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  For the material facts and expressions of varied personal opinion contained in this narrative the author acknowledges his indebtedness to many persons and printed sources. First among them, perhaps, should be named the Historical Society of Montana at Helena, Mr. David Hilger, librarian, and his very able and courteous assistant, Mrs. Anne McDonnell. They opened to research the files of scores of Montana newspapers of the decade from 1895 to 1905 which are quoted in the text.




  Men and women who contributed generously in personal interviews number scores. Of those who took prominent parts in the great drama and who told the writer of their experiences and reactions, the principals included John J. McHatton, a judge in Butte for many years, and one of F. Augustus Heinze’s leading attorneys; William Scallon, long the resident director of the Amalgamated Copper Company’s war against Heinze in Butte; Charles R. Leonard, Heinze’s personal counsel in the final settlement with the Amalgamated; Lee Mantle, once United States Senator from Montana and a prominent citizen, mine owner and publisher in Butte for many successful years; John Gillie, for half a century a mining engineer in Montana, for many years chief engineer of the Amalgamated, personal friend of Marcus Daly, and at the time of this writing still consulting engineer of the Anaconda Copper Mining Company. John MacGinniss, Heinze’s right hand man in much of the action, asserted that if the men named had told their stories, nothing more was needed to complete the picture.




  Completion however was sought in interviews and other assistance generously given by James W. Scott, veteran newspaper reporter who covered the Pennsylvania vs. Rarus suit in 1899 and many others of the scores of historic legal actions; Miss Horgan, Miss Sternfels and Miss O’Meara of the Butte Public Library; Samuel Barker and Arthur V. Corry, mining engineers; Judge George M. Bourquin, Judge W. I. Lippincott, D. J. Charles, Mrs. T. J. Murray, Jerry Clifford and various residents and pioneers of Butte in all walks of life who helped to reveal the varied life of the town as well as the economic and political drama. Alex Leggat gave free access to his private library with its superior collection of Montaniana. Lew. L. Callaway, Chief Justice of the Supreme Court of Montana, and noted authority on the early history of the territory, contributed generously of material on the vigilante days.




  Outside of these sources, former residents of Butte now living in other cities were equally kind and helpful. Those interviewed included Mrs. E. B. Weirick, president of the Montana Woman’s Club of Southern California; Charles Henderson, once sheriff of Silver Bow County; Ben E. Stack, whose memories of Butte date back to 1876; Lee Hayes, mining engineer of Butte as far back as 1897; Dr. W. L. Renick; Will L. Clark, Clerk of the District Court in 1888, and later employed at various times by Marcus Daly, William A. Clark and F. A. Heinze; Charles T. Shearer, an active newspaper man of the early days; Judge Sydney Sanner, Mrs. Nell




  A. DeLeon, and others. Mrs. Isaac Edinger introduced the writer to numerous productive sources of material. “Ike” Edinger contributed from his memories of more than fifty years as rancher, bank director and public-spirited citizen of Montana.




  The W. A. Clark Memorial Library in Los Angeles, under the direction of Miss Cora E. Sanders, opened its files and stacks to free research.




  Printed sources of information, in addition to the Montana newspaper files, include various magazines which recognized the drama twenty-odd years ago as a matter of national interest and moment: Everybody’s, McClure’s, Current Literature, Donahoe’s, Leslie’s, Engineering & Mining Journal, Cosmopolitan.




  Books which have afforded both facts and sidelights on the period and activities involved include Thomas W. Lawson’s




  Frenzied Finance, Ridgway-Thayer Co., 1905; Jerre C. Murphy’s The Comical History of Montana, E. L. Scofield, 1912; Tom Stout’s Montana, American Historical Society, 1921; Helen F. Sanders’ History of Montana, Lewis Publishing Co., 1913; George Wesley Davis’ Sketches of Butte, The Cornhill Co., 1921; Dictionary of American Biography; U. S. Senate Reports, 56th Congress, 1st session, 1899-1900; T. J. Dimsdale’s Vigilantes of Montana, 1866; Hoffman Birney’s Vigilantes, Penn Publishing Co., 1929.




  The extent and variety of the sources acknowledged should be emphasized because of the highly controversial nature of the subject. The violence of the warfare was demonstrated most vividly in the course of research by the fact that numerous persons interviewed still maintained an intense partisanship a third of a century after the action. For that reason the names and comments of some of the old-timers may open old wounds and stir indignation anew, but at the same time should be convincing evidence that an honest effort has been made to narrate nothing more than essential facts and opinions. Those who feel that their own particular hero has not been revealed in the most favorable light can only be referred to the names and standing of witnesses for the opposition.




  C. B. GLASSCOCK




  Chapter I




  Civilization at Scratch





  A group of ragged, bearded, weary men, fleeing from hostile Indians, made camp beside an alder-lined creek high in the Rocky Mountains in the spring of 1863. One washed two dollars and forty cents’ worth of gold from a panful of sand. Unsuspected in that sand was the promise of one hundred million dollars in gold—a promise soon to be realized.




  Latent in the surrounding ground were the makings of more than one hundred murders, more than a score of hangings without process of law, more than two billion dollars in material wealth, a corporation designed to rule the electric light and power of the world, battles of giants in the depths of the earth and in the capital of the nation, and a financial panic that staggered the country in 1907.




