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Texas Ranger Captain John J. Klevenhagen Sr. is considered to have been one of the most outstanding leaders of an elite corps of law officers. (Photo courtesy of Houston Public Library)





Introduction



For more than a century and a half the Texas Rangers have dedicated themselves to the protection of life and property in that vast empire known as Texas. Their methods have changed over the years. Now, they are more inclined to use aircraft rather than horses and utilize DNA and fingerprint evidence from a laboratory rather than following spoor through the brush.


But if the tactics of criminology have changed, the men have not. They are still fearless, tough, taciturn, and often very compassionate men.


Johnny Klevenhagen was the paradigm of that type of unchanging Ranger. He was tall, lean, and leathery with blue-gray eyes that could sparkle with humor and sometimes mist with sympathy. To lawbreakers, however, his eyes were like x-rays that could burn through lies and evasions and lay bare a criminal’s hidden deeds.


Johnny bridged the gap between the old and the new ways of the Rangers, holding fast to the best traditions while eagerly grasping the new and scientific. During the time he was a nemesis to Texas lawbreakers, the state underwent one of its most dramatic changes.


During the 1930s Texas was rural. Agriculture, ranching, and the growing petroleum industry were the mainstays of the economy. And on the farms, ranches, and in the small towns where the bulk of the population lived, many Texans had not journeyed fifty miles from their birthplace.


But by the end of the 1950s, the state had undergone a massive transformation. World War II and rapid industrialization had turned the state into a land of big cities with exploding populations. Petrochemical complexes, steel mills, shipyards, aircraft plants, and a myriad of other manufacturing facilities as well as the always-booming construction industry changed the face of the land.


And Texans too grew into a more sophisticated, well-educated, and traveled people as perhaps the greatest growth came in the schools and particularly the colleges and universities, whose boom was fueled by growing demands for more educated and skilled citizens.


Johnny also grew with Texas. From a rural lad on a Comal County ranch, by study and hard work, he became one of the premier lawmen in an organization that was already legendary.


As a lawman he was relentless and unstoppable as in the famous dictum of Ranger Captain Bill MacDonald: “No man in the wrong can stand up to a man in the right who keeps on coming.” Johnny Klevenhagen always kept on coming. He devoted his life to the people of Texas. It wore him out and eventually killed him, but he left a legacy of dedication and heroism that will never be forgotten by those men who uniquely bear the title of Texas Rangers.





CHAPTER 1



Early Days


The life of the cowboy in the hardscrabble mesquite and brush country of Comal County, Texas, was not a job for the fainthearted. It was a land that bred lean, tough, and determined people who could fight perennial drought, occasional floods, flaying summer heat, and the chilling “northers” that screamed down in winter.


There were rattlesnakes in the brush that would lash out and poison unwary cattle, coyotes that would feast on a newborn calf, diseases that could wipe out a herd in a week. And during the first and second decades of this century there were still rustlers who would strip a rancher of the stock he had labored to raise and protect. This was the hard country into which Johnny Klevenhagen was born.


He was the son of a Comal County rancher named Frank Klevenhagen. His mother, the former Mary Videau, gave birth to the famed lawman on June 2, 1912, at the family ranch house near New Braunfels. The county seat, New Braunfels, was a thriving farming town of 6,000. In fact, there were only 8,000 people in all of Comal County, and they were greatly outnumbered by the cattle and, according to a few cynics, by the horde of rattlesnakes that infested the mesquite and cedar brakes.


In the harsh ranch environment Johnny learned to do chores, ride and rope, and shoot only a few years after he learned to walk. He grew up wearing the high-heeled, needle-toed cowboy boots and became so accustomed to them he found it difficult to walk in regular shoes. “They make me feel as if I’m falling over backwards,” he once said. His first heroes were his dad and older brother George. But when rustlers struck their ranch and other neighboring spreads and the Texas Rangers were called to the area, he found additional heroes and a lifelong calling.


