, 307

			describes Joe Hill’s death, 388

			early life of, 43–52

			Epitaph, Nugget and Star’s versions of Stilwell death and arrest attempt, 340–43

			escapes from jail, 38–39

			follows careers and deaths of Cowboys, 402

			the gunfight O.K. Corral, 257–266

			Holliday and Clanton quarrel at Tombstone, 244–269

			and Holliday/Ringo confrontation, 309

			and killing of Eli Philpott, 163–68, 276–79

			and Morgan’s death, 326–332

			moves to Tombstone, 104–6

			newspaper drawing of, 424

			photo of, 47, 64, 277, 418, 422, 433

			as pimp and jailbreaker, 60–68

			quiet life and death of, 432–33

			return to Tombstone, 362–63

			the start of the troubles, 244–257

			U.S. marshal payment for Cowboy hunt, 312–326

			and vengeance by Cowboys, 301–2

			vigilante justice for Morgan’s killing, 332–350

			Wells Fargo stage robbery, 305

			Eaton, Joseph, 89–90

			Edmunds, Eugene, 243, 287, 291

			El Paso Salt War, 26–29, 34–35, 98, 153, 156, 316, 354

			Elder, Kate “Big Nose,” 67, 105–6, 218–19, 230

			Empire Ranch, 74

			Epitaph (Tombstone)