  Bill Fairweather and his associates were on their way to the town of Bannack, the first rich gold camp in all the vast region of the northern Rockies, opened only the year before by John White. They had been prospecting around the headwaters of Yellowstone River, and had escaped with their scalps only because Fairweather, six feet two of bone and sinew, with a mustache long enough to loop behind his ears, and a red beard halfway to his gun belt, had bluffed the Sioux medicine men to a standstill. There is a legend still accepted in Alder Gulch and by some students of the early history that Bill sustained that bluff by juggling two writhing, hissing, striking rattlesnakes before the shrinking noses of the Injuns.




  Harry Edgar, one of the party, who left a detailed diary telling of that historic journey and discovery, wrote that Fairweather pulled up the “medicine bush” in the center of the lodge where they were being put through an ordeal preliminary to death, and whacked the medicine man across the face with it. It seems likely that if Bill had juggled snakes as well as the sacred bush, Edgar’s diary, meticulous in names, dates and incidents, would not have overlooked that dramatic detail.




  However, it is of minor importance except to indicate the character of the man, and the status of the civilization in which he lived. Whatever the reason, the prospectors were freed with the understanding that they would return forthwith to Bannack and go no farther into Sioux territory.




  But the prospecting trip had not been a success. Food was almost exhausted, and the horses were footsore and worn by the time the party reached the western slope of the Tobacco Root Range, seventy-odd miles from Bannack. Camped in a narrow canyon, Bill Fairweather and Harry Edgar were detailed to tend the horses while the four others traveled up the creek to prospect. Fairweather, looking for grass on which to stake the horses, noted a rock formation which suggested gold.




  At the moment the thing he most wanted was tobacco, and he told Edgar there might be tobacco money in the rock. While Edgar carried the first pan of broken rock to wash in the creek, Fairweather picked up a nugget which subsequently weighed in at two dollars and forty cents. Edgar’s pan produced the same amount in fine gold.




  “Four dollars and eighty cents!” Edgar’s diary exclaims. “Pretty good for tobacco money. We went and got another pan and Bill panned that and got more than I had; I got the third one and panned that—best of the three, good enough to sleep on. We came to camp, dried and weighed our gold, and altogether there was twelve dollars and thirty cents.”




  Ambition promptly soared above tobacco money to a grubstake of one hundred and fifty dollars. In two days the takings of the six men reached one hundred and eighty-nine dollars, but their grub was too low to permit a longer stay. They staked their claims, named the ravine Alder Gulch, agreed to keep the secret until they could come back and get the best of it, and started for Bannack, making their own trail.




  Weariness, hunger, hardship and danger were forgotten. This was no group of failures plodding over the hill and down into the town of Bannack, feebly giving thanks to God for escape from the tortures and scalping knives of the Sioux. “The raggedest lot that ever was seen,” says Harry Edgar’s diary, “but happy.” And Bannack, made up of three or four hundred men of similar breed and background, was quick to note and interpret that happiness.




  “Friends on every side,” Edgar’s record reveals. “Bob Dempsey grabbed our horses and cared for them. Frank Ruff got us to his cabin. Salt Lake eggs, ham, potatoes, and every-thing. Such a supper! . . After I got my store clothes on I was sitting in a saloon talking with some friends. There were lots of men there who were strangers to me. They were telling that we brought in a horse-load of gold—and not one of the party had told that we even found color. Such is life in the Far West.”




  Such indeed has been the life and character of all true prospectors since men began to abandon pick-and-pan profits of one hundred dollars a day each in the California diggings in 1849 to stampede over perilous mountains in search of a rumored “source of gold.”




  Within a day the entire mining district around Bannack was aflame with the excitement of a vast new gold discovery, although only the Fairweather party had the slightest idea of where it might be, and they were maintaining strict secrecy. When, newly outfitted and supplied with food, the party left Bannack two days later and headed toward the Beaverhead River, nearly half the town was at their heels, and others were waiting in every gulch to join the rush, they knew not whither. Two hundred men, on foot and horseback, trailed the discoverers, camping all around them, watching through every hour of day and night to prevent escape and the secret looting of the unknown claims.




  Wise in experience of the day, the wilderness, and the character of men who dogged their steps, the Fairweather party called a halt a day before they neared their goal. There in a barren valley they called a miners’ meeting to draw up laws and regulations of the new district and assure themselves of the inviolability of the claims they had staked. Without such rules and pledges they declared they would not go on. The rules were adopted and the pledges given. The discovers took up the journey, with the eager crowd at their heels.




  “When we came to the creek,” says Edgar’s journal, “and were going up I said to them: ‘This is the creek.’ Such a stampede! I never saw anything like it before. Got to Discovery about 4 o’clock. The creek is all staked.” And that creek was more than ten miles long.




  In a week there was a town of half a thousand men, a town of tents, brush huts and shacks in the neighborhood of Bill Fairweather’s discovery. Some erstwhile resident of the seceded South who preferred to register his principles with pen rather than sword, as he might have been doing that week with General Lee moving from Fredericksburg in his second invasion of the North, named the camp Varina, in honor of the wife of Jefferson Davis, President of the Confederacy. A week later Dr. G. G. Bissell, elected first president of the district by a miners’ meeting, scratched the name off papers submitted for his signature and substituted Virginia City, announcing that he would be damned if he would sign any papers in a town named for the wife of the rebel President.




