
		
			[image: Cover image for The Last Outlaws: The Lives and Legends of Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid]
		

	
		THE LAST
OUTLAWS

	
		
			OTHER BOOKS BY THOM HATCH

			Osceola and the Great Seminole War: 
A Struggle for Justice and Freedom

			Black Kettle: 
The Cheyenne Chief Who Sought Peace but Found War

			The Blue, the Gray, and the Red: 
Indian Campaigns of the Civil War

			The Custer Companion: A Comprehensive Guide to the 
Life and Campaigns of George Armstrong Custer

			Clashes of Cavalry: The Civil War Careers of 
George Armstrong Custer and Jeb Stuart

			Encyclopedia of the Alamo and the Texas Revolution

			Custer and the Battle of the Little Bighorn: 
An Encyclopedia of the People, Places, Events, Indian Culture 
and Customs, Information Sources, Art and Films

			The Bone Hunters: A Novel

		

	
		THE LAST
OUTLAWS

		[image: ]

		THE LIVES AND LEGENDS OF

		[image: ]

		BUTCH CASSIDY and
THE SUNDANCE KID

		[image: ] THOM HATCH [image: ]

		[image: ] New American Library

	
		
			New American Library

			Published by Berkley

			An imprint of Penguin Random House LLC

			penguinrandomhouse.com

			First Printing, February 2013

			[image: Penguin logo]

			Copyright © Thom Hatch, 2013

			Maps by Chris Erichsen

			Cover design by Pete Garceau

			Photo of cowboys © Outdoorsman/Dreamstime

			Photo of clouds © Heidi Brand/Shutterstock Images

			All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without permission. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

			[image: ] REGISTERED TRADEMARK—MARCA REGISTRADA

			LIBRARY OF CONGRESS CATALOGING-IN-PUBLICATION DATA:

			Hatch, Thom, 1946–

			The lives and legends of Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid/by Thom Hatch.

			p. cm.—(The last outlaws)

			ISBN: 978-1-101-59878-8

			1.Cassidy, Butch, b. 1866. 2.Sundance Kid. 3.Outlaws—West (U.S.)—Biography. 4.West (U.S.)—Biography. I.Title.

			F595.C362H38 2013

			364.15′50922—dc23      2012031697

			[B]

			Designed by Spring Hoteling

			PUBLISHER’S NOTE

			While the author has made every effort to provide accurate telephone numbers, Internet addresses, and other contact information at the time of publication, neither the publisher nor the author assumes any responsibility for errors, or for changes that occur after publication. Further, publisher does not have any control over and does not assume any responsibility for author or third-party Web sites or their content.

		

		btb_ppg_c0_r1

	
		
			To my lovely and talented wife, Lynn, 
and brilliant and beautiful daughter, Cimarron

		

	
		[image: ]

		CONTENTS

		[image: ]

		ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

		Maps

		PROLOGUE

		CHAPTER ONE: THE BOY FROM THE MORMON EMPIRE

		CHAPTER TWO: TELLURIDE

		CHAPTER THREE: THE BOY FROM PENNSYLVANIA

		CHAPTER FOUR: SUNDANCE

		CHAPTER FIVE: RIDING THE OUTLAW TRAIL

		CHAPTER SIX: CRIME AND PUNISHMENT

		CHAPTER SEVEN: DAY OF THE OUTLAW

		CHAPTER EIGHT: THE WILD BUNCH

		CHAPTER NINE: PINKERTONS ON THE TRAIL

		CHAPTER TEN: END OF THE AMERICAN TRAIL

		CHAPTER ELEVEN: PATAGONIA

		CHAPTER TWELVE: THE BANDITOS AMERICANOS

		CHAPTER THIRTEEN: SHOOT-OUT AT SAN VICENTE

		CHAPTER FOURTEEN: LIFE AND DEATH MYSTERIES

		BIBLIOGRAPHY

		NOTES

		INDEX

	
		[image: ]

		ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

		[image: ]

		Countless influences affect a writer while working on a book, but one stands out for me. While researching and writing about these outlaw cowboys, I could not help but think about living here in Colorado cattle country, and how ranchers are still running cow-calf operations without much change since the days of Butch and Sundance. And when thinking about cattle being raised around here, I thought often about one man—rancher John A. “Jay” Yoder.

		When Jay was growing up in Kansas, he loved to read Zane Grey novels and dreamed of someday becoming a cattle rancher. In 1955, his dreams came true when he and his wife, Betty, a schoolteacher, settled on their spread in Colorado and began turning grass into beef for a living while rearing two boys.

		In past years, every once in a while Jay would invite me to escape my office and spend the day “cowboying” with him on his ranch. We would put in a full day branding or doctoring cows with the crew, or mending fence, or breaking ice from water tanks, or going to auction, or hauling hay or cake out to pastures full of gazing cattle.

		What made each of those days memorable, however, was not necessarily the cowboy work learning experience I would receive but the companionship of Jay Yoder, who would freely share with me his sage insight about life’s principles, values, and morals. His compassion, generosity, and love of family, God, and the lifestyle of the Western range became a great inspiration to me. If there ever was a man suited to proudly bear the title of “American rancher” and be a steward of the land, it was Jay Yoder.

		To my enduring sadness, Jay passed away on August 1, 2011, at the age of eighty-six.
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		PROLOGUE

		[image: ]

		November 4, 1908, promised to be a clear, sunny day high up on a barren pass where a creek-bed trail had been carved around the base of Huaca Huanusca (Dead Cow Hill), fifty miles north of the frontier mining town of Tupiza, Bolivia. This was a desolate place where weather-shaped cliffs soared above, a dozen shades of brown mixed with fields of brilliant green cactus among spindly, scraggly brush, and dusty winds whipped tumbleweed into motion. In this remote stretch of primitive trail, two men with their faces covered by bandannas and their rifles tightly clutched in their hands waited anxiously behind a large rock.

		On the trail behind this pair of gunmen came plodding along three men leading two pack mules that were heavily laden with saddlebags. To the uninitiated eye, the presence of this small caravan would not attract any attention. But the two men knew better.