			on arrest of Stilwell and Spence, 240

			on Behan, 230, 314–15

			on Billy Leonard’s death, 194

			on Buckskin Joe’s death, 293

			confuses story about Indian Hank lock-up, 343–44

			on Congress’ lack of action to suppress lawlessness, 294

			on Cowboy’s “posse” hunting Earps, 372

			on Curly Bill and Wallace fight, 184

			on Curly Bill’s death, 359

			on escape of King, 173

			on Florentino death, 348–49

			on gunfight at O.K. Corral, 268, 271, 273

			on Ike Clanton and “Denny” McCann fight spoiled by Virgil, 217

			Jim Hume on stage robbery on March 11, 297–98

			John Clum as editor, Wyatt supporter, 116–18, 125

			on John Ringo, 380

			on John Ringo riding McMaster’s horse out of Tombstone, 222–23

			lack of reporting on Pete Spence as outlaw, 396

			letter to, about Hunt, 376

			March 15th report on Virgil’s health, 325

			on Milt Hicks, 241–42

			on murder of Mexicans by Cowboys, 208

			on Pima County sheriff’s election, 130–31

			“The Prospector’s Lament,” 199

			report on Earp’s ride into Tombstone on March 25, 364–65

			reward for Diehl, Hansbrough, and McMaster, 113

			on rumors of vigilance committee to hunt Cowboys, 236

			says goodbye to Mattie and Bessie, 361

			on Sippy’s skipping town owing money, 216

			supports Earps, 306

			taken over by anti-Earp editor, 340

			takes sides against Nugget, 310, 341

			Wyatt on Ackerson posting bail, 124

			Wyatt on Leonard and King, 158

			on Zwing Hunt, 367

			Ernshaw, Harry, 209–12

			Estes, Dave, 112, 220–21, 292

			Estrella, Ramon, 394–95

			Evans, Chris, 390–91, 408

			Evans, Jesse, 15–16, 20–29, 32–35, 86, 285

			Evans, Joseph W., 71–73, 334

			Evarts, Williams, 95, 100

			Examiner (San Francisco), 339–340, 421, 435

			F

			Falk, Charles, 406–7

			faro card game, 110–11, 123, 247–48, 403–4, 406, 429–435

			Fayette County, Illinois, 39–40

			Ferguson, Elliott Larkin. See Spence, Pete 119, 396

			Finley, Cornelius, 72–74, 75, 77–79, 106, 348, 350

			firearms, ordinance against carrying, 217, 245, 250, 253, 261

			First Street, 222, 329

			Fitch, Thomas, 259, 274-281, 295

			Fitzsimmons, Robert “Ruby Bob,” 422–27

			Five Day Battle, 33–34

			Flecher, Quirino, 16

			“fleeing felon” rule, 337

			Fly, C. S., 261–62, 264, 267, 282

			Flynn, James, 273, 309, 312

			Fonck, John L., 257–58

			Fort Selden store robbery, 21–23

			Fountain, Albert J., 22, 24, 385–86

			“Four Dead in Five Seconds” shoot-out, 271

			Fourth Street, Tombstone, 249, 254, 260–61, 301

			Fowler, Joel, 384–85

			Franco, Joaquin, 70, 73, 77

			free salt, right to, 26–27

			Fremont, John C., 100–101, 142

			Fuller, Wesley, 262, 264, 267–68, 276, 286

			G

			Gadsden Purchase, 402

			Gage, E. B., 259

			Gallinas Mountains, 384

			Garcia, Hilario, 179–180

			Garcier, Larry, 181

			Gardiner, J. B. W., 255–56

			Garfield, President James, 11

			Garrett, Sheriff Pat, 23, 34, 402

			Gauze, “Buckskin Joe,” 30–32, 205, 291–93

			Gazette (Phoenix), 194

			Gem Saloon, 404, 419

			George, Albert, 85–86, 129, 133, 148, 206

			Gibson, Dave, 334

			Gillespie, John, 369

			Gillett, Sgt. Jim, 237

			Golden Eagle Brewery, 247, 278, 300, 300

			Goldfield, Nevada, 410

			Goodman, Hugh, 183, 220

			Goodrich, Ben, 274

			Goodrich, Briggs, 323, 325–26

			Gosper, John, 207, 214, 230–231, 320–21

			Graham, Cactus Bill, 79, 98–99, 
132–33

			Graham, George, 132

			Grand Central Mill, 298

			Grand Hotel, 107, 236, 242, 247, 253, 296, 300

			Granite Gap, 140-41

			Grant House, 290

			Gray, G. W., 384

			Gray, John Plesant, 212–13

			Gray, Mike, 82, 124, 192–93, 209–10, 212–13

			Gray, Richard “Dixie Lee,” 209

			Grounds, Billy, 186, 206, 239, 243, 293, 367–370, 378

			H

			Hafford’s Corner, 251

			Hafford’s saloon, 240, 254, 256, 258

			Hamer, Frank, 366

			Hancock, James C., 98

			Hancock, Louis, 93, 129

			Hand, Dora, 65

			Hankins, John Henry, 379

			Hansbrough, Augustus T., 112–13

			Happy Days mines, 428, 431

			Hardin, John Wesley, 34

			Harony, Mary Katherine. See Elder, Kate “Big Nose,” 67

			Harper, Tom, 129, 199–203, 338

			Harrington, Jimmy, 297–98

			Hart, William S., 416, 432

			Hartford, Kentucky, 38

			Harvey, John, 74–76

			Harwood, William, 261–62

			Harwood house, 265–67

			Hashknife Outfit, 390

			Haspel, Jane, 50–51

			Haspel, Sarah, 51, 59

			“The Hat My Father Wore,” 199

			Hatch, Bob, 255, 267, 321, 326–27, 329–330, 352

			Haws, Charles, 305, 324

			Hayes, Rutherford B., 103

			Haytema, Buckskin Joe, 28–32

			Head, Harry “the Kid,” 79, 159–161, 165–68, 172–73, 188–195, 206, 244, 276–79

			Hearst, William Randolph, 421, 435

			Hedden, Dan, 54

			Heenan, 288

			Helms, Charles, 167–68, 314

			Helms’s ranch, 167–68, 172, 314–315

			Henderson, Bob, 228

			Henderson, Buck, 389

			Henry, John, 93–94

			Hensley, Charley, 388

			Herald (Phoenix), 103

			Hereford, Benjamin H., 125

			Hereford, Frank, 305, 344, 362

			Herring, William, 259, 323

			Heslet, Billy, 192–95, 208

			Heslet, Ike, 192–95

			Hickok, James B. “Wild Bill,” 62

			Hicks, Milt, 101, 135, 205, 228, 241–42, 296, 357

			Hicks, Will, 135, 228, 241-42, 357

			Hiles, John, 227–28

			Hill, George, 353, 378, 388–89

			Hill, Joe, 85–88, 93, 96–97, 129, 131–35, 148, 150, 159, 168–69, 188–192, 206, 220, 277–79, 324, 353, 378, 388

			Hinkle, William, 46

			Holliday, John H. “Doc,” 66–67, 105–7, 138, 142, 158–160, 170–73, 190, 195, 218–19, 244–48, 253, 258, 261–66, 271–282, 284, 286, 294–96, 299, 302, 308–9, 313, 318–323, 325–26, 333–36, 340–45, 354–57, 360, 365–66, 372–74, 380–81, 419–420