  Virginia City it was, and in ruins still is; to sad confusion with the Virginia City of the Comstock Lode. In ninety days ten thousand men, and a sprinkling of women for their entertainment, flocked in. The whole area of what is now Montana could not supply so many. They came laboriously by steamboat and barge up the Mississippi River and over two hundred miles of perilous trails from Fort Benton, by foot and horseback and freight wagon from Salt Lake City, far to the southward, by any means of transportation from the declining placers of California and even from the riches of the Comstock in Nevada. Alder Gulch was only twelve or fifteen miles long. It could hardly hold its residents. Virginia City could not, and quickly gave up trying. Half a dozen camps, each boasting a name and a miners’ government, sprang into being along the few miles of meandering wagon trail below and above Virginia City. Nevada City was the first. Adobetown, Central, Pine Grove, Highland, Summit and Junction were not far behind nor far away.




  It was, in effect, one long town with a single crooked street. That street was bordered from end to end with such an assort-ment of saloons, gambling houses, dance-halls, cribs, stores, stables, blacksmith shops and miscellaneous businesses as a more civilized world is unlikely to see again. Perched on the sides of the gulch above were the cabins, tents and huts of the thousands of miners who were washing out a million dollars worth of gold each month and scattering it across the bar counters and counterpanes, to make their town a place of fame and infamy. A rich town, a wild town, a wicked town.




  Bannack, on the site of the year-old Grasshopper Creek diggings, seventy-odd miles to the westward, was the only other town worth mentioning in the five hundred miles of mountainous wilderness north and south between Salt Lake City and the Missouri steamboat landing at Fort Benton. From east to west there was not a settlement one-tenth as populous between Minneapolis and Portland, Oregon. Portland itself boasted only three thousand population while Alder Gulch was roaring with the shouts of ten thousand. There was only one other mining camp then in the world to equal it—Virginia City, Nevada, nearly a thousand miles away by unmapped trails over mountains and desert.




  Understanding of the vast extent of this area, almost unpopulated except by savages outside the two settlements of Alder Gulch and Bannack, is essential for understanding of the nature of life therein, and the crudities of the civilization of that day and place.




  Into that area, on the heels of the placer miners, first lured by swift rumors of the rich diggings of Grasshopper Creek, and increased to a tidal wave of adventurous humanity by the waiting wealth of Alder Gulch, came a motley throng. Bannack was only a few months old when the news of Alder Gulch spread with electric speed throughout the West, already attuned to such news by the California gold rush and the first bonanza of the Comstock. Mountain men and desert men, the bold women of the dance-halls and cribs in St. Louis, Chicago and San Francisco, gamblers and desperadoes rushed in for the kill.




  In the very week that Bill Fairweather and his five companions discovered gold in Alder Gulch, one Henry Plummer had been elected sheriff of the Bannack district. Plummer was a smooth shrewd frontiersman with the appearance of a gentleman, the charm of Satan, the organizing ability of an Al Capone and the moral equipment of a John Dillinger. He was the first truly notable gangster of America, though no one suspected it. The residents of Bannack knew only that he was quick and accurate with a gun, apparently courageous, neat and clean in dress, polite and charming to women, affable with men.




  They did not know that he had been marshal of the pioneer mining town of Nevada City, California, six years earlier. They did not know that there he had won the favors of a married woman, killed the husband who surprised him, and started the American gangsters’ prostitution of the law by originating a sob-sister trick which promptly won his release. They did not know that he had wounded another man fatally in a subsequent row in a bawdy-house. They did not know that he had killed a third man in a similar quarrel in Nevada City and escaped jail by means of smuggled guns. They did not know that he had organized a road-agent gang to rob miners and express messengers of the gold from the Oro Fino diggings in Idaho and that he had come to Bannack direct from those crimes in 1862 as the secret leader of a group of men who would and did kill without one moment’s hesitation, either for a poke of gold or the favors of a woman.




  The name and fame of bad-men, murderers and bandits, did not spread with the speed of the rumors of new gold strikes in the West of that day. There was virtually no government between the Missouri River and the Sierra Nevada. There were few and insignificant newspapers. All forms of transportation and communication were slow and arduous. No community could or did worry much about the troubles of another. When Plummer and a few of his henchmen departed hastily from the Lewiston section of Idaho after the killing of one Patrick Ford in his Oro Fino saloon, both Lewiston and Oro Fino were content. The banditry of the region was checked, and that was enough.




  There were no local officers to send after Plummer, no newspapers to spread his picture and his record over a thousand miles of wilderness. Each new camp accepted whatever Fate might send it, and asked no embarrassing questions. Plummer was accepted in Bannack at his face value, which seemed high. Members of his Idaho road-agent gang, including Charley Reeves, Jack Cleveland, Cyrus Skinner and Bill Bunton, were accepted as part of the riffraff that always appeared in the unpoliced frontier camps to run saloons, gamble, drink and carouse.




  With more calculating shrewdness than numerous gang leaders of a later date, Plummer concealed his former association with these men. He met them casually as he met the honest miners and business men of the camp, in the saloons. They, following the code of their kind, were equally uncommunicative concerning their past. Plummer’s reputation remained unquestioned and unsmirched.




