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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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In 1865, as our nation began to recover from its cataclysmic civil war and to forge a more perfect union, there were yet the inevitable aftershocks. The conflict not only reunited the thirty-six states (two had been added since the start of the war), but also launched a new era of economic growth, urbanization, and industrialization, one that would sweep the land, like the railroads, from coast to coast. But not all Americans were equally prepared to rise on the tide of modernity.

In an isolated pocket of the southern Appalachian Mountains, two Old World families, suspended in geographic convolutions as ancient as time, in ridges and hollows that seemed to stop clocks (and where today cell phones and GPS devices are of little use), continued the bloodshed over matters of passion and honor.

Before the war, Hatfields (of English blood) and McCoys (of Scots-Irish roots) lived on both sides of the Tug River, which separates West Virginia and Kentucky, in relative harmony, intermarrying and working and trading together. After the war, a West Virginia faction of the Hatfield family and a Kentucky branch of the McCoy family found themselves at each other’s throats. Their hostilities would stretch over the course of three decades—from 1865 to 1890.

The fighting grew so bitter and became such a threat to public safety that it almost brought the two Civil War border states back to war. In 1889, the governors of West Virginia and Kentucky carried the dispute all the way to the Supreme Court of the United States. The resulting decision paved the way for one man to go to the gallows and sparked a bounty hunters’ war in the Tug Valley. America was riveted by the violence, which headlined newspapers nationwide. At the height of the feud, a chagrined New York City journalist, T. C. Crawford, declared after visiting the Tug Valley: “I have been away in Murderland.”

In an age of feuds, the Hatfields and McCoys’ was neither the longest nor the bloodiest, yet it captured our national imagination, etched itself in our psyche, and became a defining moment in the American experience, a reflection of something essential in our fierce, liberty-loving character. “Fighting like Hatfields and McCoys” became a catchphrase. Over the decades, the story of these two families and their vendetta has drawn us back again and again, as newspapers, magazines, books, movies, and, most recently, a blockbuster miniseries in 2012 spun the history—murky even as it unfolded—into legend, into myth.

HAVING FAMILY ROOTS IN WEST VIRGINIA, I knew the story all too well—or thought I did. When in the summer of 2008 my brother-in-law Morgan Entrekin, the publisher of Grove/Atlantic Press, suggested that I take a second look at the feud and consider a new retelling of it, I was skeptical at first. Interestingly, it was John F. Kennedy Jr. who had brought the idea to Morgan; before Kennedy’s tragic death, in 1999, they were planning a publishing partnership between Kennedy’s magazine, George, and Grove/Atlantic. Kennedy, from one of America’s iconic families, was fascinated by the iconic Hatfield-McCoy feud and by the fact that there were still pockets of the eastern United States outside governmental control so late in the nineteenth century. At a time when he was seeking more historical narrative for George, Kennedy felt this story in which local politics and states’ rights were determined over the barrel of a Winchester was a natural.

As I read about the feud, I began to realize that the story was far more complex—at once more brutal and more heartrending—than I knew. The true story and what it says about humanity had been lost for me, like for most, in the legend. As I investigated, I became convinced of two things: that the tale of the troubles between these two isolated American families had much to tell us about who we are as Americans and that the story needed to be rebuilt from the ground up using records, original documents, and early accounts whenever available, while corroborating as much of the story as possible on-site in the West Virginia and Kentucky border country where it happened.

OVER THE YEARS, I found, the telling of the feud story caused almost as many arguments as the feud itself. Some accounts ignored elements of the story that clashed with myth; others narrated it from afar, scratching the surface but going no deeper. Such reluctance is understandable. The McCoys and Hatfields have their own differing versions of every feud clash.

After I embarked on the research, I discovered that many truths of the feud lay hidden away, languishing like forgotten keepsakes in a dusty attic, and thus our interpretation of this vital episode of American history was incomplete and often askew. For instance, I found an unpublished novel about the feud by a local judge who personally witnessed a feud event and faithfully recorded original court documents, but it had been stowed in a trunk in a barn for seventy years. The account of a secret murder witnessed by a boy who served as a feud messenger surfaced in a home recording that had sat for decades without being transcribed. A misplaced confession turned up in the wrong folder in a museum. And the forgotten journal of a niece of one of the feud principals—Devil Anse Hatfield—emerged from a farmhouse near the Tug River.

Until now, pages and pages of firsthand reporting had been lost in newspaper archives. One account described the never-before-revealed (and since forgotten) details of Devil Anse’s distilling operation. Another, by James Creelman, one of the most influential newspaper correspondents of the day, went undiscovered by previous historians because it carried no byline.

These contemporary journalists knew that in order to best tell this story there would be no substitute for getting to know the Tug Valley and the Hatfields and McCoys in person. The same is true today. On my first trip, in the summer of 2009, with the help of two forest rangers and my daughter Hazel, I bushwhacked down to the mouth of Thacker Creek on the Tug Fork of the Big Sandy River to see the place where Jeff McCoy had been shot and killed in 1886. We had not been there fifteen minutes when some locals let it be known in feud-worthy fashion that they did not appreciate my snooping around. As gunshots sprayed the river surface near us—making me, as far as I know, the second chronicler of the feud (Creelman being the first, in 1888) to be warned off with rifle fire while researching the story—we beat a hasty retreat up the riverbank.

I returned in the fall, this time with a Hatfield guide, Scotty May, who lives on Mate Creek and whose Chafin clan intermarried with the Hatfields. Now things went much more smoothly, and I was soon riding up on the ridges with a slew of Hatfields—armed with chain saws, pistols in hip holsters, and jars of corn liquor—to the family hideouts. Family members took me to hidden cemeteries and produced journals, deeds, and other documents, all the while imploring me to correct the record on this point or that one.

Likewise, when I visited with the McCoys, they welcomed my research, providing me with interviews, tours of feud sites, and rare family photographs. Betty Howard, a genealogist who lives in Pikeville, Kentucky, and is related to the McCoys and others involved in the feud, including the lawman “Bad” Frank Phillips, was as generous with her voluminous research on the feud as she was unbridled in her pro-McCoy beliefs.

Using such resources, documents, and past accounts, I have attempted in these pages to correct the record, to deflate the legends, to check the biases, and to add or restore accurate historical detail. Like every feud historian, I have occasionally had to rely on oral tradition, one that is often contradictory since many versions of each event have surfaced over time and since quite a few of those directly involved kept silent or told lies because warrants for their arrests stayed on the books for decades.

Of the fatalities in the feud, three McCoys (two women and a boy) were said to have died of a broken heart. While this malady dates back to biblical times—insults caused King David to suffer from a broken heart, and Shakespeare’s feudist Lady Montague died of it (“Grief of my son’s exile hath stopp’d her breath,” says her husband)—it is only recently that science has attempted with some success to quantify and explain such a phenomenon. It appears that emotional distress, if not broken-heart syndrome, did play a role in these deaths (and they are thus marked among the “killed” in the charts that help you keep track in this book).

Parts of the feud remain shrouded in mystery and probably always will. Still, this powerful true saga of love, lust, greed, and rage that ensnared three generations of two families on what was then an isolated and relatively lawless American mountain frontier is graphic enough. Its lessons are about what happens when society’s safeguards are absent or fall apart, when men—armed as they please—are left to their own devices to enforce “justice,” and when family ties determine right and wrong and tribalism prevails. Our self-reliant, wilderness-dwelling forebears often had to grapple with a foe more potent and more relentless than external enemies: their own demons.

