
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project
to make the world’s books discoverable online.

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover.

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey from the
publisher to a library and finally to you.

Usage guidelines

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying.

We also ask that you:

+ Make non-commercial use of the filesWe designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for
personal, non-commercial purposes.

+ Refrain from automated queryingDo not send automated queries of any sort to Google’s system: If you are conducting research on machine
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help.

+ Maintain attributionThe Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it.

+ Keep it legalWhatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can’t offer guidance on whether any specific use of
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book’s appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe.

About Google Book Search

Google’s mission is to organize the world’s information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web
athttp://books.google.com/

1

http://books.google.com/books?id=f-QTAAAAYAAJ










































































CHAPTER II

ARCHULETA CoUNTY UPRISING-RoPE SECURED TO HANG

ME-RUNNING DoWN A WELLS-FARGO ROBBER IN

OLD MEXIco-WE CAPTURE THE NOTED BASSICK

MINE.

Early in the spring of 1887 I was sent out on my first
cowboy operation.

In the southwestern part of Colorado on the border of
New Mexico, was situated the County of Archuleta, the
county seat being Pagosa Springs; and the nearest rail
road being Amargo, New Mexico.

What the Denver newspapers called anarchy, and a
great uprising, had broken loose in this county which
contained only about seventy-five voters. The residents
of Archuleta county were mostly "Americans," but the
Archuleta brothers of Amargo, New Mexico, ruled polit
ically by flooding the county on election day with their
New Mexican sheep herders who voted..

Finally the citizens rebelled and drove all the county
officials with the exception of the sheriff and county clerk,
who joined the insurgents, out of the country. They
even burnt up some of their property and threatened
death if they ever returned.

In order to retain their office by law, the five deported
county commissioners, "Press" and "Don" Archuleta,
Bendito Martinez, Mr. Scase and J. M. Archuleta, had to
hold a county CQJJJJ)lissioners' meeting within sixty days;
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16 ~ COWBOY DETECTIVE

hence my being sent on ahead as a Texas outlaw, so as
to be one of the revolutionists should a battle take place.

In Durango, Colorado, I bought a horse and saddle
and rode sixty miles to Pagosa Springs. Enroute I
stopped at the G. cattle ranch and made myself solid with
Gordon G., who was one of the ringleaders of the up
rising and known as a "bad" man from Texas.

While at the G. ranch I confided in Gordon by telling
him of how I had killed three Mexicans in Texas and
had to skip. He also told me of trouble he had in Texas.

On reaching Pagosa Springs, I headed straight for the
residence of E. M. Taylor, the l.-ounty clerk, who was the
brains and the leader of the revolutionists.

I had made up my mind to establish myself at the
Taylor residence if nerve and gall could accomplish the
feat.

Riding up to the porch I tied my horse and knocked
on the front door. Mrs. Taylor appeared and informed
me that her husband had gone to his sheep ranch, and
would not be back till dark. I asked if I couldn't wait
there until his return. She asked why I wished to see
him. Told her that I wanted to live with them awhile.
Here the little lady climbed upon her dignity and· in
formed me that they did not keep boarders; that there
were two hotels in town. She then slammed the door in
my face.

Recalling that old saying: "Faint heart ne'er won fair
lady," I determined to try it. So unsaddling my pony
and placing the saddle on the porch, I took the horse to
the stable and gave him a good feed of grain and hay.
Then returning to the porch, I lay down on the saddle.
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It was a damp, cold day, and through the window I
could see Mrs. Taylor and her only child, a ten-year-old
daughter, sitting by the blazing fire in the hearth.
Through the window they could also see me.

About dusk Mr. Taylor rode up on his horse and
wanted to know what was up. I told him my tale of woe
-that I had got into trouble in Texas and was hiding
out-hence did not want to stop at a hotel. Also that I
was a friend of Gordon Go's. He replied that if I was a
friend of Gordon's I could stop with them, providing he
could get his wife's consent. He was absent in the house
long enough to get the consent of ten men.

Mrs. Taylor was a splendid cook, and the warm. supper
hit the soft spot in my heart. And the nice clean bed in
a cozy front room put me at peace with all the world.

Shortly after I had established myself in the home of
Mr. Taylor, the county commissioners, with the county
judge, J. Archuleta, and the county attorney, Jas. L.
Russell, returned from New Mexico under an escort of
sixty mounted and well armed Mexicans.

We revolutionists, about seventy-five strong, met them
at the bridge spanning the San Juan river, and pre
vented them from entering the town. Communications
were carried on through flags of truce.