  But he had quarreled with one, Jack Cleveland, when the two men were paying court to a country beauty named Electa Bryan. Having won the girl’s promise of marriage, Plummer feared Cleveland’s possible revelations. To remove that danger, when Cleveland, drunk, started another quarrel in a Bannack saloon, Plummer put half a dozen slugs into his body. Although mortally wounded, Cleveland proved himself the first exponent of a code of silence made famous by scores of dying gangsters of the prohibition era. He declined to explain the cause of his troubles with Plummer, or to reveal Plummer’s record. He died with the boast of a modern gangster that he could take it.




  Plummer, however, was fearful that the dying man had talked too much to Henry Crawford, first sheriff of Bannack. Therefore Plummer transferred his guilt-inspired enmity to Crawford. Excitement over the killing of Cleveland was heightened, but somewhat diverted from Plummer a few days later when three other bad-men, Bill Moore, Charley Reeves and Bill Mitchell, shot up an Indian camp on the edge of town, killing a white man and three Indians, and wounding several whites. A volunteer posse trailed and trapped the killers, and to their astonishment found Plummer with the group. In the ensuing informal trial, with the friends of the killers openly threatening the jury, a compromise verdict was reached with a sentence of banishment. Plummer was cleared of the murder of Cleveland. The other killers returned when a miners’ court, dominated by their friends, revoked the sentence of banishment.




  Bannack had gone on record as being without law or safety for life or property, a haven for murderers and robbers. Still there was no evidence of Plummer’s business association with the gang. His appearance with the fugitives after the wholesale murders at the Indian camp had required considerable explaining, but he had won the approval of Bannack by being equal to the task. At the same time he had proved himself a smarter person than most of the rough men of the camp.




  But he was not convinced that Jack Cleveland had died without revealing to Sheriff Crawford a past in which Plummer had killed at least four men and superintended the robbery of scores. Crawford must be silenced. To a man of Plummer’s character, that meant to kill.  So Plummer forced a quarrel upon Crawford at every opportunity, and finally drove the sheriff to such desperation that he took a potshot at Plummer from across the street, and tore Plummer’s right arm from wrist to elbow with the bullet.




  For a time it appeared that the arm must be sacrificed, but the nursing of friends saved arm and life, and before the wounded man was out of bed Crawford had closed his butcher shop and fled the country. Bannack was without a sheriff. Plummer was relieved of the fear of disclosure of his past, and he was elected to the vacant office. The plot was complete for the murder of more than one hundred men, the robbery of scores of individuals, parties and express boxes carrying the gold of the newly discovered Alder Gulch and the year-old Grasshopper Creek diggings. That was the state of civilization in the Rocky Mountains in 1863. Its immediate revelations are worth a chapter to set the stage for the greater robberies and battles of Butte some thirty years later, and the still greater robberies accomplished in Wall Street in the next decade.




  Chapter II




  Vigilantes Show the Way





  Honorable position in the community established by his election to the office of sheriff, Henry Plummer made a dangerous journey by horseback over two hundred miles of mountain trails to Sun river and brought back as a bride the Electa Bryan concerning whom he had quarreled with Jack Cleveland, to the latter’s death. The marriage lasted but ten weeks. Plummer perhaps reverted to type in his domestic life before he did in professional life. In any event, the bride departed for Salt Lake City and was never seen again in the Montana country.




  In the meantime, the new sheriff had appointed four deputies, of whom only one, D. H. Dillingham, appears to have been an honest and conscientious man. The three others, Ned Ray, Buck Stinson and Jack Gallagher, were murderous desperadoes of the most vicious type, and generally suspected of that character. How Plummer could have appointed them without subjecting himself to grave suspicion is a mystery unsolved. They were boon companions of a dozen gamblers, suspected thieves and reputed killers of the region including such locally notorious characters as Charley Forbes, Hayes Lyons and George Ives.




  Within a week they began to reveal their true character. Jack Gallagher was in the first stampede to Alder Gulch, announcing with a grin that if the gulch was as rich as reported, someone would have to be there to maintain order. Before the month was out, Hayes Lyons, Charley Forbes and Buck Stinson murdered Plummer’s only honest deputy in cold blood within sight of scores of men, and Jack Gallagher, in the plot, brought them through to safety.




  It was an incident of the first civil suit to be tried in the month-old camp of Virginia City, a dispute within the miners’ rules which had been adopted as the only law of the camp. Dr. William L. Steele, first president of the Fairweather district, was presiding at the trial, which was hardly more than a formal arbitration. The honest deputy, Dillingham, had been designated clerk. The hearing was out-of-doors, there being no building large enough to hold the crowd. Lyons, Forbes and Stinson approached Dillingham when court recessed for a few minutes, and called him aside from the crowd. There was a moment’s talk, three shots came as one, and Dillingham fell, mortally wounded.




  The crowd broke into an uproar. Jack Gallagher dashed through the milling throng, skillfully substituted his own unused revolver for that of Forbes, and declared the three men under arrest. Details of what happened after that are a little vague and varied. There was no court stenographer to record the evidence, and no newspaper to set down the story. But there is no doubt that Forbes, exhibiting the unused revolver provided by Deputy Sheriff Gallagher, was acquitted, and Lyons and Deputy Sheriff Stinson convicted by a miners’ jury made up of nearly all the men in the camp.