SINCE PUBLISHING THE HARDCOVER EDITION of The Feud, I have heard from many readers, including Hatfields, McCoys, Clines, and Chafins, both at the family reunions I have had the pleasure to attend and through virtually every means of electronic and written communication. I appreciate the interest in my book and in some instances corrections to the record. By all accounts, it has spurred many to dig into the local archives and to find more details on this ever-fascinating American story. In this edition, I have tried to incorporate those changes and suggestions that I think are an improvement to the history. As I mention above, some of the narrative is based on oral tradition and is thus debatable, and, yes, the story of the young Devil Anse kicking a bear in the behind should be taken for what it is, a family tale that may have been embellished a bit over the years—or maybe not. What follows is my best effort to portray two American frontier families—with their traditions of independence, self-reliance, pride, and fiercely held beliefs—and to give a compelling history of their family feud.

—Dean King
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All different things brought it on.

—Andrew Chafin,
Devil Anse Hatfield’s nephew
and messenger

The human varmint is the most coorious an’ cunningist varmint thar is.

—Devil Anse Hatfield

Mountains make fighting men. No matter where in the world you go, you’ll find that’s true.

—Ralph Stanley









Prologue

[image: image]

The Fate of Cotton Top Mounts

February 18, 1890


It was February, a time when the locals usually hunkered down in smoky cabins on the brink of stir-craziness, quietly riding out the long, brutal months of an Appalachian winter, subsisting on cured razorback pork and venison, stored in smokehouses in hollowed-out tree trunks they called meat logs, and on cornmeal and bear grease. But this year, a quarter century after the end of the war that had scarred them all deeper than they even knew and deposited a black feud in their midst, like a miasma trapped in the hills, the bloodthirst in their veins had worked on them like spring, thawing their deep inner reserve, bringing forth in their minds words that needed to be uttered and images that needed to be seen. And so they came, in droves, in some cases, entire families, as if it were Election Day or a revival, to satisfy their inescapable urge to behold a man hang by his neck.

Not that the cold would have stopped them. These mountain people, of British descent mostly, were inured to it. They left their cabins lightly chinked to let air circulate and even in winter closed their doors only at night. They rarely wore coats—if they had them—and routinely did chores barefoot in the snow. The men often waded in icy rivers while fishing and logging and, on bear hunts, slept on the ground without blankets.1

On this day, they emerged on foot from the hollows, where their cornfields lay at such an incline that one visiting newspaper reporter said their places “looked like farms stood on their edges.” Many traveled on trails, breathing again hope in the crisp air of the Cumberland Plateau, where the hills were covered in magnificent trees, descended from the great swath of first-growth wilderness. Here oaks bulged to twenty feet around, and tulip poplars soared two hundred feet in the sky. Lean and long-legged, these mountain people were accomplished walkers, used to covering distances with burdens that city dwellers could hardly imagine. They thought nothing of shouldering a two-bushel sack of corn, weighing 112 pounds, for a ten-mile trip to a mill and then turning back again with the milled corn the next day, or covering twenty miles in a night to hunt a bear, only to return home for breakfast and chores.2

Others set out for the hanging on mules or horses. Some drove carts pulled by oxen on roads that were nothing more than ruts across rock and packed soil. Still others boated the Levisa Fork of the Big Sandy, up- or downriver to the bend where the Pike County seat, Pikeville, a town of nearly five hundred souls, stood watch. Pikeville was without benefit of either train tracks or telegraph wires, less a town than a sort of fortress in the wilderness, a place for a hanging.

They came to see the curse of the hostilities vanquished. They came to bury the bad name. They came to bear witness to justice meted out the old-fashioned way, in the light of day, official and tangible. There were those in the throng who knew that for the Big Sandy Valley, this hanging was also the down payment on railroad tracks, jobs, and, for some, riches. Out would go timber. Coal would be king.

IT HAD BEEN TWO YEARS since a New York City newspaperman had come down and written a story about the feud, dubbing the valley Murderland for the entire world to read. Now news of the looming execution of Devil Anse Hatfield’s half-witted, bastard, albino nephew Cotton Top Mounts had spread through the bleak winter hills around the tributaries of the Big Sandy with the snap and crack of wildfire.3

Strictly speaking, the execution was not to be public, as public executions had been banned in Pike County for four decades. But the fence being erected around the gallows on the edge of town was a sham. Since the scaffold had been built in a notch on a small hillside, the fence would not block the view for spectators sitting on the hill, nor was it meant to. As eager as anyone to alter the fortunes of their region, local officials had bucked the spirit of the law, if not the letter, for something altogether bigger: the greater good of the people. They welcomed a public spectacle to spread the message—that feuding and wanton killing would no longer be tolerated—in the most graphic and profound way.

Everyone was curious: Would a member of the Hatfield gang really swing? And was it true that Cap Hatfield, Cotton Top’s cousin, or his uncle Wall who was rumored to have seven wives and fifty-five children, had bribed him to confess with the promise of a new saddle? Would one more death mean the end of three decades of killing? Would the stain, the blight on their community, finally be removed? Or would Devil Anse ride again, this time to save Cotton Top and, in so doing, make certain the further flow of blood?

PIKEVILLE SHERIFF HARMON MAYNARD HAD his hands full. The town had swelled tenfold with a volatile mixture of rough mountain folks, bounty hunters, Union and Confederate army veterans (both regulars and irregulars), moonshiners, swindlers, and journalists, the last coming from as far away as Louisville. Maynard understood the gravity of the situation and was taking no chances. He had sworn in twenty deputy sheriffs to make sure the execution took place. In addition, he had called up a citizens’ guard of more than fifty heavily armed men, whose guns were equipped with bayonets for riot control and close fighting. It was an impressive show for far-flung Pikeville. The town was ready.4

Maynard, a former schoolteacher and first-term sheriff better known as Harm, scoured the streets with beady black eyes that peered out above his woolly brown beard as if from behind a bush. The threat of a Hatfield raid, the impositions of scurrilous reporters, and the demands of state militia officers, judges, and the governor himself—not to mention the keeping of the most high-profile prisoners in the state—had taxed his reserves.

His compact jail in the center of town was considered extremely secure, but Cotton Top was locked up with Charley Gillespie, who had more than a few tricks up his sleeve. When the jail’s sewage system mysteriously backed up, it had looked like the two of them would have to be moved to a less secure part of the jail. Then one of the other inmates suggested that the sheriff take a good look in the sewer pipe. He did and found that it had been stuffed with pieces of blanket. Gillespie and Cotton Top stayed right where they were.

When the inevitable trouble arrived, it came from an unexpected quarter. Former deputy sheriff Frank Phillips, a killer and cuckolder of Hatfields, and Bud McCoy, the son of the first man killed in the feud, had been drinking all night. As the crowd grew that morning, the two men strutted through the streets. With a loaded revolver in each hand, Phillips, a small, fastidious man with dark hair and fine features who looked younger than his forty-eight years, periodically fired into the air. He aimed to stop the hanging, he shouted, although he never said why; perhaps he did not think it a fitting end to his own death-defying efforts to subdue the violent West Virginia clan. Though remorseless, Cotton Top—whose father was murdered in the feud—was taking a fall for the rest of the Hatfields.

The McCoys themselves claimed that while Mounts was in the Pikeville jail, he admitted that Cap Hatfield had promised him five hundred dollars, a rifle, a saddle, and immunity if he would take the murder charge. Apparently unaware of how little money he would be needing in the near future, Mounts had complained to them that he had received the saddle and the rifle but only a few of the dollars.5
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Cotton Top Mounts.

