
  Butch Cassidy The Robin Hood Outlaw


  Butch was certain no one was following him. Nevertheless, he stopped and wiped the sweat from his brow while he studied the back trail with field glasses. After a quarter of an hour, he was satisfied. Pushing on into the afternoon sun, he saw a rundown ranch house. It had been a day since he’d eaten, and he was hungry. Maybe he could ride down and get a meal. When he came to the front door, an elderly couple greeted him. Following the custom of the day, they invited the dusty traveler in for supper. The gray-haired woman put coffee on to boil and wiped a few tears when she thought the stranger was not looking.


  “This might be our last afternoon,” the rancher explained. “It’s hard on the missus.”


  The man who held the note on their ranch was due to arrive anytime, and he was going to evict them since they couldn’t make the mortgage—cattle prices were down, and it had been a bad year with the drought. The couple had mistakenly assumed that Butch was the bank man before he rode in close. The woman started to cry more openly as her husband talked. Butch had seconds, and she filled his coffee cup. The outlaw asked how much they needed to clear the note.


  The rancher said they owed the bank five hundred dollars, but it might as well have been five million.
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  Butch smiled and wiped his mouth and thanked them for the fine meal. As he left, he laid a wad of dirty bills on the table and made the couple take it. Then he asked what the banker looked like and what direction he’d be coming from. Butch told the rancher to get a signed receipt from the man, stressing that this was very important.


  The couple agreed. The woman hugged him. The stranger hadn’t told the pair his name, but they knew who he was. He was the famous outlaw they’d heard so much about. Butch rode off, but then he circled back toward Hanksville. The elderly couple reminded him of his own folks, and he reflected over the hard times they’d had trying to make a home in this arid land. He missed his family, but with a price on his head, he didn’t get home very often. Besides, he was a little bit ashamed of the life he had chosen.


  Butch smoked a cowboy cigarette and waited in the rocks where he could keep an eye on the dirt track. A short time later, a man in a black suit and a string tie rode past and went up to the cabin. Before long, he rode back down the trail heading to town. After he’d gone a couple of miles from the ranch, Butch trotted up to the man and pointed a cocked Colt at his chest. He took back his five hundred dollars in dirty bills, plus the odd notes the man had, and rode off to his hideout. He never did like banks and the mortgage men who ran them.


  Another time when Butch Cassidy was on the run, he visited a Chicago sporting establishment that employed a flock of “soiled doves.” He was intimately acquainted with one of the girls. The misdirected maiden told the young, dashing outlaw her life story—about how she’d come to such a tragic circumstance and that she wanted, God willing, to leave this path of sin and go back to the West Coast and start all over. She wanted to go straight, get honest, find a nice guy, settle down, have kids, build a white picket fence about her cottage—and leave her past behind.


  Butch was touched by the girl’s story. He bought her a ticket to Seattle and gave her the last of his money so she could start a new life. It seemed that Butch Cassidy, king of the outlaws and master robber, had a heart of gold under that rough, wind-blown exterior. It seemed, too, that while he was an outlaw who held people up with a naked Colt .45 and took their money, there is certainly some truth in many of the overly romanticized stories told in his day—stories that are still part of Cassidy and the Wild Bunch folklore.


  In many ways he was larger than life when he rode the West. Cassidy was nice to everyone he met, including children and animals. He was generous and kind to the hard-working people he rubbed shoulders with. There are too many accounts of Butch giving someone his last dollar to be completely ignored. And like another mythic legend of yore, Robin Hood of Sherwood Forest comes to mind; Butch mostly directed his crimes at the rich who he felt preyed upon the working class. He never completely shook off his Mormon heritage, even though he associated with murderers and thieves.