Our side were mostly wild and woolly cowboys and
ranchmen, and we had plenty of liquor to keep up our
fighting spirit.

The county officials were camped in an old house on
the opposite side of the swift flowing San Juan river,
while their armed escort were housed in the vacated gov
ernment barracks, a quarter of a mile distant from the
river.
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County Commissioner Scase had a Mexican wife, and
when the mob burnt up their residence and livery stable
and escorted Mr. Sease over the line into New Mexico,
they allowed Mrs. Sease and her children to occupy an
old shack on the bank of the San Juan river. So at this
shack the trap was set to eatch me. They felt sure that
if I were a detective I would communieate with Mrs.
Sease. Therefore, they had two men detailed to watch
this shack. They secreted themselves in a large wood pile
near the front door. These men took turns about guard
ing.

We had a dance that night. All attended but the men
on duty guarding the bridge and the Sease shack.

About I I P. M. I walked in a round-about-way to the
Sease residence to deposit some short hand notes in the
back of an old oil painting which hung on the wall, and
which had escaped the fire. I passed within a few yards
of the wood pile where the armed guard was doing duty.

Securing the door key under a board-where Mrs.
Sease had promised to leave it-I entered the front room
and deposited the notes. Then I sat on the edge of the
bed talking to Mrs. Sease a moment. The children were
sound asleep.

In taking my departure I slipped a board out of place
along the wall, facing the river, and made a jump of
about twelve feet onto the rocky edge of the river. Mrs.
Sease replaced the board.

As soon as I entered the door the young man in. the
wood pile ran to the dance hall to tell the half drunken
mob that the suspect was caught in the trap. All grabbed
their rifles or shotguns and raided the Sease shack. I
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was told that Mrs. Sease stood pat and insisted that I
had not been there.

When I entered the dance hall the ladies and children
turned their gaze onto~. There were no men in the
place but the two fiddlers. A runner was sent to inform
the mob that I was in the hall.

In' a few moments the hall was a surging mass of
armed men. Gordon G.touched me on the shoulder,saying:
"Anderson, I want to speak to you." He led the way
into a side room where there was a carpenter's work
bench, and pointing to this bench, he asked me to sit
down as he wished to ask me some questions. Around
my waist were old Colt's 45 and a pearl-handled bowie
knife. My first impulse was to draw the pistol and fight
my way out, but on second thought I concluded that
would be showing bad detective ability.

I sat down on the bench facing Gordon, who stood six
feet in his stockings, and was otherwise every inch a man.
Placing both hands on my knees and looking me square
in the face, he said: "Now, Anderson, I want you to tell
me the truth. If you do I can save you, otherwise you
are going to be killed. Now, remember, don't lie to me.
I want the truth. Are you a detective?" I answered,
"no." He then continued: "Well, what were you doing
in Mrs. Sease's house tonight?" I replied that I did not
know Mrs. Sease, nor had I ever been in her house. Said
he : "Well, one of our men swears he saw you go in
there."

At this I jumped off the bench and with my hand on
old Colt's 45, demanded that he show me the dirty whelp
that would tell such a lie on me. And that if he said it
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to my face, one of us would have to die. I said this in
a loud angry tone so that the mob in the hall could
hear me.

Gordon said: "I believe, Anderson, you are telling the
truth. But keep cool, and I'll put you face to face with
the man."

We then walked into the hall and Gordon called the
young man. As he stepped up I asked if he had lied
about me. The result was the poor fellow weakened and
said he could have been mistaken, but the man who en
tered Mrs. Sease's looked like me, but it being dark, he
might have been mistaken.

That settled it for the night, but next day the mob be
came drunk and unruly and were determined to hang me
as a spy. It would require too much space to give the
details. The result was that through hard lying I saved
my neck and was promoted. Sheriff Dyke made me one
of his special deputies at $4.00 a day, as long as I could
remain. This money came in handy and it was all
"velvet," that is, belonged to me individually.

Two days later, after being appointed deputy sheriff,
I saved the lives of the county commissioners, the
county judge and Attorney Russell, who, by the way,
has since served as district judge of that district, and at
the present writing, so I am told, is still an honored citi
zen of that county.

A plot had been planned for both sides to stack all
the fire arms and leave two men from each side to guard
them. Then a meeting of the commissioners could sit in
the court house. The scheme was to have some rifles
cached and make a raid on the fire arms and their guards.
Then the slaughter was to begin.
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All the county officials with the exception of Bendito
Martinez had agreed to the plan. All were trying to get
Martinez's consent. He finally caught my eye and I
shook my head-as much as to say don't do it. That
settled it. He stood pat and the plot fell through.