Phillips declared that he had run the Hatfields down, and now he aimed to run Pikeville. Backed by his deputies and carrying the burden and will of his hundred first cousins in the area, not to mention his wife, Arminta, the daughter of a legendary Confederate spy, Sheriff Maynard had other ideas. He and his men stopped the rogue lawman and told him to quit making trouble. Phillips responded that the schoolteacher could try to stop him. Maynard—emboldened by the fact that he already had—threatened to put Phillips in jail. Phillips punched him. Then in a flash he kicked hard to Maynard’s rib cage, snapping four ribs like dry sticks. Maynard drew a pistol and pulled back the hammer. But before he could shoot, his officers jumped on Phillips, took his guns, and began to beat him. Bud McCoy drew his weapon and leveled it just as Phillips’s other friends dove into the fray. They managed to wrestle him, nearly unconscious from the whiskey and the beating, away from the lawmen. Bent in pain, Maynard now rose and summoned more guards. Two dozen men wielding bayoneted rifles gained control of the situation and dispersed the mounting crowd.6

The officers dragged Phillips partway into the jail. It would not do to actually lock him up: in addition to being a former deputy sheriff, Phillips was a wealthy and influential citizen from an old local family, with formidable friends like Colonel Dils and Perry Cline. He had married into the McCoy clan and was a father supporting seven children and stepchildren. To many, he was also a hero for fearlessly riding down the Hatfields. So instead, the officers left him sprawled on the floor, his body in the cell and his feet outside. His alcoholic coma would keep him out of trouble until the execution was over, and even then, they had ensured that he would not feel much like causing trouble.7

BY MIDMORNING, the hillsides surrounding the gallows—a natural amphitheater—were teeming with people. Rumors raced through the crowd that the Hatfields were coming and that the McCoys had sent guards to defend the two passes leading to town. Nerves were on edge. Pregnant Eliza Tibbs was so overwhelmed that she fainted. Later, when her son Oscar was born, he turned out to be a deaf-mute, yet another tragedy that would be chalked up to the feud.8

If others seemed restless or unnerved by the proceedings, Cotton Top did not. He came from stock that had the dubious distinction of displaying great equanimity on the scaffold, dating back to his great-great-grandfather Abner Vance, a hunter and a preacher who lived near Abingdon, Virginia. According to the family lore, seventy years previously, Vance, before being strung up for the murder of Lewis Horton, calmly composed a ballad lamenting his plight. He had shot Horton, a doctor, for an affront of a sexual nature to his daughter and fled to the west. After many months on the run in the wilds of the Tug River Valley, he had returned to face the charges against him, hoping for leniency given the circumstances. But the frontier was not big on nuances. On the scaffold, the doomed man crooned his ballad, which became known as “Vance’s Farewell,” bidding good-bye to his wife, whom he called “my old sweetheart.” He then immortalized the perfidy of his foes, who “a lie against me swore.” Naturally, he pined for vengeance:


But I and them shall meet again

When Immanuel’s trumpet shall blow.

Perhaps I’ll be wrapped in Abraham’s bosom

When they roll in the gulf below.



Vance’s ballad also expressed his love for the land to the west, along the Virginia-Kentucky border, that he had discovered while a fugitive, some of which he had staked claim to:

Green are the woods through which Sandy flows.

Peace dwells in the land.

The bear doth live in the laurel green.

The red buck roves the hills.9



Before meeting his fate, Vance had not only composed his ballad but also parceled out his claim to his children. They went there to start a new life. Vance, a violent man who hoped for better for his family, had thus directed them to a place where, contrary to his lyrics, peace did not dwell. In fact, it was a place of reduction and extraction, and violence was as much a part of life as childbirth and homemade spirits. The seminomadic Cherokee, Shawnee, Delaware, and Mingo had used this territory as a hunting ground for buffalo, bear, elk, deer, and, eventually, white men. In turn, white men would kill the Indians, the bears, and one another for more than a century before the day that Cotton Top Mounts was to be hanged, a killing that could be seen in these parts as not a retribution but a partial atonement for the whole cycle of slaughter.

Vance was not the only one of his kin who had performed nobly in the proximity of death. In 1885, his Kentucky cousin Ransom Hatfield had served as a special guard to a man about to be hanged in Catlettsburg and had “exhorted the doomed man to exert every power of mind and muscle, as well as to call on God for help, to enable him to meet his end with becoming fortitude.” He had so bolstered the man that he faced his execution with “heroic composure.” 10 But Ransom had not been the one with the noose around his neck.

Just after noon, Harm Maynard, for whom one term as sheriff would be enough to propel him back to the farm, repaired to the jailhouse and in a gruff voice read the death warrant. Cotton Top, who had been feeling ill for several days and whose left arm still troubled him, had not slept at all the previous night. Despite his bad behavior in stuffing up the pipes, he was granted a last request. As last requests go, his lacked the flair of Red Fox’s just two years later. Sentenced to hang for the quadruple murder of a family near Pound Gap, Virginia, twenty miles south of Pikeville, the mystical red-haired charlatan doctor would be granted his unusual wish: Before he died, he wanted to dress in the white linen robes that he planned to don in heaven and preach his own funeral sermon; afterward, he wished his body to remain unburied for three days so that he could rise up to preach again before continuing on to the pearly gates. Cotton Top, who had confessed to his feudist sins in multiple documents on multiple occasions, merely asked for a cigar, which he puffed on, occasionally blowing smoke rings.11

The battered Maynard would not preside over the execution; Deputy Sheriff Harry Weddington would have that honor. The Reverend Dr. J. W. Glover, a scowling, mustachioed Methodist preacher, said prayers with the condemned man before he was conveyed on a wagon the half mile to the execution ground. He rode atop his own coffin.12

GUARDS SCANNED THE CROWD TO detect any signs of opposition, but it was as quiet as a jury. Cotton Top was now firmly clamped in the jaws of justice—or partial justice, anyway—and of history and lore. There needed to be a definitive end to this story of feuding and murder. Cotton Top—a love child of the war, a violent simpleton—apparently was it.

That is, unless, as was still expected by many, his uncle Devil Anse and a gang of Hatfields wielding Colts and Winchesters were just over the hill ready to storm the execution ground and free him.

Standing on the gallows, his time dwindling, Cotton Top felt the urge to sing, like Abner Vance before him, but not in a musical way like Abner. Instead, at the penultimate moment of his life, the twenty-five-year-old sang, like the desperate fall guy he was, a croaked and anguished plaint: “The Hatfields made me do it!” 13






PART I
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BAD BLOOD

1854–1882







Chapter 1
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War Comes to the Big Sandy

1854–1862

Prior to the Civil War, the Tug River Valley essentially ignored calendars and resisted progress. There were no roads, no rails, few schools, and few churches in the area. The transcontinental telegraph system, which crossed the nation in 1861, bypassed the region. Telegraph service would not arrive in the valley for three more decades. Barricaded as they were in mountainous cul-de-sacs, locals spoke a dialect barely recognizable to outsiders, a tongue more Elizabethan than modern Victorian, using yit for yet, mought for might, seche for such, and the word allow to mean “figure.” They added es to form plurals like nestes. They afeared witches and haints. Questions from outsiders made them techeous (a state in which they were best avoided). The forest that enveloped them and, along with the hills, shaped their lives—a part of what the botanist-explorer William Bartram dubbed the sublime forest—was still dense, vast, and virginal.1