The Rangers were big men with high boots, big sombreros, wearing a distinctive badge fashioned from a Mexican silver peso. They carried their saddles in the trunks of their automobiles and their “thumbbuster” Colt six-shooters slung on belt holsters or stuck in their trousers to lay across their bellies. They walked with the slight swagger of men who feared little and knew much.


From his first glimpse of these swashbucklers, Johnny knew his life would belong to the Texas Rangers. The glamour of the Rangers, however, seemed remote from the wearying chores of a small ranch, although it lifted his spirits when a party of Rangers camped nearby.


On those happy occasions Johnny would ride to their campsite where he was always welcomed by the big men. He sat by the evening fires, swallowed their black coffee and thrilled to their talk about how to follow trail sign; wild tales about “popping caps,” Ranger slang for shootouts; and stories of long hours on stakeouts where they lived on cigarettes, black coffee, and adrenaline.


But being a peace officer had to wait. Johnny was too young and his dad needed his help on the ranch so he dropped out of school during the eighth grade to work full time. To bring in more cash, when he was sixteen years old he moved to San Antonio where he was hired as a lineman for the San Antonio Electric Company.


After a year on that job, he still burned with ambition to become a police officer, and in 1930, after his seventeenth birthday, he figured a way to join the San Antonio Police Department. First he grew and cultivated, as best he could, a rather luxuriant black mustache. The next step was proof of age.


At that time, in order to vote, Texans were required to be twenty-one years of age and to purchase a poll tax, which cost one dollar. If during the Depression of the 1930s many did not have a dollar to spare, why then a willing politician would buy one for you. Reciprocity was, of course, expected. Somehow, Johnny managed to wrangle a poll tax receipt with his name on it.


With the document, at six-feet-two-inches in height, looming even larger in cowboy boots, and with his premature leathery look thanks to hours in the saddle under a blistering Texas sun, he was able to convince the authorities he was of age. He was hired as a motorcycle policeman by the San Antonio Police Department. “I was only seventeen,” he later said, “I guess I fudged a little.”


His first move was to buy an old “thumbbuster” .45-caliber, single-action Colt revolver. He later told crime writer Stan Redding, “I took to those motorcycles like a duck to water. Hell, it wasn’t much different than riding a raw horse.”


Nineteen thirty was a busy year for police officers. The failure of the stock market and the ensuing Depression engulfed the country in growing poverty, and that combined with the general lawlessness that came with Prohibition, made police work more hazardous than during the days of the old frontier. There was growing unemployment in the cities, and the collapse of agricultural prices bankrupted many farmers, leading to foreclosures of homesteads held by some families for one hundred years.
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Young Klevenhagen started his career in law enforcement as a San Antonio Police motorcycle officer in 1930.


Many proud men became desperate and embittered. Fast automobiles, confused police jurisdictions, and the lack of police professionalism made the decade of the 1930s the heyday of the bank robber and the bootlegger and marked the beginnings of organized crime. The headlines belonged to Pretty Boy Floyd, Bonnie and Clyde, Baby Face Nelson, and John Dillinger, all of whom were lionized in the popular press as the Robin Hoods and the James Boys of the day.


To police officers, however, they were the same vicious criminals with whom they had always warred. It was in this environment that Johnny began his life’s work.


With a population of 200,000, San Antonio in the 1930s was a city of great beauty with the San Antonio River flowing lazily through the center of downtown, brightly colored flowers blossoming from the wide front yards of stately homes, and ancient Spanish missions reminding all of its long and splendid history. It was marred, however, by the crowded, ramshackle homes of many poor Anglos, Mexicans, and Blacks. It was a city of warm romance and brutal battles.


San Antonio was a cosmopolitan blend of the easygoing affability of the Mexican, the industriousness of the German, garnished with a harsh layer of frontier Anglo violence. It was a town of small businessmen who provided medical, financial, and commercial services to most of southwest Texas and much of northern Mexico. A growing influence was the army’s Fort Sam Houston and the growing numbers of air corps flying fields lacing the city.