		Days earlier, they had checked into a hotel in Tupiza and maintained a twenty-four-hour vigil on the office of the Aramayo, Francke, & Cia Silver Mine. Eventually, they learned that an 80,000-bolivianos payroll—about half a million American dollars—was about to be shipped from Tupiza to the tin mine operation located at Quechisla.

		On November 3, Carlos Pero, his son Mariano, and another man departed the Aramayo office leading two pack mules, and headed out of town in the direction of the mine. The two outlaws followed at a safe distance, aware that it would take three days of travel to the mine, crossing over oftentimes treacherous terrain with excellent sites where they could set up an ambush. There was no need to hurry.

		Their patience had paid off. The outlaws had chosen an ideal holdup site in this hauntingly beautiful Andean landscape where the trail wound treacherously along the edge of a rust-colored canyon. Every sound on that high mountain pass was magnified, and the two men could distinctly hear the dull clomp of hooves striking dirt approaching from the distance. They exchanged a meaningful glance. It was time to spring the trap.

		When the pack train came into sight around a bend on the cactus-studded hill, the two robbers, who wore dark red, thin-wale corduroy suits with narrow, soft-brimmed hats pulled low so that only their eyes were visible, stepped out from behind the rock to reveal themselves and brandish their weapons.

		The pack train was taken by surprise, and the three men froze.

		The heavyset man did the talking while the thin one covered Señor Pero and his companions from a distance. His voice was soft and polite, with one distinct trait—he spoke with a North American accent.

		“I’d appreciate it if you would get down off those mules,” he directed in a calm voice, “and back away, please.”

		The other man then came forward, reached into a saddlebag, and pulled out a package wrapped in homespun cloth. He carefully peeked inside. “It’s here,” he said, a slight grin lifting one corner of his mouth.

		The big gunman nodded and spoke softly. “Now, you gentlemen should head on down that trail and not look back. I would hate to have to clean my gun today.”

		Carlos Pero and his companions could not believe their ears. It would have been quite simple for these robbers to eliminate any chance of capture by killing them out there on that lonesome stretch of trail. Instead, they were free to go, without even handing over their personal possessions.

		The three mining employees did not hesitate. Pero grabbed the rope attached to the mule, and the men scampered away down the trail.

		In time, they arrived at the village of Guadalupe. Almost immediately, military patrols and bands of angry armed miners were combing every road, ravine, train station, mine, ranch, or settlement in southern Bolivia.

		These two foreigners could run, but it was doubtful that they could hide for long, especially in a place where they could not blend in with the populace. And the identities of the two outlaws soon became more than just a matter of speculation.

		There were only two Americanos in that part of the country who would commit a robbery in that polite and gentlemanly way and avoid bloodshed—Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid.
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		CHAPTER ONE

		THE BOY FROM THE MORMON EMPIRE
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			Ye Saints who dwell on Europe’s shore,
Prepare yourselves for many more
To leave behind your native land
For sure God’s judgments are at hand….

			For some must push and some must pull,
As we go marching up the hill.
So merrily on our way we go,
Until we reach the valley-o.

			—“The Handcart Song”

		

		The year 1866 found the people and government of the United States wrestling with myriad vexing legacies of the Civil War. This bitter clash had disfigured and scarred the face of American society. Reconstruction had begun in the South, accompanied by racial conflicts when Congress passed the Civil Rights Act of 1866 over President Andrew Johnson’s veto, to secure all the rights of citizenship intended by the Thirteenth Amendment for former slaves. As a gesture of healing, the bodies of 2,011 unidentified Civil War soldiers from both sides of the conflict were buried in a mass grave at Arlington National Cemetery, across the Potomac from Washington, D.C., under a granite sarcophagus that called the entombed a “noble army of martyrs.” Tennessee became the first Southern state to be readmitted to the Union following the war—and before long the Ku Klux Klan was established there in the town of Pulaski.

		Cholera killed more than fifty thousand Americans during 1866. New York City was hit hard by the epidemic, which encouraged the creation of the Municipal Board of Health, the first of its kind in this country. Construction of the Central Pacific and Union Pacific railroads, slowed due to wartime, began to pick up speed. Neither road had laid more than forty miles of track by the start of the year, but the pace increased to one mile per day due to improved building methods. Alfred Nobel invented dynamite, which was originally sold as “Nobel’s Blasting Powder,” a safe alternative to gunpowder or nitroglycerin. The Cincinnati Base Ball Club, that sport’s first professional team, was established. The world’s first roller-skating rink opened in Newport, Rhode Island.

		Texas ranchers could now drive cattle north for the first time on the Chisholm Trail, named after the half-Cherokee scout Jesse Chisholm. The trail connected Texas herds with markets along the railroad in Kansas for shipment to the East. Sioux warriors massacred Captain William Fetterman and eighty U.S. Army soldiers on the Bozeman Trail in Wyoming during what became known as “Red Cloud’s War,” the only time in history when Native Americans forced the government to accept treaty demands. The Winchester Repeating Arms Company of New Haven, Connecticut, introduced the.44-caliber Model 1866 rifle, the first weapon manufactured by that firm. The American Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals (ASPCA) was founded in New York City with intentions of stopping the abuse of horses, the animal that provided virtually all the power for urban transit and agricultural production in most of the world. Congress approved the minting of a nickel five-cent coin, made of copper and nickel with no more than 25 percent nickel, eliminating its predecessor, the half dime.1

		Out west, the rush of pioneers, which had continued even during the Civil War, was given a powerful new impetus. The vast region was still sparsely settled under territorial governments when the Army of Virginia laid down its arms. Former soldiers and common citizens, now released from the strain of war, crowded to the frontier by the thousands. These homesteaders were joined by hordes of immigrants from Europe, adding to the rapid growth of agricultural, industrial, mining, lumber, and other enterprises west of the Mississippi River.

