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Introduction

The American frontier was about as tough a place as anyone can imagine. The indigenous Native American tribes had their own laws and rules, but no jurisdiction over white settlers. While many of the settlers were good, religious people moving west to start a new life, the wide open spaces of America’s reaches attracted some pretty unlawful types as well. The wild land that comprised the American West attracted the worst kind of people—outlaws, murderers, rapists, and robbers—many on the run and looking for places to hide while they continued to break the law. Violence became epidemic and a way of life for most, making these new territories of the United States a very dangerous place to live for the newcomers who came to settle there looking for a better life. Collected here are some of the stories of these villains, who despite their outrageous crimes and way of living, certainly contributed to the history of the American people.


OLD TOM STARR

[image: chpt_fig_001.png]

Implacable

In the fall of 1843, Tom Starr, two of his brothers, and Arch Sanders raided the house of a Cherokee political rival. Not content with murdering only the rival, the Starrs also killed his wife and a traveler staying the night at his house. Worst of all, after the brothers set fire to the house, a child ran out of the flames. A Cherokee acquaintance of Tom Starr’s later passed along the story as Tom told it to him: “[A] little boy about five years old came running out and begged him not to kill him, and Tom … just picked him up and threw him in the fire. He said he didn’t think God would ever forgive him for that and I said I didn’t think He would either.”

If Tom didn’t already have a reputation as a holy terror, he surely did after murdering the pleading child. With a price of $1,000 on each of their heads, Tom and his brothers ran for cover across the Arkansas, but they were far from through. Over time he, his brothers, and their followers are thought to have killed at least twenty men. And Tom himself said it was a good many more.

Old Tom was a formidable figure, intimidating just to look at. He was big, six foot five, and a powerful man. He wore his black hair down his shoulders, generally had his eyelashes plucked, and often sported a rawhide necklace, tastefully hung with the earlobes of men he had killed. He was remorseless and unforgiving, tough and grim, and a terrible enemy, but he was born of a violent time in Cherokee country, when deep-seated loyalty was perhaps the most valued quality in a man next to courage. Old Tom had more than his share of both.

Back in 1836 and 1837, a number of Cherokee families traveled west from their ancestral homelands in Georgia, preferring to move in their own time and at their own pace rather than be driven west by U.S. troops. Those who did not leave their homes then would later be herded along what became known as “the Trail of Tears.” After the Removal Treaty had been signed in 1835, only one question remained: When would the Cherokee Nation move to the new lands to the west?

In 1833 the Starr clan, led by Tom’s father, James, was among the early immigrants to Indian Territory. A larger group of eastern Cherokees arrived in the territory in 1838, and the tribe split into two groups. One was the treaty party: the signers of the treaty and their supporters. The others, led by principal chief John Ross, formed a larger group, forcibly removed from their ancestral lands by the U.S. government. Because they had vehemently objected to the voluntary relinquishment of those lands, they were known generally as the antitreaty party. For a while there were actually two governments, and a great deal of bad blood between the two groups.

The old chief, John Ross, proposed a constitution that would unify all the settlers under a single government. Those who had settled in the territory earlier replied that “the newcomers in coming into a territory which already had an organized government accepted that government; and accordingly, since the Western Cherokees had received and welcomed their brother emigrants, the two people were already united.”

The bitterness was a recipe for trouble, and in 1839 the antitreaty faction’s anger boiled over. A group of Cherokees hostile to the treaty men met in secret. To them assassination seemed to be the simple solution to their hatred for the men who had signed the detested treaty. So antitreaty militants murdered leaders of the faction that had signed away the old lands. They even dragged one from his sickbed, slashing the fingers of his wife when she tried to protect her husband.

In another case killers approached and asked their victim for medicine for a sick friend. He started toward his house to get it, and the reward for his kindness was a tomahawk buried in his face, followed by more hacking and chopping and several bullets pumped into his body.

The assassins also planned to kill James Starr, but he was warned in time to escape. He found temporary protection at Fort Gibson. He would shelter there several times, in later days, as violence became epidemic in the Goingsnake District of eastern Indian Territory.

Tom Starr and three more of James’s sons, Bean, Washington, and Ellis, were the heart of the family. Along with a cousin, Suel Rider, the brothers went on the attack. The last straw for the Starrs came when some thirty of the Ross opposition struck the Starr homestead and shot down James as he washed his face before breakfast.

