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  INTRODUCTION




  BUTCH CASSIDY, the Sundance Kid, Elza Lay, and Kid Curry are names well known to history. These men were some of the key members of the Western outlaw troop known as the Wild Bunch or Hole-in-the-Wall Gang, which robbed banks and trains across the American West at the turn of the twentieth century. Though their names aren’t as easily recognizable, the women associated with the Wild Bunch have become legends of their own. For better or worse, their lives became entangled with the outlaws they called friends and lovers. Wild Bunch Women tells the story of feminine players as diverse and dynamic as the men who rode the outlaw trail.




  There was the mysterious, beautiful Etta Place, a consort of Butch Cassidy first, and later a longtime companion of the Sundance Kid. Was Etta, if that was her real name, a quiet schoolteacher or an ex-prostitute seeking adventure? Whatever her background, she became a Wild Bunch fixture and accompanied Sundance and Butch on their adventures in South America.




  Fanny Porter was a successful businesswoman, a madam who had the clichéd heart of gold. As well as being a trusted friend, Fanny ran the Bunch’s favorite house of sin in San Antonio, Texas. Fanny’s star employee, Annie Rogers, was Kid Curry’s favorite soiled dove. Curry was the most savage member of the Wild Bunch and arguably one of the most dangerous gunmen in the West. Yet, he treated Annie with respect and kindness. It appears that there was a sincere affection between them. The two took long vacations together but were eventually arrested passing stolen money. The hardened Laura Bullion probably worked for Fanny Porter but later drifted to Wyoming, hanging out her shingle in the world’s oldest profession. Laura became a Wild Bunch camp follower because she liked the great outdoors better than the confines of a stuffy bordello. She eventually ended up as the steady of an outlaw nicknamed the Tall Texan. Laura was a tough woman. She could ride and shoot and participated in at least one Wild Bunch robbery.




  Maud Davis and Rose Morgan were two comely Mormon girls from eastern Utah. Maud married Elza Lay, while Rose married a robber and rancher named Matt Warner. Maud spent time in Robbers Roost and knew Etta Place quite well. After the birth of her first child, she wanted to settle down and pressured Elza to do likewise. Like Maud, Rose followed her husband as he rode the outlaw trail. After a number of close scrapes, never knowing if Matt would come home alive or draped over his saddle, she’d had enough. Rose loved Matt but returned to Vernal, Utah, with her baby. In desperation, she gave her husband an ultimatum—quit the bandit trail or lose her. Both women loved deeply, if unwisely. The life of an outlaw wife was far from easy and each took a number of Wild Bunch secrets to her grave.




  Elizabeth Bassett was the matriarch of the famous Bassett family who lived in the region called Brown’s Hole, the eastern corner of Utah and the northwestern corner of Colorado. She was a close friend of Butch Cassidy, the Sundance Kid, and Elza Lay. Many outlaws called her ranch home and looked upon Elizabeth as a big, understanding sister. She savagely fought off large cattle interests that wanted to take her land by force. When she died unexpectedly, her daughters Josie and Ann took her place. Both Josie and Ann had love affairs with members of the Wild Bunch and remained close friends of Butch Cassidy, the Sundance Kid, Elza Lay, and Matt Warner throughout their long lives.




  Like the outlaws, the Wild Bunch women are cloaked in myth and legend. And like the outlaws, some Wild Bunch women went to great lengths to protect their identities with pseudonyms. This was a common practice to throw off the law and protect an individual’s family from the shame of her profession. What family wanted to claim a soiled dove or an outlaw moll? This cloak of mystery had something to do with outlaw honor, but it was also pragmatic. It was prudent to mask the identity of a lady so lawmen couldn’t trace the outlaw through her. Many members of the Bunch had seen firsthand how deputies and lawmen dogged Rose and Maud, as well as their relatives, trying to get their husbands.




