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			Foreword

			

			The Old West abounded with outlaws, bandits, killers, rustlers, rapists, assorted trash of all kinds. So did the wild days of the early twentieth century. A great many of these hoodlums were career criminals; hurting other people in various ways was what they did for a living and, sometimes, just for fun. The way they saw the world, the outlawing business beat the hell out of following a mule’s behind all day or pushing contrary cows who didn’t want to go where you wanted them to.

			To folks who shared this flawed perspective, honest work was somehow belittling and certainly nothing out of the ordinary that a man could brag about. Besides, many of them seemed to think that riding on the wrong side of the law somehow “made them somebody.” Robin Hood and Dick Turpin were long dead, but in the eyes of a lot of young punks at least they could be successors to some famous outlaws of yesteryear. It is highly unlikely most of them had ever heard of Robin or Dick, but they could find role models from their own time easily enough.

			It somehow helped to make you somebody if you gave yourself a “brag name,” especially since most of the young hoodlums who took one were no smarter than the average cow, and some were clearly mentally vacant, which was often a great help to the law. Take for example an Oklahoma loser called Bob Rogers, who, when faced by a large posse, demanded to know whether they had a warrant for him.

			Now, he’d just finished killing one lawman and wounding another, so he should not have been surprised by the terse answer of the deputy US marshal in charge: “No; we don’t need one.” Whereupon Rogers jerked up the muzzle of his rifle toward the officers, prompting seven or eight possemen together to terminally ventilate him. Sic semper stupid.

			The history of western crime is full of swashbuckling names, such as the Verdigris Kid, the Narrow-­Gauge Kid, Billy the Kid, and the Polkadot Kid (just a few of the punks who called themselves “kid” something or other). Add to these Black-­Faced Charlie, Rustling Bob, Little Bill, Red Buck, Texas Jack, Chicken Lucas, Black Jack (at least two of those), Dynamite Dick, Flyspeck Billy (his leader was called Lame Johnny), Rattlesnake Jake, and on and on.

			Later on would come Pretty Boy, Machinegun Jack, Skeet, Big Bob, Killer (several of those), Two Gun, Shotgun, Mad Dog, Chaw Jimmie, The Owl, and Boobie Clark, whose nom de crime pretty well describes the intellectual level of the average professional criminal.

			A good many of the hoodlums with self-­christened snappy names turned out to be heap big smoke and no fire. They quickly discovered that all was not as it was painted in the tabloids and penny-dreadful paperbacks: The living was very hard on the run, and the lawmen of the day (including their posses) were very tough cobs who did not give up easily, especially if the reward was sizable.

			And so, like criminals of a later day, the punks of yesteryear generally died young and violently, either full of bullets or on the end of a rope, and very few learned anything. Those who lived were likely to spend their salad days watching the world go by through a set of iron bars.

			There was precious little nobility about most of them. During the gang years, quite a number rolled over on their comrades, testifying either gladly or at least enthusiastically against their fellow knights of the road. If they were promised immunity from the noose and maybe a reduction in sentence, loyalty to their friends and accomplices magically faded away to insignificance.

			There was one thing many of them had in common: Most of them were farm boys who shared a common goal, pretty accurately expressed by one of the Newton brothers: “I wanted something . . . and I knew I would never get it following a mule’s ass and dragging cotton sacks down them middles.”

			You could say something good about some of them, if you tried hard enough. Most of them loved their mothers, and a few even visited home from time to time, like the Dalton boys. A few were good family men, like Bill Doolin, at least as often as crime and flight would permit a visit to the family. Some liked dogs or horses; a few even went to church sometimes.

			But by and large they were, as Long John Silver would say, a scurvy lot.

			The leading candidate for scumbag-­in-­chief would have to be David Rudabaugh, better known to all and sundry as Dirty Dave. Besides his foul and violent personality, Dave was famous for his penetrating odor, a stench that preceded his arrival by a quarter of an hour.