		Utah and the Mormon Empire, located far away from the main theaters of the Civil War, had not suffered the same hardship, loss, or divisiveness as had those people back east. There had been several isolated encounters with Native American warriors when regular troops went back east to fight in the war—and a massacre of Shoshones in their camp at Bear River by the U.S. Army—but otherwise the territory had escaped the war unscathed.2

		One significant event in 1866, however, stood out in the pages of Utah history. It was only fitting that in the same year that the James gang held up their first bank and the Reno gang committed the country’s first robbery of a moving train that Robert Leroy Parker—who as Butch Cassidy would become one of the most celebrated outlaws in the Old West—was born in Beaver, Utah.3

		Bob, as he would be called as a youngster, was the first member of the Parker family to be born in America. His people had their roots a long distance away from Utah’s purple sage, craggy-mouthed canyons and murmuring melodies of wind and water. The story of the Parkers stands as a testament to the pioneer spirit that typified the westward expansion.

		The Parker clan who established the family in Utah Territory had their origins in Lancashire, England, where in 1836, Robert Leroy Parker, Butch Cassidy’s grandfather and namesake, was visited by American missionaries from the Church of Latter-day Saints—the Mormons—as they evangelized throughout Europe. Robert, an expert weaver in a textile mill, became a fervent convert and dedicated his life to his newfound faith.

		His bride-to-be, Ann Hartley, who worked in the same mill, was less than enthusiastic about the Mormons. Her hesitancy to embrace Mormonism was due to disapproval from her parents of this new and controversial sect. But Ann was eventually convinced—or avowed publicly anyway—that Mormonism represented the true church, and she was duly baptized. The act cleared the way for the two twenty-three-year-olds to be married on May 25, 1843.4

		The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints had its beginnings in western New York State in the 1820s. Joseph Smith Jr., a resident of Fayette, was dictating the Book of Mormon, which he professed was a translation of words found on a set of golden plates that had been buried near his home. He had been shown the location of the plates by an angel named Moroni, who told Smith that he had been chosen as a religious leader. His translation work was completed in 1829, and the Book of Mormon was published the next year.

		By that time, Smith and six others had organized the first Church of Christ, and he was viewed as a prophet. The Church rapidly grew in number as Smith’s family, friends, and neighbors, who comprised his first congregation, undertook missionary activities in earnest. The following year, Smith and his followers came under persecution for their new faith, primarily for practices that included polygamy. The prophet temporarily moved his church to Kirtland in northern Ohio while planning to establish a spiritual community in Missouri. Envisioning and mapping in his mind a utopian city near Independence, which he called the “city of Zion,” Smith and his congregation set about trying to purchase land for their settlement.

		Almost immediately after the establishment of the new sect, missionaries were dispatched to Europe to spread the teachings of Mormonism to the masses. They were rewarded with profound success: This new religion based on an angel and a set of golden tablets swept through the continent like a prairie wildfire.

		Most of the European converts, like Robert Leroy Parker, came from the working classes. These common people were intimately familiar with the teachings of the Bible, and had become disillusioned with traditional doctrines. They had already been seeking a new denomination, and welcomed a church that had apostles, prophets, and New Testament spiritual gifts.5

		Mormon “saints,” as the individuals were known, believed that the religion established by Jesus Christ had fallen into spiritual decay, and that their church was a literal restoration of primitive Christianity. It was their belief that the Lord’s teachings had been altered and His ordinances changed. From its mystical beginnings, the doctrines of the Mormon Church differed from those on which Protestant and Catholic Christianity were based. Mormons also believed that existing denominations followed incorrect doctrines and were in fact an abomination in the sight of God. Traditional Christians viewed the articles of faith of the Mormon Church as politically and culturally subversive, which led to immediate discord between the faiths.6

		Meanwhile, Robert and Ann Parker devoutly followed this new, controversial church at their home in Lancashire. The couple would become parents to six children—with Maximillian, the eldest and the future father of Butch Cassidy, born in 1844. “Maxi,” as he was known, was followed by another boy, Arthur, and three girls, Martha Alice, Margaret, and Emily. Margaret and Emily, however, would die in infancy. In the early 1850s, Robert, who was said to be a natural leader, was appointed conference president of the new Mormon church in Preston, where another girl, Ada, was born.

		Eleven-year-old Maxi was apprenticed at the mill where his father worked, but hated the drudgery. One day Maxi ran away from his workplace, much to the ire of the proprietors and the shame of his family. Robert severely disciplined his son, but Maxi vowed that he would never return to the mill, no matter how terrible his punishment. Maxi would pass on to his son, the future Butch Cassidy, his own rebellious nature.7

		Back in the United States, life was anything but idyllic for members of the Church of Latter-day Saints. They were being discriminated against, often violently, for their beliefs that were out of step with mainstream religions. Joseph Smith was imprisoned for six months in Missouri, where the people objected to Mormon abolitionist beliefs. When he was released, Smith and his followers built a city as the new church headquarters north of Quincy, Illinois, that they called “Nauvoo,” after a Hebrew word meaning “beautiful.” The community prospered and grew, but relations between residents of nearby towns and the Mormons deteriorated. Finally, Smith was charged with treason for shutting down a newspaper he considered libelous toward Mormonism. He surrendered to authorities in Carthage, and while in custody, on June 27, 1844, he and his brother, Hyrum, were murdered by an angry mob that stormed the jail.

		Brigham Young succeeded Smith as leader of the Church. Joseph Smith had confided to Young before his death that he believed that the future of the Mormons waited in the unsettled American West. Young acted upon this vision, and commenced making plans to take his people to the fertile valley of the Great Salt Lake in Utah.

		Their destination, this place called Utah, was said to have been inhabited from about 10,000 B.C. by desert nomads, according to artifacts discovered by archaeologists. Around A.D. 300 another culture known as the Anasazi—the ancient ones—flourished as sedentary and agricultural people, but by circa 1300 there was a rapid decline in the population of this culture, and the remaining people became nomadic. A Spanish exploration party sent by Francisco Vásquez de Coronado arrived in Utah during the sixteenth century. But it was not until 1776 that Europeans documented their presence in the territory while searching for a route from Santa Fe to Monterey, California, that would eventually become known as the Spanish Trail.