They then murdered his crippled fourteen-year-old son, Buck, and would have killed three younger boys except that their mother and grandmother wrapped their arms around them. An early resident of the area, a doctor, later said that James’s wife faced the murderers and calmly told them when Tom heard of the murders of her husband and son that he would settle with them.

Unwilling to kill the Starr women, the raiders then moved down the road and shot down Rider in his own front yard. One of the Ross men then dismounted and stabbed Rider in the heart. They next attacked Washington Starr on the road. He was very badly injured, but he still managed to find cover and escape. As the killers were busy trying to do away with Washington, one of James’s younger sons, Creek, ran to Tom’s house, some two miles away, with news of the murders.

Victory had gone—temporarily—to the antitreaty men: When James was buried, only the women of the family could safely attend the funeral. But the killers had missed Tom Starr, which would prove to be a fatal mistake, for Tom would never forget the injury to his family. A month or so later, after young Buck had died of his wounds, Tom told his wife, Catharine, “I will get every man who killed Buck and Pa. I will not stop killing until I do, and I will never be taken alive.”

When Tom said something, he generally meant every word of it, and he and his surviving brothers got to work quickly. Stan, the Cherokee who had stabbed the wounded Suel Rider as he lay on the ground, was soon a corpse himself. Tom Starr and a band of supporters sent one Wheeler Fought into a local Indian dance where Stan was enjoying himself. The plan was to have Fought fill Stan with booze and later tell him that a jug of whiskey was hidden in a fallen tree.

The tactic worked, for later in the evening, a drunken Stan thought of the jug and rode his horse toward the tree. As he did, Starr’s band shot him out of the saddle and then stabbed him to death, just as he had killed Rider. Fought’s loyalty to the treaty party cost him his own life. Once the antitreaty party found out that he had lured Stan to his death, Fought was also killed.

Tom not only shed the blood of his enemies but also delighted in ravaging their property. He was fond of stealing the opposition’s slaves and selling them farther to the south, and he coveted their livestock, too. Not long after his first murders, the Starr brothers were jumped by a posse of Indian police while driving stolen mules and horses toward the Texas line. Bean Starr was killed in the ensuing fight, and later Starr cohort Charles Smith—himself the son of a murdered treaty signer—fatally stabbed a lieutenant in the Indian police unit that had killed Bean. Smith did not last long himself, hunted down by the police and killed while resisting arrest.

The violence continued. Early in 1845 another signer of the treaty was also murdered, and the son of an ex-chief was killed during a council at Fort Gibson. An April 1846 letter to Stand Watie, later a Confederate brigadier, gives some of the flavor of the times:

You will doubtless recollect that … the murderer of James Starr was killed and scalped and that Fought was caught for decoying him and has since been hung. Since that time Oto Cornsilk has been killed…. Barrow Justice has been caught, tried and was hung yesterday.… John Brown & his company caught a horse thief and they killed him … rumored that he and his company … have cut up another man … in his own house. I forgot to mention that another man was killed at Ellis Harlan’s…. I think there is now to be no end to bloodshed, since the Starr boys & the Riders have commenced revenging the death of their relatives…. Murders in the county have been so frequent until the people care little about hearing these things.

In November of 1845 a group of disguised riders burned down the home of Return Meigs, the chief’s son-in-law. Two Cherokees who had seen the arsonists were murdered, but Meigs said the raiders were the three surviving Starr boys and Ellis West. Within days more violence erupted, leaving eleven men dead and another eighteen wounded. More bloodshed ensued, and the U.S. Army sent dragoons into Cherokee country to restore some semblance of order. More killings followed, however, and more members of the treaty party fled into Arkansas.

The burning of Meigs’s house and the murder of the two witnesses to the arson were the last straw for the antitreaty contingent. In 1846 President James Polk at last stepped in to deal with the simmering mess in the Cherokee country. By now there were no fewer than three separate groups vying for power. Polk suggested that perhaps the Cherokee country should be split into three separate political entities, and a bill to that end appeared in the House.

Nobody liked his radical suggestion, and the Cherokees uneasily became one nation. Part of the accord was a general pardon for all Cherokees for all offenses and crimes, a provision especially valuable for the Starr clan.

