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Introduction

More than a few of the law officers who served the towns, counties, states, and federal courts of the West during the last half of the nineteenth century sold their talents on whichever side of the law seemed to offer the most advantage. The history of the time is full of their stories. In Lawmen of the Old West: The Good Guys, I told of some of those men who followed conscience and honor in the performance of their duty. The lawmen you will find here were serious offenders against the laws that they, at one time or another, had sworn to uphold. They have little in common except for the skills and toughness that caused them to be chosen to enforce the law in those difficult times and hard places and a flexible or sometimes nonexistent perception of the difference between right and wrong.

Some of them drifted from one side of the law to the other according to what seemed safest or most lucrative. Others used positions as law officers as cover for their more nefarious activities. A very few overcame early careers in outlawry to make names for themselves as “good guys.” More than one kicked out their lives at the end of ropes, strung up not by an official hangman but by citizens outraged by their abuse of the trust that went along with the badge they wore.

It has been said that those who selected the hardcases and gunmen whose careers are chronicled here should share the blame for the results. Perhaps, but it would have seemed logical, with no infrastructure to provide screening and training for officers of the law, to pick men who seemed able to face up to the lawbreakers and deal with them on terms they could understand. Who better to do that than someone who had already demonstrated his skills and now professed to want a career on the side of right?

It was not such a bad idea, but it often worked out poorly. These are the stories of some of those men. Their skills were honed in range wars and family feuds and polished along the cattle trails, in the saloon and banks, and on the trains of the West. Some of them did good work enforcing the law when that was their job. Some of them had equally successful careers on the other side of the law.

The West of that time, in spite of the immense distances involved, was a small place in some regards. The famous and infamous men who lived by their guns often crossed paths in more than one area. From the railhead towns of Kansas to Tascosa in the Texas Panhandle, San Antonio, and El Paso, Lincoln and Fort Sumner in New Mexico, Lordsburg and Tombstone in Arizona, the names show up. So that we find Henry Brown riding with Billy the Kid and later wearing a badge in Tascosa, Texas, and Caldwell, Kansas; and Charlie Siringo knew them both in the first two places and settled in Caldwell while Brown was city marshal.

We find Jim Miller marrying into the fighting Clements family in North Texas and later being defended by one of their cousins, John Wesley Hardin, in El Paso where Hardin had established the law practice he had studied toward while in the Texas State Penitentiary at Huntsville. Hardin did not get to complete the defense, however, because John Selman, outlaw, gunman, and constable, killed him in an El Paso saloon. Miller has often been pointed to as the man who killed Pat Garrett, who was the one who killed Billy the Kid. It probably was not true, but Miller was close by at the time and almost certainly was involved, or had planned to be involved, in some way.

On and on the interconnections go. It was a small though not closely-knit community, who worked together, chased, arrested, and killed each other in the untamed towns of the West. Over and over again in these stories, you will find references to uncertain facts, suppositions, speculations, and general lack of information. That, of course, is always a problem when dealing with a part of the world where development is sparse and emotions run high. There are insufficient recorded facts to depend on, and the memories and memoirs of those who were there were often shaded by loyalties, politics, and preferences. Given those problems, here come the stories of the “bad guys.” Watch out!
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Henry Brown

“Marshal Brown, Marshal Brown. Would you please step into the mercantile? Mr. Draper has need of your professional services.”

Henry Brown automatically checked the street for any suspicious or threatening activity before he left it. He was, after all, a fighting man with almost ten years of experience. He stepped cautiously into the dimmer light of the store on guard for whatever might be taking place that called for the attendance of the city marshal of Caldwell, Kansas. In spite of his preparation, he was not ready for what happened next.

Applause broke out from the gathered group of citizens and then there was a speech from Frank Jones—a speech that expressed the confidence the leadership of Caldwell had for their newly appointed chief law officer. Brown was handed a beautifully engraved .44-.40 Winchester rifle with a gold plated and engraved butt plate and an impressive, custom-made black walnut stock. On the right side of that stock was a presentation plate that read: “Presented to City Marshal H. N. Brown for valuable services rendered in behalf of the citizens of Caldwell, Kansas. A. M. Colson, Mayor, Dec. 1882.”

The shocked marshal could only stutter out his gratitude for the expression of confidence and the generous gift that had been purchased by taking up donations from the merchants and town fathers. The Caldwell Post for January 4, 1883, wrote, “Henry is as proud of his gun as a boy of a new top.”

