

[image: image]




OUTLAW TALES of Washington



True Stories of the Evergreen State’s Most Infamous Crooks, Culprits, and Cutthroats


Second Edition


Elizabeth Gibson


[image: image]


GUILFORD, CONNECTICUT


HELENA, MONTANA


AN IMPRINT OF GLOBE PEQUOT PRESS




[image: image]


A  ‧  T  W O D O  T®  ‧   B  O O K


Copyright © 2011 by Morris Book Publishing, LLC


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying and recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, except as may be expressly permitted in writing from the publisher. Requests for permission should be addressed to Globe Pequot Press, Attn: Rights and Permissions Department, P.O. Box 480, Guilford CT 06437.


TwoDot is a registered trademark of Morris Book Publishing, LLC


Map by Daniel Lloyd © Morris Book Publishing, LLC


Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is available on file.


ISBN 978-0-7627-6030-5


Printed in the United States of America


10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1




Introduction


Although explorers landed on the coast of what would become Washington state hundreds of years ago, Washington was one of the last states to have enough population to officially join the United States of America. By the time Washington entered the union in 1889, the Wild West days were coming to a close. Yet, due to its location on both the Pacific coast and the international border, Washington attracted more than its share of shady characters, no-good varmints, and others living outside the law.


Smugglers and rumrunners liked Washington because they could easily sneak their goods across the border from Canada by either land or sea. Cattle and horse rustlers flocked to the eastern part of the state because its rugged landscape provided many places to hide stolen livestock and offered enough grass to feed the animals. Thieves and murderers indulged themselves in the relative lawlessness of many early Washington boomtowns, and social misfits or those hiding from the law enjoyed the secluded life that could be found in the Cascade Mountains.


But because the state is not readily associated with the Wild West, the outlaws of Washington’s early days remain largely unstudied and undocumented. Outlaw Tales of Washington uncovers some of these rowdy characters and some of the Evergreen State’s most outrageous and interesting crimes.




Lawrence Kelly


In March 1891, Lawrence Kelly snuck onto his four-ton sloop with another illegal batch of opium. The sixty-five half-pound cans he carried would fetch a tidy profit. But only if he was careful. The law had been getting too close to him lately, so he decided to travel a more circuitous route. That day, he sailed from Victoria, British Columbia, to Olympia, Washington. From there, he walked to the train station at Tenino twenty miles away, carrying the opium in a satchel. At Tenino he boarded a southbound train.


Unfortunately for Kelly, U.S. Customs agent Charles Mulkey of Tacoma boarded the same train. While walking through the smoking car, he spotted the bag Kelly was carrying and immediately became suspicious. He walked over, seized it, and began to search it, despite protests from Kelly. When he found the cans of illegal opium, he arrested Kelly. When the train stopped at Castle Rock, Mulkey took Kelly and a nearby witness off the train and headed back to Tacoma, where Kelly appeared before the U.S. commissioner.


How did Lawrence Kelly become a smuggler of opium? His early life showed no signs of defiance; in fact, it seemed just the opposite. Kelly was born about 1839 in the British Isles. When he was a young man, he joined the British Army and then later became a sailor. His British sloop docked at New Orleans just after the American Civil War broke out, so he deserted the ship and joined the Confederate Army.


Shortly after the end of war, Kelly immigrated west, sailing around South America on the ship Young America and ending up in the Pacific Northwest. His life of crime began about 1872, when he was caught smuggling Canadian silks into the United States. He was fined $500, but this punishment didn’t curb his smuggling. His smuggling operation soon made him enough money to build a nice home on Guemes Island, just across Guemes Channel from Anacortes. His house stood high on a bluff, from which Kelly had an awe-inspiring view of the Guemes Channel, Bellingham Channel, and Rosario Strait.


In 1877, he married Lizzie Coutts, almost twenty years his junior. Shortly after their wedding, he transferred the title of his house to his wife, so that if he was ever arrested, the house could not be seized to pay his fines. This act seems to indicate he never planned to make a living by legitimate means. For a time, he and Lizzie easily lived off the money he made as a smuggler.