One day in the fall of 1854, when he was fifteen, Anse Hatfield went out in the forest to bag some squirrels for the stew pot, something he had done many times before. Gangly, on his way to six feet, Anse, whose mother called him Ansie, was always on the move, slipping adroitly through the trees, already with the signature Hatfield slouch in his gait. His hawk-nosed intensity and nasal twang were cut by a penchant for practical jokes and a raucous and infectious laugh. Like his father, Big Eph (pronounced “Eef”), he liked to wrestle, but not more than he liked to hunt. Wearing a buckskin coat and carrying a rifle, powder, and balls, he set loose his pack of hounds, led by three trustworthies named Rounder, Fife, and Drum. No sooner had he let the dogs go than they scared up a large spike-horn deer.2

The trio went tearing off after it. As the buck topped the ridge of Big Pigeon Mountain, Anse took into account the distance and the rise, leveled the barrel of his gun considerably above it, and squeezed the trigger. But his prey was too far away. It disappeared over the ridge with the dogs in hot pursuit. Anse was concerned. This buck had legs and might lead his dogs beyond return. There was plenty of trouble to get into among the intricate bends and folds of the woods here, almost no stretch of which was flat. Boulders, roots, and rocky streams hid beneath the leaf cover and behind rotting logs. In slicks, where lightning strikes and landslides had felled the trees, grew thick snarls of laurel, myrtle, huckleberry, and rhododendron that could trap a hell-bent hound like a steel cage. It was easy to get lost here, no matter how acute one’s sense of smell or direction. Anse, worried yet confident in his mastery of the place, set off at a fast trot.3

He raced through the undulating wilderness, past trees festooned in ghastly hues of old-man’s beard. Here and there antler lichen clung tombstone-like to trunks living and dead. The Mingo chief Logan, like many of the Indian tribes that had once roamed the place, had welcomed white traders and settlers to his tribe’s vast sacred hunting ground, until 1774, when they murdered his family. Then Logan had attacked white settlements with ferocity. “When the good soul had the ascendant, he was kind and humane,” the chief later explained, “and when the bad soul ruled, he was perfectly savage and delighted in nothing but blood and carnage.”

By 1824, the Indians were gone, and the Virginia General Assembly created Logan County, which would eventually form nearly half of the state of West Virginia. Within a year, the last known bison in the county (and, indeed, in all of Virginia) were killed. Still, young Anse stalked a stretch of the Great Forest where elk roamed and where wolves and wildcats—the latter called variously cougars, catamounts, pumas, panthers (pronounced “painters”), or mountain lions by the locals—prowled.4

When Anse did not return home for supper, his mother, Nancy—the illegitimate daughter of the scandalized daughter of Abner Vance—began to worry. She told Big Eph that she was afraid that Anse was hurt. He told her not to worry: the boy was every bit as “stout as a bear.” Big Eph, a six-foot-tall, dark-complected, blue-eyed, Bunyanesque man of 250 pounds who had once treed and killed a wildcat with a butcher knife he carried in a scabbard, was a shrewd judge of these things. He laughed when Nancy suggested that a bear might have attacked Anse. “If a bear even gets a glimpse of a man in the woods, then he goes the other way,” he assured her. “Besides, Ansie has hunted so much, he’s a dead shot.” The boy was used to pursuing not only deer and squirrels but raccoons, possums, and groundhogs, along with grouse, wild turkeys, and ducks. He even knew how to shoot a swimming turtle in the head so that it would not sink. “No bear is going to get in speaking distance of him,” Big Eph declared. And then he added, “Why, I seen him shoot a squirrel’s eye out in the top of a tall hickory when I couldn’t even see the squirrel before it fell.” Anse, he knew, could do a man’s work and could fend for himself.5

But the next day, Nancy was even more worried that a bear might have gotten Anse, who, no matter how stout and sure of shot, was still just a boy. Nancy, like her son, was tall, strong, and smart. She was graced with her mother’s features: a high forehead, a thin nose, and a square chin. Only ten of her eighteen children would survive childhood, but those who did were, like her, sturdy and intelligent. Able to read and write, she owned a medical book and served as the area’s midwife, which yielded her a wide network of friends. Between her tutoring and the will of the family to improve its lot, eight of her grandchildren would go on to become doctors.6 Now Nancy decided something must be done to find her boy. Big Eph and their oldest son, seventeen-year-old Wall, rode over to Ben’s Creek, to the east, where two Hatfield uncles lived, to see if Anse had stayed there or stopped by for a meal. He had not.

In fact, as the stag thrashed off through the woods, Anse had set out too fast, stumbling to his knees before he even made it up Big Pigeon. Cursing, he jumped up and moved his gear back in place as he made his next stride. But a breathtaking mile later, when he gained the top of the ridge, the buck had vanished. Stopping to consider his next move, Anse sensed that something was not right. He reached down to his shot pouch—it was too light. When he stumbled, he realized, the shot had all fallen out.

“There I was with my gun shot empty, bullets lost, and that spike buck aleadin’ every dog I had clean out of the county,” he would recall. He decided he could not afford to go back, for if he did, he might never see his hounds again. He had to stay on their heels.

Following the buck’s and dogs’ trail along the top of the ridge, Anse lost track of time. It might have been an hour or two later when he looked down and saw something that stopped him cold: about sixty yards below the ridge, curled up on a carpet of leaves, lay a colossal black bear. Anse’s eyes grew big. This was a rare chance to bag a monster that would keep the family in bear steaks and grease for months to come. Then the truth of his predicament caught up with him: His bullets lay in the dirt several miles back. His pack of hounds was running wild after the spike-horn. He was standing before this incredible prize with no way to claim it.

Anse’s frustration turned to rage. “The longer I stood,” he later said, “the madder I got.” He cursed the god who would do this to him and, after leaning his now worthless gun against a black pine, ran down the slope of the mountain yelling and waving his arms. The startled bear awoke and scrambled to its feet after a maniacal Anse planted a boot in its backside. The bear tore off down the slope, covering twenty paces to get to a chestnut oak large enough to climb. It shinnied up the tree, lodged in a fork thirty feet off the ground, and stared down at its pursuer. Breathing hard and still in a rage, Anse stared back. Then he stripped off his jacket and shirt and began flailing the tree with them, all the while shouting at the animal above.

The bear decided to wait it out aloft. Caught between his missing dogs and his spilled shot, Anse did the same below.

Two hours later, the dogs found him. They had given up on the buck and circled back. Now they got wind of the treed bear and started howling. Anse stood watch all night as the passing moon lit the woods around him.

He stayed in the same spot through the next day. He had nothing to eat and nothing to drink, and his mouth grew drier and drier, but he refused to stand down.

It was sometime after midnight on the second night when he looked up and saw on the ridge what he recognized as the light of a pine torch. He hooted like an owl, a Hatfield family signal. A hoot came in return. Hearing the call of their clan, the dogs began to bay. Soon Wall and a neighbor, Peter Brooks, stood next to Anse. When they asked him if he was hurt, he responded, “Hurt? The devil! The only one that got hurt here is a four-year-old bear. I kicked his behind so hard with my boot that he took to a tree.”

They gave Anse a slab of venison that his mother had sent for him. He divided it among his hungry dogs, having decided that he would eat nothing until he took his prey. The only problem was that Wall and Brooks had brought neither guns nor shot. They tried to convince Anse to come back with them, but he refused. Realizing it was futile, Wall finally asked Brooks to go get bullets for Anse’s gun. Before he could return, however, Big Eph and a gang of men showed up. They handed Anse a gourd full of water. He pulled out the corncob stopper, tilted his head back, and gulped it down. Then, taking the bullets they offered him, he loaded his gun, took aim, and bagged his first bear.