I have heard it said that a Mexican can't take a hint,
but Martinez caught a hint in a very light shake of my
head. Poor fellow, he soon afterwards shot a man dead
in the Durango court room, which broke him up finan
cially, though I hear he is getting on his feet again.

After holding the county officials and their armed
escort at bay for about four days, peace was declared by
the leaders of the revolutionists being promised an even
division of the political pie in future. Then the commis
sioners held their meeting and all departed for New
Mexico.

The blood of the insurgents had cooled off as the
liquors in Bowland's saloon diminished, hence peace was
declared under a flag of truce--a woman's white apron.

For the next six weeks I had nothing to do but play
outlaw and eat Mrs. Taylor's good cooking. Whenever
suspicious strangers appeared in town Sheriff Dyke
would have me keep hid out until he could learn their
business, for fear they might be Texas officers on my
trail.

Often I would be the sole occupant of the Taylor resi
dence and at such times I would read Mr. Taylor's
private political letters. His old love letters would be
laid to one side. I had secured a key that fitted his
private desk.

There were piles of political letters and receipts for
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votes bought during past elections. The ruling price of
votes was two dollars in cash or one sheep. Most of the
interesting political letters were from Billy Adams,
brother of the twice governor of Colorado, Alva AdlUIl5.
From these letters I learned many new lessons in up-to
date western politics.

I appeared before the grand jury in the adjoining
county of La Plata, at Durango, the judge of the court
being Chas. D. Hayt, and the prosecuting attorney, G. T.
Summer, with the result that sixteen of the leaders in the
uprising were indicted.

I then disposed of my horse and saddle and "sneaked"
to an eastbound train for Denver.

I had been on the operation about two months and
during that time I dared not write reports or letters to my
wife, nor receive mail from Denver, as ~e postoffice at
Pagosa Springs was in the hands of the insurgents. I
had used the name of Chas. Anderson on this operation.

Arriving in Denver. I was hurried away to the Re
public of Mexico to run down an A., T. & S. F. Ry.
brakeman who had stolen $10,000 from the Wells-Fargo
Express Company at La Junta, Colorado, during the ex
citement of a train wreck.

A ride of 700 miles on the Atchison, Topeka & Santa
Fe Railway brought me to El Paso, Texas, and another
1,200 miles on the Mexican Central Railway brought me
to the City of Mexico.

On arriving there the first thing I did was to write a
nice letter to my friend Taylor in Pagosa Springs, telling
him that I had got a telegram from my brother in Texas
warning me to skip, as the grand jury had found a true

a
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bill against me for murder, and that I intended to remain
in the City of Mexico a month or so until my brother
could get money to me; then I was going to lose myself
in the wilds of South America. My address in the City
of Mexico under a new assumed name was given to Mr.
Taylor, and in the course of three weeks I received a nice
long letter from him. He told me that the grand jury
in Colorado had indicted him, Sheriff Dyke and fourteen
of the other leaders, for running the county officials out
of Archuleta county and burning their property. He said
that they were all then under heavy bond, and on account
of the mysterious way in which I left, they had laid their
downfall on to my giving them away before the grand
jury; that they were mad enough to murder me if I could
have been found; that I only had one friend in Pagosa
Springs who stuck up for me to the last and refused to
believe me guilty, and that was his wife. He said that
this showed how a woman could be a true friend when
once her mind is made up. He assured me that no matter
to what part of the earth I might drift, I could count on
having true friends in Pagosa Springs, and that any time
I should need money or help, to write him. I have never
seen any of the Archuleta county warriors since leaving
there, hence I do not know whether I am regarded as an
outlaw yet or not. I see by the papers that Taylor still
lives in Pagosa Springs, which has grown to be an im
portant railroad town, and that he is judge of the court
there.

In dismissing the Archuleta county uprising, I wish to
state that these men had good cause for revolting, as
politics in that county were rotten. Most of them were
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honorable citizens, though a little rough and wild. Of
course, I felt "sore" at them for wanting to hang me up
by the neck.

I shall always hold my friend Gordon G. as one of the
"true blue" sons of the Lone Star State, as he knows
how to stick to a friend.

A few nights after my arrival in Mexico City, a big
earthquake shook up the city. It shook the Guadaola
Hotel where I had a room on the fourth floor, from stem
to stem. Many people in the city, according to reports,
had been killed. The next morning the streets were still
lined with natives praying.