At first Kelly used an ordinary fishing sloop to carry illegal goods from Canada to Washington state. His bright red boat was easily visible, but the authorities didn’t bother him. He could outrun the law anyway. He knew all the coves and bays like the back of his hand, and his small boat could travel easily in shallow water through which the bigger customs boats couldn’t pass. He smeared pot black and tallow on his boat to make it glide more easily through the water. If someone chased him and he couldn’t get away, he dumped the smuggled goods overboard so he wouldn’t be caught with them.


Smuggling was not an unheard-of crime in the United States in the nineteenth century. During the Civil War, liquor, blankets, and wool were smuggled from Canada into the United States for use by soldiers. Smuggling increased dramatically, however, when the railroads began to import large numbers of Chinese workers as laborers for canneries, hop fields, mines, and public works. Though they caused some difficulties with white workers, Chinese laborers worked hard, took fewer breaks, could be paid less, and did not drink.


Then the Exclusion Act of 1882 prevented Chinese laborers from entering the United States legally. Smugglers saw an opportunity in the Pacific ocean channels between Washington state and British Columbia. In no time at all smugglers began to sneak Chinese workers into the United States, and Kelly joined their ranks. The smugglers took Chinese immigrants to places where a large number of Chinese were already living, so they would blend into the population. Sometimes the smugglers hid the immigrants in the smaller San Juan Islands to wait for the perfect opportunity to take them to the United States mainland. Smugglers generally received $50 per person brought into the country, so smuggling was a good moneymaking operation.


Chinese workers used a large amount of opium, and soon the illegal trade of that commodity grew, too. A refinery in Victoria on Vancouver Island manufactured as much opium as the Chinese workers could ever want. Opium could be imported legally, but it was very highly taxed, so the drug was often smuggled into the country to avoid the customs duty.


Whether his cargo was human or other contraband, it made no difference to Kelly. He would smuggle anything. But once his activities were discovered, the law was perpetually at his heels.


Customs agent Thomas Caine noticed that Kelly frequently used the Swinomish Channel, between Fidalgo Island and the mainland, to deliver his stolen goods. On December 21, 1882, Caine hid in the Channel, waiting for Kelly to show up. For some reason Kelly suspected he was being watched. As he approached the area where Caine hid, he quietly jumped into the water and swam, pushing his boat in front of him. In spite of Kelly’s stealth, Caine could still see the boat when it appeared out of the early morning fog. He waited until the sloop got close, then ordered Kelly to surrender. Kelly did, without a fight. He was carrying forty cases of Chinese wine and a man from China, both illegal. Fortunately for Kelly, the Chinese man testified at Kelly’s hearing that he was not a “coolie,” or illegal Chinese immigrant, but a merchant with business in Portland. Kelly was cleared of the smuggling charge but was fined $150 for the illegal importation of Chinese wine.


The incident did nothing to deter Kelly. In July of 1883, the authorities caught Kelly with illegal goods and fined him $390. Four months later, on November 17, he was assessed a fine of $20. The fines were just minor annoyances to Kelly.


In 1886, he bought some property on Sinclair Island from Thomas P. Hogin, also registering this property in his wife’s name. From high on a bluff, the house had a commanding view of the waterways. He could see the Strait of Georgia that ran between Washington state and Vancouver Island. From this vantage point, he could easily watch for customs ships.


By outward appearances, Kelly seemed to be living an ordinary life. He and his wife had six children who attended school on Sinclair Island. At one time, Kelly was a member of the school board. If the townspeople were aware of his occupation, they didn’t harass him about it. Perhaps some even sympathized with him. By the late 1880s, he mainly smuggled opium from Victoria. He stashed the opium on Vancouver Island until the weather was favorable and a successful delivery on the mainland was likely. Then he took the opium to Port Townsend, Seattle, or some other Washington port. He made about $12 per pound of the drug.


Not long after moving to Sinclair Island, Kelly had another serious brush with the law. Customs inspectors seized his Whitehall boat on May 16, 1886, in Tacoma. Unfortunately for Kelly, he had just loaded 567 tins of opium, equivalent to 364 pounds. He was held on a bail of $3,000. In the end, Kelly was fined only $100, but the seizure of his boat threatened to end his career.