The dialogue and descriptions of the marshal’s caution above are imaginary but are surely not far from true. The description of the gift and his reaction to it are taken from contemporary sources. The rifle, with its presentation plate intact, now resides in the collection of the Kansas State Historical Society.

Henry Newton Brown had ridden a long and varied road to reach that point in his life, and the changes were not quite over yet. He had been born in Missouri in Cold Spring Township, not far from Rolla, in 1857. Coming of age in Missouri during Reconstruction, with tales of the exploits of those other fellows from the “Show Me” state—the James brothers and their cousins, the Youngers—it’s not surprising that young Henry looked West toward excitement early. This predictable desire for adventure was helped along by the fact that he and his sister, Ellen, were passed around from family to family after the deaths of their parents. Apparently, they were raised mostly by their mother’s brother, Uncle Andrew J. Richardson, and his wife, who during the same time were in the process of beginning their own family that eventually included fifteen children. The oldest of those children was Henry Newton Richardson, born the same month as Henry Newton Brown.

Whatever the motive, Henry Brown ran away from home, probably in 1875. It could have been a year or two earlier. He was not more than seventeen years old. He was one of many boys who lived on, what seemed to them, the dull edge of life and headed west to find the excitement they heard people talking about.

He found work on a ranch, probably first in Colorado. Charles Siringo, who later wrote about his own life as a cowhand and man hunter, lived for a time in Caldwell and mentions in his writings that Brown first worked in Colorado. He would have started at the bottom with chores around the home ranch, those things that “real” hands would refuse to do. He would have worked hard from early to late and, in time, learned the skills of a cowboy. We don’t know much about Henry’s life at this time, but we do know what it was like for most boys in his position. It was hard work followed by more hard work Those skills were to support him a time or two in the future as his life took its twists and turns.

Perhaps it was hard enough work that the young man, now filled out and toughened up somewhat, began to look for something that would pay better and take a little less effort. In 1876 or possibly as early as late 1875, Brown was hunting buffalo in the Texas Panhandle. There are numerous comments during his life about his skill with weapons. It can be assumed that he would have soon worked his way up from skinning the animals felled by someone else to being a “shooter.” This was more like it. A good shot, with experience choosing his stand, could kill as many buffalo in an hour or two as the skinners could handle in a day.

Some have placed him in the company of Bat Masterson and the other buffalo hunters who stood off the assault of Comanche warriors led by Quanah Parker at Adobe Walls. However, that famous fight in the Texas Panhandle occurred in July of 1874. Brown is not mentioned by any reliable sources on that battle, and the date makes it unlikely that he was already hunting in that area. It is much more likely that he was still in Missouri or learning the trade of a cowboy in Colorado at that date.

Henry Brown was involved in his first shooting scrape during this time, supposedly early in 1876. Siringo, who was a cowboy near Tascosa, Texas, a couple of years later, writes in his book A Texas Cowboy about hearing the story. He tells about Henry wandering down out of Colorado and getting “crossways” with a cowboy in the Texas Panhandle. He killed the man, “after firing three shots at him.” There are no official records of this killing. If it did occur, and many incidents like that did and were never reported, then it might explain Brown’s next step. He moved west into New Mexico and came to rest in Lincoln.

Lincoln, New Mexico Territory, was a comfortable place for Texas drovers. Much of the Anglo population had migrated there from Texas and many for reasons similar to those that brought Henry Brown to the area. We know that he was there by the middle of 1876 and that he found it a good place to find work for a man who was good with firearms and short on fear.

The animosities that led up to the famous Lincoln County War were in full bloom. One of the major protagonists of that conflict was Lawrence G. Murphy, a hard-bitten, ruthless Irishman who had been a Union army major in the Civil War. Murphy’s general store, in a building known as “the House” in Lincoln, was only the beginning of the empire he was building by the time Henry Brown signed on to work on his ranch. Before long the whole organization was known as “the House.” The qualifications for a ranch job in that time and place depended as much on how well and how willingly a man used a gun as it did on his skills with livestock. It can only be imagined what duties Brown performed during the year and a half he worked for Murphy.

The largest rancher in the area, John Chisum, a Texan who had moved his herd into the area almost a decade before, was losing livestock. His “fence rail” brand, a long straight line down a cow’s side, was easily doctored with a running iron into one of Murphy’s carefully selected “arrow” brands. The ear marking, however, a cut known as the jinglebob, was much more difficult to overcome. It may be that Henry, with his ranch hand experience, did some of that running iron work.