			Dave dabbled in robbery early on, fumbled his way into the hands of the law, testified against his former friends, and then blew town for safer climes. Those climes included Las Vegas, New Mexico, where he became a part of the criminal band led by HooDoo Brown, the town justice of the peace. He spent a little time running with Billy the Kid, too, and at last turned up around Tombstone as part of the so-­called “Cowboy faction.”

			When Dave ran out of welcome, as he inevitably did, he went off to Mexico. There he inflicted himself on the small Chihuahua town of Parral, where, as usual, he quickly became a major irritant to the population—but not so much for his penetrating odor as for his anger. He became upset during a card game—apparently he wasn’t winning—and ended up killing a couple of the locals. They responded by permanently removing his head, impaling it on a stake, and parading it around the town, hat, mangy mustache and all. It became the centerpiece of a sort of ad hoc fiesta.

			Whatever happened to the various pieces of Dave, nobody noticeably missed the whole man. And so it was with most of the rest of the outlaws: They not only were generally worthless and dim-­witted, but also seldom mourned when a bullet or a noose finally got them.

			A good many of them, though, varied the pattern somewhat by being related and running together. The Muskogee Phoenix newspaper told the tale of the Davis family, whose two sons were in the Fort Smith jail awaiting shipment to the penitentiary. The boys’ mother and sister traveled to Fort Smith to say good-­bye. They were astonished—and presumably distressed—to find that husband and father Davis had gotten there before them, been arrested, and was lodged in the same jail as his sons.

			Frequently, family members were in the pen together, and back on the owlhoot trail when they got out, having learned absolutely nothing. The relations in the stories in this book are not only brothers and fathers and sons, but a variety of in-­laws, an uncle, and even a couple of mothers. All of them share something, however.

			Bad blood.
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			Chapter 1

			“We’ll wait.”

			The Dalton Boys at Coffeyville

			Coffeyville, Kansas, was a sleepy, peaceful town, a civilized place where the citizens spent their days engaged in honest toil and otherwise were concerned with family, school, church, and a multitude of lodges and associations. Nobody in town carried a gun, and that included the town marshal, whose business was in fact working as a school principal. Most people used a buggy or wagon to get about their daily chores; saddle horses were not often seen.

			And so it was that the citizens of little Coffeyville were not prepared for what came to them and their town on a clear, fine morning in October of 1892. The trouble began when five dusty young men rode into town and dismounted near the busy square on which the town’s two banks fronted. The Condon and the First National, both open for business, shared the square with a number of other businesses, including two hardware stores.

			The dusty young men were unexceptional, but even so they stuck out, as the expression went, “like a sore thumb.” For one thing, all were mounted on good horses, and for emphasis, all wore long dusters and all were well armed with both rifles and handguns. To top it off, these strangers were well known to a good many people in and around the town, for they and their family had lived close to Coffeyville for several years.

			Now consider: With a lot of little towns with banks to choose from, why pick the one town where you are eminently recognizable? The answer seems to be twofold: First, the typical young western criminal was arrogant; second, little Coffeyville had two banks. And thereby hangs a tale.

			These intruders were the famous Dalton gang, Bob, Gratton, and young Emmett. With them rode two other professional thugs: Dick Broadwell and Bill Powers. The Daltons were already veterans of several more-­or-­less successful robberies down in Oklahoma, and during the last one they had pointlessly shot down two innocent, unarmed bystanders, one of whom died of his wounds. Both of the victims were doctors, who along with clergymen were a protected species in the West. Now every man’s hand was against the gang.

			So the sensible decision was made to vamoose. That they intended to do, once they attended to those two banks. First, however, they needed a stake to go far away and live high on the hog. Second, there was a record to be set.

			The Dalton boys were cousins to the Younger brothers, then cooling their heels in a Minnesota prison after their disastrous attempt to rob a bank up in Northfield, Minnesota. Even the long-­lived James-­Younger gang had never been part of a two-­bank raid, and so Bob Dalton wanted to do what even that famous outlaw aggregation had never done, and he said so.