But his luck had not yet run out. In fact, he got right back into the business and seemed to work with impunity. Dozens of his deliveries around the Puget Sound area went undetected, even though the customs boats were getting stronger and faster, and smugglers were getting caught more and more frequently. Kelly and others devised new tricks to keep from getting arrested. Kelly put the opium in a weighted sack, tied the sack to a rope, and tied the rope to a ring bolted into the hull of his boat. The boat dragged the opium along underwater, so that a casual inspection of the ship would detect nothing on deck. Sometimes Kelly tied a sack of opium to a float when customs inspectors came near, and then he would retrieve it when the inspectors were gone.


The smuggling of Chinese immigrants became more dangerous too. To hide them, some smugglers resorted to sewing them into potato sacks, then stashing them in some small cubbyhole of the ship. Anyone who inspected the ship might conclude the ship was transporting a cargo of vegetables. Sometimes the Chinese were left on an uninhabited island or on barren rocks to wait for a boat to take them to the mainland. Supposedly smugglers even tossed the illegal immigrants overboard in order to avoid arrest. Kelly always denied doing that, but he admitted that sometimes he delivered the Chinese back to Vancouver Island and let them believe they were in the United States.


Herbert Foote Beecher, son of the famous evangelist Reverend Henry Ward Beecher, came to Washington in 1883. For two years he plied the waters between Port Townsend and the San Juan Islands in his gospel ship Evangel. He heard stories about Kelly and other smugglers, and it wasn’t long before the information he obtained led to arrests, larger fines, and confiscation of greater amounts of opium. Kelly was captured several times and paid increasingly higher fines.


Efforts like Beecher’s led to Kelly’s 1891 arrest by customs agent Mulkey aboard the train. When he appeared before the U.S. commissioner in Tacoma, Kelly denied ownership of the satchel. He claimed that Mulkey planted the opium in his bag while he was in the washroom. The commissioner did not believe him and sentenced him to two years at the McNeil Island Federal Penitentiary. Amazingly, Kelly’s neighbors on Sinclair Island did believe him. They tried to petition for Kelly’s release, but they were unsuccessful.


Customs officers converged on Kelly’s hideout at Sinclair Island. They took his ship Alert and sold it for $3,221.83 to pay his fines. They couldn’t prove he had transported illegal opium, but they could at least charge him with entering and leaving foreign ports without proper paperwork. They claimed he had been to Victoria and back several times without declaring his manifest.


While he was at McNeil Island, Kelly’s fines mounted to the point where he had to sell his island property in order to pay them. To support herself, his wife kept house for a man in Anacortes whose wife was hospitalized. After his release, Kelly went to Anacortes in a drunken rage and threatened his wife with a gun. She alerted the police, but Kelly had disappeared.


In 1896 Kelly stole a box of tools from carpenter D. J. Davis of Anacortes. A man named J. H. Young became suspicious when he saw Kelly and another man sneaking toward the wharf, so Young asked Davis to check on his tools. They were missing, so Young, Davis, and J. A. Crookham formed a search party. Marshal Stevenson, J. W. Bird, H. H. Soufle, R. McCormick, and George Layton formed another.


At first neither search party could find the two men, but then Young spotted Kelly in a boat off Guemes Island. The marshal’s party followed the Fidalgo Island shore and circled around Burrows Bay. Young’s party sailed across the bay to Cypress Island, where they found two men and their camp but no boat or tool chest. Somehow Kelly slipped away again. The next day the marshal went back to the island to resume the search. He found a cabin and a dog. Stevenson, Bird, and Soufle snuck up to the cabin and peered inside. There they found Kelly asleep, so they pounded on the door and demanded entrance. Kelly opened the door, and he was immediately arrested. He resisted briefly, but when he tried to get to his rifle, Stevenson knocked him down and handcuffed him.


The posse returned to Anacortes. While their boat docked, Kelly jumped overboard and disappeared into the water. He somehow swam away, even though he was handcuffed. A week later a man named Ipsen spotted two men and a boat on the beach near Deception Pass between Fidalgo Island and Whidbey Island. He watched them for a short time and became convinced they were smugglers. He disguised himself as a settler and approached their camp. By the time he arrived the men were gone, but a search of their tent yielded about $5,000 worth of opium. Ipsen suspected the stash belonged to Lawrence Kelly, but others didn’t think so. They figured that Kelly knew the Puget Sound area too well to let himself be trapped on an island by a high tide.