			Holmes, Oliver Wendell, 286

			Holy Terrors, 197

			Hooker, Henry, 23, 127, 360, 363–65

			Hooker’s ranch, 365–66, 372

			Horn, Michael, 289

			horse stealing raid, 23–24

			Howard, Charles, 26–27

			Howard, Thomas, 198

			Hoy, George, 63–64

			Huachuca Mountains, 155, 173, 201

			Hubert, “Dutch Joe,” 16–21

			Hueneme War, 82

			Hughes, Jimmy, 79, 88, 148–150, 206–7, 293, 398–400

			Hughes, Louis C., 171-72, 230

			Hughes, Nick, 82, 85–88, 129, 132, 148, 150, 397–98

			Hume, James B., 146, 172, 259, 306–7, 357

			Hunt, Hugh, 376–78

			Hunt, Zwing, 206–7, 239, 243, 293, 367–370, 376–78

			Hunt Canyon, 378

			Hurst, Lt. Joseph H., 112–13, 114–16, 156

			I

			illegal gambling, 403–4

			Illinois Volunteers, 43

			Indian Charley, 329–332, 343–44, 347–48

			“Indian Hank,” 343–44, 348–49

			International & Great Northern Railroad, 379

			J

			Jackson, Frank, 365–66

			Jackson, John H., 316–17

			James, Jesse, 80–81, 198

			Jaybird-Woodpecker feud, 311

			Johnson, A. A., 379

			Johnson, Charles, 30–31

			Johnson, Jim, 113, 120, 122–24, 128–29, 132–33, 137–38, 142–44, 181, 185, 344–45, 354, 372

			Johnson, “Turkey Creek Jack,” 302, 313, 333, 335-36, 340, 360, 418

			Jones, David, 58

			Jones, Harry, 249

			Jones, Philip, 58

			Journal (New York), 426

			Joyce, Milt, 299

			Judah, Theodore, 344–47

			Julian, Martin, 423–24

			K

			Kansas City Star, 205

			Kelly, Randolph B., 133–34

			Kenedy, James, 65–66

			Kenedy, Miflin, 65

			Kennedy, Edward, 48–49

			Kerber, Sheriff Charles, 27–29, 34–35

			Ketchum, Thomas “Black Jack,” 375

			Keys, James M., 48–49

			Keys, William, 48

			Killeen, May, 117

			Killeen, Mike, 117

			King, Bill, 61

			King, Luther, 79, 139–141, 158–161, 165, 167, 172–73

			King, Roger, 116–17

			King, Sandy, 287–291, 293–94, 400

			Kinnear, John, 105, 110, 157, 160, 230, 296

			Kinney, John

			befriends Clantons, 83

			captured by Shakespeare Guards, brought to trial, 385–87

			and The Cowboys, 316

			death of, 402

			early career and marriage, 12–13

			early life and criminal career of, 12–16

			federal govt. powerless against, 285

			as King of the Rustlers, 15–16

			and Lincoln County War, 32–35

			opens a saloon in El Paso and appointed deputy, 29–30

			organizes “the chain gang,” 20–22

			organizes the Silver City Volunteers to rescue Rangers, 26–29

			photo of, 14, 314, 401

			pose of respectibility, 22

			released from jail, case dismissed, 400–402

			Kinney, Mary, 401, 401

			Kinney, Tom, 386

			Kraker, Tony, 355, 357–58

			L

			Ladrillo, Pascual, 70, 73

			Lake, Stuart N., 432

			Lamar, Missouri, 44–45, 48–50, 425

			Lang, Billy, 209–11, 214

			Lang, George W., 206, 209, 213

			Lawrence, Andrew, 421

			Leavy, Jim, 111

			Lee, John D., 274

			Lee-Peacock feud, 311

			Leonard, Billy, 79, 132, 139–141, 158–59, 161, 165, 167–68, 170, 172–73, 188–195, 206, 219, 244–45, 276–79