  He saw himself as a man of the people, if not a man of contradictions. He lived by the gun, but he preached against violence among his fellows. While he was very quick on the draw and apparently a dead-on shot, he claimed he never killed anyone—nor is there any record that he did. He liked the fast life, but he also liked to lose himself in a library and read for days. He was an outlaw with a conscience, with a morality, or some semblance of morality, especially when compared to others in his profession—he seems to be the epitome of a good guy who did bad things. As a result, he has never failed to capture the public’s curiosity—then as well as now. And his legend has only grown.


  Butch Cassidy was born Robert LeRoy Parker on April 13, 1866, in Beaver, Utah. He was the first of twelve children in a devout Mormon family. His family called him Roy. His paternal grandfather, Robert Parker, had left Preston, England, after becoming a convert to the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints (Mormons). Robert eagerly made his way to the United States, where he crossed the Great Plains with his family, including Roy’s father, Max. The Parkers arrived with the Handcart Company, reaching the Salt Lake Valley in the early fall. Roy’s mother, Ann Gillies, crossed the plains with the ill-fated Martin-Willy Handcart Company. This wagon train unwisely left too late in the season and was caught in frigid storms in Wyoming. Many of the party perished in the elements—one of the tragedies of the great migration. Being a little too eager to get to the Promised Land, they paid a high price.


  Since both Max and Ann had helped pull handcarts across the plains, they felt a deep sense of pride in their religious beliefs. They were cut from tough pioneer stock. They brought up their children on firsthand stories of the plains and expected strict devotion to the faith they’d nearly died for. (Even under ideal circumstances, pulling and pushing a crude handcart with all one’s possessions over a thousand miles of rough country from Iowa to the Great Basin was quite a feat.) They had sacrificed a great deal for their God, and they taught their children to appreciate their rich heritage.


  Both parents also valued a good education, and young Roy learned his school lessons well. But in spite of their best efforts, their oldest son strayed from the true teachings, breaking his mother’s heart. Instead, he chose the outlaw trail. He became one of the most famous, or infamous, heroes of the American West. Nevertheless, Roy would never completely abandon his heritage or fully exorcise many of the fundamental teachings he learned at Ann’s knee. He never lost his respect for the working class, and he hated injustice.


  The Parkers lived in Beaver until Roy was about twelve. They fell on hard times and moved to Circleville, where they did well for a short time. Like so many settlers, though, they were nearly driven under by the harsh winter of 1879. Ann reluctantly left her young family to earn money at the nearby Marshall Ranch. She was allowed to keep some eggs and butter for her own use. To earn a bit more for the struggling family, young Roy, who had just entered his teens, worked on the ranch with his mother.


  The ranch employed a rough crowd of men, and young Roy naturally idolized several of the wilder cowboys, even though Ann tried to shelter him from their worldly influences. Young Roy proved to be a hard worker and a first-rate cowhand. He was likable, smart, and quick. At fourteen he was able to do the work of a man without complaint. He quickly won the approval of the older hands and was accepted as a promising cowhand apprentice. A wild young cowboy named Mike Cassidy took Roy under his wing.


  At first Ann was pleased with how her Roy was fitting in as a ranch hand. The lad was accepted by the other men and was earning his way. It was nice, too, for Ann to have a member of her family with her. She got lonely being away from home for five or six days at a time. However, before long she noticed that her little man was changing too quickly. She stepped in and took him back to town to live with the rest of the family, but it was too late. Her son wanted to be a cowboy.


  Roy worshipped Mike Cassidy and wanted to be like him. Not only did the likable Mike Cassidy have some rough habits that the strict Mormon Ann disapproved of, it was rumored that he did more than cowboy work at the ranch. He had too much money. His guns, his horse, his saddle, his clothes were a little too fancy for an honest ranch hand to afford. It was rumored that he rode the outlaw trail, that he rustled cattle and horses and sold them in Colorado. This was not the kind of man she wanted her boy looking up to. Ann hoped she’d taught her firstborn right from wrong, so he’d make his own choice and it would be the right one.