  Judge Steele sentenced them to be hanged. John X. Biedler and Richard Todd were detailed to erect a gallows and dig the graves. Half-way on the short drive to the gallows, the tumbril was stopped by the screams of women of the town, prototypes of the sob-sisters of a later day, pleading for the lives of “the poor boys.” “Don’t hang the poor boys! Save them! Save them!” Such appeals to emotionalism, supplemented by the reading of a tear-dripping letter ascribed to Lyons and addressed to his sweet old mother, turned the tide. A new vote was taken. The voices of the women and the friends of the murderers rang through the gulch. Jack Gallagher leaped to the wagon, slashed the bonds of the killers and shouted that they were cleared. Stinson and Lyons leaped to the back of a horse, happily provided at the moment, and galloped away.




  The first deliberate murder by the Plummer gang had been accomplished and the murderers freed. A sign—“Two Graves For Rent. Apply to X. Biedler”—was the temporary epitaph of justice.




  D. H. Dillingham, the only honest deputy in the territory, was dead and buried. His error had been the warning of two friends, Washburne Stapleton and Jim Dodge, that Lyons, Forbes and Stinson were planning to hold them up on the trail between Bannack and Alder Gulch. Dodge had revealed the source of his warning. The news quickly reached the three desperadoes. The murder of Dillingham followed promptly. The release of his murderers through trickery and emotionalism followed almost as quickly. The Plummer gang had demonstrated both its power and its viciousness, though Henry Plummer himself was not yet suspected.




  After that, robbery and murder piled upon murder and robbery. Organized crime of the most violent sort was in the saddle as it had never been in the history of the United States, and as it was not to be again until the rise of the gangsters in the prohibition era.




  Within a month after the Dillingham murder, Alder Gulch was producing a fortune in gold each day. Newly organized stage companies were hauling express boxes weighted with gold over the four hundred miles of wagon trails to Salt Lake City. Individual miners, their “piles” made, were traveling back to eastern or western or southern homes with their belts and pokes stuffed full of gold. Rich pickings for bandits and bad-men. Under the efficient and still secret leadership of Sheriff Henry Plummer the road-agents organized for mutual protection and information.




  Some fifty or more were in the gang. Plummer disposed them shrewdly. “Clubfoot” George Lane was assigned to open a shoe-repair shop in the first large general store of Virginia City, where he could pick up information concerning gold shipments. Ned Ray was appointed Plummer’s chief deputy at Bannack. Cyrus Skinner, a saloon keeper who had been driven out of San Francisco and associated with Plummer in Idaho and elsewhere, was also a spy. His saloon was headquarters for the gang.




  Billy Bunton was given the job of tending the stage station on Rattlesnake Creek, between Bannack and Alder Gulch, a position in which he could be invaluable to the gang. George Ives, “Whisky Bill” Graves, Boone Helm, “Old Tex” Crowell, Steve Marshland, “Dutch John” Wagner and a score of others were the gun-wielding highwaymen of the organization. And an organization it was, complete with a password—“I am innocent”—a badge of identification in the sailor’s knot of neckerchiefs, and secret marks upon stages to denote the amount of treasure carried therein.




  No sum was too small, no crime too vicious or depraved to come within the scope of the gang’s activities. T. J. Dimsdale, a frontier school-teacher who wrote the history of the Montana Vigilantes while their exploits were still so fresh in the public mind that he evidently feared to give the names of most of them, has left this picture:




  “Wounded men lay almost unnoticed about the city and a night or a day without shooting, knifing, or fighting would have been recognized as a small and welcome installment of the millennium. Men dared not go from Virginia to Nevada or Summit after dark. A few out of the hundreds of incidents must suffice. A Dutchman, known as Dutch Fred, was met by one of the band who ordered him to throw up his hands. Finding he had $5 in Treasury notes with him the robber told him he would take them at par, and added with a volley of curses:




  “If ever you come this way with only $5 again I’ll shoot you. Damn you, I’ll shoot you anyhow,’ and raising his pistol he shot him in the arm.




  “Another man was robbed of two or three dollars about two or three miles below Nevada and was told that if he ever came with as little money again they would kill him.”




  So much in illustration of the smaller crimes, the terrorizing of the thousands of honest hard-working miners and business men of Alder Gulch by organized and immune criminals working under the direction of the sheriff of the district. One illustration of a greater crime, unsurpassed in brutality by even such a desperado as the historic Joaquin Murietta, will suffice for this record.




  One Lloyd Magruder had brought a wagon-load of provisions from Lewiston, Idaho, to Alder Gulch in the early rush and had sold it at great profit, at retail. He was planning to return home with some twenty-seven thousand dollars’ worth of gold dust and two thousand dollars in currency. He knew the dangers of the journey and planned a caravan amply able to protect itself. What he did not know was that three of the men whom he planned to take with him were members of the Plummer gang. They were “Doc” Howard, Chris Lowry and James Romaine. A fourth, Bill Page, was being broken in to the gang’s needs. All four of these men had worked for Magruder while he sold out his stock of goods, and he had seen no reason to doubt their reliability. Plenty of men in Virginia City could have told him of the true character of his employees, but with the murder of Dillingham as an informer still fresh in their minds the wise men were keeping their counsel.