			Leslie, Buckskin Frank, 117, 168–170, 243, 296, 377, 381–83

			Lewis, A.E. “Bull,” 369

			Lewis, Alfred Henry, 426, 428–29

			Lewis, Jim “Kid,” 384

			Lewis Springs, 368

			Lincoln, Lisa, 94

			Lincoln County War, 24, 26, 32–35, 182, 316, 354

			Lincoln jailbreak, 25–26

			Linn, Buck, 419

			Lloyd, Dick, 25–26, 32, 35, 79, 86, 120–24, 128–29, 131–32, 149–151

			Long Branch, 110

			Long Branch saloon, 417

			Lopez, Federico, 16–19

			Los Angeles Herald, 359

			Los Angeles Times, 372

			Lujan, Ramon, 89–91, 97

			Lyle, Ed, 357

			Lyle, Johnny, 357

			Lynch, Judge, 288

			M

			Magill, John, 85, 129, 131–34, 205

			Mahony, Cornelius A. “Con,” 91, 94–95, 101, 179, 181–83, 185, 288–290

			Malcolm, Cpt. Henry, 118–19

			Mann, Ed, 150

			Mansfield, Sadie, 219

			Marcus, Josephine Sarah “Sadie,” 219–220, 417

			Mariscal, Vincente, 76–78

			Marks, Ben, 56

			Martin, J. H., 203

			Martin, Robert E. “Dutchy,” 16–21, 23–24, 28–32, 35, 69–70, 79–81, 83–89, 92, 94–95, 97–101, 129, 131–33, 139–142, 155, 158–160, 260, 367

			Martinez, Julio, 394–95

			Mason County War, 86, 92–93

			Massacre Canyon, 18

			Masterson, Jim, 64–65

			Masterson, Ed, 63

			Masterson, William Barclay “Bat,” 62, 64–66, 163–64, 167–68, 338, 417–18, 427–432

			May, Ida, 60

			Maynard, Ben, 309–10, 317–18, 320, 324

			McCallister, Miller, 97, 98, 101, 179–180

			McCann, Daniel “Denny,” 217

			McCarty, Henry. See Bonney, William “Billy the Kid”

			McCauley, Andrew, 122–24, 143–44

			McClellan Institute, 51

			McDaniels, Jim, 15–16, 23, 27, 33

			McDaniels, Levy, 226

			McFadden, West, 194–95

			McKinney, George, 118–19

			McLaury, Frank, 82, 84, 92, 112–13, 115, 188–192, 195, 206, 223–24, 228–29, 236–37, 240, 244–45, 253, 260–67, 270–73, 277–78, 341, 374–75

			McLaury, Tom, 82, 84, 112, 191, 206, 244–46, 248, 251–56, 260–65, 267–68, 270, 272–73, 275, 374–75

			McLaury, William R., 84, 274–76, 301

			McMaster, Sherman W., 35, 79, 112–14, 119, 155–57, 221–25, 232–33, 302, 313, 320–22, 324, 326–29, 332–36, 340, 344–45, 354, 358, 360, 372, 419

			McSween, Alexander, 32–34

			McSween, Susan, 33

			Meadows, John P., 83–84

			Meagher, Marshal Mike, 61

			Medal of Honor, 389

			Merrill, Edwin C., 153-54, 178, 204, 333, 396

			Merrimac Mine, 317

			Mesilla Riot, 271

			Mesilla Valley Independent, 22, 24

			Mestizos, 331

			Mexican War, 26, 39–40, 72, 118, 404–05

			Miller, Albert, 391–92

			Miller, Billy, 333, 353, 378

			Miner (Prescott), 410

			Missouri State Penitentiary, 21

			Moad, Thomas, 98–99

			Mojave Desert, 44

			Mollitor, F. W., 94–95

			Moore, Led, 243, 293, 369

			Mormons, 58, 274, 391

			Morse Canyon, 381

			Mountain Meadows Massacre, 274

			Mulqueen, Tom, 428

			Murphy, Lawrence, 13, 32–34

			Murray, William, 256–57

			Murrieta, Joaquin, 80

			Mussel Slough Tragedy, 271

			N

			National Club Rooms and Saloon, 403, 418

			National Police Gazette, 419

			Neagle, Dave, 227, 233–35, 242, 307, 312, 320, 340, 352, 382

			Neal, George “Pony,” 384–85

			Neri, Felipe, 186, 208

			New Auditorium Hotel, 429

			New York Herald, 270, 359

			New York Tribune, 181

			Newton General Massacre, 271

			Norris, Tom, 148–150

			Northern Saloon, 428

			Nugget (Tombstone), 113, 128, 155, 178, 206–7, 218–19, 223, 230, 235–36, 240, 271–72, 291, 293–94, 298, 301, 305, 307, 309–18, 320, 324, 327, 341–43, 348, 349, 358–360, 364, 376, 435