[image: Lawrence Kelly, testifying at Port Townsend, circa 1900. (From the Collection of the Jefferson County Historical Society, Port Townsend, Washington)]


The next day one hundred feet of cable was stolen from a local sloop, five boxes of codfish were taken from Matheson’s wharf, and a rowboat was stolen from W. Mathews’s landing on Guemes Island. Because Kelly was known to be in debt due to his fines, he was suspected of the thefts, but no proof of his guilt ever surfaced.


In 1901 Kelly was captured in Seattle. He had just arrived from Vancouver Island and had booked a room at the Granville Hotel. He left two suitcases full of opium in his room while he went out for the evening. Unfortunately he got drunk that night and was picked up by the police. While he was in jail, the Seattle police received a tip from Vancouver Island police. They sent an investigator to Kelly’s hotel room, where they found the opium. Amazingly, he paid only a $5 fine, and the opium was not even confiscated.


The next day a Seattle policeman followed Kelly when he left for New Westminster on Vancouver Island. Kelly checked in at the Fraser House, went out for dinner and a stroll, and then returned to the hotel. Once Kelly returned to the hotel, the officer decided he could probably take a break. But that was just what Kelly was counting on. That night, he snuck out and crossed back into Washington. A few months later, as he debarked a steamer in Portland, he was arrested for possession of $800 worth of opium. He spent several months in the Multnomah County jail in Oregon.


Kelly appeared in the news again in January 1904, when customs agent Fred F. Strickling heard that Kelly was going to try to smuggle opium by train. He boarded the train at its northern-most stop in Washington at Sumas, near the Canadian border. He figured he would have no trouble intercepting Kelly. At each train stop, he asked the conductor if anyone had boarded. Finally, the conductor answered in the affirmative: A man boarded the train at Nooksack.


Strickling strode down the aisle until he found the man the conductor had described. He approached the man and told him he needed to look inside his valise. Kelly was defiant and refused. When Strickling insisted, Kelly shoved him out of the way and fled down the aisle. Before Strickling could react, Kelly jumped off the train. Strickling pulled the emergency cord, and the train stopped. Inside Kelly’s luggage were sixty-five tins of opium. Strickling ordered the engineer to back up the train to the place at which Kelly had jumped off.


Luckily for Strickling, Kelly knocked himself out when he jumped. Strickling quickly handcuffed him, confiscated his gun, and took him on the train to Deming. Kelly’s face and shoulders were cut up from his rough landing in the cinders along the track, so the Deming station agent asked a local doctor to patch up the prisoner. Shortly afterward, Strickling escorted Kelly to Sumas and on to Bellingham, where he was arraigned before U.S. Commissioner H. B. Williams. He was released for $1,000 in bail, after which posting, he promptly skipped town.


He was at large for over a year, until Fred E. King and Fred C. Dean captured Kelly on July 18, 1905, near Anderson Island. They had disguised themselves as fishermen trolling the areas of Puget Sound that Kelly was known to haunt. They pretended to be just passing by, when they approached Kelly and pulled out their badges. He surrendered without a fight. He was carrying sixty pounds of opium at the time. He received a two-year sentence at McNeil Island but was released early for good behavior. The moment he was released, a U.S. marshal hauled him straight back to jail in Seattle for the earlier offense on which he had jumped bail. In May 1909, Kelly was sent back to McNeil Island for a one-year sentence.


After his release, Kelly found that going straight meant hard times. He “retired” from his life of crime in 1911, when he was about seventy years old. He contacted the Daughters of the Confederacy and was admitted to a Confederate soldiers’ home in Louisiana, where he died. So ended the twenty-fiveyear career of one of the most notorious smugglers on the Pacific Coast.




The Roslyn Bank Robbery


In 1886 Matt Warner, born Ras Christiansen, then known as Ras Lewis, bought a remote ranch in the grasslands of central Washington, near the future town of Ephrata. Warner intended to use the 7U Ranch as the base of operations for his outlaw gang. His partners in crime included brothers Bill, Tom, and George McCarty, and Bill’s son Fred McCarty. All five men had committed crimes of one kind or another throughout the Rocky Mountain states over the past several years. They had moved their operations west to evade the law.