			Now Bob, although he was the leader of the pack, was not eldest of the boys. That was brother Gratton, but handsome Bob at least knew enough to come in out of the rain. Gratton—generally called Grat—didn’t. He was dumber than a rock, as the kids say, interested primarily in booze, cards, and beating up other people, and that was on his good days. Emmett was only eighteen, and strictly a follower.

			Adeline Dalton, mother to these three, was a good woman, in spite of being a Younger. She had married very young, and husband Lewis Dalton, considerably older than she, had done little but follow the horses here and there, as tout, betting man, and so on. But he did get home often enough that poor Adeline had fifteen kids.

			Because of Adeline’s heroic efforts, largely single-­handed, all the youngsters turned out to be law-­abiding, useful citizens, except for Bob, Grat, Emmett, and Bill. Now the first three sons were about to break her heart.

			Bob thought he had the mechanics of the raid all figured out, but he had made two colossal mistakes in planning: He chose the wrong town to invade and did no reconnaissance worthy of the name. He and his band of boobies simply camped the night before along a stream called Onion Creek and then rode casually into town the next morning.

			There they discovered the first flaw in Bob’s battle plan: Things were not as they used to be. The city fathers, in the name of civic improvement, had removed a very important detail. And since there had been no recon done, the gang didn’t know things had changed in Coffeyville since they last saw the little town.

			For when the Daltons approached the site of the hitching rack most convenient to the banks, they found it gone. “Well, I’ll be damned,” quoth Bob the great leader, “they’ve taken down the rack,” or something like that, stating the obvious. So the gang settled for an alley, where they tied their all-­important horses to a pipe behind the police judge’s house. It was farther from the banks, but the boys didn’t seem to care. They were the Dalton gang, after all.

			They pulled their rifles from the saddle boots and sauntered across the square. A storekeeper sweeping the walk in front of his business immediately spotted and recognized them, and the word quickly spread around the square—the Dalton boys are in town! There couldn’t be much doubt what they were there for. In any case, the sight of five dusty young men carrying rifles and riding good horses was enough to pique the curiosity of most westerners, especially in a peaceful town.

			Now, although none of the townsmen carried a gun, the two hardware stores fronting on the square had an ample stock. In short order, they were handing out rifles and ammunition to anybody who wanted arms. There were plenty of takers.

			Bob and Emmett barged into the First National, while Grat led Powers and Broadwell to rob the Condon. Both parties turned their rifles on the bank personnel. Give us the money, they commanded. So far, so good . . . at least at the First National. There the bankers began to gather money, although they were as slow in doing it as they dared to be.

			Over at the Condon, it was a different story. There Grat was in charge—sort of—and promptly demonstrated the paucity of his intellect. First he collected a monstrous sack of coins, an estimated two hundred pounds of them. It is not recorded just how he thought to move this unwieldy burden to a horse, their mounts being parked some distance away in the alley, much less mount an escape carrying this massive burden.

			In any event, Grat now turned his attention to the vault, where the real money would be. Open the vault said he, and gutsy young teller Charlie Ball looked Grat right in the eye and told the lie of his life. “I can’t open it,” he said innocently. “The time lock is still set.” Another bank employee helpfully rattled the handle on the vault. He was careful not to pull, of course, because the vault door would have swung open.
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			It was the middle of the morning on a business day, and the streets were busy. The idea that the vault was still locked at such a time was preposterous, but Grat bought it.

			“When does it open?” he asked.

			Ball quickly thought up a time ten minutes or so away, and Grat’s response sealed the fate of the gang with one of the truly classic responses in outlaw history.

			“We’ll wait.”

			And wait they did, long enough for the townsmen to arm themselves and get into position. As a newspaper article later noted, “eight minutes was the time consumed by Cashier Ball in his one-­act skit of ‘the Bogus Time Lock.’ ” It was time enough.

			And so, about when Grat began to wonder if he was being flimflammed, Bob and Emmett came out of the First National with a bag of money, somebody took a shot at them, and the fat was in the fire. The first of some two hundred bullets and shot slammed into the Condon at the same time, and Broadwell took a round in the arm, crippling his ability to shoot back. It soon dawned on even Grat that it was high time to get out of there.

