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  Introduction


  Uncovering the true history of an outlaw is like trying to tame a rattlesnake. Just when you think you have mastered the complete story of one of these desperadoes, some new piece of evidence surfaces that poisons your theories to the bone.


  Contradictions abound for those researching the lives and legends of elusive lawbreakers. It is these unsolved mysteries that keep historians and writers sequestered in dusty, spider-webbed archives thumbing with ink-stained fingers through crumbling newspapers and ancient parchments, searching for that elusive, as yet undiscovered document that will make their work more true and compelling than all previously written. Sometimes, I suspect these long-ago outlaws are sitting around their campfires in hell laughing at those of us trying to make sense of the legacies they left behind.


  Arizona claims its share of these varmints whose lives are complicated by myth, mystique, and a goodly dose of mayhem. In fact the abundance of crooks roaming through Arizona Territory in the rough and often violent 1800s was one of the factors that kept statehood at bay until 1912. Their misdeeds ran the gamut from train and stagecoach robbery, horse and cattle rustling to murder, larceny, and fraud.


  Lawmen disagreed about how many of these desperadoes actually called Arizona home. Some claimed only about fifteen really bad guys roamed the territory while others insisted over three hundred came from across the nation looking for gold, silver, copper, and unsuspecting, naive individuals to rob, swindle, and slay.


  Outlaws were so prevalent in Arizona Territory that in 1877 Governor Anson Peacely-Killen Safford ranted that they “are a scourge to civilization, a disgrace to humanity, and should be swept from the face of the earth as remorsely as the most ferocious wild beast.” Five years later, the Tombstone Epitaph, still searching for a way to rid Arizona, and particularly the town of Tombstone, of its criminal element suggested “[making] it incumbent upon, not only officials, but all good citizens as well, to take such positive measures as will speedily rid this section of that murderous, thieving element which has made us a reproach before the world, and so seriously retarded the industry and progress of our country.”


  While Governor Safford was still in office (1869–1877), construction began in 1875 on Yuma Territorial Prison to house Arizona’s numerous lawbreakers. More than three thousand prisoners, including twenty-nine women, were incarcerated in the adobe and stone structure until it was replaced in 1909 by a new prison in Florence. Only twenty-six managed to escape from Yuma, although many more tried.


  But even while these miscreants were serving time or swinging from the end of a rope or dying from a dozen bullets plugged through their evil hearts, we were intrigued by their stories and devoured every word we heard and read. At times one story contradicted another, but we continued to amass these tales and often passed them along as truths. We relished hearing about the lawman gone bad and the outlaw with the heart of gold.


  Today we continue to search for a substantiated fact or an ancient document that will prove the yarn told to us by a crusty old miner or sun-crazed cowboy. And maybe we will eventually unearth more facts about these outlaw men and women and toss aside the legends and mythology that have kept us spellbound for more than one hundred years. But sometimes I wonder if we will enjoy the truth as much as the fiction. Mystery and history go hand in hand, and Arizona history contains some of the best whodunits around.


  The murderers and scoundrels presented in these pages come from all across the inhospitable wilderness territory, perpetrating their crimes on innocent pioneers attempting to settle an unforgiving land. Not everything about them can be proved beyond a reasonable doubt, leaving the reader’s imagination to decide how much to believe and what should remain as just a good tale.



  The Wickenburg Massacre


  Last Ride Out of Town


  Just after sunup on November 5, 1871, the Arizona Stage Company coach, crowded with eight passengers, pulled out of Wickenburg for its run to the Colorado River town of Ehrenberg , a distance of just over one hundred miles. All but one individual had started the journey the evening before in Prescott. Aaron Barnett first boarded in Wickenburg and settled in beside his sleepy riding companions. Just a few miles outside of Wickenburg, he realized he had forgotten some unfinished business in town. Asking the driver to stop, Barnett got off and watched as the carriage again headed west toward Ehrenberg before he set out on foot the few short miles back to Wickenburg. Whatever Barnett forgot to do that day saved his life. Of the remaining seven passengers and one driver on the ill-fated stage, six would never live to see the sun rise again.


  “Dutch” John Lance had been employed by the Arizona Stage Company just a few weeks when he took the reins of the four-horse coach early that Monday morning. This would be only his second trip down the well-traveled La Paz Road from Wickenburg to Ehrenberg. There were always reports of Indians waylaying travelers and even some instances of murder along the central Arizona route, but he had no intention of letting his passengers fall to such a fate before he deposited them in Ehrenberg. From there most would take a steamer for the run downriver to Yuma and on to California. As he inspected the wagon one last time, he watched his travelers climb on board. They had enjoyed but a few hours rest after arriving from Prescott well after midnight.