A short time later, after he returned home with a panther he had shot, Nancy declared her boy “not afeared of no kind of varmint nor of the devil hisself!” She called him Devil Anse after that. The nickname would prove apt to friend and foe.7

A CONTEMPORARY OF DANIEL BOONE, who pushed through the Cumberland Gap in 1775, opening up the “West” to settlement, Devil Anse’s great-great-grandfather Joseph Hatfield was considered one of the ablest scouts and woodsmen on the western frontier. The family had arrived in western Virginia from England by 1770, building forts for protection against the Indians and hunting bears in the Alleghenies. Intermarried with Dutch, French, and Germans, the Hatfields were a staunch blend, “tall and muscular, with a good share of brains and will-power,” according to an observer in 1887. “They are a high-spirited family, but are kind, neighborly, and just to all who treat them just.”8

In 1776, some Hatfields, along with the Bromfield family, were living by the New River near Big Stony Creek. One night, unbeknownst to each other, a Bromfield and a Hatfield both went to the same salt lick. One—though it is not known which—took the other for a bear moving in the brush and shot him dead.

In the years to come, as neighbor turned against neighbor, not every killing would be so accidental.

Of the four sons of Joseph Hatfield’s son Eph (known as “Eph of All”), three—Joseph, George, and Jeremiah—lived on the Kentucky side of the Tug, mostly in Pike County. Only one, Valentine, Devil Anse’s grandfather, settled on the West Virginia side. Eph of All’s four sons would sire more than fifty children, and brothers, sisters, aunts, uncles, and cousins would move across the Tug with ease—on foot where it was shallow.

Likewise, the McCoys, who had reached Kentucky by 1804, lived on both sides of the Tug and came and went as they pleased. The families were on good terms with each other and were intermarried on both sides of the river. In fact, Tug Valley dwellers in general were so intertwined that in 1849 they petitioned to move the Virginia-Kentucky state line so that the entire valley would lie within Virginia. “The present line,” they noted, “divides neighborhoods, friends and relations.” Among the signers were more than a dozen McCoys and Hatfields, families linked together by business and politics, in addition to marriage.9

This same year, Randall and Sarah McCoy fell in love and married. They were first cousins descended from William McCoy, who in 1804, having been awarded two hundred acres of land in Virginia (now part of Kentucky) for service in the Revolutionary War, had settled in the Tug Valley. Four of his ten sons eventually continued west, but the others and two daughters had planted the McCoy seed on both sides of the river. Like John Knox, the dogmatic founder of Scottish Presbyterianism, the Scots-Irish McCoys had strong traits. They were socially democratic, believing intensely in the equality of all men. They were austere, like their forebears, who had lived in turf huts in the Scottish Lowlands, hardened to discomfort, and adept at survival. While they might accept a friendly hand from a neighbor they could repay, they turned their backs on charity. They would starve before they would beg.

One thing you did not do lightly was cross a McCoy. The family had a fierce streak beyond most. “The McCoys had a reputation for being hospitable to strangers,” Jim McCoy, a nephew of Randall, the family patriarch during the feud, would later say, “but a person better look out if he ever stole anything from them.” As an example, Jim cited his cousin Leland, who had a prized plum tree in his backyard. “Once every day for a week, he found plums missing from that tree,” Jim recounted. “Finally he decided he was gonna fix whoever it was who was taking those plums. So, he put poison on the tree.” The fruit was never stolen again. The thief died.

By 1850, William’s son Sam had become wealthy, owning 1,500 acres of prime land. Living outside Stringtown, Kentucky, he and his wife, Elizabeth, reared eighteen children, including Sarah, better known as Sally. Sam’s younger brother Dan was less fortunate. Unsuccessful in business, he was considered quarrelsome and shiftless by his neighbors. He and his wife, Peggy, moved their children (there would be thirteen in all), including Randall, their fourth child, born in 1825, to Logan County, Virginia, when Randall was a boy. But Dan could not make a go of it there either. To help pay for their farm, Peggy raised and sold hogs; she also sold a snakebitten horse that she had rescued. When Dan lost the farm in a lawsuit after he had been timbering on their neighbor’s property, she decided that she would be better off without him and took the then-unusual step of divorcing him.
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Randall McCoy.

Cousins Randall and Sally started out in Logan County but after a while moved across the river to Pike County, where they set out to build a life and a family on property given to them by her father.10

DESPITE THE GENERATIONS OF HARMONY, the warm feelings that united the two sides of the Tug evaporated in the spring of 1861 when Virginia seceded from the Union. The Big Sandy River and the Tug Fork became part of the Confederacy’s western border and a fault line in the division among the states. On one bank was Kentucky, which stayed neutral but would go Union the next year. On the other was a portion of Virginia that would become part of West Virginia and a Union state in 1863, although many of its people would remain fiercely Confederate. Mixed sentiments persisted on both sides of the river, but it was a decisive border, cutting families like a saber. Almost all of the Hatfields and McCoys on the Virginia side of the river stood with the Confederacy, and almost all of the Hatfields and McCoys on the Kentucky side went with the Union. Randall McCoy was an exception. His Virginia ties ran deep. He chose the Confederacy.

By the fall of 1861, when Union colonel and future president James A. Garfield maneuvered his Eighteenth Brigade into the Kentucky side of the Tug Valley to secure strategic troves of salt, iron ore, timber, and coal, the larger conflict had rent the social fabric of this section of the Appalachians. Here, in the nation’s oldest mountains, amid some of its most convoluted and confounding terrain, the war was personal and ignited rampant raiding and feuding. The families on either side knew the enemy, and more than any patriotic feeling, their own honor was at stake, because in these parts a man simply did not allow another man to tell him what to do or take anything from him. Here, where most people lived hand to mouth, his family’s survival was at stake.

The generations of men who lived in these mountains had learned to fight from the Indians and had honed their craft of wilderness warfare—defending, tracking, ambushing, killing—and used it against them, until they had secured the place for themselves. They had a shoot-first, ask-questions-later mentality. They wrestled and fought for fun. Now they turned their sights on each other, and they excelled at the bloodletting.

Shocked by the bitter, remorseless killing, Garfield described his mission as rooting out the “infernal devil that has made this valley a home of fiends and converted this war into a black hole in which to murder any man that any soldier from envy, lust, or revenge hated.” Yet not even the future president, who earned a promotion to brigadier general for briefly securing the region that winter, could gain a real grip on the place.

Serving under Garfield in the Big Sandy Valley was a prophetic man who, seeing longtime neighbors stalking and killing one another “among the interminable hills,” understood the place on a deep level. “Long after the war is closed, men will bear here the old grudge toward each other,” Ohio captain Charles Henry observed; “the bitter gall of hatred will still course their veins, the feudal flames will be yet unquenched.

“A simple declaration of peace,” he declared, “will never do.” 11

As Garfield occupied the rebellious valley, the men along Peter Creek in Pike County, Kentucky, organized a Union home guard. Among its members was Randall McCoy’s strapping six-foot-three brother Asa Harmon McCoy, called Harmon, who was thirty-three years old when he signed up in February 1862. Tight-lipped, with curly dark brown hair and a broad handsome face, Harmon left two slaves behind to take care of his farm and his family: his wife, Martha, better known as Patty, and their four children. Patty was the daughter of a wealthy landowner named Jacob Cline (whose father gave Peter Creek its name), and her brother, also Peter, joined the same company as Harmon. Peter Creek, emboldened by Garfield’s presence, was quickly becoming a Union stronghold.