			Now he could have led the way out a side door, putting the bank walls between him and those deadly rifles at the hardware stores. He had to know there was another exit; in fact, a bank customer had entered that way during the holdup, abruptly retreating when he saw all those guns.

			But Grat and his men went out the front door instead, running right through the wide-­open killing zone in the square before the bank. Bullets slammed into them as they sprinted desperately for their horses, now so very, very far away, puffs of dust jetting from their clothing as the slugs struck.

			Grat, already wounded, got a fatal bullet into the temporary town marshal, who in the confusion appeared with his back to Grat. But Grat quickly was down and dying in the alley, hit by a bullet from the rifle of livery stable ­owner John Kloehr and maybe others as well. Powers was also dead in that grubby alley. Broadwell was mortally wounded but managed to mount and ride half a mile or so until he pitched off his horse and landed dead as a doornail.

			Meanwhile, Bob and Emmett had sensibly run back inside the First National and right on out the back door. Bob killed a young clerk in the street behind the bank, and then he and Emmett circled up behind the square. There Bob shot down two more citizens in a cross street; they too were looking away, toward the square and the front of the bank Bob and Emmett had just left.

			Still another man had been hit in the chest inside one of the hardware stores, but he was carrying a heavy iron spanner in his pocket, and the bullet struck the spanner. That citizen got nothing but a monstrous bruise and a good story. One of the bankers had been shot through the mouth, but he would defy the odds and live on.

			By the time Bob and Emmett reached their horses, they were in plain view from the square. Before they could mount, they had to face a torrent of fire from the town defenders. Bob went down with a wound from a rifle round. He was lying in the dirt still working his rifle and hitting nothing until he took another bullet from deadly John Kloehr, reputed to the best shot in Coffeyville. Emmett managed to get on his horse, still carrying the feed sack of loot, but with more courage than sense he turned back, reaching down for his dead or dying brother.

			There’s some mythology about what Bob said to Emmett, a last heroic “die game” or something like that. The chances are that Bob was either already dead or too far gone to say anything at all, but it makes a good story. And then Emmett, already nailed with several rifle bullets, took both barrels from the shotgun of Carey Seaman, the town barber. The rounds blew him out of the saddle, and the battle of Coffeyville was over.

			Emmett was miraculously still alive. He was quickly moved to the upstairs office of Dr. Wells, who set about trying to save Emmett’s life. While the doctor was working on Emmett, a party of townsmen appeared, equipped with malicious intent and a length of rope. Their plan was simple: Attach one end to Emmett’s neck and the other to a convenient pole outside the doctor’s window. Emmett would then be flung out the window without benefit of clergy.

			The doctor, true to the Hippocratic oath, dissented from that sensible notion, finally saying to the would-­be executioners, “Why bother? This man is going to die anyway.”

			“Are you sure, Doc?”

			“Hell, yes,” said the redoubtable physician. “Did you ever hear of a patient of mine getting well?”

			That broke the climate of anger, somebody laughed, and Emmett would live to face long years in a Kansas prison.

			Brother Bill Dalton now got into the act, coming to Coffeyville with the long-­suffering Adeline. He succeeded in making an insulting ass of himself, apparently his normal pompous manner. Bill later turned outlaw—not very successfully—and managed to get himself killed down in Oklahoma after an amateurish robbery in Longview, Texas. So poor Adeline had still another sorrow to bear.

			All Grat, Bob, Powers, and Broadwell got was a hole in the ground, instead of the outlaw record they coveted. There was no tombstone, either. All the monument accorded them was a piece of ordinary pipe . . . the same pipe to which they had tied their horses in that deadly alley.
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			The Coffeyville saga did not end there. It took on a life of its own, particularly with regard to the legend of “The Sixth Rider.” The burning issue raised by this legend is simply whether there was one more outlaw along on the raid, and if so, who he was, or even she. Thousands of words have been spent on the question with no sure result.