			O

			O.K. Corral

			Borland and Stills testimonies about, 281

			the gunfight, 257–266

			John Ringo at, 221–22

			newspaper stories about, 270–71, 424, 435–36

			Nugget and Star on, 341–43

			Nugget on, 315

			Republican on, 420

			the start of the troubles, 244–257

			Oliver, Johnny, 179–180

			Olney, George, 388–89

			Olney, Joseph, 86

			O’Neil, Jack, 148, 150

			Ord, James L., 185

			Oregonian (Portland), 410

			Oriental Saloon, 110–11, 188, 190, 247–49, 296, 299–301, 308–9, 382–83, 397

			Osborne, Billy, 70–71

			Otero, Gen. Jose, 206, 208

			Overton, Edward, 368

			Owens, Billy, 143, 189

			P

			Pace, John J., 116–17

			Palmer, Cook, & Co., 193

			Palmer, Joseph C., 193, 200–201, 242

			Papago Station, 338–39

			Patterson, Frank, 92, 112–13, 120, 122–24, 225, 293, 360

			Paul, Robert H., 76–77, 106, 128–130, 134–39, 142, 145, 157, 159–171, 181, 188, 193, 202–6, 221–22, 225, 230, 239, 242, 259, 311, 335, 340–44, 351–52, 354, 374, 388

			Peck, W. H., 233–35

			Peel, Langford “Farmer,” 55

			Peel, Martin R., 368, 378–79

			Pendergast, “Big Jim,” 311

			Percy, Hugh, 362

			Percy, Jim, 362

			Perine, George, 117–18

			Perry, Henry, 49

			Perry, Jerry, 49

			Peterson, J. Y., 429–431

			Philadelphia Inquirer, 270–71

			Philpott, Eli “Bud,” 160–63, 166, 172, 188, 190, 196, 208, 218, 277, 279–80, 296, 311, 383

			Pick-em-up Station, 320

			Pima County Bank, 244

			Pitkin, Frederick, 374

			Plains Indians, 43–44, 87, 371

			Planters House, 53

			Plummer, Henry, 80

			Posse Comitatus Act, 81, 100–101, 186, 214, 385

			Press (Van Buren), 38

			Price, Lyttleton, 274, 276, 281

			Proclamation Respecting Disturbances in Arizona, 373

			“The Prospector’s Lament,” 199

			Provencio, Juana, 13, 22, 386

			Provencio, Nicolas, 20–21, 23–24

			Providencia ranch, 178–79

			Q

			Quinn, James, 155

			R

			Ramsey Canyon, 201

			Rascoe, Jesse, 366 

			Raymond, Edward “Duke,” 132–33, 139

			Rayner, Will, 419

			Redfield, Hank, 164–65, 167, 387

			Redfield, Len, 164–65, 387–88

			Redfield ranch, 165

			Regulators, 33–34

			Remington, Frederick (artist), 212

			Renfro, Lee, 389–391, 393

			Rennick, “Cowboy Bob,” 419

			Republican (St. Louis), 420, 426

			Review (Bisbee), 410

			Rickabaugh, Lou, 296, 309

			Ringo, John “King of the Cowboys,” 79, 86, 92–93, 96–97, 112, 129–132, 135, 148, 150, 192–93, 205–06, 220–24, 228, 229, 232, 236, 242, 292, 294, 296, 305, 308–10, 312, 314–17, 325, 332, 345, 352–54, 371–72, 380–83, 420

			Roble, B., 349

			Rocky Canyon fight, 271

			Rodriguez, Antonio, 70, 78

			Rodriguez, Nicanor, 16–19

			Roeder, Billy, 421

			Roerig, Peter, 160–162, 166, 196, 208, 218, 296, 383

			Rogers, Earl, 431

			Romero, Pablo, 390

			Rowell, Leonard F., 191

			Roxy Jay (saloon), 94, 289

			Rustlers, 15, 34, 207, 385, 401

			Rysdam, Nellie Jane, 410

			S

			Sais, Florentino, 70, 73–79, 334, 348–351, 367, 375, 435

			Sais, Philomeno, 348

			salt, war over. See El Paso Salt War

			Samaniego, Jose, 207

			Samaniego, Reynaldo, 207

			San Bernardino ranch, 180

			San Carlos Indian Agency, 88, 90, 96, 148

			San Carlos Indian Reservation, 238, 393

			San Francisco Mechanics’ Pavilion, 422–23

			San Simon station, 93, 101–2, 104, 135, 175, 186

			Sand Creek massacre, 176

			Santa Fe Railroad, 67, 102–3, 232, 386, 404

			Santa Fe Ring, 13, 32

			Santa Fe Trail, 66

			Saunders, Abe, 200–201

			Schieffelin, Ed, 91

			Schieffelin Hall, 325–27

			Schuster, Benjamin, 90, 96

			Scott, Walter, 429–431

			Scow, Jim, 118

			Selman, John, 34

			Selman’s Scouts, 34, 92, 208–9

			Sentinel, Arizona, 394–95

			Separ, N.M., 289

			Serna, Francisco, 70, 78

			Shaffer, Mark, 154–55

			Shakespeare, George, 30–31

			Shakespeare Guards, 386, 398

			Shakespeare Hotel, 94

			Sharkey, Tom “Sailor,” 422–27

			Shedd’s ranch, 15

			Sherman, General William Tecumseh, 103, 214

			Shibell, Sheriff Charlie, 74–75, 89, 93, 106, 116–17, 128–132, 134, 136–39, 145, 256