		By this time, however, the Spanish and Mexicans were not the only people passing through Utah. Fur trappers from the Hudson’s Bay Company traveled as far as present-day Mountain Green (near Ogden) in 1825, and others, including legendary mountain man Jedediah S. Smith, were said to have visited a few years earlier. Eventually, a number of private trading posts were established, marking the first Anglo settlements in Utah. In the early 1840s, several wagon trains crossed the territory on their way to California or Oregon. Soon after that, notable explorers, such as Joseph Walker and John C. Frémont, headed government expeditions into the present borders of Utah. Frémont named the “Great Basin,” and published what could be called a guidebook that would become invaluable to the Mormons.8

		In July 1847—in the era of Manifest Destiny—Brigham Young followed the vision of Mormon founder Joseph Smith. He led a wagon train of Saints into the Salt Lake Valley, the “Great Basin,” and claimed that western land for the Church of Latter-day Saints. At that time, the territory was technically under Mexican rule, but became part of the United States the following year under the Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo, which ended the Mexican War. Young quickly transformed what was regarded as a wasteland by utilizing a clever system of irrigation that yielded fields of bountiful crops. He laid out Great Salt Lake City from the mental plan developed in 1833 by Joseph Smith for his “city of Zion.”

		The Mormon pioneers struggled at first, but were saved by the gold rush of 1849, when they could sell supplies at inflated prices to the passing prospectors. That year, Young established a Mormon theocracy, and named the area the State of Deseret. He petitioned for statehood, which was rejected, but Congress did give Utah territorial status. In 1851, Young was appointed governor.

		Following the establishment of Great Salt Lake City, the surrounding territory was settled by an aggressive colonization approach sponsored by the Church. By 1852 more than a hundred thousand Saints, who had pushed and pulled handcarts across mountain and plains, had settled in towns across the Great Basin—and more were on the way. In fact, within just a few short years after the first people arrived, only San Francisco was a larger city west of Missouri than Salt Lake City.

		In 1856, Young called for skilled tradesmen to leave the old country and help establish Mormon settlements across the Atlantic Ocean in this “promised land” located in the Western United States. He invoked the Thirteenth General Epistle of October 29, 1855, which read: “Let all things be done in order, and let the Saints who can, gather up for Zion and come while the way is open before them….Let them come of foot, with handcarts or wheelbarrows; let them gird upon their loins and walk through, and nothing shall hinder or stay them.”9

		In Lancashire, Robert Leroy Parker believed that his skill as an expert weaver would be in high demand at these new settlements in America. In addition, young Maxi would have the opportunity to pursue a life more suited for him than working in the mill. Robert heeded Brigham Young’s plea for Saints to settle Zion. He sold everything he owned—his cottage, cow, and every stick of furniture—to raise the money for his family to immigrate to America. Robert was able to raise just enough money to cover their passage by ship. Ann judiciously packed only clothing and necessities, but could not bear to part with her silverware or two paintings rendered by Robert. These items were carefully placed in the bottom of the trunk.

		On March 22, 1856, Robert, Ann, and their four children—aged eleven years to eight months—boarded the ship Enoch Train and arrived at Boston, Massachusetts, five weeks later. The family traveled by train from New York City to the end of the Rock Island Line to join the McArthur Company at Iowa City on May 12. The company formed over the next month, learning that they would be walking while pushing and pulling two-wheeled handcarts loaded with their possessions more than thirteen hundred miles to their destination. The reason for handcarts rather than livestock was Brigham Young’s belief that the carts would be quicker and easier, not to mention more practical, to use due to the unfamiliarity of these city dwellers with driving teams of oxen or horses. There simply would not be time to teach them how to handle working animals. In addition, the walk would solidify their faith and purpose, and build character.

		On June 9, 1856, the Ellsworth Company, the first Mormon handcart train, departed Iowa City with 274 people. Two days later, Robert Leroy Parker and his family were members of a party numbering 221 that comprised the McArthur Company, named for the leader, Daniel McArthur. There would be no turning back now—they were on the trail to Zion and the Mormon promised land.10

		Never in the history of the American West has there been a more unlikely group of pioneers than those English men, women, and children from mill towns far across the ocean. They had for the most part never slept in a tent or on the ground, or cooked over a campfire, or walked as far over rough terrain burdened by anything like a cart, or learned even the most rudimentary skills of frontier living. The handcarts would weigh between four and five hundred pounds, with most travelers ignoring the rule of seventeen pounds of baggage for each adult and ten for each child. Yet they traveled on faith and hope, with the belief that this marathon walk across mountains and plains would lead them to a paradise and new life in a place named Zion.11

		Young Maxi Parker, who had just turned twelve, assisted his father in the effort of moving their handcart across the difficult terrain toward Zion. Baby Ada rode on the cart, while the older children walked and looked after the younger children. The family sang and joked with other members, helping to keep up the spirits of the company on their arduous march through the wilderness. At night, although worn-out from the miles they had traversed, they danced to the music of the Birmingham Band, which had accompanied them to America aboard the ship. Sundays were reserved for devotion, with services both morning and night. By and large, their hearts were light, and they regarded the trip not as a test of their endurance or a challenge physically or mentally, but as a celebration of their faith.

		The journey of a Mormon handcart company across the Great Plains would not be complete without at least one tale of a harrowing experience, and what happened to the Parker family certainly qualifies in every respect.

		On the afternoon of July 1, during a sudden rainstorm, six-year-old Arthur Parker became separated from the expedition in hostile Indian country. Ann was beside herself as everyone searched and prayed for the missing boy, who had seemingly disappeared without a trace. The hunt continued throughout the night and into the next day, but still no sign of Arthur. The company could not be delayed any longer, and finally, reluctantly, Elder McArthur made the heart-wrenching decision that they must push onward.