			The most talked-­about candidate for sixth robber is Bill Doolin, longtime professional outlaw and erstwhile Dalton gang member. His tale is that he was invited along on the raid but did not get to the main event because his horse went lame, and the fight was over before he could steal another one. Once the fight was over, Doolin and his new mount galloped south toward Oklahoma, starting, according to deathless legend,

			 

			. . . a ride that has ever since been the admiration of horsemen in the Southwest . . . Doolin . . . crossed the Territory like a flying wraith, a ghostly rider saddled upon the wind.

			 

			Until he rejoined the remnants of the old gang down in Indian Territory, a very long distance indeed, even for a flying wraith.

			Some horse. Some story.

			Then there is the storybook tale of Julia Johnson, the love of Emmett’s life, who faithfully waited for him all through the prison years. No she didn’t. They did marry, but it is clear that he never laid eyes on her until after he had finished his sentence after Coffeyville, and she had married at least once while Emmett was in jail.

			But pleasant legends die hard, mostly because nobody wants to be the executioner. Julia also has been nominated as the Sixth Rider, a notion about as fanciful as the “ghostly rider saddled upon the wind.” Since at the time she didn’t know Emmett from Adam’s off ox, she is unlikely to have gone a-­robbing with the gang. There are a lot of other nominees for flying wraith, but none a logical choice.

			Thus grew the legend of the Dalton brothers, an abiding heartache to their long-­suffering mother, an embarrassment to their honest siblings, and a plague upon the world of honest folk.

			But they made for a bunch of pretty fair movie scripts.

		

	
		
			
			Chapter 2

			Empty Men

			The Fleagles

			Their names didn’t become familiar in the way that the Daltons and the James boys did, but in their own way they were worse specimens of humankind, which is saying quite a lot. The Fleagle brothers flourished, if that’s the word, in the early part of the twentieth century and, for a while, did very well at their adopted trade, the gentle art of bank robbery. One estimate puts the total of their loot in the neighborhood of a million dollars, in those days a very great deal of money indeed.

			Among many other places, they raided the First National Bank of Ottawa, Kansas, a payday of an estimated two hundred thousand dollars. That job went like clockwork, at least from the Fleagles’ point of view, although not everybody involved enjoyed it. As one customer put it: “The robbery . . . was thrilling, but she didn’t crave it again.”

			Ralph and “Little Jake”—christened Jacob Henry—were ­Kansas boys who aspired to the big time as robbers and for a little while reached their dream. They formed their own gang and successfully pulled off several substantial holdups across the West and Midwest. And then, like most of their comrades in crime, they overreached, and their biggest payday also proved their undoing.

			They hit the First National Bank in Lamar, Colorado, in May of 1928, and what they thought would be another bonanza went badly awry, in spite of the fact that they had cased the bank and made minute preparations, including maps of the local county roads. The brothers had two more professional robbers along for backup: George Abshier and Howard Royston.

			They were all experienced hoodlums, and each knew his position and function. There was the usual waving of guns and shouting of threats and orders, and one customer was even shoved onto the floor. Everything should have gone smoothly. The technique had worked before and maybe it would have this time, except for the Lamar bank president, Amos Parrish.

			Parrish was well along in years but made of stern stuff nevertheless, and so, when the brothers and two others announced loudly that this was a stickup, he reached for his friend “Betsy,” an old single-­action Colt .45, rumored to have once been carried by Frank James. With the Colt, he pulled down on the big bandit called Howard Royston. He hit the robber in the mouth with the first round. Parrish’s next round misfired, and his third shot buried itself in the bank’s ceiling.

			And then Parrish was down and dying, and his son John—known as Jaddo—was headed for a closet where there was not only other weaponry but a telephone. He never made it, cut down by one of the Fleagle brothers. The gang fled then, making for their car with the badly wounded Royston and a bag of the bank’s money.

			They also took with them two hostages, bank employees Everett Kesinger and E. A. Lundgren, and ran for their hideout on a dilapidated Kansas farm.