A few days later the big day of the Republic, the Fifth
of May, was celebrated, and I then saw my first bull fight,
and I never want to witness another. If ever Uncle Sam
should want a good soldier to help wipe Mexico off the
face of the earth or make her promise to quit her cold
blooded cruelties to dumb animals, he can count on me
and I will gladly furnish my own ammunition. They
pitted three bulls imported from Spain against four native
bulls. The ones from Spain were artists when it came
to butchering horses. If they had killed a few of the
ignorant and cruel Mexicans who were riding the poor
beasts up to be gored to death, they would have won my
applause. One horse was sewed up six times and each
time ridden back to be gored again, until finally killed
by the bull. It was enough to disgust a Piute Indian, and
still men, women and little children went wild and shouted
for joy at the sight of blood and the suffering of the dumb
brutes.

To show what a great head I've got for avoiding
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danger, I will cite a little instance. A Mexican National
Railway engineer, whose arm was in a sling, having been
injured in a recent wreck, was out with me to see the
sights. We visited the noted Church of Guadalupe,
which is said to have been built by Montezuma in memory
of the angel Guadalupe. After going through the church
and seeing the "serape" (blanket), which this angel saint
wore on her flying trip from heaven to Mexico City, we
climbed the hill to the graveyard where all the noted
warriors are buried. It covers a couple of acres and a
guard with a rifle and sword is kept on duty night and
day.

On coming to old General Santa Ana's grave, I thought
of poor Davy Crockett and his brave followers who met
their fate in the Alamo at San Antonio, Texas, through
the inhuman blood-craving of this same old general. The
earth mound where he sleeps was plastered over with all
kinds of fancy, many-colored pieces of broken china
ware. One particularly pretty piece took my eye and I
told the engineer that it would be in my cabinet of curios
even if it should cost me a leg. The engineer said it
would mean possible death or a long term in a Mexican
dungeon if I were caught stealing from this "heap big
chief's" grave, but when he found that I was determined
to risk a fight to a finish with this copper-colored son of
old Montezuma, he agreed to assist me by steering the
watchman away to another part of the graveyard and
keeping his back towards me by asking him questions
about the city which lay at our feet in plain view. The
guard stood in sight with the seat of his white cotton
pants towards me when I and old Colt's 45 climbed over
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the sharp-pointed, tall iron pickets and secured the prize.
We wondered if Davy Crockett turned over in his grave
to smile.

When a cowboy, and on a tear, we used to often in
fun get up on the bar and yell: "I'm a wolf, and to
night is my night to howl. I've got two rows of teeth,
one for ransacking graveyards and the other for devour
ing human beings." Little did I dream then that in
years to come I would ransack old Santa Ana's grave
just to satisfy a greedy desire for a pretty relic and to
break the slow monotony of a peaceful life.

Much of my time was spent with Supt. Daniel Turner
and his assistants in the Wells-Fargo office. They had
just gone through a siege of fool Mexican law. They
had all been held prisoners in their own offices over a
peeled duck-that is, a duck with the feathers off.

A few hundred miles north, as a passenger train was
fixing to pull out for the capital, a Mexican came run
ning up to the Wells-Fargo agent with a duck in his
hand. He demanded that it be expressed to his friend in
Mexico City. This the agent said was impossible, as his
duck:ship had to be billed out in regular form and now
the train was ready to start. The result was the train
pulled out leaving Mr. Mexican and his duck on the
station platform. But he had his revenge as soon as he
could reach the office of the Alcalde and make complaint.
For a week or two the agent lay in a dungeon and Supt.
Turner and his assistants dare not venture on the streets,
as the place was surrounded by guards day and night.
For a week Mr. Turner and his men had to eat and sleep
in the office on account of the measly little duck, for the
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law prohibited the officers from going inside the house
to arrest them.

I had located my man who had stolen the $10,000.

He was living under an assumed name, but he was free
from arrest while on Mexican soil, so for that reason I
had to keep track of him until he left Mexico. This
suited me, as it allowed me a month or two to see the
sights and to have a good time.

The thief invested some of the stolen money in dia
monds. I kept track of the purchases. Finally he got
ready to sail from Vera Cruz on a steamship for Havana,
Cuba, thence to New York City, and by rail to his home
in Leavenworth, Kansas. I was all ready to go with him
on the ship and thereby see Cuba and the City of New
York, but word came that yellow fever had broken out
in Havana, and our trip was abandoned. However, we
started for the United States by way of El Paso, Texas.
I remained with my man until he reached his home in
Leavenworth, then had him arrested, and I departed for
Denver, reaching there after an absence of about two
months. Being so busy and constantly on the jump, I
never went to the trouble to find out how many years in
the penitentiary my friend received.