  Besides there were to be four other men in the party, William Phillips, Charles Allen, and Robert and Horace Chalmers. Nine men, heavily armed, adequately equipped with good saddle horses, pack mules and reserve animals, should be able to make even the long trip from Virginia City through the western Rockies and over the Bitter Root Mountains in safety.




  It was mid-October, and Magruder was anxious to get through the high passes of the Bitter Roots before snow fell. The party pushed on swiftly for six days before the time seemed ripe for action. “Doc” Howard, as leader of the bandits, had decided in the meantime that it would be folly to divide the loot with Plummer. Why not take it all, and move on to the coast to squander it in the brothels and gambling houses of San Francisco?




  Camped in a high mountain valley, far enough from Alder Gulch to be safe from pursuit, near enough to the Pacific to make escape seem easy, “Doc” Howard fixed the night for action. Allen and the two Chalmers boys had rolled in their blankets outside the circle of firelight. Magruder, Phillips and the three conspirators were smoking beside the blaze. Page was in the shadows.




  At a signal when Magruder bent to take an ember from the fire to light his pipe, Lowry split his head with an ax. When Phillips sprang to his feet in shocked astonishment, Romaine stabbed him to death with a hunting knife. Howard seized the ax, leaped over the twitching body of Magruder and split the heads of Robert and Horace Chalmers as they lay asleep. Aroused by the commotion, Allen sat up in his blankets, only to fall back dead as a charge of buckshot from Magruder’s own gun, fired by Howard, blew off the top of his skull. Five men had been murdered in fifty seconds.




  The three murderers congratulated one another and the timid accomplice, Page, who had had no hand in the actual killings but expected to share in the loot. This aggregated nearly forty thousand dollars when the gold dust of the other four victims was added to that of Magruder.




  Then they went to work to conceal traces of the crime. The start of the first snow of the season promised to help them, covering their tracks as they carried the bodies over a near-by ridge and hurled them into a deep canyon. That done, they burned the extra equipment, scattered the ashes, and drove the surplus horses into a canyon remote from the trail and shot them.




  “Doc” Howard, with a fondness for fast horses, appropriated the big sorrel of Magruder for himself. That was an error. Another error was the attempt to get through the high passes of the Bitter Roots in the midst of a continuing snowstorm. The difficulties of the journey forced them at last into the town of Lewiston to replenish their food supplies. They had hoped to avoid Lewiston, where they were known to have been employed by Magruder. But hunger and hardship drove them to it. Leaving their horses with a rancher, they sneaked into the town after dark and went to the stage station to engage passage out to the coast. Hill Beachy, deputy marshal of the town, and proprietor of the only hotel, noticed their obvious efforts to avoid recognition in the stage office, and became suspicious. Following them to the hotel, he recognized Howard, Romaine and Lowry as three tinhorn gamblers who had lived in the town a year before. He happened to know that they had worked for Magruder in Alder Gulch. He also knew that Magruder had written to his wife that he was coming home soon with the twenty-seven-thousand-dollar profits of his business venture.




  Beachy immediately suspected murder. There already had been enough murders in the Alder Gulch and Bannack region to justify such suspicion. But he had no evidence on which to act, and the four men departed on the stage next morning. But Beachy was not satisfied. He inquired around the neighborhood until he found Magruder’s big sorrel horse at the ranch where Howard had left it. A day or two later a traveler arriving from Alder Gulch brought the news that Magruder had left that camp, headed west, two or three weeks earlier, accompanied by Howard, Lowry, Romaine, Page and four miners, heavily laden with gold.




  Beachy’s suspicions were confirmed. He obtained the necessary authority and set out to capture the killers. The pursuit took him to Walla Walla, the Dalles, Portland, and at last by arduous overland journey to San Francisco. There he found the fugitives, arrested them, obtained extradition papers, and took them back to Lewiston. A confession was frightened out of the cowering Page. With that to support the circumstantial evidence, Lowry, Howard and Romaine were convicted promptly, and as promptly hanged. Page, as a state’s witness, was released, only to be killed a year later in a drunken brawl. Such was life, and death, in the Northwest Territory.




  The Magruder party was but one of many done to death by the road-agents of the Plummer gang. Time and again men left the Alder Gulch diggings, laden with gold, on their way to wives and families in the East, the West, the South, only to be found within a week, a month, a year, dead in some hidden canyon or shallow grave. The hard-won gold from the diggings came back to finance the orgies of the bandits, to fill the safes of the saloons, to buy silks and jewels for the painted women of the brothels and dance-halls, to corrupt what feeble authority there was.




  One recognized authority asserts that a conservative count made by the Vigilantes attributed one hundred and two murders to the outlaws in a little more than three months. Another authority asserts that one hundred and ten bodies of the victims of the road-agents were found before the winter of 1863 passed over Alder Gulch. Sheriff Plummer’s gang was murdering honest men at the rate of one a day, and still Henry Plummer was only beginning to be suspected.




  That could not go on indefinitely even in so rich and wild a community as Alder Gulch, hundreds of miles by tortuous wagon trails from the nearest railroad. Men who had been too busy with their private affairs, mining, freighting, store-keeping and so forth, to bother about the deadly brawls in the saloons or the robbery and murder of an unimportant man leaving camp with the takings of his claim, were brought to sudden consciousness of their own danger when the news of the massacre of the Magruder party filtered back through the snow-packed mountain passes to Alder Gulch.