  That Mike looked upon the young Roy with a great deal of affection—like a younger brother or a son—is obvious. Like all cowhands, Mike took great pride in his skills and passed them on. Roy’s hero taught him how to ride, rope, shoot, and quick draw. He even gave his young protégé a saddle. Mike taught the young Parker the finer points of being a cattleman and the art of judging horseflesh—skills Roy would never lose. In his heart, the future Butch Cassidy was always a rancher. He became a superb horseman and rider. He would later ride in a number of races and would be sought after as a jockey. He would also race for his life when the stakes were high.


  It turned out that Ann was right: Mike Cassidy was engaged in some serious rustling—his day job was really a cover. He was the head of a successful group of thieves called the Cassidy Gang. No doubt these moonlighting skills were passed down—little was lost on his clever young understudy. After the lad’s skills were up to par, he surely rode with Mike’s men on their moonlight raids. Mike Cassidy probably wasn’t taking livestock from the Marshall Ranch or any nearby ranches. In fact, most evidence suggests that some of the Marshall family and the Marshall hands, including a few local ranchers, had formed a working cooperative for dealing with livestock that had “questionable” brands. They were building up a herd to sell.


  Mike Cassidy was skilled at picking up livestock that didn’t belong to him, then covering up the trail. In all fairness, a number of the head he took probably weren’t branded. They were free stock getting fat in the local draws and canyons. He was a fine stockman and an expert with the red-hot saddle ring, used to brand cattle in the field.


  Ann and Max did what they could for LeRoy, but it wasn’t enough. Their son left home for good in 1884.


  Roy took his first drink of Old Crow—which became his favorite whiskey—his first smoke, and his first chew on the Marshall Ranch. He likely learned, too, about the fairer sex, including women of questionable virtue—albeit secondhand. Although he eventually became the most famous outlaw in Utah, and one of the most famous outlaws in the West, he retained many of his traditional values. He knew the difference between right and wrong, but he couldn’t resist financial shortcuts. He vowed that he’d never be poor like his parents.


  He changed his name to Butch to protect his parents’ reputation. At different times of his life he went by George Cassidy, James Ryan, and Butch Cassidy. He used the name Cassidy in honor of his friend Mike Cassidy. The name Butch came a little bit later—probably when he worked as a butcher in Rock Springs, Wyoming, since a lot of butchers were called Butch.


  Butch was a bold, good-looking man who made a good impression. He was just under five feet, eleven inches tall. His frequent smile was broad on his square face. He was reckless, but he was smart, and he knew how far to push and when to back off. He liked people, ranchers, farmers, and Indians, and they liked him—liked him a lot. They protected him as one of their own, which often made the difference between capture and escape. He tipped his hat to the ladies. He was rarely drunk or disorderly. He made friends easily.


  While he strayed from the faith of his youth and the fundamental teachings of Mormonism, he had a strong work ethic. And although he was a thief, his word was good, and he was a devoted friend.


  In June 1889, Butch crossed the line, entering the world of serious crime. Up until this point, his offenses had been petty by comparison. He had been involved in the rustling trade, but that was considered a minor, if not a forgivable, offense. He fell in with Tom McCarty, a regional small-time outlaw; Bert Madden, a former bartender; and Matt Warner, a small-time rustler from Brown’s Hole (in the northeastern corner of Utah). The four started off as drinking buddies and became good friends who all shared an interest in racehorses.


  The group raced three horses in the Four Corners area rather successfully and were involved in petty rustling and petty theft. But they had higher ambitions. They wanted to get rich quickly. Butch was familiar with the setup of the San Miguel Valley Bank in Telluride, Colorado. He had been to Telluride many times. McCarty was the leader of the planned caper, since he had the most experience, but all were eager participants.


  Above all, they wanted a big score. The McCarty Gang, as they were called, held up the bank and rode off with a cool $10,500. But they were recognized as they left town, and they became wanted men. Their lives would never be the same again.