Just four days after enlisting, Harmon found himself in a skirmish. He took a bullet in the chest. Without much delay, word went out that it was Devil Anse Hatfield, a crack shot, who had wounded him.12

Having married a neighborhood girl, nineteen-year-old raven-haired Vicey Chafin, a couple of days after the battle at Fort Sumter and set up a home on Cline family land by the Tug Fork, Devil Anse, who like the rest of his immediate family sided with his state and the South, found himself just a stone’s throw away from a hornet’s nest of Union sympathizers. Peter Creek, with some twenty homes whose men had chosen or would choose blue over gray, was almost a straight shot—at least for these parts—from Devil Anse’s, just around a bend on the opposite bank of the Tug and up a creek. Groups of partisans on both sides struck each other, at first usually at night, in preemptive attempts to save their own. Like others in the area, when he was not working on his farm or fighting, Devil Anse, now a powerful and wily young man who bore a remarkable resemblance to the Confederate general Stonewall Jackson, hid in the woods near his house to keep from being captured or shot at night. To some extent, life went on: nine months after marrying, he and Vicey had their first child, a boy, Johnse (pronounced “Joncee”). But not long afterward, with Devil Anse absent, Vicey and Johnse were burned out of their cabin in the middle of the night.

Eventually, the region being deemed remote and of marginal significance, Garfield moved on. The fledgling Union home guard’s hundred or so men, led by Captain Uriah Runyon and William “Yankee Bill” Francis, were left to fend for themselves. Devil Anse’s double cousins (cousins on both sides) James, Joseph, and Thompson Hatfield were among the Peter Creek men who rode with Francis and Runyon, as were Peter Cline and his brother Jake, joined by Harmon McCoy—who had survived his chest wound—and his cousin Pleasant McCoy.13

If Devil Anse, a for-profit moonshiner, ever had any doubts about which side of the conflict he was on, the federal government helped clear them up in 1862, when it passed a law making it illegal to distill whiskey without a federal license, rendering all home craftsmen outlaws. He and his brothers Ellison and Elias and their father, Big Eph, now fifty-one, volunteered for the Virginia State Line cavalry, joining a regiment made up of Logan County men and led by officers of a former company known as the Logan County Wildcats.
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Devil Anse Hatfield. (Dr. Coleman C. Hatfield Collection, courtesy of Dr. Arabel E. Hatfield)

Major John B. Floyd, whose home and business were in Warfield, had organized the Virginia State Line to defend this western portion of the state. Floyd was from an old Virginia family and was a former governor of the state; he had also served as U.S. secretary of war under James Buchanan. A tour in the State Line lasted only a year, as opposed to the three-year stint of the regular army. Devil Anse was commissioned a lieutenant, which made sense: known for his physical prowess, the twenty-three-year-old—although also something of a prankster—was a natural leader.14

In February 1862, Floyd had been part of the Confederate debacle at Fort Donelson, on the Cumberland River in Tennessee. Leaving Simon Bolivar Buckner in command, Floyd had slipped out with his men before the infamous surrender to General Ulysses S. Grant that gave the rising Union star his nickname, Unconditional Surrender, and earned him a promotion to major general. Buckner, who would be one of the governors of Kentucky during the feud years, went to a military prison. With this victory, Grant opened up Tennessee to federal troops and guaranteed that Kentucky would remain in the Union. For his part, Floyd now took an aggressive stance along the Tug. He regularly dispatched State Line raiders into Kentucky, where they battled Union home guard forces while seizing horses and other livestock in the name of the cause. Not surprisingly, what was considered confiscation by one side was viewed as theft by the other, and Union forces struck back as opportunity allowed.

In the fall, Yankee Bill and his riders, including his son James, Peter Cline, and, some say, Harmon McCoy, inexplicably struck the Pike County farm of fifty-eight-year-old George Hatfield, whose four sons fought for the Union. Yankee Bill took what he wanted from the house, along with fifteen head of cattle, twenty-five hogs, fifteen sheep, and a yoke of oxen.15

Shortly thereafter, he and his men crossed the Tug and stormed the farm of a man named Moses Cline, a cousin of Peter and of Harmon’s wife, Patty. When the home guard declared that they were requisitioning Cline’s livestock, he resisted. The men shot him in the chest and made off with the animals, leaving him for dead and the farm in shambles. As Cline teetered on the verge of death, his family summoned his good friend Devil Anse Hatfield to say good-bye. Devil Anse swore to his friend that he would hunt down the men who had attacked him and avenge this crime.

In fact, Devil Anse had other scores to settle with Francis and his home guard, whom he blamed for burning his cabin and for putting a bull’s-eye on his back. Though the lines separating vigilante justice, feuding, and warfare were thin and often crossed, Devil Anse went up the chain of command and obtained orders to kill or capture Francis. However, when the State Line routed the Union home guard at Warfield, Virginia, in October, Francis and Runyon vacated the area and attached their battered companies to the Union 167th Militia in Wayne County, Virginia, on the Ohio River, abandoning the Tug and Big Sandy valleys to Floyd’s forces. Yankee Bill had escaped—for now.

In early December 1862, the Virginia State Line cavalry, including Devil Anse, raided Union supply boats in Prestonsburg, Kentucky. As they returned, the riders sacked farms and swept up two dozen of their antagonists. Among them, the ill-fated Harmon McCoy was captured at his home and marched off to a prison in Richmond. Another of the captives warned Devil Anse that a price of twenty-five dollars had been put on his head by Mose Cline, a well-known slave of the Jacob Cline family. On his deathbed, Jacob Cline had charged Mose with taking care of his two younger sons: thirteen-year-old Perry, the youngest, and Jake Jr., sixteen. Mose had patrolled with Peter and in one instance had helped fight off a Rebel raid, clubbing several attackers with his rifle butt.

When Devil Anse reported this threat to his superiors, according to the Hatfield version of the story, one of them instructed him to kill Mose. U.S. deputy marshal Dan Cunningham, who would become a nemesis of Devil Anse, told it differently. According to him, Devil Anse and a comrade “entered Mose’s house without any provocation and shot him dead on the floor.”

In the broader scheme of the war, Mose’s killing was not a particularly notable event. However, in regard to the Hatfield-McCoy feud, it was an aggravating circumstance, a precursor to the animosity that would embroil the families. The Clines and the McCoys had many ties. Mose was a loyal defender of the Cline family, the guardian of two of its sons. He had threatened Devil Anse, and now he was dead. The hostility had been born. These deeds would come to haunt all of them.16

In late December, the State Line cavalry moved to Saltville, Virginia, about forty-five miles southeast of Pikeville, to protect the massive saltworks there. But in early March of 1863, word spread that the State Line was about to be absorbed by the Confederate Army and moved south to the Tennessee line. Floyd’s soldiers asked for little, but they were the last line of defense for their own families and homes and did not want to leave the area. Floyd furloughed his men, and they vanished overnight.17

Not long after, Devil Anse led a group of men across the river into the Peter Creek basin. Several versions of the killing of Yankee Bill Francis have surfaced over time. The most common of these says that Devil Anse and his companion in arms Randall McCoy stalked the Union home guard leader on his farm, watching from the woods and strategizing their attack as he moved in and out of his house doing chores. They decided that Devil Anse would shoot first and Randall would back him up. But while Francis, a shopkeeper in peacetime, was inside, Randall had second thoughts about killing him and told Devil Anse that he did not want to do it.

Before they could discuss it further, the moment arrived. Francis came to the door with his wife. He was preparing to go out, and she was tying his necktie in the waning light of the afternoon. Devil Anse leveled his rifle and squeezed the trigger. Bill Francis’s blood spattered his wife’s face, and he tumbled from her grasp.

The Hatfields tell another, perhaps more plausible version. In their account, Francis (who would have been unlikely to go about his chores so blithely) was hiding out in the woods when Devil Anse and his men arrived. But they knew the area as well as he did, and once they picked up his trail, he could not shake them. Finally, he doubled back to his cabin on the Left Fork to make a last stand. The Rebel contingent followed him there and stormed the cabin. Devil Anse, leading the way, burst through the door. Cornered, Francis blazed away. Devil Anse shot back. Francis was hit and killed.