  When the frozen body of one Nicholas Thibalt, a popular youth who had been employed in a Virginia City store, was brought into camp one day with a bullet hole in the forehead, and the marks of a rope around his neck as if he had been dragged into the brush where the body was found, public opinion crys-tallized suddenly. The man who had found the body offered a clue. That night an unofficial posse under the leadership of James “Cap” Williams rode out of Alder Gulch. In two days they were back with three prisoners: George Ives, accused of the murder, “Long John” Franck, eager to save his own neck by testifying against Ives, and “Old Tex” Crowell, another im-portant witness.




  Alder Gulch was alive with a new sort of interest. A murder more or less had been an incident of no great importance, but a prospective hanging of one of the badmen of the mountains, a man generally known as a vicious desperado who had hitherto escaped because of the fear in which he and his gang were held, was something to stir the populace. The gangsters immediately put their organization to work to save one of their leading men. They dispatched George Lane, their Virginia City spy, to Bannack to summon Sheriff Plummer to seize the prisoners from a lynch court and guide them to safety. As an added precaution, in which they revealed the shrewdness of the gangsters of a more modern day, they retained the four best lawyers of the district for the defense.




  In that they were especially wise. Plummer, not yet definitely branded as the bandit leader, was more shrewd than his henchmen. To avoid revealing his true character either to his gang or to the honest citizens who still had faith in him, he circulated a story in Bannack that Alder Gulch had gone completely amuck. A mob was on its way to sack Bannack, murder him and his deputies, Ned Ray and Buck Stinson, and incidentally cut the throats of the highly respected Judge Sidney Edgerton and three other leading citizens. To prevent such a massacre naturally he had to stay and direct the posse which he raised to guard the town.




  So Alder Gulch was relieved of interference by the cautious Plummer while it conducted its first murder trial since the travesty which had freed Stinson, Forbes and Lyons after the murder of Dillingham in the first month of the camp’s history. This trial, like the other, was held in the open air, although the date was December nineteenth and the weather bitterly cold.




  Two wagons were drawn up in the street to serve as judge’s bench, counsel’s table, and witness stand. Benches from a near-by dance-hall were placed to accommodate a jury. A huge bonfire blazed for the intermittent comfort of frosty hands and feet.




  Don L. Byam, miners’ judge, whose chief duty up to that time had been the settlement of disputes concerning claims, presided. Wilbur Fisk Sanders, a bearded youth of twenty-nine who had been admitted to the bar in New York, was appointed prosecutor. It was not a job to be envied, with dozens of the defendants’ associates, armed with revolvers, shotguns and rifles, circulating through the crowd which jammed the frozen street for a block. They swaggered, threatened and boasted that no such court, without authority and without power, could prosecute their friends and live to tell the tale. But Wilbur F. Sanders was a man of nerve as well as trained intelligence. He lived not only to prosecute George Ives and to tell the tale, but to prosecute a score of murderers in trials equally impromptu, and to be elected the first United States Senator from Montana.




  A jury of twenty-four men, their courage fortified by Sanders’ unwavering prosecution under the hidden threat of half a hundred guns, declared George Ives guilty of the murder of Thibalt. Sanders promptly moved that the verdict be recorded as “the verdict of the miners’ meeting here assembled,” and that Ives “be taken to a suitable place and there hanged by the neck until he is dead.” A roar of “Ayes” from a thousand men drowned the “Noes” of the few who sought to retain their immunity to rob and murder. George Ives was hanged from a projecting log of a building in process of construction near by. The first step had been taken to bring the safety of civilization into Alder Gulch.




  Within a week the Vigilantes were organized to carry on the good work. Paris F. Pfouts was president, James Williams executive officer, Wilbur F. Sanders prosecutor and John S. Lott treasurer.




  Testimony elicited at the trial of Ives pointed unerringly to several other men who were widely known for their reckless spending of gold dust, without evident source of supply. Encouraged by the temporary triumph of order without law, witnesses named “Dutch John” Wagner and Steve Marshland as the men who had held up the Moody pack train, carrying seventy-five thousand dollars, three weeks earlier. “Cap” Williams set out secretly with a Vigilante posse to seize them and Alec[k] Carter, who had been implicated in the Thibalt murder.




  Near the outlaws’ rendezvous, a log ranchhouse, still pointed out to tourists as “Robbers’ Roost,” the posse encountered a man of the district known as “Red” Yeager. Yeager was not suspected of association with the bandits. When questioned by “Cap” Williams he answered cheerfully that the men wanted were carousing in Deer Lodge with the notorious “Whisky Bill” Graves and Billy Bunton. When the posse arrived at the rendezvous they found that their quarry had been warned by a note from one George Brown, brought by Yeager ahead of the posse with such speed that he ruined two horses on the journey.




  The Vigilantes promptly turned back and took both Brown and Yeager into custody. A brief hearing established their guilt as accessories to the flight of the other desperadoes and they were sentenced to hang. The honest citizens of Alder Gulch had been slow to awaken, but they were wide awake at last.