		Robert urged Ann and the family to move on with the company, while he would backtrack in an attempt to find the missing boy. With Maxi pushing the family handcart, the company headed out—at a slower-than-normal pace to allow Robert time to catch up. At nightfall, the caravan camped. There had been no word from Robert.

		Poor Ann Parker grieved for her lost son, not sleeping, and crying and praying all night for his safe return. July 3 and 4 came and went, and still no sign of Robert or Arthur. By then, Ann was certain that both had been killed by Indians or wild animals and she would never see them again. She prayed harder than ever, and placed any hope she had left in the hands of her Lord.

		On July 5, the company halted early to camp after a particularly difficult day of traveling. It was late afternoon when Ann visited a rise in the terrain to scan their back trail, as she had done for five days whenever they had stopped. Before long, lo and behold, her eyes focused on some unrecognizable object moving in the distance. Closer and closer it came, until…she was dumbfounded—could it be?

		Yes, Robert Parker had returned after five days—accompanied by Arthur, who was weary but in good health.

		Robert related the particulars of his search to his joyous family and the rejoicing members of the company who crowded around the Parker campfire. On his second night away from the handcart company, Robert had happened upon a trading post, where he learned that a young boy had been found by a couple who lived not too far away. Robert hurried to this cabin, and was reunited with Arthur. The boy told his father that on his first night lost he had been surrounded by vicious “big dogs,” which Robert knew would have been wolves, but the animals never approached him. Arthur had then been found by the man and his wife, who had taken him to their cabin.

		Robert Parker was exhausted after tramping through the wilderness for five days. The morning following his return it was arranged for him to ride in a supply wagon in order to rest up as the relieved company continued onward toward Zion.12

		On September 26, after a journey of three and a half months of walking and pushing and pulling the handcart, the Parker family arrived in the valley. They remained in Great Salt Lake City until fall, and then moved on to the town of American Fork, twenty-five miles south of that city, where Robert taught school.13

		Robert, however, was soon called upon to use his skills to help establish a woolen mill at Beaver, a town that had been founded in 1856 as one of a string of Mormon settlements extending the length of Utah—all planned as a day’s ride apart. This town in west-central Utah lay to the west of the Tushar Mountains, which boasted peaks rising to more than twelve thousand feet. It would be in the town of Beaver that young Maximillian Parker would meet Ann Campbell Gillies, his future bride.

		The Gillies family’s journey to Utah had far exceeded in physical endurance and survival skills the experience of the Parkers. Annie Gillies’s father, also named Robert, had been converted to the Mormon Church in England at about the same time as the elder Parkers. On May 25, 1856, this Scottish family—father, Robert; mother, Jane; and their children, two boys, Moroni (age ten) and Daniel (age seven), and two girls, Annie (age nine) and Christina (age three)—answered Brigham Young’s call for immigrants to America and departed Liverpool aboard the ship Horizon. They arrived in New York City six weeks later, and then traveled to Iowa City by way of Albany, Buffalo, and Chicago. The family signed on with the William B. Hodgett Company, which would be traversing the plains to Utah with the Edward Martin Handcart Company.14

		The expedition of the Gillies family was every bit as arduous as that of the Parker family, with walking and pushing handcarts, except that these companies had picked the wrong time of the year for their trek. By November, winter had arrived and the caravan became trapped by storms and subzero temperatures in Wyoming’s upper Sweetwater Valley, near South Pass. Food was scarce, and each person was rationed less than a half pound of flour per day. By the time a rescue party had reached them, nearly 150 people out of the 576 in the train had perished.

		The Gillies family, however, made it through alive and well and reached the Great Salt Lake Valley on November 30. Robert and Jane Gillies initially settled their family north of Salt Lake City at Woods Cross. They later were called to Beaver, Utah, where Robert could better ply his trade as a skilled carpenter and cabinetmaker.15

		Meanwhile, the Parkers had arrived in Beaver too late in the year to build a cabin. Consequently, they lived in a primitive dugout that first winter, with water trickling down the walls to turn the floor into mud, making for a miserable, cold, and damp existence. That next summer, however, Robert and Maxi constructed a cabin that would be added on to during ensuing years to accommodate the expanding family. Robert Jr. was born in 1858, but died as an infant, and Ellen and Caroline were born in 1859 and 1860, respectively.

		In 1862, when Maxi—who now went by the nickname “Max”—was eighteen years old, he served the Church by making two excursions to St. Louis to guide immigrating Saints to Utah. In the big city, he worked at a job while waiting for his charges to assemble, and brought home presents for the family, including cooking kettles and other household items that were unavailable in the West. Supposedly Max, who loved to dance, bought himself a pair of fancy dancing shoes on one of these trips.16

		Perhaps it was at a dance or possibly during the plays and programs put on as entertainment for young people back in Utah that Max caught the eye of Annie Gillies, and vice versa. Both were social and gregarious—Max playing the role of comedian and Ann known for her superb singing voice. Evidently Max and Annie at some point became a couple, whether publicly or privately cannot be determined. Regardless of particulars, when Robert and Annie Parker were called to move to a new cotton mill in Washington, Utah, their eldest son, Max, remained behind in Beaver. And there was only one reason—he simply could not leave Ann Gillies.

		On July 12, 1865, Maximillian Parker and Ann Campbell Gillies were married—on Ann’s nineteenth birthday.17

		Max and Annie settled on a ranch located on North Creek, a few miles from the town of Beaver. Max supported the family by carrying the mail on horseback from Beaver along the Sevier River to Sanford Bench. His route took him through the Circle Valley, a rough, primitive country that was sparsely populated. The ride presented a constant threat to his safety—he occasionally was obliged to dodge arrows fired by Ute warriors—but he was skillful enough to evade this enemy. Fortunately, Max could depend on the few honest Mormon homesteaders to come to his aid, if necessary. Although there was always a possibility of being attacked by a war party, Max was enamored by the beauty and promise of the Circle Valley, and regarded it as a potential place to settle someday—when the Native American threat had subsided.