After only a few days spent with Mamie and Viola, I
had to ''hit'' the road again, this time for Roseta, a min
ing camp in Custer county, Colorado, to capture the
world renowned Bassick mine.

Foot" of us operatives, John Rucker, who had traveled
with Barnum's circus as a Dickenson man for years, a
fellow by the: name of Goods, a Frenclunan with a
name as long as my arm, and myself, started armed to
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the teeth with Winthester rifles, pistols and playing
cards.

At Canon City we left the railroad and drove over the
Greenhorn range of mountains in a vehicle loaded with
ammunition and grub to stand a long siege. A drive of
twenty miles or more brought us to the top of a mountain
overlooking the great Bassick mine and the little village
of Quereda nestling at its feet. A mile further was the
town of Roseta, noted for its tough men and the bloody
loca.1 battles fought in the early history of Colorado
mining. Eight miles to the west lay the prosperous
mining camp of Silver Cliff, and the railroad town of
West aUf.

During the night we moved down the hill and entered
the large Bassick hoisting works by breaking in a rear
window. The custodian, a Kentucky colonel and ex
sheriff of Custer county whose pame was Schofield, was
at his home in Quereda, a few hundred yards down the
mountain side, asleep.

In law, possession is nine points to the good, therefore,
we had gained the points aimed at for our client, Mr.
David Bryan, the Minnesota millionaire; but the ques
tion was could we hold it in the face of the great odds
which Schofield could muster.

We sat up all night and next morning when Schofield
unlocked the big front door of the hoisting works, as
was his custom as paid custodian for Bassick and his
associates, we threw our rifles down on him and made
him go away and leave the door open. He had a pistol
but made no effort to draw it, his surprise being so great
After he had climbed down off the high platform in front
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of the door, he was in the main street of Quereda. Across
the street was the postoffice and a couple of stores, the
remaining buildings being vacant. Finally Schofield reo
covered from his surprise and demanded to know what we
meant. ,We laughed and told him that we had merely
captured his job from him while he slept. He swore that
he would dispossess us if it cost all the blood in Roseta.
He then got on a horse' and galloped over the hill to
that town. Anticipating that the men of Roseta would
open war on us, our superintendent had sent his trusted
bookkeeper, Lawton, to Roseta a few days previous, so
as to post us of impending danger. That night a little
after midnight, our man Lawton slipped up to a rear
window of the hoist and called for us. He was too
badly frightened to come in. He gave a note to one of
our men and then began "hitting" the high places over
the mountains for Canon City. The note read about as
follows: "Boys, run for your lives. Don't wait. 300
armed men, many of them drunk and desperate are now
on the way from Roseta under the leadership of Scho
field to kill you and take possession of the mine. I am
off for Canon City. Follow me quick, before it is too
late."

We held a hurried council of war and decided to stand
"pat" and die fighting "all same" the noted heroes under
Davy Crockett at the Alamo. "Frenchy" was the only
man who looked pale and he wondered what would be
come of his wife if he were killed.

Stationing ourselves at upper story windows from
whence the little valley towards Roseta and the side of
the mountain towards Canon City could be scanned, we
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awaited results with rifles ready. Soon the moon came
out, but she had no blood on her face. I told "Frenchy"
that this was considered a good sign during war times.

About 3 o'clock we heard fierce yelling over the hill
towards Roseta. Soon, by the bright light of the moon,
we saw a dark mass of something creeping over the crest
of the hill, a distance of half a mile or more. The- yell
ing still continued. On drawing nearer we discovered the
black mass to be men. When within about a quarter of a
mile of us the one hundred to two hundred men stopped
and collected into a solid round bunch-holding a con
sultation preparatory to making the final charge, thought
we. The yelling had ceased. In a few moments the men
began to string out again towards us. We could see that
many carried rifles or shotguns, and many were stagger
ing as though loaded with "booze." The yelling had be
gun again. Soon all stopped and we could hear loud
cursing as though they were fighting among themselves.
At last, to our great delight, all but two men started back
towards Roseta. The two staggered on to Schofield's
house and disappeared inside. One of them was Scho
field. Next day we heard through the postmistress, a
young lady from Chillicothe, Mo., that the mob broke up
in a drunken row. Thus ended my second bloodless war
within a space of four months.

The Rocky Mountain Daily News of Denver gave the
following account of our arrival:

"LAWLESSNESS AT SILVER CLIFF.
SILVER CLIFF, CoLO., June 21, 1887.

This community was convulsed with excitement last evening
about 6 o'clock, on receipt of news that the Bassick mine had
















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