Tom Starr moved into the rugged southwestern corner of the Canadian District near Briartown—now in Muskogee County—in the great bend of the South Canadian River. When the Civil War broke out, he went off to war as a scout for Stand Watie’s Confederate brigade, in opposition to tribal Union supporters, called “pin Indians” (from their custom of wearing crossed pins on their shirts as a symbol of support for the Union). At least a couple of accounts assert that Tom “fought alongside” and was visited by the odious Missouri bushwhacker William Quantrill, although this seems, at best, a very remote possibility.

The war did little to ease the old hatreds that split the Cherokee Nation. Stand Watie, as a Confederate brigadier, wrote his wife in the autumn of 1863, commenting casually on more killing, and on the burning of the opposition chief’s home. “Killed a few pins in Tahlequah,” he wrote. “They had been holding council. I had the old Council House set on fire and burned down.”

After the war Tom went back to his civilian enterprises. According to legend his business consisted mostly of whiskey running—forbidden by federal law in the Indian nations—and trafficking stolen cattle and horses. He also operated the first ferry on the South Canadian River.

By now he presided over a small army of kinfolk: his eight sons and two daughters and all their offspring. Old Tom’s empire also included an extensive collection of in-laws: Even if lawmen had tried to ride into Starr country to arrest Tom, they would have needed a battalion to smoke him out.

Starr’s home was a friendly place for ex-bushwhackers, including the Younger boys and, it is said, the James brothers. Such men, moving fast and keeping to the brush, could always find a meal and safety with Tom Starr. It was during this postwar period that the Starr empire got its name of “Younger’s Bend.”

Stories about Old Tom were legion. One tells of a $500 bet on a horse race between Starr and a transient gambler. Seeing Starr was not carrying a gun, the gambler, with more hubris than good sense, made the mistake of threatening Starr, saying no matter which horse won, he would just take the money. Understandably, that irritated Starr, and he told the gambler so.

It is hard to imagine a professional betting man being that stupid, especially if he knew Tom’s reputation. Still, according to legend, when Tom’s horse won, the gambler reached for his gun. Old Tom grabbed his bowie and threw it so hard that it pierced the gambler’s body and stuck in the ground.

Other tales of Tom Starr are somewhat less grim. There’s the story of how he outwitted and unhorsed an entire company of soldiers who had been sent to capture him. Cutting down a section of telegraph wire, he stretched it across the road about waist high and led his pursuers into it. While the soldiers picked themselves up and recovered their horses, Starr went his way chuckling. This tale is about as likely as the Easter Bunny, but it’s typical of the mythology that inevitably grew up around any larger-than-life figure … and Tom Starr surely was that.

Whatever other illicit doings Old Tom may have been up to, late in life he seemed to favor booze running as his source of pocket change. For a while all went well, but in time his luck ran out. In June 1884 he was charged under federal law with running five gallons of whiskey into Cherokee country, and in December 1885 he was arrested on a warrant for selling four gallons more. Then in 1886 he was caught smuggling another gallon into Indian Territory and jailed at Fort Smith in lieu of a $300 bond.

When the Fort Smith grand jury met, it indicted him on the 1885 and 1886 offenses, and in November 1886 Tom appeared before Judge Isaac Parker of the Western District of Arkansas. Tom made the decision to plead guilty, probably not a wise idea, and Judge Parker gave him a year in prison on the first count and a consecutive six-month sentence on the second one. By the end of November, Tom was behind bars in the federal prison at Menard, Illinois. He would languish at Menard until early in 1888.

Maybe prison took something out of Tom Starr’s free spirit. Maybe he had just been too long on the back roads of violence and anger to be happy on the placid paths of peace. In any case he did survive his erstwhile daughter-in-law, Belle, murdered from ambush near her Younger’s Bend home in 1889.

Back from prison, Tom lived on at Younger’s Bend in failing health, until he died in 1890. He was gone, but he would not be forgotten.


THE UNDISTINGUISHED CAREER OF BILL DALTON
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Surly Amateur

Bill Dalton’s henchman turned his Winchester on Longview City’s Marshal Matt Muckleroy and blasted him in the belly. Muckleroy was fortunate, however, for the round caromed off some silver dollars the lawman carried in a pouch in his pocket, split, and did no permanent damage. He eventually recovered from his wound. More serious was the wound of a saloon keeper, J. W. McQueen, hit as he ran into the alley at the beginning of the firefight. The shot that slammed into McQueen’s body seemed for a while to be a mortal wound, but he too eventually recovered.