  Facing the noose, “Red” Yeager confessed his complicity in a dozen robberies, and named Sheriff Henry Plummer as the chief of the bandits. That was the first time the sheriff had been definitely accused, although he had been under suspicion for several weeks. Going the whole route, once he had started, Yeager dictated the names and duties of more than a score of men in the Plummer gang, and added details of a score of robberies and several murders.




  That information given to the posse, Yeager went calmly to his death at the end of a rope over the limb of a convenient tree, wishing the posse luck in the punishment of his evil associates. Brown, whining and pleading for mercy, died beside him. For five days the frozen bodies swung in the winter wind.




  As fast as they could ride over the frozen trails and snowdrifts, the Vigilantes rounded up “Dutch John” Wagner, Ned Ray, Buck Stinson, and finally Sheriff Henry Plummer himself. Within a few hours of each arrest, all the evidence contained in the Yeager confession had been substantiated against each man. Dozens of honest citizens who had feared to tell what they knew while the sheriff and his road-agents were in control of the situation came forward to give information to the Vigilantes. Within a day all of Plummer’s vicious record was disclosed. The verdict for Plummer, Stinson and Ray was death. One after another they dropped to the ends of ropes on a scaffold erected by Plummer himself for execution of a murderer legally convicted some time earlier.




  Joe Pizanthia, another of the desperadoes, resisted arrest and shot a member of the posse. Within an hour he was hanging, his body riddled by bullets. “Dutch John” was next, hanged from the rafters of an unfinished house where the bodies of Plummer and Stinson still lay, awaiting burial.




  Returning to Alder Gulch, the posse rounded up Hayes Lyons, Jack Gallagher, Boone Helm, Frank Parrish and George Lane. Lyons, it will be recalled, had escaped the noose in Alder Gulch only six months before, through the connivance of Gallagher and the sobbing sentimentalism of a few women, thereby fixing in the minds of the desperadoes a sense of immunity which was the real foundation of the gang. But that immunity had reached its end. The five men were hanged in a row from the rafter of an unfinished frame building in Virginia City.




  Such convincing evidence that their rule of the diggings was at an end scattered the remaining bandits quickly. Why Plummer and his deputies had not fled from Bannack or Hayes Lyons and his associates from Alder Gulch at the first word of the confession and hanging of “Red” Yeager is a mystery. It may have been that the completeness of their sway through six months of unpunished robbery, murder and debauch, had turned their heads. But now, with their sheriff chief and a dozen of their associates thrown to the final punishment, those remaining began to take to their heels.




  Some of them did not go far enough along the frozen snow-blocked trails. “Cap” Williams, leader of the posses, was as persistent as Joubert. Wilbur Fisk Sanders, prosecutor, was as implacable as Fate. Bill Bunton, Cyrus Skinner, Aleck Carter, Bob Zachary, Johnny Cooper, George Shears, “Whisky Bill” Graves, Bill Hunter, were trailed to their hiding-places, confronted with adequate evidence of their guilt, and strung from gate posts, trees, ladders or whatever was most convenient.




  In the single month from January 3 to February 3, 1864, twenty desperadoes were summarily hanged. At least one had been hanged before; at least one later. The far-famed San Francisco Vigilantes could boast of no such record as that.




  When the half-completed list of executions had been read to Alec[k] Carter, standing on the gallows with a noose around his neck, he had said; “All right! Not an innocent man hanged yet!”




  Montana had cleaned up. More than a score of men, of a gang numbering perhaps fifty, guilty of the murder of more than one hundred, had paid with their lives. The others, in terror, had vanished from the mountains.




  A civilization which had temporarily permitted the theft of some thousands of dollars’ worth of gold dust from the millions being mined in Alder Gulch, had answered violent death with violent death. It had cleared the way for advancement to a more effete civilization which would justify fraud running into countless millions, a score of suicides and more violent deaths to the accompaniment of production of more than two billion dollars. The way was cleared to Butte, and Wall Street.




  Chapter III




  Preparing to Own America





  William Andrews Clark, a driving, grasping, ambitious youth of truly astonishing energy, and business ability near to genius, was preparing to play a leading rôle in one of the greatest economic, political and social dramas in the history of the United States. From the level of a laborer at two dollars and fifty cents a day in one of the early mines of Colorado, Clark was on the way to becoming, according to the late Senator Robert M. LaFollette, “one of a hundred men who own America.”




  Marcus Daly, equally shrewd, equally energetic, but otherwise the antithesis of Clark in every phase of character, was learning the mining business, also with pick and shovel. His first experience was under John Mackay and James Graham Fair in the historic Comstock Lode of Nevada. He was to win many millions from the vast copper deposits of Butte which he was first to vision in all their immensity. He was to see these millions watered in Wall Street and doubled through promotion of the Amalgamated Copper Company. He was to stop at that point in his role of empire-builder only because death intervened, but the copper empire which he started was to control Montana and dictate on occasion to the United States.




  F. Augustus Heinze, the most dramatic figure in the war for millions and for power, was a child when Clark and Daly were men, but one eventually to wring their souls and cut into their profits to a cry of “Napoleon! Napoleon!” from ten thousand fellow townsmen of Butte. Heinze was growing up in Brooklyn to be cursed by Standard Oil magnates as the most vicious enemy ever to oppose their theory of advancing civilization. The stage was being set in the ’seventies for a tremendous drama.
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