  The robbery had been well planned—they accounted for contingencies. McCarty had insisted that they use only the best horses—including fresh horses along the escape path—since their lives would depend upon them. This was a lesson the young Butch would never forget. They fled for their lives, trusting entirely in their fine mounts. Central Utah was too hot to hide out in, so they headed north where the winters were colder (and the climate healthier for men with a price on their heads).


  McCarty’s brother, Bill, and Bill’s son, Fred, joined the gang. They weren’t so lucky and were later killed in Delta, Colorado, trying to rob the Merchant’s Bank. Apparently, at this point Tom McCarty learned his lesson, took his money, and escaped, dropping into semiretirement. Butch’s appetite for the high life was only whetted.


  He hung out in Brown’s Hole, working on ranches and quietly living off his share of the Telluride loot. He actually considered going straight. It is reported that he even worked at the huge Swan Land and Cattle Company. But old habits are hard to break. He went back into business for himself—rustling cattle and horses, trying to build up a herd—but he drew some bad luck. He bought a horse ranch near the Wind River Mountains with Al Hainer (sometimes spelled Rainer). Along with Al, he was caught in 1893 with horses he hadn’t paid for.


  The case came to trial the following year. Al was acquitted, but Butch was found guilty and sentenced to two years in prison. He was a model prisoner. After serving eighteen months, he asked if he might be paroled since he’d served a good deal of his sentence. It seems the warden was impressed with Cassidy and said, “You’re smart enough to make a success in almost any field. Will you give me your word that you will quit rustling?”


  Butch reportedly said, “I can’t do that, sir, because if I gave you my word, I’d have to break it. I’m in too deep to quit this game. But I’ll promise you one thing: If you pardon me, I’ll not rustle in Wyoming.”


  After being released from prison, Butch headed toward Wyoming’s Hole-in-the-Wall, where he hooked up with Flat Nose Curry, Bub Meeks, Elza Lay, and Kid Curry. After a reunion of sorts, they headed down to Brown’s Hole to plan their next job.


  For the next few years, trains and banks drew their special focus. Butch would give new meaning to the term “organized crime.” Rustling would become less important. The Union Pacific was especially hard hit. Within a few years, nearly every law enforcement agency in the West was honing in on Butch’s gang. The Pinkertons would become especially problematic—they would not give up. By the early part of 1900, Butch Cassidy had been a professional outlaw for nearly twelve years, and it was wearing him down. The heyday of outlawing in the West was about over. During his career, he had spent two years in prison, he had thrown some wild parties, and had played hard, but he had almost nothing to show for it. The constant pressure put on him and the Wild Bunch by law enforcement was too much. There were too many close calls, too many days on the trail freezing and roasting, eating only half-cooked beans, if that. His former strongholds, Brown’s Hole, Robber’s Roost, Hole-in-the-Wall, had all been compromised.


  In this frame of mind, Butch made a bold move. He considered going straight and wanted to make a deal. Butch’s so-called Train Robbers Syndicate was posing serious problems to banks and railroads—especially the Union Pacific. The famous outlaw contacted Judge O. W. Powers and explained his desire to start over. The judge was convinced that Butch wanted to change his life, so convinced, in fact, that he personally contacted Utah governor Herbert Wells. Governor Wells finally met with Butch, who asked for amnesty from his offenses. After all, he had never killed a man during the commission of his crimes. After a frank discussion, Wells was willing to pardon Butch. His agreeable personality and pleasant manner won the Utah official to his side.


  While Wells was willing to consider amnesty, it would only apply in the state of Utah. Butch was wanted in a number of western states, but Governor Wells had an idea. If they could convince the Union Pacific that Cassidy was going straight, the railroad might be willing to drop all pending charges against him, including those in other states. Furthermore, Butch was willing to go to work for the railroads as a sort of roving troubleshooter—protecting the lines from robbery.