  While intrigue creates an interesting story, it also makes it difficult for historians to separate fact from fiction one hundred years later. No firsthand journals written by Wild Bunch women have been discovered. Most of the information about them is a commingled veneer of fact, legend, and myth that must be scoured carefully. The stories that emerge from the shadows are fascinating and too often overlooked.
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  ANNIE ROGERS THE BEAUTY WHO TAMED THE BEAST




  ON A CALM AUTUMN MORNING IN 1901, a shapely woman in an expensive dress walked into the Fourth National Bank of Nashville. She asked the teller, Mr. McHenry, if he could change a few bills. The pretty woman with rings on her fingers wanted to trade smaller notes for fifties and hundreds. She handed McHenry a brand-new bundle of bills a half-inch thick and smiled.




  McHenry wondered if these notes might fit the description on the circular he had glanced at concerning a Montana robbery a few weeks back. It was a long shot, but he thought he’d better look into it. He told the woman the exchange would be no problem, but he’d have to run back to the vault, so the transaction would take a few minutes. Sure enough, the notes matched the serial numbers of the stolen money. He slipped into an office and phoned the Nashville police about his suspicions. The police, who were only a few blocks away, instructed the teller to detain the woman. McHenry went back to his station and told the lady her money would be right out.




  The two laughed and joked for a moment while they talked, ostensibly waiting for another clerk to bring the money from the locked vault. McHenry hoped she wouldn’t get suspicious. He’d never done anything like this before. What if she had a gun? Within minutes, Nashville police detectives Marshall, Dwyer, and Dickens arrived and took the woman into custody. The three officers had just made the biggest arrest of their lives. On October 26, 1901, Annie Rogers was held as an accomplice in the Wagner, Montana, bank robbery.




  Miss Rogers was a prostitute from Fanny Porter’s infamous sporting house in San Antonio, Texas. Her real name was Delia Moore and she hailed from Kennedale, Texas, but like so many in her profession, she changed her name to protect her family. In addition to the name Annie Rogers, she sometimes went by Maud Williams. An intelligent saucy woman, Annie was a favorite among the Wild Bunch and a frequent traveling companion and lover of Harvey Logan, also known as the infamous Kid Curry.




  As Annie Rogers and Kid Curry sadly discovered, the West had changed almost overnight. The beloved old hideouts were no longer safe. Texas, which had been a haven for Wild Bunch vacations, was now a good place to get caught. Even something as simple as changing a few stolen notes at an obscure bank proved to be a dangerous operation. No longer did lawmen have to hound an outlaw relentlessly in the field. New methods of tracking criminals and faster ways of communicating were proving highly successful, taking the fun out of good old-fashioned crime.




  A photo the Wild Bunch had foolishly posed for in Fort Worth nearly proved their undoing—so would the famous photo that Kid Curry took with Annie. The modern strategy of following the hot “money trail” was also paying handsome dividends catching criminals. Not only would it allow lawmen to net Annie and Kid Curry, it would result in the capture of the Tall Texan and Laura Bullion as well.




  After the Wild Bunch robbed a bank in Winnemucca, Nevada, officials discovered the gang hiding in Texas. The break came when a detective took a stroll near the red-light district and identified an outlaw from the Wild Bunch picture that was handsomely displayed in the showcase of the Swartz Photography Studio in Fort Worth. After a little detective work, lawmen were able to put faces on Butch Cassidy, the Sundance Kid, and Kid Curry—something never before done. Thousands of wanted posters with the outlaws’ photos flooded the country. Further searching led to hot bills from the Nevada job. In one of the largest manhunts the West had ever seen, officials blazed the trail by tracing stolen money. The Wild Bunch barely escaped, literally going out the back door before deputies raided the apartment where they were staying. With identifying photos available and the money trail known, life became very precarious for the gang members.