Years later, those who heard the story of Yankee Bill’s death would reflect less on the differing accounts than on a shared detail that, with the passage of time, seemed almost preposterous: side by side as executioners were Randall McCoy and Devil Anse Hatfield, future patriarchs of the warring families.18







Chapter 2
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Un-Civil Warfare

1863–1865

A blood feud, in the vein of the Hatfields versus the McCoys, or the Montagues against the Capulets of Shakespeare fame, is essentially a state of warfare between two families. Feuds do not always have neat beginnings and ends. A feud can be anything from a revenge killing that occurs many years after the original crime to a complex brew of conditions, grievances, and affronts resulting in violence and retribution.

The first mistake people make regarding the Hatfield-McCoy feud is in arguing over when it began, a disagreement that arose even before the feud ended—though exactly when it ended is also a matter of dispute. Was the feud sparked by the senseless murder of Harmon McCoy at the end of the Civil War? Was it ignited fourteen years later, when Harmon’s brother Randall accused Floyd Hatfield of stealing his razorbacks? Or was it Johnse Hatfield’s misbegotten love affair with Roseanna McCoy that caused a fury so fierce that it raged out of control?

The answer to these questions is simply: yes. Like a bonfire lit from three different sides, the conflagration grew out of these events—though they occurred over a span of decades—and gained strength from their accumulation.

AT THE OUTSET OF THE WAR, while Kentucky was still neutral, John Dils, a Pikeville merchant and ardent Unionist, was surprised when a Confederate officer recruiting men in the area accosted him over his anti-Confederate rhetoric. He was even more surprised when the officer arrested him
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“Elegant.… King delivers a definitive saga, vividly picturing the dense Appalachian notch where the Tug River separates Kentucky and West Virginia, and where two proud families straddling that border declared a miniature civil war not long after the North and South had stopped fighting in the 1860s.… In King’s meticulous reporting (he uncovered a fair amount of unpublished and misplaced source material), it’s a thorny morality play. Here, the Emersonian ideal of rugged individualism abuts the harsh reality of frontier survival, primal codes of honor, Second Amendment absolutism, and the limits of freedom.”
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“Vivid.… Scrupulously documented.… King has done a marvelous job of bringing it all together in one fast-paced narrative.… The Feud is popular history as it ought to be written.
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“King’s The Feud stands out. He draws on new material culled from visits with descendants of both families. He trekked to family hideouts and hidden cemeteries with the Hatfields.… The result is surely the definitive account of the feud, and it’s as riveting as it is informative. King’s descriptions of violence would give even Quentin Tarantino pause.”
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“In The Feud Dean King delivers up a heaping portion of popular history, larded with outsized characters, shoot-outs, manhunts, and posses on the prowl. Like his subject matter, King’s approach is outsized, as is his prose.… King’s well-researched narrative confidently separates hearsay from fact, and bulges with bloody set pieces and visceral family passions which exploded into savage fighting that went on for nearly a decade.”
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“As a native West Virginian who was close to both families, grew up hearing the stories, and later read every book written on the subject, I am surprised and fascinated by the amount of in-depth original research and anecdotal information unearthed in The Feud. With a novelist’s flair for telling a story, King reveals many new and pertinent insights into the characters, relationships, and events of that turbulent time in American history.”
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“Well documented, authoritative, and entertaining.… King has done an admirable job of research, and his able narrative matches the convoluted, bloody facts.”
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“Dean King has written a riveting and detailed account of the legendary blood feud between the Hatfields and McCoys. Put aside everything you thought you knew about these infamous folks. This expertly researched history provides a new and fresh chronicle of two families torn apart by war and betrayal. It will fascinate and surprise you.”
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“Well written, superbly researched.… An outstanding reexamination of a mythic and savage story.”
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“Post–Civil War Kentucky and West Virginia. Devil Anse Hatfield kills Harmon McCoy. Families fight for thirty years. Forget the TV series: King goes deeper than anyone.”
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“In this fast-paced tale, journalist King draws on previously unseen materials to recreate the fascinating and lurid tale of the star-crossed families and their colorful patriarchs.… King’s entertaining chronicle sheds new light on a legendary chapter in American history.”

—Publishers Weekly

“A riveting yet nuanced retelling, discussing the two families, their neighbors, their allies, and the state governments, detectives, and lawmen who tried to stop the bloodshed.… This readable, engrossing book is for those with an interest in the events leading up to, during, and after the feud.”

—Claire Houck, Library Journal





CONTENTS

[image: image]



	COVER

	TITLE PAGE

	WELCOME

	DEDICATION

	AUTHOR’S NOTE

	THE HATFIELDS: A SELECTIVE GENEALOGY

	THE MCCOYS: A SELECTIVE GENEALOGY

	THE HATFIELD-MCCOY FEUD: TUG VALLEY

	EPIGRAPH

	PROLOGUE: THE FATE OF COTTON TOP MOUNTS: February 18, 1890

	PART I
BAD BLOOD,
1854–1882

	Chapter 1: War Comes to the Big Sandy, 1854–1862

	Chapter 2: Un-Civil Warfare, 1863–1865

	Chapter 3: Timbering the Sublime Forest, 1865–1877

	Chapter 4: The Importance of Razorbacks, 1878–1880

	Chapter 5: Moonshine and Love, 1880

	Chapter 6: The Wages of Love, 1880–1882

	Chapter 7: Tumult on Election Day, August 7–8, 1882




	PART II
THE RAGE AND THE OUTRAGE,
1882–1887

	Casualties, 1864–1882

	Chapter 8: Mountain Justice, August 9–10, 1882

	Chapter 9: Life After Death, 1882–1884

	Chapter 10: Taking Names and Keeping a List, 1884–1886

	Chapter 11: A Double Whipping, 1886

	Chapter 12: The Enforcers, Spring, Summer, and Fall 1887

	Chapter 13: Diplomacy Failed, Fall and Winter 1887




	PART III
THE JANUARY RAIDS AND THEIR AFTERMATH,
1887–1888

	Casualties, 1864–1887

	Chapter 14: A House Burning, December 31, 1887–January 2, 1888

	Chapter 15: The Death of a Soldier, January 1888

	Chapter 16: Bad Frank and the Battle of Grapevine Creek, January 18, 1888

	Chapter 17: Disorder in the Courts, February–May 1888

	Chapter 18: The Lawmen, 1888

	Chapter 19: Yellow Journalists on the Bloody Border, February–October 1888




	PART IV
THE HUNTERS AND THE HUNTED,
1888–1898

	Casualties, 1888–1898

	Chapter 20: The Trial, 1888–1889

	Chapter 21: The Bitter End, November 1889–February 1890

	Chapter 22: After the Hanging, 1890–1895

	Chapter 23: The Last Murders and Manhunt, 1896

	Chapter 24: The Last Dance: Cunningham Gets His Hatfield, 1898




	CODA: March 4, 1913

	EPILOGUE: MINE IS THE VENGEANCE

	PHOTO INSERT

	ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

	DISCOVER MORE

	ALSO BY DEAN KING

	PRAISE FOR DEAN KING’S THE FEUD

	READING GROUP GUIDE

	A Conversation Between Dean King and His Editor

	Questions and Topics for Discussion

	SELECTED BIBLIOGRAPHY

	NOTES

	COPYRIGHT





Navigation


	Begin Reading

	Table of Contents







Copyright

Copyright © 2013 by Dean H. King

Reading group guide copyright © 2014 by Dean H. King and Little, Brown and Company

Cover design by Allison J. Warner

Cover illustration by Bettmann / Corbis

Cover copyright © 2014 by Hachette Book Group, Inc.