			Lundgren they released along the way, but they kept Kesinger, even though he pleaded with them that he was married and had a small child. Why they released one man and kept the other a prisoner remains a mystery . . . but it was the difference between life and death. Kesinger ended up dead, murdered by the gang in an abandoned shack near Liberal, Kansas.

			They had gotten lots of money, all right—some two hundred thousand dollars—but when the smoke cleared in Lamar, the gang was on the run, dashing wildly for safety and pursued by the law. They would remain high on the wanted list, for they left two dead men behind them as they fled from Lamar, and there was more to come—much more.

			That kind of killing of innocents would not be forgotten, nor would the kidnappings, and the hunt was on. County sheriff Lloyd Alderman vowed that he would never rest until the robbers were run down; he was as good as his word. For now, however, the law was frustrated.

			After the Lamar robbery the sheriff had chased the robbers out of town for some miles, until his car was hit with long-­range rifle fire by the gang. The lawman did not have the weaponry to return fire at that distance, for in those more innocent days, a service station attendant, cleaning up, had removed the lawman’s rifle and neglected to put it back. And so the gang managed to break contact.

			They could have quit while they were ahead. What they’d done so far was bad enough, but now they made it far worse. They murdered a man whose profession was healing and who had left his home to help one of them.

			For Royston had been hard hit by the banker’s Colt and obviously needed medical attention. And so the brothers visited a local doctor and fed him a cock-­and-­bull tale of a young boy whose foot had been crushed by a tractor. The good physician grabbed his bag and his car keys, and Jake went along with him, ostensibly to give him directions to his patient.

			It was the last drive the doctor would ever make, of course, for once he had treated Royston, he became a liability in the eyes of the Fleagle boys. He, too, was murdered, shot in the head with a shotgun, his body dumped into a deep ravine and his car pushed after him. It was found only when sighted by a searching National Guard aircraft. The doctor had either been gratuitously beaten or had put up a fight on his last ride, for he was covered with bruises, one leg was broken, and he had sustained a murderous blow to the face.

			The doctor was gone, but indirectly he would be the gang’s nemesis. For, the story goes, on the way to see the “patient,” Jake was apparently having trouble rolling down the window of the doctor’s car. You have to pull it out at the top, said the doctor helpfully; Jake did so, and rolled the window down. That simple little action would get him killed.

			All the rest of the car had been carefully wiped down before the car was pushed down the ravine . . . but nobody thought to wipe the top of a window. The single print was duly matched to one of Jake’s, a considerable feat during the infancy of forensics.

			“I’m going to bring these fellows down,” said Sheriff Alderman to the police chief. The chief reached over to shake his hand, vowing, “I’m with you until you do it.” And so it would be.

			The Fleagle saga abounds in rumors, including one that casts their mother as a coconspirator and indeed the leader and planner of the gang’s operations, “the brains of the whole Fleagle outfit . . . she’ll pull the wool over your eyes,” as one lawman put it. Shades of Ma Barker.

			A competing rumor casts her husband as the evil genius, and his wife as a long-­suffering Christian woman much put upon by the rest of her family. As Chief Richardson, who had arrested the senior Fleagle “often,” is quoted as saying, “Look out for old Jake—he’s likely to take a potshot at you.” Another source said the family’s neighbors feared them.

			The law jailed father Fleagle and two more of his sons, and one of them was incautious enough to mention in a lawman’s hearing that the pair awaited a message from still another brother, a message from Kankakee, Illinois. That city’s police were asked to watch the post office and sure enough, Ralph turned up and asked for mail addressed to an alias.

			Post office personnel called police, who arrested Ralph at a nearby bank, cashing a check of all things. He was arrested without incident and promptly rolled over on his confederates. His purpose was ostensibly to save his father and brothers from prosecution, but he also cut a favorable deal for himself, under which the district attorney agreed not to “ask for the death penalty” at Ralph’s trial.

			Ralph’s information led very quickly to the arrest of Royston in San Andreas, California, and Abshier in Grand Junction, Colorado. Both men, and Ralph Fleagle, were tried in Colorado with appropriate due process of law. All three pleaded guilty to murder and robbery, and the jury’s sentence was death for all of them. Ralph was horrified, protesting that he had a deal. “And we kept our word,” said the DA. “We didn’t ask for the death penalty.” But the jury imposed the ultimate penalty anyway.