Another citizen, Charles Leonard, who was merely walking through the “court house yard,” was hit in the left hand. Other accounts say that mill hand Charlie Learn—presumably the same man—was murdered near the courthouse fence. Bill had finally realized his dream of being a real bandit leader. It wouldn’t last long.

There is a myriad of tales about Bill, probably as many as there are about his more infamous brothers. He came from California, where he lived at a place he called a ranch outside Paso Robles. Born in Missouri in 1865, he married in California and fathered a couple of children.

All kinds of wonderful myths surround his life there, including tales that he was wealthy, that he served in the legislature, that he fathered a child out of wedlock down in Hugo, Oklahoma, and that he had a covey of mistresses. All of these are false except the possibility that he may have been wealthy. Even so, he certainly detested what he considered the “Establishment,” especially the Southern Pacific Railroad, which many farmers believed was corrupt and oppressive in its dealings with ordinary people.

Bill also had a real talent for resurrection, mostly at the hands of newspapers. At various times during his relatively short outlaw season, the public read about his demise. In late summer of 1893, he apparently died at Ingalls. Rising from the grave, he was killed at Sacred Heart Mission in the spring of 1894. A whole regiment of lawmen shot him yet again before he was well and truly extinguished in the summer of 1894. Though by now he was buried in California, he revived and was captured in New York in 1896. One book even concluded that he committed suicide in Wyoming.

But most of Dalton’s carnage took place in Oklahoma. At first he joined up with veteran outlaw Bill Doolin, who had rallied a new gaggle of outlaws assembled from survivors of the old Dalton aggregation. The Doolin Gang, as the new group was called, promptly became a thorn in the side of honest men. It grew, according to some estimates, to as many as twelve or fourteen men.

In the wild 1893 shoot-out with the Doolin Gang in the outlaw town of Ingalls, Oklahoma Territory, three deputy U.S. Marshals were killed. All but one of the gang members galloped to safety and went on with their nefarious doings, although Arkansas Tom Jones (aka Roy Daugherty) was captured during the Ingalls fight and sent to prison.

The papers deluged their readers with the usual flood of misinformation, including the news that Dalton had killed Lafe Shadley, one of the lawmen. In fact, it appears that Shadley and the other two lawmen were killed by Arkansas Tom, sniping from his room at a hotel. Various reports had Dalton shot once or maybe twice, along with Bitter Creek Newcomb and somebody called Dynamite Bill. Dalton was portrayed as the leader of the gang.

While the gang lasted, they were a terror. On January 23, 1894, for example, Doolin and Tulsa Jack Blake, backed up by Bitter Creek Newcomb, struck the Farmers’ and Merchants’ Bank of Pawnee, Oklahoma Territory. They got only $300 on this raid because the bank’s time lock was still set, but they temporarily kidnapped the cashier, releasing him only when they were well clear of the town.

Less than two months later, Doolin and Dalton, with other gang members waiting outside town, kidnapped the station agent at Woodward in the wee hours, took him to the station, and forced him to open the Santa Fe safe. They got away with some $6,500 on this raid, a considerable sum for the time.

In the aftermath of the Woodward robbery, lawmen circulated a detailed description of Bill Dalton: “Twenty five years old, five feet ten inches tall, weight 170 pounds, two weeks growth of beard, slouch hat with high crown and crease in top, pants in boots, checkered handkerchief about his neck, dark suit, sack coat, dark complexion.”

The depredations of the Doolin Gang at last inspired Chief Justice Frank Dale of the Territorial Supreme Court to call in Marshal Evett Dumas Nix and issue some famous instructions, practical if somewhat unjudicial.

“Marshal,” said Judge Dale, “I have reached the conclusion that the only good outlaw is a dead one. I hope you will instruct your deputies in the future to bring them in dead.” The gang’s days were numbered.