			Short, Luke, 417–18

			“Shorty,” 175–76

			Shown, Anna, 49

			Shown, John, 48–49

			Sierra Bonita ranch, 23, 127, 365

			Sierra del Hacha, 100

			Sills, H. F., 257, 281–82

			Silver City, N.M., 13, 18, 23, 27–28, 95, 99, 102, 141, 207, 288-290, 373, 384, 419

			Silver City Volunteers, 28–29, 156

			silver mining, salt for. See El Paso Salt War

			Sioux, 13

			Sippy, Ben, 139, 147–48, 216

			Sixth Cavalry, 104, 185

			Skeleton Canyon, 206–7

			Skull Canyon, 206–8, 320

			Smith, James W. “Six-Shooter,” 102–3, 133, 139–141, 367–68, 378–79, 396

			Smith, John, 373

			Smith, Origen C. “Harelip Charlie,” 229, 302, 313, 324, 340, 346, 352-53, 362, 408

			Smith, William, 61

			Smyth, O. R., 288

			Snooks, Bill, 373

			Snow, Charley, 34–35, 92, 113, 208–10, 213

			Socorro Stranglers, 385

			Sontag, John, 390–91, 408

			Southern Pacific Railroad, 101–3, 111, 130, 135, 167–68, 175, 271, 333, 362, 404, 408

			Spangenberg, George, 254

			Spanish-American War, 400–401

			Spawn, George “Buffalo Bill,” 20–24

			Spence, Marietta Duarte, 329–332, 343, 348–49, 370, 394

			Spence, Pete, 79, 92, 119–120, 129, 225–29, 240, 253, 259, 275, 305–6, 318, 320, 329, 331, 331–32, 343–46, 349–350, 352, 355–57, 370–72, 382–84, 393–96

			Sperry, S. H., 317

			Spicer, Judge Wells, 229, 273–75, 280-86, 294–96, 302, 323–24, 373

			Spicer, Justice Wells. See Spicer, Judge Wells

			Sresovich, J., 349

			stagecoach robberies, 16–20, 23–24, 77, 93–94, 161–62, 170–72, 208, 230, 311, 355

			Stanley, Ebin, 389, 391, 393

			Stanley, Mary, 389

			Stapp, Wyatt Berry, 39

			Star (Tucson), 72, 117–18, 142, 145, 148–150, 170–72, 181, 187, 220, 230, 298–99, 312, 341–42, 349, 354, 371–72

			Stark, William, 85-86, 129, 133

			State of the Union Address/President’s Annual Message to Congress, 11–12

			Steele, Charles, 412

			Stiles, Billy, 375

			Stiles, Martin “Bud,” 129, 132, 139–141

			Stilwell, Frank, 79, 92, 120, 153–54, 225–231, 240, 253, 259, 275, 305, 325, 330–340, 342–43, 345–46, 349–350, 352, 362, 367, 370–72, 374–75, 412–13, 419, 426–27, 435

			Stilwell, Judge William H., 315, 318, 322–23

			Stilwell, Simpson “Comanche Jack,” 225, 370–72

			Stockman (Willcox), 388

			Stockraisers’ Protective Association, 360

			Stolen Kisses, 325

			Stonewall mining district, 289

			Stoudenmire, Dallas, 271

			Sullivan, John L., 408–09

			Sumner County, 61

			The Sunset Trail, 428–29

			Swift, Edward, 396–97

			Swilling, Hank, 332, 334, 343, 345–46

			T

			Talbott, Dr. Perry, 390

			Tarazona, Miguel, 207

			Tays, John B., 27–28

			Tejano people/Mexican American, 26–29, 34–35, 79

			Terry, David S., 311

			Terry’s Texas Rangers, 98

			Tettenbaum, “Russian Bill,” 287–291, 293–94, 400

			Texas Cavalry, 82

			Texas Consolidated Mining and Smelting Co., 101

			Texas Hill Country, 367

			Texas Rangers, 27–28, 31, 34–35, 79, 98, 100, 119, 155–56, 225, 237, 366, 379, 401, 419