  Annie’s jail stay was a time of personal reflection and soul searching. She knew she was no choirgirl. She had run with a rough crowd and made her living behind closed doors. Nevertheless, she had not been directly involved in this crime, although certainly Annie was an accomplice after the fact. She knew she was changing stolen money and did it willingly. It was too dangerous for Kid Curry to do it because he was easily identified, and both had felt there was little risk for Annie. It was her bad luck that she stumbled upon a conscientious teller who had read the flyer. She had done her share to help her sometime-lover, Kid Curry, spend lots of money in riotous living. Now she was in a serious jam. Officials were trying to link her directly to the robbery, and it could mean a lengthy jail sentence.




  When cornered by the law, Annie, like any sensible woman, denied any knowledge of the robbery. She said she had no idea the bills had been stolen. She also denied knowing the Wild Bunch. Rather than putting her in a regular prison, the Nashville police did Annie a favor: They kept her in a large comfortable cell on the second floor of the police station. Her stay was more comfortable than she expected. In addition, a local ladies’ club provided her with novels, magazines, and a deck of cards for playing solitaire. It was certainly more pleasant than the cell her soon-to-be-captured lover would have. Annie knew how to play men and was a charming addition to the police house. She was proper, coy, polite, and witty, even if she wasn’t exactly cooperative. The men probably liked having her around. Officially, they kept her in-house because it was “convenient” for the detectives to question her on-site—they didn’t have to travel to the prison.




  Annie Rogers might have been a fallen woman, but she was likable. She wasn’t the run-of-the-mill, angry bawdy girl. By today’s standards, she could probably be compared to a high-priced call girl. She was able to charm the men around her and still endear herself to the old ladies who kept spoiling her with the niceties a prisoner rarely received. It helped that she was literate and articulate. When asked by one of the women if she’d like a Bible, Miss Rogers reportedly replied, “Oh, no, thank you. I’ve read it from cover to cover, twice.” She then quoted scripture.




  She pretended to cooperate with the police, who accused her of being an accomplice of the Wild Bunch, all the time proclaiming her innocence. She kept her story simple: She got the money from a man in Shreveport, Louisiana. Annie played her cards well. She was pleasant and congenial with her responses, even joking with her accusers. She won their considerations even though she kept saying she had no knowledge the bills were stolen.




  Jail, even a comfortable one, gave Annie time to think. The sporting life and consorting with outlaws did not seem very appealing from behind steel bars. Annie couldn’t deny her off-and-on adventures with the Kid had been a great deal of fun—a wonderful change from her regular line of work. Curry knew how to show a girl a good time, but in the back of her mind she probably knew it was a dead end.




  As time passed, the evidence against her became damaging. Kid Curry had been captured, and it soon became apparent the two were an item. Meanwhile, the police had found the picture the two had posed for in Fort Worth. It was obvious now that Annie was involved, at least after the fact.




  Nevertheless, she played cat and mouse with her interrogators, flatly proclaiming her innocence. After doing more checking, the police had firm evidence with which to confront her. They could prove that she and Harvey Logan had been traveling companions. They also had witnesses at Nashville’s Linck’s House who would testify that she and Curry had registered on October 13, in Room Two, as Mr. and Mrs. Logan. She was caught and she knew it. When the police asked her about her family life, she clammed up. By now they knew she had worked in a San Antonio brothel and that her good friend and former madam, Fanny Porter, had sent money for her defense. Interestingly Harvey Logan, before his capture, had also sent money through Fanny to help with Annie’s legal defense. While Harvey Logan, aka Kid Curry, was known as a cold-blooded sort, he treated Annie Rogers well.




  She continued to proclaim her innocence about the robbery but was upfront with the police about her profession. She admitted to detectives that Annie Rogers was not her real name. Like many prostitutes, she was protecting her family with her pseudonym. She would not say any more about her past and told detectives not to probe. Annie told the police that she had been married once when she was eighteen, but her husband had been abusive and she had left him after less than two years of marriage.




  Some have suggested that her relationship with Curry was one of convenience since she was a woman whose loyalties drifted toward the biggest bankroll. But it would be a mistake to assume there was no affection between these two social misfits. It’s rumored that after he saw Annie for the first time, she became his favorite thereafter. They apparently hit it off from the start. Yes, she loved for money and Curry could be a savage outlaw with a hair trigger, but there was substance to their unconventional relationship, as strange and unorthodox as it was.