During this time, much of the conflict was commercial. A young English rancher named John Tunstall opened a store in competition with Murphy. Murphy had fired Alexander McSween, a lawyer with a conscience, for refusing to defend some Murphy riders who had been caught by Chisum stealing his cattle. McSween was not willing to defend them once he determined that they were, in fact, guilty. He opened a law office in the building that also contained Tunstall’s store. This lead to an association of interests with Chisum, who decided to open a bank in the same building. He brought the Englishman and the lawyer into the bank as officers.

That group was arrayed against that of “the House.” Major Murphy had close ties to the Territorial government, particularly the governor, Samuel B. Axtell. Murphy’s handpicked lawman, Sheriff William Brady, and eventually, James “Jimmy” Dolan, another Irishman, were the primary players on the side of “the House.” Dolan had worked his way up through the firm to a partnership. When the competition began to eat into the firm’s income, Murphy’s appetite for whiskey began to affect his health. Dolan and another man, John Riley, bought out his interest in the store, and he sold the ranch only a year later. Soon Dolan and his partner were consumed with the task of making the store pay. Their major support came from small ranchers and farmers who resented the vast holdings and wealth of Chisum. However that did not make up for the business lost to the major ranchers and the majority of townspeople who supported the Chisum, Tunstall, and McSween enterprises.

It was near the end of this economic conflict that Henry Brown realized if he stayed with Dolan, there was no certainty that he would get paid for his work. More and more, it looked like the job was going to be more dangerous than punching cows or even stealing them. He determined to leave the employ of “the House” and asked Dolan for his wages. It’s possible that with violence so obviously brewing Brown would have taken his pay and left the area. Even if he had been so inclined, that possibility died when Dolan refused to pay him what he believed he was due. Henry finally took what was offered and almost immediately accepted a job riding for Chisum. By this time there was little pretense of hiring cowboys; both sides were taking on “guns” wherever they could hire them.

A few weeks later he transferred or was “loaned” by Chisum to the Tunstall spread following an attempt by Dolan to prod the peaceful Englishman into a gunfight. Tunstall was soon killed along the road from his ranch to Lincoln. The extra protection had done no good. Dick Brewer, Tunstall’s foreman, and a young man that Tunstall had given a chance to make a hand when others, afraid of his reputation for trouble, would not, started the call for revenge. That young man was another Henry, born Henry McCarty; he was using his stepfather’s last name, Antrim. Folks called him Billy or just “the Kid.” Henry Brown was ready to answer that call; he had his own reasons for wanting to get back at Dolan and his party. They joined a group that called themselves “Regulators” but whose prime function was to find and destroy the members of the posse that killed John Tunstall.

By the end of the same day at least sixty men, armed and ready for trouble, had gathered at McSween’s in Lincoln. There was no trouble for the first couple of weeks so the working ranchers in the group began to drift toward home to take care of their own businesses. The Tunstall riders and other gunmen had nothing much to do but watch for trouble or start some. They had their chance the next day. The inquest made a determination of murder and named a half a dozen men plus “others not identified” as involved in the attack on Tunstall. Those listed by name included James Dolan.

John B. Wilson, justice of the peace, issued warrants and gave them to Constable Antanacio Martinez to be served. Martinez immediately deputized Billy the Kid and Fred Waite, another of the Tunstall men. Sheriff Brady threw all three of them in jail for “disturbing the peace.” The incarceration didn’t last long, but it did feed the flames of antagonism that were threatening to break out.

Dick Brewer took over as leader of the group and got Judge Wilson to appoint him a special deputy constable, and he set out to serve the warrants. His posse, made up of some of the remaining members of the “Regulators,” included at least ten men. Among those were Billy the Kid and Henry Brown. It was Henry’s first experience of having even the remotest of legal authority behind him.

At this point things get even hazier than before about exactly who did what, when. Sheriff Brady was certainly not making any progress toward solving the murder of John Tunstall. He did not appear to be making any great effort in that direction and was not likely to make any as long as his job depended on Dolan.

The posse captured Billy Morton and Frank Baker after a running gun battle and, in spite of some discussion about getting even right then and there, started back to Lincoln to turn them in. Three days later Morton and Baker were dead on the trail along with posse member William McCloskey.

Exactly what happened may never be clear. One version of the story is that the posse was on the verge of deciding to execute Morton and Baker instead of taking them to Lincoln. When McCloskey objected, Henry Brown, without any additional discussion, shot him dead. The two prisoners then made a break for it and the posse opened fire, killing both of them. If this is what happened, Brown’s actions fit with the way he dealt with situations later in his career. He made his decision and acted on it without talk or warning. This version was described in a letter written by Florencio Chaves to author J. Evetts Haley in 1927. Chaves states that he was present when this happened. Others have given other descriptions.