			Thacker, John, 313, 360–62

			Third U.S. Cavalry, 13

			Thompson, A. H., 86, 90–91, 129, 131

			Thornton, 297

			Tiebot, Al, 305, 324

			Times (Dodge City), 63

			Tipton, Dan, 302, 313, 324–27, 329, 332, 340, 346, 352–53, 363, 372–73, 419

			Toler, Thomas C., 403–4, 418–19

			Tolliday, John, 201–2

			Tom Bell gang, 17, 76

			Tombstone, Arizona

			Barton kills Swift, 396–97

			The Cowboys in, 91–92, 104, 111–15, 205–9, 224–26, 235–36

			Earp brothers arrive and settle in, 105–7

			Mike Gray in, 192–93

			Nugget campaign against the Earp bros., 311–17, 340

			Nugget on Curly Bill’s death, 360–62

			O.K. Corral, 244–266

			photo of, 108, 257, 341

			Stilwell and Spence arrest, 229–230

			violence in, 108–10

			Virgil becomes sheriff, 216–17

			Virgil shot by assassin on Allen St., 301–9

			Tombstone: An Iliad of the Southwest, 432

			Tombstone Mill & Mining Company, 367

			Tombstone Republican Club, 320

			Tombstone Townsite Company, 192–93

			Tonopah, Nevada, 428

			Tough Nut, 268

			Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo, 26

			Tritle, Frederick, 373

			Truly, Pink, 307, 357

			Truman, President Harry S., 44

			Tucker, Dan, 28–29, 79, 141, 237, 289–290

			Tucson District Court, 137

			Tunstall, John, 25–26, 32–34

			Turner, George, 85–86, 96–97, 132, 139–141, 148, 176–77, 179–180, 185

			Tuttle, Joe, 388

			Twain, Mark, 55

			U

			Union Club, 427–28

			Union Pacific Railroad, 55–56

			V

			Vail, Walter, 74–76

			Valentine, John J., 312–13, 372–73

			Van Houten, John, 92, 120, 225

			Vasquez, Jose Juan, 179–180

			Vasquez, Tiburcio, 72

			Vegas, Epifanio, 344, 346–47

			Vigilance Committee, 240

			Vinita, Indian Territory, 47–48

			Vizina hoisting works, 301

			Vizina mine, 268, 337

			W

			Walker, Howard, 89–90

			Wallace, Jim, 79, 148, 181–85

			Ward, Jerome L., 382

			Wardwell, David K., 79, 206

			Washington, George, 374

			Wells Fargo, robberies, 71, 160, 162–63, 226, 239–240, 264–65, 297, 302–7, 388. See also stagecoach robbery

			Wells Fargo, shotgun messengers, 18, 77, 107, 111, 116, 118, 157–58, 160, 280, 297–98, 317

			Whelan, Billy, 364

			Whetstone Mountains, 354–55

			Whiskey Rebellion, 374

			White, Fred, 117, 123–25, 135–36, 139, 143–45, 154, 178, 212, 221–22, 236, 239

			Whitehead, Tom, 185, 198–99, 381

			Whitehill, Sheriff Harvey, 13, 28, 79, 91, 102, 141, 196–97, 241, 266, 288, 291

			Wichert, Alex, 153, 353

			Wiggins, John, 56–57

			Wild Bill Hickock, 416–17

			“Wild Madge,” 53

			Wilde, Oscar, 56

			Willcox, General Orlando, 104

			Williams, Charlie, 94–95

			Williams, Marshall, 112, 158, 162–63, 167, 171, 189, 191, 195, 221–22, 225, 227–29, 238–240, 245, 294–95

			Williams, Sam, 344–48, 352

			Williams, Winfield S., 281

			Willow Springs, 190

			Wills, Elijah, 46

			Winders, Robert J. “Uncle Bob,” 110, 229, 302, 352

			Wittman, George, 423

			Wolf, Billy, 399

			Woods, Harry, 172–73, 235–36, 267–68, 363–65

			Wright, Benjamin, 58

			Wright, “Whistling Dick,” 297–98, 355, 357–59

			Wyatt Earp: Frontier Marshal, 432

			Y

			Young, Jack, 369–370

			Z

			Zabriskie, James A., 32, 125

			Zimpelman, Major George B., 26, 97–99

			Zimpelman’s Guards, 98

		
	
		
			[image: logo]

			ISBN: 9781488057212

			Ride the Devil’s Herd

			Copyright © 2020 by John Boessenecker

			All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

			This publication contains opinions and ideas of the author. It is intended for informational and educational purposes only. The reader should seek the services of a competent professional for expert assistance or professional advice. Reference to any organization, publication or website does not constitute or imply an endorsement by the author or the publisher. The author and the publisher specifically disclaim any and all liability arising directly or indirectly from the use or application of any information contained in this publication. 