During a robbery of a store at tiny Sacred Heart, Dalton and Bitter Creek Newcomb shot down a tough elderly shopkeeper who strongly objected to being robbed by couple of hoodlums. In return the old man put a bullet into Bitter Creek. It was after Sacred Heart that Doolin and Dalton parted ways. The reason they rode their separate trails may have been Dalton’s ambition to lead his own gang, or maybe it was the intelligent Doolin’s conviction that Dalton was too much of a loose cannon to ride with any longer.

On his own Dalton decided to recruit some guns to help him and try his wings as an independent operator. He started with bank robbery. Although Dalton had a world of arrogant self-confidence and an overactive mouth to go with it, it does not appear that he ever amounted to much as an outlaw leader.

Still, Bill Dalton’s name was well known, and a bewildering collection of newspaper stories reported him and his gang in a variety of places as far apart as Wagoner, Oklahoma Territory; Kendallville, Indiana; and Washington, D.C. According to the Cherokee Advocate, they had “over fifty murders to their credit.”

Dalton left his wife and children at a farm owned by Houston Wallace. It was a shabby place near the little town of Elk, down in the neighborhood of the city of Ardmore, Oklahoma. Now an independent operator, Dalton turned his attention to Texas, where he had not been reported as visiting so far. The target was the First National Bank of Longview, located in that little town in the eastern part of the state. Dalton put together a collection of unimpressive bad men, including one Jim Wallace, brother of Houston Wallace. Jim Wallace took the “nom de robber” of George Bennett.

To Wallace, Dalton added a couple of other eager criminals, usually identified as the two Knight (possibly Nite) brothers, Jim and Big Asa, Other sources reported that the other outlaws were local sawmill hand Jim Jones and one Will Jones. Or maybe one of them was George Bennett, or perhaps Tom Littleton, or even Charles White.

These additional amateur hard cases, whoever they were, would give Dalton his very own gang. This dubious aggregation was a very far cry from the Daltons of other days, or the old, bold James-Younger Gang, but ever-cocky Bill Dalton must have figured his new confederates ought to suffice to knock over a little country bank.

Dalton did a simple reconnaissance of the town alone—maybe doing some solitary fishing in the Sabine River or maybe, as other sources say, wetting a line with the rest of his gang. Now the gang was ready to seize their jackpot. One or two stayed with the all-important horses in an alley behind the First National; Dalton and the fourth man went inside. Dalton had ready a curious note, written in pencil on the back of a poster; he handed it to the cashier, Tom Clemmons:

Home, May 23
The First National Bank, Longview
This will introduce to you Charles Speckelmeyer, who wants
some money and is going to have it. B and F.

Clemmons did not take the note seriously. He thought it was some sort of charity appeal and was ready to donate something. But then he found himself looking down the muzzle of Dalton’s Winchester and realized he had big trouble. While Dalton held Clemmons and other bank men at gunpoint, another robber, probably Big Asa, pushed through a door behind the counter area and quickly scooped up whatever money he could find. The haul included, as the Daily Oklahoman reported, “$2000 in ten-dollar bills numbered 9, and nine $20 bills numbered 20, and a quantity of unsigned bank notes.”

A bank officer scuffled briefly with one of the bandits, and everyone else in the bank intelligently took this opportunity to run out the back door and disappear. The outlaws herded Clemmons and his brother J. R. in front of them out of the bank.

Dalton’s plan began to unravel when the local law spotted his gang outside the Longview bank and grew suspicious. Or maybe, as the Longview Morning Journal later reported, the alarm might have been given by a businessman, John Welborne. It seems one of the bandits had invited him in, but Welborne wasn’t having any part of all those guns. He ran off down the street shouting that the bank was being robbed.

However the word passed around the town, armed citizens converged from all directions, and a wild firefight broke out in the alley. The outlaws inside the bank cleared out in a hurry. They tried to drive the bank employees with them toward their horses, using them as human shields, but their hostages were having none of this and ran away in another direction.

The shooting in the alley rose to a roar as the outlaws traded shots with an assortment of angry citizens and peace officers. George Buckingham, a bartender, grabbed a pistol and ran to the sound of the guns; he was one of the first citizens on the scene, and his reward was a slug in the face from Wallace’s rifle. Buckingham died before he could fire a shot.