During the daytime, in the warm, humid, sun-lit plazas people moved with deliberation, if not with languor. But when the sun dipped below the towers of San Fernando Cathedral, the pace quickened. Then the twang of country-western or the rhythms of the mambo rolled out from the myriad of illegal speakeasies where patrons lost their inhibitions and sometimes their lives after overly indulging in smuggled tequila, bootleg bourbon, or bathtub gin.


Excitement and danger came quickly to the young officer. One night while patrolling on the outskirts of San Antonio, a large hearse “going ninety miles an hour” sped by him. Johnny recounted, “I could see the coffin through the glass windows and it seemed they were in an awful hurry to get that man to a cemetery.” Suspecting the coffin was filled with bathtub gin and rotgut whiskey, Johnny gunned his cycle and, after a wild chase, pulled up alongside the hearse driver, yelled, and motioned him to stop.


In response a gun was poked out of the window, and the man alongside the driver started shooting. Bullets whizzing about his head, Johnny braked, fell in behind the hearse, pulled his thumbbuster .45 from his holster, and promptly shot out both rear tires. The driver of the hearse fought the wheel of the wildly careening vehicle on the narrow road and finally succeeded in bringing it to a stop. Before he could wipe the sweat from his brow, he and his partner were looking down the barrel of Johnny’s .45, and the young officer was not in a pleasant mood. Wisely they surrendered, and Johnny had made his first big arrest. The hearse, of course, was loaded with illegal booze.


At one time Johnny rode a relic of the 1930s, a motorcycle with a sidecar. His partner was Bill Hauck, who in later years would work many tough cases with him when he became chief constable of San Antonio’s Precinct 1. In later years Hauck was elected sheriff of Bexar County.


In those days Johnny was a dapper-looking fellow, wearing starched khaki pants, white shirt, coat and tie, high-heeled cowboy boots, and a gray Stetson tilted rakishly over one eye. At six feet two inches, lean, with a clipped black mustache, he sent feminine hearts fluttering all over the courthouse.


The San Antonio Evening News gossip columnist once wrote, “Dapper Johnny Klevenhagen got the surprise of his life when a woman stopped him in the street and asked for his autograph. She said she thought he was John Boles, the movie actor. There is a resemblance too.”


The footloose bachelor heartbreaker life, however, was about to end. In 1933, while the young lawman was taking a coffee break at the refreshment stand in the Bexar County Courthouse in San Antonio, he met up with the young lady with whom he would share his life.


As he sipped his black coffee, a pretty blonde girl named Viola Wolff, also taking a coffee break from her job as a telephone switchboard operator, approached the stand. A brief conversation soon turned into a romance, and on May 7, 1935, the two were married. If his personal life was flourishing, so was his reputation as a crack criminal investigator.


Klevenhagen’s energy, savvy, and dedication to his work soon brought him to the attention of Will Wood, who, when he was elected constable of Precinct 1 in San Antonio in 1934, hired Johnny as deputy constable. It was in those early years that Johnny perfected his investigative techniques and not only made contacts among fellow police officers but also developed a rapport with those on the fringes of society: the hangers-on, the bar girls, petty crooks, and other sleazy characters that fluttered on the outskirts of criminal activity.


Johnny also acquired, among criminals, a reputation of a lawman who was very, very tough but who was also fair and would stand by his word. Unsavory though these people might be, throughout the years they were a vital source of information about criminal activity that enabled Johnny to break many difficult cases.
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District Attorney Investigator Klevenhagen searches for a clue while trying to solve a baffling San Antonio murder.


In 1936 Wood was elected sheriff of Bexar County and brought Johnny with him as an investigator, and there was plenty to investigate. The San Antonio economy was wallowing in the depths of the country’s worst depression, and criminal activity rose as the economy fell.