		Brigham Young had instituted a policy of feeding the local Native Americans rather than fighting them. He encouraged the Mormons to make friends and share resources with these tribes, such as the Shoshone. This policy worked to a certain extent, but as more and more settlers arrived, Native Americans were forced away from traditional prime hunting and gathering places and resorted to stealing livestock. Mormon settlers soon developed resentment about having to feed and put up with the Native Americans, and the tribes developed their own resentment about having been displaced. Several skirmishes ensued, but for the most part the Mormons coexisted with their Native American neighbors.18

		On April 13, 1866—Friday the thirteenth—Robert Leroy Parker, who would one day become known as Butch Cassidy, was born to Max and Annie Parker. He was named for his grandfather, who had brought the family name to America. His parents would call him Leroy, but everyone else knew him as Bob. He would be followed over the years by twelve brothers and sisters—Dan, Arthur, Jen, Bill, Knell, Eb, Blanch, Lula, Mark, Nina, Leona, and Rawlins.19

		In the spring of 1879, when Bob was thirteen years old, Max fulfilled his mail-carrying dream and moved the family south onto 160 acres in the Circle Valley. His land was located about three miles south of Circleville—which at that point in time was only a few buildings and a schoolhouse—at the mouth of Circleville Canyon, near the southern edge of Circle Valley. The parched earth in that place was badly in need of irrigation, and only a handful of settlers had mustered enough courage to try to make a go of raising crops and cattle there.

		The family, at that time with six children, and their meager possessions were packed into a tiny two-room cabin built by the former owner at the base of a small slope. That first summer Max, with young Bob’s help, was able to clear away enough brush to plant a crop of wheat. But before long the relentless wind had torn his seeds from the ground. His second planting suffered the same fate. There was nothing this farmer could do to combat the elements, especially those blasts of dry wind that roared from the west over the northern edge of what became known as Hurricane Cliffs. A farmer could do nothing, that was, except try again. The third planting was a charm. Just before summer ended, the winds diminished and Max’s crop took hold and began to grow.20

		After the wheat was in the ground, Max left his family in Circle Valley and sought out a variety of jobs, mainly with mining companies. Utah’s mining business was a boom-and-bust proposition, with towns springing up from nowhere when digging began and dying when the mines played out.

		Max eventually secured a job with the Silver Reef Mine, which paid higher-than-average wages. He was hired to cut and haul wood in the Pine Valley Mountains northeast of St. George, nearly one hundred miles from Circle Valley. Silver Reef, a new non-Mormon town built for the miners, became known as a raucous and dangerous place, with frequent brawls and murders. Max survived his stay in Silver Reef by being known as a Mormon—the gentiles respected the ways of the Saints and rarely molested them. The Parker family remained at the Circle Valley ranch, and Max managed to visit them only on the occasional Sunday.21

		Much of the work around the Circle Valley ranch fell on the shoulders of thirteen-year-old Bob Parker, who welcomed the challenge. Bob was always tall for his age, and had inherited his father’s work ethic. Any chore that required his attention was handled as best as the boy was able. He could never hope to replace the skills of his father, but the ranch did not suffer terribly by the purposeful efforts of Bob.

		While growing up, young Bob had a special affinity and affection for animals, both wild and domestic. He seemed to understand the habits and traits of farm animals or wildlife far better than the average person. Bob made a pet of a magpie that his sister claimed he had taught to talk and would say, “Hello,” to people. He was always tending to livestock, such as Sarah, the family cow, who was mischievously named after a lady from town. Bob would occasionally play rodeo by riding calves with his brothers and neighbors, or he would hook up the goat to a homemade cart and have a rousing chariot race. He also raised a menagerie of indigenous wildlife, including rabbits, pigeons, and chipmunks—and he named each one.

		Bob understood his role as the eldest child with a father away from home, and went out of his way to entertain the younger children—his siblings and the children of relatives or neighbors. Whether it was riding calves or taking them for wild and woolly rides in the goat-drawn cart, Bob was a magnet for kids, because he was always involved in something fun and outlandish. He would boost the little ones up onto his horse, often putting so many up there that they would teeter precariously, and then lead them around for a spirited ride. On one occasion he built a raft, and had every kid who would fit climb aboard while he propelled the craft around a nearby pond for a wet and watery adventure. Another time, he had all the children gather up as many grasshoppers as they could catch. He then skillfully attached strings to the back legs of the insects, distributed one to each child, and held grasshopper races, pretending that each hopper was a prize racehorse.22

		All evidence indicates that the Parkers were a strict but loving family who tried to raise their children properly. To this end, Ann believed that the Mormon religion should be paramount in their lives. After all, that was the reason that her father and Max’s father had brought their families from England to that faraway place.

		Ann was a faithful churchgoer and strictly adhered to Mormon rules and restrictions. Max, on the other hand, gradually became known as what was commonly referred to as a “jack-Mormon,” a term used for those who were inactive. Perhaps this falling-out with the Church had something to do with Max’s youthful resentment over his own father’s zealousness for the faith, to the point that his father would make Max polish the shoes of missionaries who visited their home. Max had also developed the habit of smoking, which was prohibited by the Mormons. He attended church rarely, and instead of following Church tradition that the man of the household had the responsibility to lead prayers and Church teachings, he left that task to his wife.

		Ann would hold family devotions and read from the Bible and the Book of Mormon. During these occasions, she would also teach literature and other subjects to supplement the education the older children received from the school in Beaver. Bob learned to read and write from both his mother and his sporadic schoolhouse education.