By all accounts Wallace was shooting a saddle gun from the hip and was, as citizen P. T. Boyd said much later, “a dead shot with his Winchester Special.” The weapon was afterward found to have sights made of bone. “The story,” said a later president of the bank, “and I don’t doubt the truth of it, is that the piece of bone is from a human skull; from the head of one of Bennett’s [Wallace’s] victims.”

Wallace seemed to be doing most of the shooting, and most of the damage, but he was running out of luck. After Muckleroy went down, his deputy, Will Stevens, stood his ground in a shower of outlaw bullets and got a round into Wallace. Or maybe, according to another citizen, the fatal round came from a hardware merchant, who in later years refused to be identified by the press.

[He s]tuck his single-action Colt .45 through an open window of a near-by brick building. He leveled down on Bennett [Wallace] just as the desperado turned to drop City Marshal Muckelroy [sic] … [T]he man with the .45 wouldn’t shoot until Bennett [Wallace] turned again to face him. The bandit saw that menacing Colt as he turned and both of the men fired at about the same time.

The unidentified merchant is quoted as saying, perhaps a trifle pompously, that he “could have gotten Bill Dalton and one of the Nite boys from my place in the window … but they had their backs turned … and I wouldn’t shoot even a murdering bank robber in the back.” But later newspaper accounts of the fight state that Wallace was shot in the back, and it’s hard to imagine any Westerner having such scruples in the midst of a firefight in which his fellow citizens were being shot.

Or maybe the shooter was somebody else altogether. Local attorney Claude Lacy got credit for the shooting, said a retired city judge:

Claude was in the saloon next to the bank when the shooting started and he ran to the door….[O]ne of Bennett’s [Wallace’s] bullets shattered the glass in the door and forced him to run in the other direction, into a feed store…. [T]he windows at the back of the store looked out on the alley and Claude got behind some sacks of feed and drilled Bennett in the back…. At least, he always got credit for shooting him first but the man was hit from all directions.

Whoever fired the fatal round, or rounds, Wallace went down, dying, and the rest of the gang took to their heels.

Across the Oklahoma line lawmen recovered the outlaws’ horses, the animals exhausted from being pushed too hard. However, Dalton and his two remaining cronies stole more horses near Stringtown and turned west toward the Muddy Boggy, riding into the Chickasaw Nation. And there, on May 29, the trail apparently ended.

But the officers did not stop looking. They were as sick of arrogant outlaws as Judge Dale was, and the Longview bank had offered a $500 reward for the robbers. The Longview citizenry had chipped in another $200, making a tidy reward for lawmen accustomed to facing great danger for miserable pay. There were various newspaper reports that members of the gang had been captured, none of which were accurate. But at last, in early June, the patient officers got a break.

In Ardmore the perennially impoverished Houston Wallace bought provisions, including ammunition, to the tune of some $200. The store owner, uneasy at such unusual purchases by Wallace, took the bills to the U.S. commissioner. He wired Longview and quickly learned that the $10 bills were part of the loot from the bank robbery. Wallace may have bought a wagon as well, which would have further aroused suspicion.

Deputy U.S. Marshal Seldon Lindsey followed Wallace to the express office. There, accompanied by two women who kept their sunbonnets pulled close around their faces, Wallace presented a package pickup order. The express agent produced the package, but Wallace refused to sign a receipt for it. Lindsey then arrested all three on suspicion of introducing liquor into Indian Territory—a federal offense—and the box was broken open forthwith. Sure enough, it contained nine quarts of red-eye.

Wallace caved in quickly. “The whiskey is not mine,” he said. “It’s for some people who are staying with me.” The women would not say much at all, beyond giving the unenlightening names of Smith and Pruitt. They even refused to say where they lived, but Lindsey drew his own conclusions. Wallace was forthwith consigned to the local jail, and the two women were placed under guard.

The deputy marshal headed for Wallace’s farm. Six other deputy U.S. Marshals rode out in two groups, joined by two local officers, and they surrounded the place, which was a two-room shanty. The eight took their places early in the morning on June 8.

As the officers encircled the Wallace farmhouse, Deputy U.S. Marshal Loss Hart worked his way toward a ravine in back of the house. The ravine provided the only obvious escape route, since it was the only path away from the shack that had any useful cover. Before Hart could get all the way to the ravine, a man emerged onto the house porch, saw Lindsey, and dashed back inside. He immediately reappeared, jumping out of a back window, and this time he had a pistol in his hand. As he sprinted for the deep ravine that would give him cover, Hart shouted at him to halt, but the man turned and raised his pistol to shoot at the lawman. Oklahoma City’s Daily Oklahoman put it well, albeit a little dramatically:


A .44 ball, hot from the deputy’s Winchester, tore into his body at the waistband near the right rear suspender button, and with two convulsive leaps he fell.