  A man named Douglas Preston, working in conjunction with the governor, contacted the Union Pacific. The railway would be willing to make a deal—and, ironically, it was more than willing to hire Butch, at an inflated rate, to police the rail lines. While he was waiting for the final meeting, Butch stayed straight as a token of good faith. He was nervous, though, suspicious that this was a ruse for a carefully planned capture. He requested that the meeting take place near the Green Mountains of Wyoming.


  As fate would have it, the train bringing the officials for the meeting was delayed. Butch waited and waited, but Preston and the railroad officials didn’t show up at the appointed time. Growing more and more nervous about a double-cross, and more bitter, Butch decided to leave. He had waited nearly a day longer than planned. He left a note: “Damn You! You double-crossed me. I waited all day and you didn’t show up. Tell the U.P. to go to hell.”


  Butch felt he’d gone too far and that no one was going to let him go straight. He had tried to become honest, and they wouldn’t let him. It was probably at this point that he started to seriously consider going to South America. It wasn’t a surprise that his next job was against the Union Pacific. Butch supposedly told the Wild Bunch, “I understand that the Union Pacific is looking for trouble. Let’s give it to them.”


  Butch wanted to get revenge and vent his anger against the railroad. It didn’t take long to plan the next job. There was a coal station outside of Rawlins, Wyoming, at a place called Tipton where the trains stopped. It was a desolate location, and there were a number of good escape routes. Perhaps the best one was to the Green River region of Utah. Butch presented his plan to his associates, and they agreed it was sound. It was similar to the plan the outlaws had used successfully in the 1899 Wilcox train robbery.


  The Wild Bunch rode several hundred miles to get into position. Along the way, Cassidy left extra horses at key locations and fine-tuned his getaway plans. On the fateful day, the outlaws walked their horses to the coal station to save their strength. They fed and watered the mounts against the hard ride to follow. It was August 29, 1900.
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  When the train arrived at about two in the morning, Butch and Kid Curry jumped onboard. At gunpoint they made the express man uncouple the train. They blew up and looted the safe, and got away with around $50,000. This was an expensive bit of revenge.


  Butch was on a roll. The Pinkertons, not to mention every lawman in the West, were on high alert, looking for Butch and his gang. He knew he’d need more money before he could slip out of the country, so he planned one more job, a bank in Winnemucca, Nevada. And he would do it right on the heels of the Wyoming job. This was going to be his last haul.


  On September 19, 1900, Butch Cassidy and the Wild Bunch robbed the Nevada bank. An outlaw named Will Carver had slipped into the lobby first, dressed like a hobo with a shabby bedroll. No one suspected that concealed in the bedding was a new Winchester—cocked and loaded. The holdup went off as planned, and the gang rode off with a cool $32,000. The outlaws made their way to Texas for one last party at their favorite house of ill repute, Hell’s Half Acre, before going their separate ways.


  After a short stay in New York, Butch Cassidy, the Sun-dance Kid, and a woman named Etta Place sailed for South America. There they tried ranching, were guards at a mine, and did a number of outlaw jobs—wearing out their welcome quite quickly. By 1908, word got out that Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid might have been killed in Bolivia.


  Scholarly opinion is split on whether or not the pair of outlaws were killed in South America. Some historians argue that Butch and Sundance came back to the United States, perhaps between 1910 and 1913, and led separate lives. There are numerous accounts of both Butch and Sundance visiting acquaintances in the United States after this time. Such stories are cloaked in secrecy, since friends and family didn’t want their loved ones apprehended as accomplices. There was a price on both the outlaws’ heads. Many family members, Matt Warner, Elza Lay, and the Bassett sisters, among others, claimed to have received visits from both men long after their supposed deaths.


  Some claim that Butch worked in a number of places and finally settled in Spokane, Washington, where he took the name of William Phillips. It is also rumored that he was a rancher and that he worked in the mining industry—some have suggested he worked as a mercenary. He may have spent the latter part of his life as a businessman in the Pacific Northwest. There are a number of excellent stories and sightings, but nothing is verified.