Police work, however, was not always bereft of humor. On a complaint from a puritanical church group, Johnny arrested a luscious twenty-eight-year-old blonde named Ruth Beaucaire for performing a “Parasol” dance at a Broadway Boulevard tavern. Testifying in her trial for indecent exposure, Johnny was asked by the prosecution to describe the dance.


“Well,” he stammered, “Ruth wore a mask, a parasol, and a smile. Pretty soon she dropped the parasol. It’s an art dance . . . I guess they call it.”


When the laughter died, Ruth’s fine was paid by the tavern owner, who gave his “Salome” a reassuring hug. The tavern owner’s wife, however, was not amused. She sued her husband for divorce, charging he had had an affair with his “Salome.” Johnny was soon after bigger game.





CHAPTER 2



The Red River Raider


At 9:30 on the sweltering morning of August 10, 1937, two well-dressed men stepped through the door of the cashier’s office of the San Antonio Public Service Company bus garage in downtown San Antonio.


One of the men, chunky and florid-faced, carried a long cardboard box. The other, tall but slighter in build, blue-eyed and blond haired, was strikingly handsome. He was dressed in a white linen suit and wore a straw hat rakishly tilted over one eye. The two attracted little attention from the half dozen drivers and clerks lounging about the office, lazily chattering about baseball, cars, and women.


Suddenly the blond pulled a .45-caliber automatic pistol from his coat and in a loud, authoritative voice shouted, “This is a stickup. Stay quiet and you won’t get hurt.” At the same time the burly man opened the cardboard box revealing a twelve-gauge sawed-off shotgun and waved it at the group. The neighborly chattering quickly stopped, replaced by frightened stares as the men froze in place.


“Give me the money,” the blond man said, pointing his pistol at the company’s cashier. Frightened, the cashier pointed to a large chest filled with money bags containing more than $1,700 in nickels, dimes, quarters, and bus tokens, proceeds of the previous day’s bus fares. The two men stuffed the coin bags in a larger bag and began backing out of the room. As they were leaving the blond said, “The money is insured isn’t it.” Then he laughed.


On their way out the burly man bumped into a bus driver coming off duty. “Hands up,” he commanded. When the driver, H.H. Tessman, was too startled to move, the burly man struck him across the wrists with the shotgun barrel. Outside the building a black sedan with engine running awaited the two men, who slung the money sack into the back seat and jumped into the car while the driver gunned the engine and the vehicle sped down the street.


The cashier immediately telephoned the police, giving a partial description of the getaway car. At the same time the police dispatcher’s office began receiving a blizzard of emergency calls. One reported an automobile accident with people injured only a few blocks from the holdup scene. The description of the car meshed with the cashier’s description of the getaway car.


Simultaneously another call came in, and a man with a frantic voice almost incoherently described a holdup of the San Antonio Buick company at the other end of town. A third call described another downtown robbery. Within moments police cars were racing on fool’s errands all over town. In the confusion the bandits made a clean getaway. Police Chief Owen W. Kilday later had to sheepishly admit to the press, “They duped us with phony calls.” After the initial call, Klevenhagen and another deputy rushed to the bus garage. Talking to the cashier he got a complete description of the men and the last two numbers of the license of the getaway car.


Klevenhagen, over the years, had developed a mind like a computer memory bank. He had been in Houston several weeks back to pick up a prisoner, and while there he recalled a conversation with police officers about a blond bandit who had been driving them to a state of frenzy with a series of bold daylight robberies.


The Houston chief of detectives told him, “This guy has pulled a half dozen stickups and has gotten away with at least $50,000. We believe he killed a deputy sheriff in cold blood. He’s also wanted for robbery in Galveston and Beaumont. He is a slippery son-of-a-bitch with an unfunny sense of humor. After every robbery he asks if the money is insured. Then he laughs.” Before he returned to San Antonio, Klevenhagen had pocketed a mug shot of the man.