  Peter Hamel and George Salmon climbed inside the coach, glad to be returning to their families in California after working with the Wheeler expedition, one of four research missions exploring western territories. The results brought back by these parties would include topographic and geologic maps, inventory of flora, fauna, strata, and mineral resources, plus interpretations of geologic occurrences. George M. Wheeler’s survey was the only military expedition and had concentrated on water and terrain, studies that would affect future military operations.


  Twenty-two-year-old journalist Frederick Wadsworth Loring had also traveled with the Wheeler expedition, reporting back to eastern publications. Before he left on the tour, Loring trimmed his hair very short and jokingly remarked that the Apaches would not find him a worthy adversary with so few locks to scalp. He chose to ride next to the driver.


  Climbing up beside Loring and Lance, Charles S. Adams, who had been working in the flour depot of W. Bichard & Co. in Prescott, was grateful to be heading home to his wife and children in San Francisco.


  Frederick Shoholm settled inside the coach beside Hamel and Salmon. Shoholm had recently sold his jewelry business in Prescott and was on his way to Philadelphia. He planned to board a ship in San Francisco and travel by way of Panama.


  The only woman on the stage, twenty-four-year-old Mollie Sheppard, also had sold her business in Prescott and was reportedly carrying as much as $15,000 in cash, plus a large stash of jewelry. Mollie had run a successful house of pleasure since 1868, but it was time to get out of town and start elsewhere. She planned on settling in Panama City.
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  William Kruger, a clerk with Arizona Territory’s Army Quartermaster, would leave the stage in Ehrenberg where he had business to conduct. Supposedly he was carrying between $30,000 and $40,000 in military funds. Kruger’s blemished reputation included a suspicion that he sometimes made a tidy profit from the sale of army mules and equipment.


  Once Aaron Barnett left the stage to walk back to Wickenburg, the remaining passengers started a card game of Freeze-Out, a popular gambling pastime. Mollie graciously spread her luxurious fur cape across everyone’s knees to serve as a table. As was often the case, most of the passengers placed their weapons under the seat cushions so they could enjoy a more comfortable ride.



  The stagecoach clipped along for the next hour without a hitch. About eight miles out of Wickenburg, Dutch Lance had just started the horses into a wash when he saw the spindly bushes beside the road come to life. “Apaches!” he shouted as a band of marauders quickly surrounded the carriage, firearms blazing a torrent of bullets. The first salvo hit Lance dead on. As he dropped the reins, the horses careened off the road.


  Inside the coach, Shoholm died with cards still in his hand, and Hamel fell across Mollie’s fur coat. Within seconds another round of gunfire ratcheted across the wagon. Bullets slammed into Adams’s spine, leaving him paralyzed and at the mercy of his assailants. Loring fell with a knife imbedded in his chest. Although Salmon managed to flee the coach, he was brought down within minutes.


  Kruger, suffering only minor wounds, later claimed he threw the hysterical and wounded Mollie to the floor of the wagon to protect her from further gunfire. When the shooting abruptly ceased after just two volleys and a deadly calm enveloped the bloody wagon, Kruger waited only seconds before shoving Mollie out of the stage into the desert.


  According to Kruger’s later testimony, several gunmen chased the fleeing couple, but he managed to fight them off, even wounding two with his deadly aim, all the while keeping the fainting Mollie tucked under his arm. However, one report credits Mollie with doing her share by threatening the approaching desperadoes with a broken whiskey bottle.


  Kruger claimed the assailants pursued the two a short distance before scattering across the desert like a herd of cattle on the run.


  The couple struggled along the desolate road until they spotted a mail wagon coming their way. The driver was horrified at the tale he heard and seeing Mollie’s festering injuries—three bullet wounds plus wooden splinters from the coach deeply embedded in her arm—he sequestered the pair behind his wagon, gave them an ample supply of water, and rode off on a spare horse toward Wickenburg to report the ghastly killings. Kruger and Mollie were taken to Camp Date Creek for medical treatment with Mollie still clinging to her precious fur cape, its plush elegance riddled with nine bullet holes.


  The dead were returned to Wickenburg for burial. Only Salmon was buried at the site and his body was eventually exhumed and interred beside the others. When the Arizona Miner reported the incident, it noted Salmon “. . . received a severe wound and fell from the stage, but recovering ran about twenty yards, was followed, overtaken, killed and scalped, the whole hair, ears, skin of the face being taken off to the mouth.”