For more than six years the five men terrorized the Northwest, robbing banks in Oregon and hiding out at the Washington ranch. But by the fall of 1892, Warner had had enough and decided to call it quits. His wife and daughter also lived at the ranch, and he knew he was putting their lives in danger. He intended to start a new life as a cattle rancher. But he couldn’t resist one more heist. When George McCarty suggested robbing the Benjamin E. Snipes and Company bank in Roslyn, Washington, Warner thought seriously about the scheme. He already had more than $30,000 from previous bank robberies, but that might not be enough to start his cattle ranch. So he went along with McCarty’s plan, over the objections of his wife.


At that time, Roslyn was a small town experiencing a big boom caused by the nearby coal mines. McCarty planned to rob the bank shortly after the miner’s payroll—an estimated $100,000—was delivered to the bank. McCarty visited the bank and memorized its floor plan. He scouted the area around the bank. Heavy timber surrounded the town, so he figured it would be hard for a posse to chase them. McCarty also found a remote cabin they could use to hide and rest. Afterward, the robbers would take off in different directions to confuse any pursuers. They would meet later at George McCarty’s ranch in east-central Oregon.


At one o’clock in the afternoon on September 24, 1892, Warner’s gang approached the Roslyn bank. While George and Tom McCarty kept watch outside, Matt Warner and Bill and Fred McCarty strode confidently into the bank and walked directly into the enclosure where the tellers worked. One of the robbers approached a cashier named T. B. Abernathy and demanded that he turn over all the money. Abernathy resisted, so Warner knocked him out with his own gun. Bill and Fred held the other tellers and some customers at gunpoint as Warner stuffed several canvas bags full of money from an open safe.


While the robbery was in progress, some miners approached the bank to collect their pay, but Tom and George McCarty kept them away by firing at them. The assistant cashier, F. A. Frasier, arrived at the bank and saw what was happening. He ran to a nearby hardware store and quickly recruited some men and procured some weapons. The men were on guard as they approached the robbers outside the bank. George and Tom McCarty turned their fire on them. In a brief skirmish, Frasier was wounded in the hip and another man was shot in the leg. The rest of the men backed off.


Just then, Warner and Bill and Fred McCarty ran outside with the loot. The five men mounted their horses and rode hard toward the timber north of town. A posse led by L. R. Thomas soon followed the bank robbers. About twelve miles east of town, three of the outlaws and some members of the posse unexpectedly ran into each other. Both sides were startled, and a moment or two passed before the groups realized they should fire on each other. Amazingly, the bandits survived the close call and escaped.


The robbers rode for the cabin that George McCarty had previously located. There they rested for a while and divided the money. Reports differ widely on exactly how much money was stolen from the bank. In his autobiography, Warner claimed the booty amounted to about $30,000, but contemporary newspapers reported much less than that—between $5,000 and $10,000. This was because the expected miners’ payroll had not yet been delivered from the company office. Once the money was split, each robber headed in a different direction, expecting to meet at Bill McCarty’s ranch at a later date. Warner acted as if he were going along with the plan but, in fact, he rode north toward the 7U Ranch to pick up his wife and daughter.


The next day, Warner spotted a posse riding toward him along the Columbia River. Tall basalt cliffs stood behind him, and the mighty river flowed in front of him. He couldn’t scale the cliffs, so he had to take his chances with the river. He threw off everything except his money belt. Then he spurred his horse into the water.


The river was swift and high and full of tricky whirlpools and undercurrents. Battling the raging waterway was a terrible risk for Warner to take, but he figured death by drowning was better than facing the gallows. Warner struggled to stay on his horse while it gallantly swam the swift current. When the officers onshore started firing at him, Warner fought to stay afloat while keeping his head out of sight of the officers. Finally his horse was pushed toward the opposite bank by the current, and man and animal stumbled ashore. Safe at last, Warner collapsed for a two-hour rest before riding on to the 7U Ranch.


Some doubts exist about whether this incident actually happened as reported in Warner’s autobiography; contemporary papers did not report the event at all. In fact, the generally accepted story is that the posse searched for several days and never encountered the robbers. Apparently they found only three hard-ridden horses that were left behind by the outlaws. After the return of the posse, Abernathy posted a $1,000 reward for the capture of the bandits. Mr. Abrams, manager of an Ellensburg bank, added another $1,000, and Governor Terry added $500 to the pot.