In a flash of insight, Klevenhagen asked the cashier, “Did the blond man say anything as he left with the money?” “Yes,” the cashier answered, “He asked if the money was insured. Then he laughed.” Klevenhagen let out a whoop, “I know who he is,” he announced. To make sure, he drove to his office, retrieved the photo, and showed it to the men who had been in the bus barn office. All of the witnesses identified the man in the photo as the holdup man.


His name was Lawrence Rea. He was a thirty-one-year-old walking nightmare. He had been convicted of robbery with firearms in California and ensconced in San Quentin Prison for a number of years. Although he once attempted an unsuccessful jailbreak, for some strange reason known only to parole officers, he was let out on parole. Perhaps it was his mild-mannered, polite speech and good looks that convinced them he would become a good boy if released. It was a judgment that was to cost innocent lives.


In September 1935 Rea walked out of prison and immediately began a series of daring stickups. Like Pretty Boy Floyd and Baby Face Nelson, robbers and killers raised to the level of folk heroes, he had been raised wearing patched overalls in the dust ridden and poverty-stricken Oklahoma farmlands along the Red River.


When his identity became known, the press leaped on his story labeling Rea “The Ruthless Raider of the Red River.” It was not only alliterative, it was true. Glorying in his reputation, he pulled a dozen robberies in California and left a trail of stickups and stolen cars from San Francisco to San Antonio. Although the FBI, Texas Rangers, and local police authorities in a dozen states were looking for him, he managed to elude them all. His taunt to his underworld cronies was, “They’ll never take me alive.”


It was of course one thing to identify Rae; it was another to catch him. Contrary to the Sherlock Holmes theory of detecting where minute clues lead you to the guilty, in the 1930s, when the forensic arts and fingerprinting were in their infancy, in practical police work it was developing contacts in the underworld that was most important in solving most cases.


For years Johnny had cultivated petty thieves, “happy girls,” drug addicts, bartenders, cab drivers, tinhorn gamblers, and former bootleggers. Like all successful detectives he was a good actor and “con artist.” He could play “good cop,” dispensing understanding and sometimes even fixing minor charges.


He could also play a devastating “bad cop,” and flashing his cold eyes on a culprit, tightening his jaw muscles, clenching his big fists, and spitting out threats, he could scare the hell out of even the most hardened criminal. After seven years as a police officer, Johnny could play underworld types like a symphony conductor. They would dance to the tune he played.


Aside from that, his lawman buddy Deputy Duke Carver said, “Klevenhagen was the handsome one. . . . Feminine hearts roll over and hum when he strolls by . . . and that is no handicap in the detective business.” So suave, debonair Johnny Klevenhagen prowled the honky-tonk beer joints and dance halls of San Antonio’s rough, tough west side. He didn’t expect to find Rea, but as he tapped the informers or “stoolies” he had cultivated over the years, he did expect to find a lead.


He learned that Rea was a highly sexed self-styled Romeo who fancied that peculiar type of woman who found criminals fascinating. He flitted from one paramour to another like a crazed honeybee in a bed of roses. This was, Johnny thought, the chink in Rea’s armor.


It was in the shank of the evening when Johnny strolled into a striptease joint called “La Vie Parisienne.” There the nearly naked dancers gyrated under a bright spotlight to a hectic jazz beat, and the smoke hung so thick and the lights were so dim it was like feeling your way through a deep cave.


Through the gloom he spotted a heavily made up redhead, half bombed out of her mind on booze and drugs and babbling to a table full of sleazy women and cheap crooks. Her name was Patsy Burke, and she got her kicks by bedding down with thugs and stickup artists. She was loudly bragging about her “Larry,” who she said was the most macho stud in town, “and he’s poison when he’s crossed.” She boasted that after the bus garage robbery she had partied with him at the Gables Tourist Court.


As Klevenhagen sidled up behind her, she was mimicking Rae in a deep falsetto, “This is a stickup. Keep quiet and you won’t get hurt. Anyway the money is covered by insurance.” At that point Johnny rose from his chair behind her and said quietly, “Good evening, Patsy.” He gave the rest of the party the patented Klevenhagen hard stare, and the others hurriedly left the table.