		Max, when he was home, would enthusiastically participate in what were known as “home evenings,” when the entire family would gather together after chores were done to sing and tell stories in an attempt to provide entertainment at the isolated ranch. Bob would often play his harmonica while all the children sang songs led by their parents.23

		There can be little doubt that Max’s defection from the Church influenced his oldest son. Young Bob soon followed his father’s example and neglected his Mormon responsibilities. Although the Parker children were never forced to attend church, they usually obeyed their mother and would willingly go each week. Bob, however, had quit going to his mother’s weekly religious meetings, and when it came to going to church, his sister states: “Bob wasn’t a willing attender. If he could find some chore—any chore—that needed his attention, he stayed home to take care of it. Any excuse was convenient.” He also was known to sneak a smoke of tobacco when he thought he was safe from being found out. Max caught his son hiding his stash under the granary floor one day, but chose to ignore this transgression, perhaps due to his own tobacco habit.24

		Bob loved and respected his hardworking father, but according to his sister Lula, he absolutely adored his mother. Lula writes: “When he [Bob] was in a frolicsome mood, he waltzed her [his mother] around the room, then picked her up bodily and set her on the table. ‘Come on, kids,’ he announced. ‘Bring the crown. Ma’s the queen.’” His mother would happily protest and cherish every moment of special attention showered on her by her oldest son.25

		As Bob grew older, he graduated from working with small animals to taking care of full-grown horses. Long hours were spent at the corral grooming, doctoring, and studying every nuance and movement made by the animal that intrigued him so much. He eventually developed a special bond with these four-legged beasts of burden, and was able to easily break and train just about any horse—even the most wild-eyed and untamed stallion that would not allow others to approach him. It was as if there were a private line of communication and an inherent bond of trust between the youngster and the beast. Bob could compel the most rambunctious bronc to obey his soothing voice and patient manner. He seemed to know the precise words and gestures that the horse needed to hear to trust the human.

		In fact, Bob’s fascination with horses could be likened to a modern-day teenage boy’s love affair with the automobile. He wanted to know how every part worked, and how each part affected the other parts, and what steps and care it would take to keep these parts in perfect shape and great running condition. There was not a horse around that Bob could not ride. Horses would become his first love, his passion, and remain so throughout his life.

		The Parker family never had much money, and the children contributed to the family’s earnings whenever possible. Bob, whose aptitude with horses was widely known, would hire out to neighboring ranches as a cowboy when he was not needed at home. In at least one instance, when Bob took a job far enough away that he was obliged to live away from home, his removal from parental supervision would turn ugly.

		One day while working for rancher Patrick Ryan at Hay Springs, near Milford, Bob took time off to ride into town to purchase a new pair of badly needed overalls. This errand would appear to be innocent enough, but when Bob arrived in town he found that the store was closed. This presented him with a quandary. He was irked that he had ridden all that distance on the hot, dusty road for nothing—until he was struck with the idea that his credit would be good.

		With that in mind, Bob forced his way into the building, and rummaged through the shelves until he found his size jeans. One account claims he also helped himself to a piece of pie. In the West, it was accepted that a man’s word was his bond. Bob wrote out an IOU in good faith, promising to pay for the overalls on his next trip to town. He rode back to the ranch wearing his new work clothes without mentioning his actions to anyone.

		Apparently the storekeeper was not impressed by Bob’s promissory note. The man notified the town marshal, and Bob was taken into custody.

		The matter was eventually sorted out to the satisfaction of the storekeeper, but not until Bob Parker had been thoroughly humiliated and had brought shame upon his family name, which in Mormon country was taken seriously. There can be no question that this incident would have given Bob a bitter taste of justice, and reason to question the legal system and its treatment of him.26

		According to Parley P. Christensen, the sheriff of Juab County for thirty years, Bob was involved in another criminal occurrence around this same time. Although no record of this incident exists, the sheriff claimed that Bob was arrested for stealing a saddle, possibly in Garfield County. In this case, Bob claimed that he had been mistreated while in custody. But there has been no mention of any consequences, such as jail time, if a crime indeed had been committed. The episode could have been a misunderstanding, and may have been forgotten at the time when the “borrowed” saddle had been returned. Or it may not have happened at all. People have a way of remembering questionable events in the lives of famous people long after they have become famous.27

		It can only be speculated whether Max’s alienation from the Mormon Church might have had some effect on the stern attitude of both the Milford shopkeeper and the authorities involved in the stolen jeans and alleged saddle theft. Utah was a Mormon Empire, and outsiders or those who did not abide by the faith could suffer unspoken consequences.

		When the Silver Reef Mine played out, Max took a job in the San Francisco Mountains at the town of Frisco. The Utah Southern Railroad had come to Frisco and the Squaw Creek Mine, compliments of New York financier Jay Cooke, the man responsible for the Panic of 1873. Max once again chopped and hauled wood for railroad ties, but there was one happy factor—this move to Frisco brought him within shouting distance of Pat Ryan’s ranch at Hay Springs. Max could at least visit with his son, and hope to be a positive influence on the boy, who by now had a bad taste in his mouth for authority.28

		To supplement the family income, Ann Parker was able to find work helping with the dairy chores at the Marshall Ranch, a sprawling spread surrounded by mountains some twelve miles south of Circleville near the northern edge of the present-day Dixie National Forest. Jim Marshall, the owner, also offered a job to thirteen-year-old Bob and two younger brothers. Ann was relieved that her oldest son would now be working at the Marshall Ranch, which meant he could live at home.

		The income from Ann and Bob, plus Max’s pay, permitted the family to buy several head of cattle. As luck would have it, the winter of 1879 was one of the worst on record in southern Utah, and the small herd of cattle perished, other than two cows named Hutch and Sal.29

		Max decided that he must expand his homestead in order to succeed. The family was becoming larger, now with four boys and three girls. Mormons were encouraged to have large families. Granted, rural families were traditionally large in order to have hands for chores, but Church doctrine proclaimed that it was a woman’s highest glory to bear as many children as possible. And a man’s reward in heaven would be partially determined by how many children would accompany him there. The size of the family could be assisted by having more than one wife to bear children. Evidently Max did not subscribe to the teachings and example of Brigham Young when it came to polygamy. Brigham had twenty-seven wives; Max was satisfied with just one.30