Posses searched all over Washington and Oregon for the bandits and picked up anybody who looked suspicious. Bank owner Ben Snipes also hired Spokane detective M. C. Sullivan to hunt for them in eastern Oregon. Sullivan arrested three men named Cal Hale, Tom Kimzie, and George Zachary and took them to the county seat at Ellensburg for trial. A preliminary hearing was held on November 30. Several witnesses agreed that the three men were the ones who had robbed the bank, and a trial was set for January 3, 1893. Snipes hired renowned attorney H. J. Snively to assist the newly elected prosecuting attorney E. E. Wager.


The trial was delayed twenty-seven days when one of the state’s key witnesses became ill, but finally each of the three men was tried separately. Hale was the first to be tried. Eyewitnesses Frazier, Abernathy, and George Jenkins, principal of Roslyn schools, identified Hale as one of the men present in the bank that day. The postmaster of Hale’s hometown testified that it would have been impossible for Hale to have participated in the bank robbery as he had visited the post office that day to mail a letter. The postmark on the letter proved his statement. Hale was convicted anyway and given a prison sentence. Both Zachary and Kimzie were released after their juries voted for acquittal. Hale was also later released from jail.


Snipes fumed both at the delay in the trial and the subsequent release of the suspects. He couldn’t understand how the perpetrators could be released. Then prosecutor Wager received an interesting letter written by Sarah Morgan, of Salt Lake City, Utah, who claimed to know exactly who the Roslyn bank bandits were. She provided names and dates that were hard to doubt. She declared she was telling what she knew because Tom McCarty had jilted her in favor of another woman. She was also upset with Warner for marrying her younger sister. At the same time she was fearful that McCarty would come after her for telling on them, so she requested that Wager provide protection for her until his conviction.


Meanwhile, Warner reached the 7U Ranch. He had intended to leave the state, but his wife was pregnant. Now they would have to stay at the ranch until the baby was born, which was December 30, 1892. Shortly afterward, he read in the newspaper that men had gone to Utah to gather information about the case. He knew his sister-in-law had blown his cover. He had to make tracks fast.


But he was too late. On April 1, 1893, five men posing as miners rode up to his cabin and asked for breakfast. They were actually deputized officers led by City Marshal P. C. McGrath of Ellensburg. The other men were Dick Hart, Harvey Skillman, Billy Wallace, and Charles Wallace. The men subdued Warner after a struggle. They took him to the Ellensburg jail. McGrath had also captured George McCarty in Oregon and brought him back for trial.


The consequences looked grim for Warner and McCarty. They started hatching a plot to escape from jail. Another jailbird advised them to get a lawyer, which they did. A man named Johns agreed to represent them at the preliminary hearing that would be held on April 24. He claimed he could get them off if they had enough money for payoffs. Warner had more than $40,000 buried on his property, but he didn’t know if he could trust the lawyer with it. But if he didn’t, he might not get the chance to spend it himself anyway. Reluctantly, he drew Johns a map to show him how to find the money.


Sarah Morgan testified at the preliminary hearing. She said she had overheard her brother-in-law talk about robbing a bank and later heard him mention the Roslyn bank specifically. J. M. McDonald testified that the suspect named George McCarty was the man he had seen holding the horses in front of the bank. Warner was held on $10,000 bail; McCarty’s bail was set at $7,000. The judge had decided there was enough evidence to hold the two men for trial.


Warner and McCarty were shocked that they would be standing trial. They had thought the bribes had guaranteed there would be no trial. From then on they spent all their waking moments planning a jailbreak. Two weeks before the trial, they paid another inmate to smuggle them some tools and weapons. For several days they sawed through the jail bars to their cell door. Finally, one Saturday night, they severed the bars enough to squeeze out the cell door into a hallway. Several windows along that hallway opened onto the street at ground level. They used a crowbar to pry out the bricks around one of the windows, an activity that took most of the night.


At daylight, they made their break. Grabbing some guns that had been hidden for them under the sidewalk, they slipped out of the Ellensburg jail. They thought the streets might be empty on a Sunday morning, but they were wrong. Two men named Ed Grady and Mose Bollman spotted them running from the jail and fired at them. McCarty fired back, striking Bollman in the wrist. The outlaws dashed into the nearby home of J. C. Clymer, where Clymer’s wife and son were at home. They told them as long as they kept quiet they wouldn’t be hurt.