After Johnny discussed “accessory after the fact” and how many years in the “slammer” Patsy could receive, she gave up the name and address of one of Rea’s accomplices, a man named Rudolph Smedley. At that Klevenhagen summoned backup and they rushed to the address, surprised Smedley, and took him to the county jail.


He was, in police jargon, a “good collar.” He was wanted by Texas police for a series of robberies, and the FBI had a warrant out on him for possession of a sawed-off shotgun, a federal offense. The Bexar County Sheriff’s Department charged him with robbery with firearms.


After intensive questioning and perhaps a promise of a reduced sentence, Smedley agreed to lead the lawmen to the elusive Rea. “He’s got a new girlfriend in Austin,” the former pal told them. The girl, a twenty-five-year-old “good looker” named Billie Morrison, was quickly located after a call to the Austin police. She lived in a small frame house on the outskirts of town.


Neighbors told police that Billie received a shadowy visitor on a number of nights. He came by auto, they said, driving to the back of her house with his headlights switched off. At this, the Austin police put Billie in custody and prepared a trap.


Since Rea bragged he would never be taken alive, the police expected a shootout. Armed with twelve-gauge shotguns loaded with double-ought buckshot and .45-caliber Thompson submachine guns, they surrounded the house and waited. Several officers took up positions inside the building. Their orders were simple, “Take no chances. If he goes for a gun, shoot to kill.”


For two days and two nights they kept up the stakeout. Finally on the third night at four o’clock in the morning, the drowsy officers heard an auto approaching the house. As fingers tightened on weapons and officers sucked in their breaths, it pulled into the driveway. It came to a stop and a dim figure got out and walked to the back door of the house. “Billie, Billie,” the figure whispered.


Travis County Sheriff Deputy Rip Collins, stationed inside, in his best falsetto whispered back, “Wait a minute.” Rea paused a moment; another deputy threw a searchlight beam on him and yelled, “Hands up.” But Rea ducked, pivoted, and ran toward the thick brush behind the house. Panting hard, a posse of lawmen crashed through the thickets after him, but they soon lost him in the murky light and heavy underbrush. Cursing, they realized he had escaped. Although at daylight and throughout the day they scoured the area, he was not to be found. “We should have gunned down the bastard,” one officer murmured. Tragically they did not.


In Rae’s abandoned automobile police found a rifle, pistol, and three sticks of dynamite. Also, empty moneybags from a San Antonio bank, change, and dozens of bus tokens were scattered on the floor of the car. While the police were calling in reinforcements and bloodhounds in an attempt to seal off the area, Rea raced through the rough country until he reached the small farming community of Govalle, a few miles southeast of Austin.


It was almost dawn on August 12 when Brad Payton, who owned a small farm, heard a prowler in his garage. Pulling on his overalls, he ran to the front door, which was being pounded by someone. Foolishly he opened the door.


Rea, wild-eyed and disheveled, stood in the doorway. He pointed a pistol at Payton’s head and snarled, “Give me your car keys.” Recklessly, Payton threw a punch at the bandit and Rea shot him through the heart. As he was bending over the dying farmer looking for keys, Payton’s twenty-year-old son Norman, who leaped out of bed at the gunshot, stormed into the room. Seeing his bleeding father on the floor, he charged at Rea who then shot him in the groin.


Payton’s wife was next. In a fury she threw herself on the intruder and grappled with him until he shot her in the stomach. Payton’s other son, sixteen-year-old Leon, entered the room as his mother lay screaming on the floor. As Leon reached the man, he heard Norman gasping, “Give him the car keys.” As Rea was prepared to gun down the last of the Paytons, Leon stopped, went to a bureau, and got the keys to the family automobile. Rea shoved his pistol into Leon’s face and commanded, “Get in the car and drive.”