All rights reserved. In accordance with the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, the scanning, uploading, and electronic sharing of any part of this book without the permission of the publisher constitute unlawful piracy and theft of the author’s intellectual property. If you would like to use material from the book (other than for review purposes), prior written permission must be obtained by contacting the publisher at permissions@hbgusa.com. Thank you for your support of the author’s rights.

Little, Brown and Company

Hachette Book Group

237 Park Avenue, New York, NY 10017

littlebrown.com

twitter.com/littlebrown

facebook.com/littlebrownandcompany

First ebook edition: May 2013

Little, Brown and Company is a division of Hachette Book group, Inc.

The Little, Brown name and logo are trademarks of Hachette Book group, Inc.

The Hachette Speakers Bureau provides a wide range of authors for speaking events. To find out more, go to hachettespeakersbureau.com or call (866) 376-6591.

The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.

ISBN 978-0-316-22478-9

E3-20191001-JV-PC-DPU




OEBPS/images/Art_Pxiv.jpg
BRI SOTETRORTR
A Sclective Genealogy
Ephraim
b. 1765
m. (1) Mary Smith Goff “Eph of All" m. (2) Annc Musick Bundy
g Vilentine Joseph
b. 1789 b 1785 5
m. Martha Waddington m. Martha Evans &"8' : 1;';'3‘3'5'* g
i e m. Nancy Whitt m. Rachel Vance .
b. 1812 “Uncle Wll” | =
m.Phoche Vince . 1822 Ephraim
m. Mary Polly Vance | ‘ ; %4
‘Thompson | . ¢ m. Elizabeth McCoy ¥
b 1842 Joha Wallace Prescher Aasé Bl Eliss Floyd
m. My McCoy b 1860 b. 1835 b1840  “Bad'Lis  b.1858
John Ephrzim 2 Ny Ji St m. Polly Runyon b. 1853
b.1810 “Big Eph” Ephnaim e
m. Isabella Vance b.1811 b 1872 I ¥
m. Nancy Basil
Vance' < Jim Vance b.1903
| bl
Harrict “Hog Floyd" T T T | ' | | [
b. 1843 b. 1847 [ : § : Bl Ei Ea Smith Pa Biddie
mDwie Mowis  m Egher Ve Eliabel Mt POMRT N Costlue  nISD  bisSH IS [id]
Suon 1 g3y & m. Henderson m.Vicey Chafin ~ m. Sarsh Stston b, 1848 m. Larkin Smith A
Elfison Mounts m. Jane Maynard Varncy | m. Betty Chifin I . |
© “CottonTop" 3 | Elliott
© bIsed I : | “Indian” b. 1863
et with [ Ay R A N b.1865 m, French Ellis ;
Ellison Sarah Victoria n18%5  h18S7 b 18¢2 :
Hatficld) 3.18:1% P?.lm : m. Tom “Guerilla" Greenvay Henry D. 2
m. Doc Mahon  m. Plyant Mahon i s s
| |
Johase
@ r: 186:/' : William Anderson
m. ey Mc “Cap”
R b1 Nisey My Bl e E. Wil Wikon
5 (3) Roxic Bréwniog - m, Naacy Smith b. 1869 b.1873 b. 1878 b.1883 b. 1888
(4) Nettic Toler b
m. (2) Frank Joe Glenn Jr. Bob Elliott Elizabeth Troy Tennis
Phillips (Cap’s stepson) b. 1867 Rutherford b. 1875
b. 1872






OEBPS/images/Art_Pxvi.jpg
Willin MeCoy

CordellaCampbc]l
!
[ | Daicl
Samucl ohin b.1790
b.1782 b1788 m. Peggy Taylor
m. Elizabeth Davis m. Margaret Jackson |
[ T ] :
Randill  Ass Harmon Samuel
b.1825  b.1828 Petcr Cline b.1831
o b. 1756 m. Benina Phillips
As O Willam  Swh b.1809 |
b.1810 bI8IL  “Sally m. Bill Staton Jacob “Rich Jake™ |
m.Eleanor  m. Mary Burris b, 1829 b.178 o
i | a Puis  Sqird
Elizsbeth b.1855  Huntin'
h1838 Mith  Baer ke Py S |
m. Ephraim Hurfield Sarsh Esher  Billj  John “Pary’  b.1834  b.1846 b.1849 |
: b. 1844 b 1849 b 1852 b.1858 b.1828 m. Martha Adkins 3
B f‘{‘é‘s’lﬁ m. Ellison m. Floyd Hatfield |
3 Hutficld  “Hog Fl ;
m. Lovisa Willamson = i Pl
P ™
o I I
LD Albert b 1851 Jake Lark Jeit SAs Flirmon: N:ncy
bI8S2 b. 1860 et b.1853 b. 1856 51859 “Bud” b. 1865
ST m. Mary Coleman b. 1862 m. (1) Johnse Hatficld
i (2) Frnk Phillps
b.1869
m. Tom Wallsce
| I [ I I : I I B
ames H. Tolbert Lilburn Alifiir Calvin Randolph “Bud” Trinnic Fann
Bigfim- b.1854 b. 1856 b.1858 b. 1862 ' 1864 b.1868 b.1873
§ m. Mary Butcher
Joscphine Floyd Samuel duughter Roscann Phirmer Bill Addie
b.1848 b. 1853 b. 1855 [lived 3 days] b.1859 b. 1863
b. 1857






OEBPS/images/Art_Pxviii.jpg
5

Pond Creck
Baptist Church
i

G

o

",

0 wites

O Kilomeiers

5
o

WEST

THE HATFIELD-MCCOY FEUD
Tug Valley

VIRGINIA

Pl \Big Pigeon Mountain

. Do Backbone\
% 5 4
B i AN T
Beuy i toon i
" illingof s Hvtld il iy
i il sgato. e * TR
HpgHoyd Hyc # schoolhouse e
where McCoys o by
\ 7 I i
ey .
¥illing site (Al o e T
%, Stringtown* INDIANA .
2 gy, Mouniiain P i o
R B Thacker Mountain onio s
S, i Shang g & wesr
PR o
5 & pe %, "
s gl \Cthacker £y & s— Shareston
%, Jenry & T 5 “Louisvitle ig Sandy River | | — Guvandotte River
L ) TSR\ i o
Uone, N Batele of % N2 Gourthoure 7
preachel® R Duy i o O Crepie G % Kentudsy Hpsgureen RO
Ane Haticld ection Day iy Rl & 4o e
el o 5o
evil Amse 0Kilometers 100
KENTUCKY Hatfield & )
o
4
o Hatld $
B2 2 ge
iting of
Harmon JeCop Y
o Phelps
2 3, P

Bad Frank and
Nancy Philli

i
Wl s






OEBPS/images/Art_P0026.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780316224789.jpg
AuTnor ov SKELETONS ON THE ZRHARA

“Fast-paced....Scrupulously documented.. .. The Fg, /////

ls/populamstury asitought to he-writter; "'/\
i %%x GALL STREET JﬂURgJ/

7






OEBPS/images/Art_cnorn.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P0022.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780316224789_c.jpg
hnfm"

HATFELOSE 4






OEBPS/images/Art_tit.jpg
THE
HATFIELDS &
McCOYS
THE TRUE STORY

DEAN KING

LITTLE, BROWN AND COMPANY





OEBPS/images/Art_P0007.jpg