Bill Dalton, the notorious desperado and bandit, met his death on the 8th inst. at Elk, I. T. C. L. Hart, a deputy marshal of the Paris district, fired the shot that sent the spirit of the outlaw to its home…. Hart … called on him to halt. Dalton half turned around, tried to take aim while running, and just then the officer shot. Two jumps in the air were the only motions made.



The Fort Worth Gazette reported Dalton went down before the “unerring aim” of Loss Hart, “[a] .44 Winchester hole at the pants band on the right side of the spinal column, near the hip, shows where the little messenger of justice had rid the country of the worst outlaw who ever stole a horse or shot a man in the Southwest.”

Inside the tiny house the officers found six terrified children, and bolts of silk cloth stuffed with numerous crisp bills and a Longview bank sack. A couple of the children told the officers their names were Dalton. After an initial denial of any relation to Bill Dalton, one of the two women arrested in Ardmore the day before at last broke down when she saw Dalton’s body. She then confirmed she was his wife.

Although poor Adeline Dalton had still another sorrow to bear, most people rejoiced at Dalton’s passage. As did the Daily Oklahoman: “Stretched out on a pine board in the rooms of Undertaker Appolis on Caddo street … Bill Dalton … lies stiff and cold … a .44 Winchester hole at the pants band on the right side of the spinal column … and that small piece of lead has rid the country of the worst outlaw who ever stole a horse or shot a man.”

From a photograph Houston Wallace identified his brother as the bandit deputy Stevens killed at Longview. There was no trace of the Knight brothers at Ardmore. They had evaded pursuit this time, but they were headed for the same bitter end that awaited every man who rode with the Doolin-Dalton outfit. It took more than a year for fate to catch up with the Knights, but at last the two brothers—and a criminal cohort, one Jim Crane—were run down and killed on the Charles Schneider ranch along Bear Creek in Menard County, Texas.

What remained of Bill Dalton was shipped off to sunny California, where it was duly planted in Merced County. A newspaper story from Ardmore reported the departure under a heading that solemnly announced, MR. DALTON CONTINUES DEAD. And amazingly, to the editorial disgust of various newspapers. “[A] burning shame,” said the Daily Ardmorite. A federal grand jury much later indicted Loss Hart and the rest of the lawmen with him for the murder of Dalton, “the worst outlaw ever to … shoot a man.” The officers were released on their own recognizance, and there is no record that they were ever tried.

So perished the last of the outlaw Daltons, joining the long line of Oklahoma hoodlums killed by peace officers. And others were still to die under the guns of the law. Of the several members of the Dalton-Doolin Gangs, the swaggering hard cases with the jaunty nicknames and the larger-than-life reputations, just one outlaw—aside from Emmett Dalton—died of natural causes. This man, Little Bill Raidler, debilitated by his old gunshot wounds, did not long survive his release from prison. The last man to go was Arkansas Tom Daugherty in 1924, back in the robbing business after stretches in prison and even a spell of honest employment. With his death in Joplin, Missouri, thoroughly ventilated by lawmen’s bullets, passed the last of the old gang.

It is not recorded that there was any widespread mourning.


BOB ROGERS
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Psychopath

Jess Elliot was a lawyer and Cherokee constable, and he was in Catoosa to serve legal papers. He ended up in a Catoosa saloon, and there he met Bob Rogers. Both men had been drinking, and they soon locked horns.

Their falling-out soon escalated into a fistfight, which Rogers clearly won. With Elliot on the saloon floor, other men stopped the fight. Rogers left, and Elliot was persuaded to stay in the bar and recuperate until he could ride. Elliot rested up a little, then went outside, mounted, and rode off.

He did not get far, for Rogers was lying in wait for him. Rogers charged into the constable and knocked him out of the saddle, then dismounted and drew his knife. Rogers cut Elliot’s throat, making three horrible gashes, and left him in the roadway.