Although half-hysterical with fear and grief, Leon started the car and drove down the country road for several miles. Suddenly Rea ordered him to stop. “I don’t need you anymore, punk,” he said, and he flung open the car door, kicked Leon out onto the road, and drove off. Leon stumbled several miles down the road until he came to the house of a nearby farmer, T.M. Markham, and screaming, beat on his door.


Sobbing hysterically, Leon blurted out the story of the attack. Markham grabbed the boy and led him to his automobile and sped to the Payton farmhouse where he found Brad dead and the other two bleeding badly. He telephoned the police immediately and within minutes mother and son were taken by ambulance to Brackenridge Hospital in Austin.


When Klevenhagen heard of Rea’s murderous escape, he and Deputy Cyrus Heard loaded up a sheriff’s automobile with twelve-gauge shotguns and a Thompson submachine gun and drove the eighty-five miles to Austin at eighty-five miles an hour. They also loaded a protesting and handcuffed Smedley into the back seat.


By the time they reached the Austin hospital, Norman had been stabilized and was able to talk. When Klevenhagen showed him a picture of Rea, he groaned, “That’s the man who killed my dad.” There followed one of the greatest manhunts in Texas history with more than 200 peace officers including Texas Rangers, State Highway Patrolmen, sheriffs’ deputies from two counties, and the city police of San Antonio, Austin, and Houston scouring underworld haunts in the search for Rea.


The San Antonio Public Service Board offered a $500 reward, and the state of Texas added another $500 for Rae’s capture. In 1937 during the Depression years, $1,000 was a considerable amount of money.


During Klevenhagen’s lengthy interrogation, Smedley gave up the address of a Houston hideout favored by Rea. Klevenhagen told Heard, “I believe he’s holed up in Houston, we’ll get him there. Let’s go.” The trio of two lawmen and one criminal piled in the car and burned up the highway. When they arrived at the Harris County sheriff’s office, they received word that Payton’s automobile had been found. The smashed-up vehicle was wrapped around a rail of a wooden plank bridge crossing a creek on the Weberville road fifteen miles southeast of Austin. Rea, traveling at high speed, apparently lost control when his tires hit the bridge’s irregular planks and spun into the railing.


A small army of lawmen on horseback and on foot, leading bloodhounds, began combing the area. Unique for that time, a police airplane hedgehopped a few feet over the brush hoping for a sight of the fugitive. But Rea was still ahead of the game.


After searching the area proved futile, Klevenhagen told officers about Rea’s possible hideout. It was reported to be an old farmhouse twenty miles northwest of Houston on a narrow dirt lane a few miles off the Hempstead road. Smedley told them the gang’s signal was that if a truck was parked in the front yard it meant that Rea was in the house and that his auto was sheltered in a garage out back.


When Klevenhagen’s posse arrived at the house, no truck was visible so the lawmen moved in quickly and netted two minor prizes. As they burst through the front door, they surprised an ex-convict associate of Rea’s and a shapely young woman. In the house was an arsenal of sawed-off shotguns, rifles, automatic pistols, revolvers, and enough ammunition for a small battle.


They hauled the two off to jail then they staked out the house. This time they used enough men to make sure Rea would not again escape their trap. They waited hunkered down in the area for two days and nothing happened. Klevenhagen in disgust returned to Houston.


On a Sunday evening when Klevenhagen and the local lawmen were gloomily comparing notes and looking for new leads, another chapter of the operations of the now infamous “Red River Raider” came to light.


Three Houston businessmen, jabbering with excitement, barged into the office of the Houston chief of police with a frightening story. Fishing on the Colorado River, they decided to take a luncheon break, spread out a blanket, and laid out sandwiches, soft drinks, and other assorted snacks. They were sitting down to eat when a ragged stranger approached.

OEBPS/images/f0008-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0004-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f00vi-01.jpg






OEBPS/images/9781461699293.jpg
L
TR
; CAPTAIN 2
V‘

TNt
s e
Dpughis Y uleeil








OEBPS/images/pub.jpg
vs

Republic of Texas Press
Plano, Texas