In a short time, Marshal McGrath and a gang of men gathered outside the Clymer home. Warner allowed McGrath to come inside. He told the marshal that he would go back to the jail if he would clear the crowd away. He didn’t want to have to shoot anybody. McGrath agreed, and he walked the two prisoners back to the jail. Despite the escape attempt, the trial ended with a hung jury. Amazingly, only four jurors voted for Warner’s conviction; eight voted for his acquittal. The vote was five for conviction and seven for acquittal for McCarty. The judge ordered a new trial to be held on July 24, 1893, but the prosecuting attorney suddenly moved to dismiss the case because of lack of evidence. Of course this wasn’t really true—Warner’s payoff money had simply finally reached the pockets of the prosecutor. According to Warner’s autobiography, his attorney had discovered that the prosecuting attorney had a relationship with the chief witness, Sarah Morgan. To keep the scandal quiet, the prosecutor had agreed to recommend dismissal of the case. All of Warner’s money had been used to accomplish this. To show he wasn’t completely unscrupulous, the lawyer returned $500 to Warner.


As soon as they left the jail, McCarty and Warner went their separate ways. Warner went to Diamond Mountain, Utah, where he had once been part of a rustling operation. But this time he planned to stay “legit,” and he made that intention known to all his old outlaw friends. One day he ran into his father-in-law at a general store. The man helped Warner get in touch with his wife, Rose, who was then living in Boise, Idaho. After a brief correspondence, Rose rejoined her husband in Utah.


Warner took a job as a guard for a miner who was moving his operation to the Diamond Mountains and wanted to protect his equipment. While they moved the equipment, they were ambushed by thieves. Two of the attackers were killed; a third was injured. Despite eyewitnesses who claimed Warner had acted in self-defense, Warner was arrested for murder. The judge in the trial was not sympathetic due to Matt Warner’s past life of crime. He sentenced Warner to five years in the Utah State Penitentiary. Warner moved to Price, Utah, after serving three years and four months of his sentence.


Several years later he was appointed deputy sheriff there. Rose had died a few years earlier, so Warner remarried and had three more children. He died on December 21, 1938.


As far as the McCarty family is concerned, Bill and Fred were killed while holding up the Farmers and Merchants Bank in Delta, Colorado, on September 7, 1893. Tom escaped that incident and fled to Montana, where he disappeared into obscurity. Where George went after the trial in Ellensburg is not known.


The legend of the bank robbery lived on for quite some time. Afterward, many people in Roslyn buried their money rather than entrust it to a bank. One miner died before he could tell his wife where he had hidden his money. Years later his grown sons found the money in a can under the house. It was badly rotted but usable.




Johnny Schnarr


Johnny Schnarr checked his supplies one last time. His boat was in tip-top shape, and the typical winter storms had not yet touched the region. A few minutes later, Schnarr and his partner, Harry, motored away from the dock at Victoria, British Columbia. Their destination was San Francisco. Their cargo was prime Canadian rum. November 8, 1920, was off to a promising start.


Schnarr set a course through the Strait of Juan de Fuca between Washington State and Canada and out to the Pacific Ocean. He picked up his contraband at Pedder Bay at the southern tip of Vancouver Island then headed for the open sea. The operation seemed to be going so well, he decided to risk a little catnap. He had been up for almost twenty-four hours straight and was exhausted. He left Harry at the helm.


Two hours later, Schnarr awoke from his nap. Harry was struggling with the wheel. Schnarr pushed him out of the way and attempted to gain control of the boat. Once he had the boat stabilized, he got his bearings. He was astounded—somehow Harry had turned the boat nearly 180 degrees heading back toward the port of origin! In a chastened voice, Harry admitted he really didn’t know that much about boating.


Schnarr cursed Harry and put the boat back on course. He got them around Cape Flattery, the northwestern tip of Washington, before the motor began to cough and sputter. Schnarr fixed the problem, but the boat was using so much gas and oil that he knew they would not have enough fuel to get all the way to San Francisco.


They stopped at Astoria, on the mouth of the Columbia River, to stock up on fuel. But their bad luck continued when they left town. The tide was out, and they ran aground on a sandbar. They had to wait six hours before the tide came in to float them off the sand.
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