Elliot bled to death in less than half an hour, as other men, including a doctor, tried to save him. When Elliot died, they stayed with the body, building a fire and sending one of their number to fetch Deputy Marshal John Taylor. But before Taylor could reach them, Rogers suddenly appeared out of the night. While the horrified townsmen looked on, Rogers rode through the fire, ran off the doctor and the other men, and then kicked and stomped the lifeless body of his victim, rummaged through Elliot’s papers, and rode off into the gloom.

Marshal Taylor trailed Rogers as far as Sapulpa, but there the trail went cold. After his ghastly outrage against Elliot, nobody could doubt that Rogers had a crazy streak, or that he would ride on to other devilment.

Rogers’s career outside the law started in a small way with horse theft. He lifted about a dozen of somebody else’s animals in the territory, drove his booty over into Arkansas, and sold them. Deputy Marshal Heck Bruner didn’t have to spend much time pursuing Rogers before he duly dragged him back to Fort Smith to face the formidable federal judge, Isaac Parker.

Because of Rogers’s youth—he was nineteen the first time he met Parker—Parker decided to be lenient in this, Rogers’s first offense. He gave the young man a prison sentence, but suspended it and put Rogers on probation.

During his customary sentencing lecture, Parker gave Rogers some good advice, as he often did with bad men who appeared before him. “This is your first offense, lad,” the judge said kindly. “If you continue in this path of life, death may be the penalty.” It was very good counsel indeed, but Rogers paid no attention to it at all and quickly returned to his burgeoning career of larceny. In the fall of 1891, he was charged with assault with intent to kill a lawman but released on bond.

He was not tried for this offense, and for a time he remained near Catoosa where he met Jess Elliot. As sure as sunrise, after the Elliot murder Rogers returned, and he had put together his own little gang, a collection of scum nearly as bad as he was. Two of them were the brothers Kiowa and Dynamite Jack Turner, the latter already wanted for murder in Colorado. The other hoodlums were Willis Brown and one Bob Stiteler. It is said that the gang struck out to emulate the Daltons, and for a little while their criminal career went reasonably well. In a period of two months in 1893, they managed two successful robberies, one on the Katy railroad line and a second on the Kansas and Arkansas Valley road near the Seminole switch. They also hit a bank at Mound Valley up in Labette County, Kansas.

They had a brief collision in the summer of 1893 with able deputy marshal Heck Bruner and a posse out west of Vinita. Most of the gang managed to escape the ambush, but the lawmen killed both Rogers’s brother Sam and one Ralph Halleck.

Then, just before Christmas of 1893, they tried a job on a Katy train north of Vinita, but the engineer put the hammer down and dashed through the ambush. Frustrated, the gang opened fire as the train rushed past them, hitting the fireman in the jaw. But their bonanza was long gone.

On the same day, however, they managed to get this business of train robbery right. This time it was an Arkansas Valley train, which the gang successfully diverted onto a siding crowded with freight cars. The boys must have figured that their luck was with them again.

By and large, things had started reasonably well for the gang, in spite of losing men to the relentless Bruner. But Rogers and Stiteler incautiously paid a visit to Rogers’s brother-in-law, Henry Daniels. They in turn were visited by Deputy Marshal W. C. Smith.

Rogers was warming his feet before Daniels’s fire when he looked up to see the bad end of Smith’s revolver. The officer sent Rogers’s brother-in-law upstairs to bring Stiteler down, and Stiteler was forthwith arrested. But before Smith could get his quarry out of the house, Rogers hit him in the head and Stiteler disappeared into the night. The law went a-hunting, and the unfortunate Stiteler was back in custody before daybreak. But Rogers was long gone to rejoin the remains of his gang. The law pressed on with its search.

In January 1894 Deputy Marshal Heck Bruner led a posse to the gang’s overnight camp on Big Creek, and a gunfight erupted. Caught by surprise, the gang came in a bad second. Kiowa was killed and Willis Brown was severely wounded, hurt so badly that he would die at Vinita on the return trip to Fort Smith. Dynamite Jack, despite his ferocious name, surrendered. But once again, Rogers disappeared.

Early in 1895 Rogers seems to have tried his hand at running booze into Indian Territory, a federal offense. Warrants were also issued for him on charges of robbing two men, C. W. Adams and William Wiley
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