  LeRoy Parker, a.k.a. Butch Cassidy, is reported to have died in 1937 . . . if he hadn’t been shot to bits by Bolivian soldiers in 1908.


  The Castle Gate Payroll Robbery The Most Technical Robbery Ever Pulled in Utah


  The daring and well-planned Castle Gate payroll robbery of 1897 made Butch Cassidy’s reputation—on both sides of the law. It was considered a criminal masterpiece, leaving little doubt that Butch Cassidy was one of the greatest criminal strategists the West had ever seen. This job also made him the undisputed leader of the gang known as the Wild Bunch.


  Large, rich veins of coal had made Pine Canyon in Carbon County, Utah, an important mining center. The Castle Gate Mine, owned by the Pleasant Valley Coal Company, was the largest mining concern in the area, employing hundreds of men.


  It also had a tempting payroll. It didn’t take long for such a prize to catch the attention of the Wild Bunch. And the mine, near Price, Utah, was between two famous hideouts—Brown’s Hole and Robber’s Roost—making a disappearing act after a heist easier.


  The Denver and Rio Grande Railroad and the Pleasant Valley Coal Company were understandably nervous about the amount of outlaw activity in the area. To thwart robberies, the payroll trains were well guarded, and paydays and routines were constantly changed. Miners never knew on which day they’d be paid. Even the mine’s paymaster didn’t know when the money was due to arrive from Salt Lake City.


  Butch had carefully studied the scenario and decided that a direct attack on the train would be too risky. He concluded that the best approach would be to rob the paymaster just after he took the money from the train. Since no one knew when the money would show up, the outlaws had to be ready, waiting about inconspicuously until the payroll came in.


  The sky was robin’s-egg blue and the April sun promised a warm afternoon. E. L. Carpenter, paymaster for the Pleasant Valley Coal Company, had a sore toe, so he hadn’t changed out of his bedroom slippers before picking up the payroll from the noon train. He could hear the whistle blast signaling to the miners that later that day they would be paid. Paydays always made him nervous, and he’d be happy when this one was over.


  As Carpenter gingerly lifted his sore foot onto the wooden stairs leading up to his office, he caught the subtle glint of light on the barrel of a well-used Colt. He felt the powerful prod of the .45 in his ribs as the man came in close. In a quiet voice, the smiling cowboy with the big gun said in his right ear, “I’ll take them moneybags, sir. Stay calm since I’d hate to shoot a hole in you.”


  Butch Cassidy had Carpenter by surprise. It seemed impossible to Carpenter that he was being robbed while hundreds of miners milled about, waiting for their pay. But most of the men were foreigners who didn’t speak much English. They probably had no idea what was going on. And there was no mistaking that six-gun. Without a fight, he loosened his fingers on the large case and the money sacks. Carpenter’s assistant, a man named Lewis, threw down the bag of silver he was carrying and prudently dove into the hardware store when he saw the gun.


  Now that he thought of it, Carpenter realized he’d seen this cowboy and one other sitting on the stairs when he’d walked out to the train. In fact, they’d been hanging about for days. He noticed the two unsaddled horses the men rode. They were tied next to his office. One of the men had now mounted and had his hand on his pistol.


  Horses were rare in this mining town—that should have been a clue. The canyon was so steep and narrow that there was barely enough room for the train and the buildings that served the miners. It was nearly impossible to bring in a wagon. Saddle horses were discouraged. Besides, the miners weren’t stockmen—few, if any, had mounts.


  Butch quietly walked to the man on the horse, Elza Lay, and handed him some of the loot. As Butch grabbed the reins of his horse, Carpenter regained some of his lost courage and ran, sore foot and all, up the stairs to his office yelling, “Robbers! Robbers!”


  Someone fired a rifle.


  The loitering miners pushed in closer to see what was going on. Butch’s well-trained horse became nervous. As Cassidy tossed a moneybag near his horse’s head, the animal spooked
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