  “Six men,” said the Miner, “who . . . left Wickenburg full of life and hope and in the happy anticipation of soon again greeting their friends after a prolonged absence—lay side by side, rigid in death and drenched in blood—the unavenged victims of a murder as dark and as damnable as ever stained the hands of an assassin.”


  Kruger and Mollie survived their injuries and eventually made it to California. A few years later, Kruger reported that Mollie had succumbed to her wounds. She never made it to Panama City.


  As the sole survivor, William Kruger often related his version of the Wickenburg Massacre, and many believed every word he said. Others, to this day, question several of his details of the slaying. There are almost as many opinions of who attacked the Wickenburg stagecoach that crisp November morning as there were victims of the massacre and mayhem.


  Initial reaction placed blame on the Apache-Mohave (Yavapai) Indians sequestered at Camp Date Creek, about twenty-five miles from Wickenburg. Ironically, the camp was established to protect travelers along the La Paz Road. The attacking warriors, who were horseless, purportedly wore moccasins specific to the Apache-Mohave. The tribe formed its mocca sins by pulling the upper part of its leather footgear down over the lower section and lacing it to the sole with rawhide, creating a distinct foot pattern. Other tribes in the area pulled the leather up around the top of the foot, leaving a smoother footprint.


  The posse followed a trail that led to Camp Date Creek. Along the way they discovered a hunting bag containing bone powder, a sacred medicine among the Apache-Mohave. They also found a deck of cards with the corners cut off, a practice of local Natives. One of the most bizarre pieces of evidence investigated was excrement found at the massacre site that supposedly contained mesquite beans, a favorite of Indians in the area. Upon further investigation, the beans were found to be pumpkin seeds, which local tribes rarely ate.


  Within days of the massacre, several Apache-Mohave showed up with cash in their pockets and were immediately suspected of participating in the massacre. But the Wells Fargo box left at the murder scene, purportedly containing a great deal of cash, had not been opened.


  Two men were scalped—Salmon and Hamel—and this almost solidified the argument that Indians had instigated the Wickenburg Massacre.


  Other evidence surfaced that led some to question whether Indians perpetrated the attack. Indians would not have left surviving horses (the lead horse had been killed and another wounded), as horsemeat was a favorite dish. Colorful shawls, jewelry, and even the horses’ leather harness would have been confiscated if Indians had been the culprits since these were highly valued items. The surviving horses had been freed and the harness found neatly stacked. Indians would not have wasted time on this task.


  Some of the mailbags were cut open, but the envelopes found strewn across the desert had been carefully torn off at one end, not ripped apart. Ammunition was left at the scene. Indians desperately needed ammunition and would not have ignored this stash.


  The posse found no other tracks along the path traveled by William Kruger and Mollie Sheppard. If Indians had followed them, the couple would not have escaped—warring Indians rarely left survivors.


  Kruger and Mollie both claimed they saw about fifteen men clad in blue soldier’s trousers, standard issue for reservation Indians, coming at them with pistols blazing, but neither could positively say whether they were Indians, Mexicans, or white men.


  Another faction held local Anglos guilty of purposely pointing the finger of blame at the Indians. Businessmen made money when native tribes rebelled as this forced the federal government to pump more money and troops into the territory.


  Yet another conjecture blamed Mexican bandits for the attack, led by the nefarious outlaw Joaquin Barbe. About two months before the massacre, a Mexican woman living in Wick-enburg claimed she overheard a conversation between two Mexican men plotting a stage robbery. She warned her friends not to take the Wickenburg stage for the next few months.


  In 1916 a dying man said he still carried a silver watch fob bearing the letter “L” that he had obtained from a Mexican woman in Wickenburg about three months after the robbery. He claimed the watch fob belonged to the reporter Frank Loring.


  Mollie Sheppard believed a group of Anglo men from Prescott, who had shown a keen interest in how much money she was carrying, might be responsible for the slaughter.


  Since only the bags of Mollie and Kruger were broken into, a small group even suspected the couple may have perpetrated the biggest hoax by killing the passengers, burying all the money they could carry into the desert, inflicting wounds upon themselves, and walking away from the ordeal much richer. Kruger claimed the attackers got away with close to $25,000.


  Inspection of Kruger’s gun when he arrived at Camp Date Creek showed it had not been fired even though he swore he had shot two of the attackers.


  Debate still lingers over who laid in ambush for the Wick-enburg stage as it bounced along the La Paz Road that cool November morning. Did the perpetrators kill for money
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