			On appeal, the court agreed with the DA, and all three men were well and truly hanged. Jake wrote a letter to the governor trying to save his brother’s worthless hide, alleging that the whole robbery was an “inside job” and that the younger Parrish had been killed by his father’s weapon. Nobody bought this fairy tale for a moment, and Ralph swung like the others.

			At least on their departure from this earth they had the dubious pleasure of trying out a novel device, popularly known as the “do-­it-­yourself-­hanging-­machine.” This contraption was so called because once noose and blindfold were in place, the condemned man simply stepped forward onto a sort of little platform. That triggered a massive reaction from a collection of pulleys and weights, the notion being that the condemned man was jerked upward and his neck instantly broken. It usually worked. Usually.

			This left on the loose only Jake, who evaded capture for a little more than two years. The law kept searching; after the bloodbath in Colorado, no officer was going to give up. And at last persistence paid off . . . that and a little guile. The law concocted a letter from an old Fleagle confederate—then in police custody—proposing a meeting for further “business.”

			Jake had been hiding out in a dilapidated chicken-­ranch building in southern Missouri. All the officers knew where he was generally located because of the provenance of his letter to the state governor. They had enough information to narrow the number of post offices to which specious “general delivery” letters could be sent and the newspapers in which to advertise.

			It worked. Jake wrote his onetime acquaintance he thought was the source of the phony letters. The law identified his handwriting, intercepted the letter, and answered it. Jake arranged to meet his acquaintance in Yellville, Arkansas, and planned to rob a bank in that little town. Take a “Frisco” train to Aurora, Missouri, wrote Jake, change for Yellville, and meet me there.

			Jake decided to board the train at peaceful Branson, Missouri, a friendly spot tucked away in the Ozarks, just above the Arkansas line. Today the town sits on beautiful Table Rock Lake, and it’s a mecca for tourists. In Jake’s day, back in October of 1930, the lake hadn’t been built yet, and the countryside was still very much quiet and peaceful. The lawmen were ahead of Jake again and waiting in force, some on the train itself, others in the station.

			According to the Los Angeles Evening Herald, some twenty-­three postal inspectors, city detectives, and deputy sheriffs were present in and around little Branson. After Jake got on the train and found a seat, the law moved in. Jake made a terminal mistake and went for his pistol. Taken to the hospital in Springfield, he died the next day, and the world was a little safer. He was just forty years old, which a good many people thought was about forty too many.
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			Jake did have one lasting claim to fame. There is a story that he was the inspiration for Evil Eye Fleegle, an Al Capp character created for Li’l Abner. Evil Eye, as amoral as his namesake, attacked people he didn’t like with his devastating stare—the “double whammy”—with a triple whammy in reserve for special cases. At least that dubious fame lived after Jake; he couldn’t take along the money.

			The Herald’s front page waxed positively eloquent about Jake’s demise: “His gun pumping a futile rain of bullets and his lips twisted in a defiant snarl, ‘Little Jake’ Fleagle, leader and lone survivor of the notorious Fleagle ‘Wolf Pack’ of western bandits and killers, was wounded, probably fatally. . . .”

			Fleagle had fallen to a bullet fired by Los Angeles police detective lieutenant Harry Wilde, one of at least three LA officers present at the kill. According to the paper, one of Wilde’s colleagues had grabbed Fleagle’s gun hand while Wilde cut the outlaw down. Fleagle’s “futile rain” of bullets—however many that really was—didn’t hit anybody, but Wilde’s return fire put a round in Jake’s gut.

			The small army of lawmen had been after Little Jake for five months, along with police and postal inspectors from many other places. The paper added that when Fleagle tried to shoot it out with the law, there were a total of eight officers actually on the train, and others in the area of the station.

			The Herald opined that Fleagle’s wound was “probably” fatal, and added that if he lived, he would surely hang like Royston, Abshier, and
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