			This edition published by arrangement with Harlequin Books S.A. 

			Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data has been applied for.

			Hanover Square Press
22 Adelaide St. West, 40th Floor
Toronto, Ontario M5H 4E3, Canada
HanoverSqPress.com 
BookClubbish.com

		
	OEBPS/image/10_Wyatt_Earp_and_Bat_Masterson_2x2_5.png





OEBPS/image/42_Virgil_Earp_Tombstone_badge_front_back_9x13.jpg





OEBPS/image/51_Dan_Tipton_mugshot_Ohio_Federal_Penitentiary_1897_2x3.png





OEBPS/image/54_Comanche_Jack_Stilwell_4x8.png





OEBPS/image/49_Frank_Stilwell_revolver_4x2.jpg





OEBPS/image/20_San_Simon_Cienega_ranch_6x5.jpg





OEBPS/image/05_Virginia_and_Nicholas_Earp_July_30_1890_5x5_5.png





OEBPS/image/36_Virgil_Earp_1887_4x6.png





OEBPS/image/44_Stage_Robbery_2_5x2.png





OEBPS/image/17_Cowboys_reward_notice_2x8.png
RJWA&‘@B

A veward of $2F will be paid
forithe arvest, trial and convic-
tion of cach of the thieves who
stole six (6) Goverament mules
from Camp John A. Rucker, A.
T., on the night of July 21st,
1889, ¢

1t is Delieved these mules
were stolen by parties known
by the following names :

PONY DIEHL,
A. T. HANSBROUGH,
MAC DERMASTERS.

It is known that the thieves
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Don’t post, but place in the hands of discreet and reliable persons only,

$3,600 00 REWARD.
ARREST THE MURDERERS!

Apour 9 o’'clock Tuesday evening, March 15, 1881, the stage bound
from Tombstone to Benson was attacked by three men armed with Win-
chester rifles, at a point about two miles west from Drew’s stage station,
and Budd Philpot, the driver, and Peter Roerig, a passenger, shot and
killed.

The attack was no doubt made for the purpose of robbery, The
Territory and Wells, Fargo & Co. have a liberal standing reward for the
arrest and conviction of persons robbing or attempting to rob the Express.
In addition, the Governor and Wells, Fargo & Co. have tach offered $300
for the arrest and conviction of each of the murderers of Philpet and
Roerig, so that the rewards now offered amount to $1,200 or $1,400 each,

It is believed that the attempted robbery and murders were committed
by Bill Leonard, Jim Crain and Harry Head, described as follows:

BILL LEONARD.
American; about 30 years old; about 5 feet, 8 or 9 inches high; weight,
120 1bs.; long, dark, curly hair, when cared for hanging in ringlets down to
shoulders; small, dark, boyish mustache, otherwise almost beardless; teeth
very white and regular; dark eyes; small, sharp and very effeminate fea-
tures; rather weak voice; left arm full of scars caused by injecting mor-
phine; is subject to rheumatism; chews tobacco incessantly; speaks good
Spanish; good shot with rifle and pistol; a jeweler by trade; is known in
Silver City, Otero and Los Vegas, N. M.

JAMES CRAIN.
American; about 27 years old; about 5 feet, 11 inches high; weight, 175
or 180 1Ibs.; light complexion; light, sandy hair; light eyes; has worn
light mustache; full, round face, and florid, healthy appearance; talks and
laughs at same time; talks slow and hesitating; illiterate; cattle driver or
cow-boy,

HARRY HEAD.
About 18 or 20 years old; 5 feet, 4 or 5 inches high, weight, 120 1bs.;
chunky and well built; dark complexion; dark hair and eyes; rather dan-
dyish; almost beardless; small foot and hand; good rider, and handy with
rifle and pistol.

All mounted, and well armed with rifles and pistols, and the last trace
of them they were going toward San Simon Valley.

If arrested, immediately inform Sheriff Behan and the undersigned by

telegraph at Tombstone, A.'T.
R. H. PAUL,
Special Officer of W, F. & Co.
Tombstone,A T., March 23, 1881.
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AUTHOR’S COLLECTION.

Wyatt Earp. A wood engraving made _from a photograph, 1896.
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