		In order to raise additional crops and cattle for his family, Max bought a neighboring parcel of land—or so he thought. His claim was challenged by the former owner, a fellow Mormon. Ordinarily the matter would have ended up in court, but the area was lacking authorities to adjudicate civil law. With that being the case, the ownership of the property in question was placed in the hands of the local Mormon bishop. Predictably—at least to Max’s way of thinking—the other man in the dispute, a dues-paying Mormon, won the judgment over Max, the jack-Mormon. To be fair, the bishop may have simply been following an edict set forth by Brigham Young that stated that a man should not own more land than he could personally cultivate. Nevertheless, Max was furious, and believed that the Mormon Church had been prejudiced against him and had punished him for his less-than-attentive attitude toward Church responsibilities.31

		Back at the Marshall spread, Jim Marshall eventually allowed Ann and her three sons to live in a small cabin on his property, a move that was grudgingly accepted by Max but did not sit well with him. The rancher was impressed that the diligent and productive young teen Bob Parker could do the work of a full-grown man. Bob would work alongside the other cowboys, and handle his chores as efficiently as any of them.

		Before long, however, Bob would make the acquaintance of a cowboy at the Marshall spread who would have a profound effect on such an impressionable youngster—and this man would change the life of Bob Parker forever.
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		CHAPTER TWO

		TELLURIDE
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			I’ve been working on the railroad 
All the live-long day. 
I’ve been working on the railroad 
Just to pass the time away.

			Can’t you hear the whistle blowing
Rise up so early in the morn
Can’t you hear the captain shouting
Dinah, blow your horn

			—“I’ve Been Working on the Railroad”

		

		By the 1850s, the railroad stretched from the East Coast to the Mississippi River, with short lines connecting neighboring cities. There was no standard gauge or width of the tracks, which limited where each train could travel. This lack of any standard was a major inconvenience and caused costly delays in moving both passengers and goods. A greater inconvenience, however, was the fact that commerce by rail ended at Omaha, Nebraska. To reach into the West, goods had to be shipped by stagecoach, pack train, or steamship where waterways were available—a practice that Congress recognized as a hindrance to the country’s economic infrastructure. But America has always risen to the challenge of finding a solution to perplexing situations, especially when trade and finance are involved.

		The Transcontinental Railroad, known as the Overland Route, began as an idea published in the 1832 book The Emigrant. This notion of railroad tracks spanning the continent intrigued many men over the years, but it was not until after the discovery of gold at Sutter’s Mill in California that Congress was compelled in 1853 to fund a survey to determine potential routes—with future Confederate president Jefferson Davis in charge of the expedition. Eventually, a combination of the zeal of Theodore Dehone Judah, known as “Crazy Judah,” and the skill of a young engineer named Grenville Dodge resulted in President Abraham Lincoln signing the Pacific Railway Act on July 1, 1862.

		Huge loans and government grants were awarded to two private companies to handle the construction of this enormous project. The Central Pacific Railroad would begin laying track eastward out of Sacramento, and the Union Pacific Railroad would begin work heading west out of Omaha.

		By the early 1860s, nearly fifty thousand young Chinese immigrants had flooded to California, but had been run off gold mining claims and sought any kind of work. The railroad was eager to hire these hard workers. Chinese laborers would be required to chisel, plow, and blast their way through the Sierra Nevada Mountains, struggling against blizzards and deep snow as well as the dangers of working with risky gunpowder. These immigrants would be assisted by Paiute and Shoshone workers when they laid track across the flat Nevada desert.

		Irish workers dominated the ranks of the Union Pacific, using shovels and pickaxes to dig and level rail beds across the Great Plains. It was backbreaking work in both directions, rife with danger from accidents, hostile Native Americans, and the merciless elements. Another hazard to the health and safety of the workers was the temporary towns that would spring up as the crew arrived at a new spot. Bars and gambling halls were not places for the fainthearted, and shootings were frequent and often deadly.

		Newspapers chronicled this race across the Western United States as both companies viewed their mission with a competitive eye and forged ahead full speed from the starting gun. Even so, it took seven years of grueling physical labor for the two crews to come within sight of each other.

		On May 10, 1869, at a place in Utah called Promontory Summit, the president of the Central Pacific Railroad, Leland Stanford, pounded one final golden spike into position. At that moment, a telegraph operator who was present for the ceremony tapped out a message to crowds of people waiting across the country. “Almost ready now. Hats off,” he sent through the lines. “Prayer is being offered…Done!”

		The Central Pacific had laid 690 miles of track from Sacramento to Promontory Summit. The Union Pacific countered with 1,086 miles of track from Omaha to Promontory Summit.

		The nation now had a railroad that spanned the continent. The laying of the tracks, crossing plains and mountains, would stand as one of the greatest human technological achievements in the history of the United States—right up there with the voyage of Columbus in 1492 and the moon landing of Neil Armstrong in 1969.

		Railroad owners and investors quickly got busy building towns near their lines on land granted them by the United States government, which led to the development of countless communities in the West. What was once a foreboding wilderness was now open for business and settlement. People weary of the ills of the East seeking a fresh start or desiring to establish a new business could board a train that would deposit them and their belongings on the prairies, or in the mountains, or all the way to the ocean on the West Coast.

		At first there was one problem with this new system of rails. Most towns set their clocks independently, according to solar time. This difference in time from town to town created confusion when regular train service commenced. As a result, in 1883, the railroads had towns adopt a national system of time zones. Broad sections of the country now showed the same time, which made life easier for passengers and businesses that shipped goods. These time zones remain in use to this day.

		The transcontinental railroad made it cheaper, faster, and more practical to ship goods, and in fact revolutionized business and industry by creating national markets. Railroads enabled one type of industry in the West in particular to prosper—the cattle business.1

		Easy access to the railroad had brought the so-called “cattle barons” into the vast public lands of Utah. They turned loose enormous herds of animals that would freely roam the range and fatten up on pasture grass until driven to the tracks for shipment. Small homesteaders also flocked to these public lands, consuming resources and interfering with cattle operations. This invasion of cattle country caused resentment among the powerful cattle barons and resulted in conflict over land use, especially water, often involving violence.

		The primary concern
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