  Both were realists and knew that life was at best a precarious game of chance for folks in their lines of work, but they lived for the moment and seemed to enjoy one another’s company. Perhaps deep down Annie hoped their relationship would develop into something permanent, but she wouldn’t push it and had no right to expect commitment. You didn’t corral or change a man like Curry, and she was smart enough not to try. In fact, she had watched as another pretty prostitute at Fanny Porter’s house set her cap for Kid Curry, the handsome gunslinger with a large mustache. This bawdy girl had staked Curry out as her personal claim, hoping he would be tempted to take her from her life of sin. She got pushy and Curry recoiled like he’d stepped on a diamondback rattler.




  Annie had also seen how Will Carver, another Wild Bunch outlaw, had ended his relationship with her friend, Lillie Davis, when she got too demanding and in a sudden streak of respectability wanted to get married. Even though she was a successful prostitute, Lillie wasn’t the judge of men Annie proved to be.




  Lillie was a fellow Texas girl from a small town called Palestine. She decided she wanted to leave the farm to see the big city lights and have some excitement. Making her way to San Antonio, she fulfilled her dreams of living in the big city by entering the world’s oldest profession. She took a job at Fanny Porter’s house but tired of it quickly and wanted out. Her profession, understandably, bothered her father, and she wanted to make him proud by becoming “respectable.”




  Lillie had the same dream as many bawdy girls: to find a man who would rescue her from her sordid life. Lillie was always on the prowl for a client who might marry her. She got to know the Wild Bunch on a personal level and decided that Will Carver would be just the man to save her. Carver was obviously fond of Lillie since he took her on some long exciting vacations, but he was more interested in convenience and a good time than commitment. He liked having a woman about and Lillie was good company, but she wasn’t the first or the last girl he would travel with.




  Just like normal law-abiding people, Carver, Davis, Curry, and Rogers vacationed together. On one trip they went to the state fair, ate ice cream, and then rode the cars north for a luxurious holiday, during which they spent fistfuls of that hard-earned stolen money. Lillie kept harping on the subject of “respectability” and reportedly bullied a drunken Carver into marrying her. Well, sort of marrying her. There was probably some sort of a wedding, but it was likely all a sham. Like Carver, she’d been drinking a lot. Some accounts say it was in Texas, others say Denver, perhaps in a bar or a bawdy house. Lillie wanted a piece of paper to make it legal so she could show her parents, but if she got a license, it was bogus.




  The four stayed in the finest hotels, including Brown Palace Hotel in Denver. The women were lavished with the best French fashions. The outlaws wore expensive suits (with sixguns smartly tucked into their waistbands). They drank imported wines and ate in four-star restaurants. Curiously, Annie tamed her outlaw to some degree. She had Kid Curry order some very expensive sets of silk underwear—drawers of which he was quite proud. Apparently, he was so thrilled with his new acquisitions he liked to show them off.




  Reportedly, the two outlaws left the girls to pull an occasional job—no doubt needing a refill in the cash department since this long holiday was very expensive. At one time they supposedly met up with the Bunch to do some robbing. Several times they worked on their own. Depending on how long they were gone, and how much cash they had, the girls were left in nice hotels or sent back to Fanny’s. When the outlaws again had fat wallets, the party continued.




  Eventually Lillie’s craving for respectability became too much, and Carver gave her a humorous bill of “divorcement” from their unofficial marriage. It was humorous to Carver, at least. It wasn’t to Miss Davis, who soon had to go back to her job in the bawdy house. Carver bought her a train ticket back to San Antonio. He had to get back to outlawing, anyway, since he was nearly broke. He had no hard feelings, thinking they had had a good time on their vacation. Pushy though she was, he mentioned taking her on another vacation once he saved up some money, and he continued to send her gifts and money.
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