Official sanction didn’t last long. Governor Axtell soon arrived at nearby Fort Stanton and held a brief hearing in Lincoln in which he heard only the version of facts supplied by Dolan, and he stripped the “Regulators” of their authority. Their response was not long in coming. They slipped into Lincoln after dark and took up positions behind the wagon gate at Tunstall’s store. It was in the middle of the morning of the next day before their wish came true. Sheriff Brady, Deputy George Hindman, and three others strolled out of the Wortley Hotel and started down the street.

The firing started with the Kid, Henry Brown, and John Middleton getting in the most effective hits. Brady died immediately and Hindman a few minutes after being hit. Several others on both sides suffered minor wounds, and the attackers slipped safely out of town. Now not only were they acting without legal sanction, they were all wanted men. A $200 reward was posted for the capture of any of them.

Over the next two days about fifty fighting men, including all of the “Regulators,” gathered in Lincoln. They made the large adobe McSween home their base and posted men in several smaller structures around it. The “House” had at least as many men ready to fight. The arrival of a contingent of troops with a Gatling gun and a howitzer caused a panic in some of the men manning the defense of McSween’s. The commander at Fort Stanton was known to be a friend of the Murphy-Dolan group. Even though the officer in charge declared his intention to take no part in any fighting that broke out, it unnerved enough of them that the “Regulators” lost about half of their force that first night. Predictably, Henry Brown and Billy the Kid were still in the thick of things.

Henry was stationed in a small storage building about thirty yards from the main house along with George Coe and Joseph J. Smith. From their protected vantage point, they could guard one wing of the house. No action, except for the desertions, took place for several days. Jack Long, one of Dolan’s men, got a fire started on one end of the house. The adobe structure was not a firetrap by any means, but the flames moved along, feeding on the rafters, flooring, and other wooden fixtures. When Long came back with a helper to get another fire going, they came into the line of sight of Brown, Coe, and Smith, who promptly cut loose. The two men dropped their fire-starting materials and took cover in the only place that was handy, an outhouse. The thin boards offered no protection from the bullets that came steadily from the warehouse. Long and his companion made the only decision they could. They dropped down into the pit of the privy. According to George Coe, Long later said the time spent standing in the sewage was “gruesome” but that it “beat dying all hollow. . . .”

By dark that evening the three decided to make their escape. The fire had progressed to the point that the defenders of the house would soon have to abandon it. When massive amounts of gunfire began to concentrate on the house, they took their chance. They got away without knowing whether any of the others survived or not. The three made their way to the little community of San Patricio on the Rio Ruidoso.

Other survivors began to trickle in, among them the Kid, and they were able to piece together what had happened. Several of the men were dead. Eugenio Salazar had been hit three times and appeared sufficiently near death that two of the opposing gunmen discussed putting a final bullet in his head and decided it was not necessary. Salazar lived, helped Billy the Kid break jail in 1881, and finally passed on in 1936 at the age of seventy-three.

When the heat and smoke of the fire became too much and only a few men were left in the house, they made a plan. Billy the Kid would lead a small group—two or three besides himself—out one direction and draw the fire of the other party. McSween and the rest would run the other way and escape. One of the men with Billy, Harvey Morris, was killed before they crossed the yard. The others made it to safety.

The men with McSween waited too long to make their move, and the shooting concentrated on them as soon as they left the doorway. They were trapped in the yard, most of them behind a woodpile, a few in a chicken house. Someone in the McSween party offered to surrender in exchange for a guarantee that their lives would be protected. The guarantee was made and the men left their remaining shelter and were standing in a corner of the house.

There are as many versions of what happened next as there were men to tell them. Who fired first and whom they shot at became immaterial. At the first shots, the attackers cut the five men down. McSween had, as always, refused to take up arms and carried only his Bible. He had five bullets in him. He and three of the men with him were dead. The fourth was severely injured.

Most of the original “Regulators” survived the battle. McSween and several of the new recruits had died, but the rest had escaped and now regrouped in San Patricio. It took them a while to steal enough horses and gear to outfit themselves again but when they had accomplished that, they split up and found their own ways. Only a few, including Billy, George Coe, and Henry Brown, stayed in San Patricio. Likely the others got out of New Mexico Territory as fast as they could.

Now the boys needed a stake. They had drifted north to Fort Sumner, and the Kid announced his intention to stay there and “. . . steal myself a living.” He was also determined to continue killing off the men who had murdered John Tunstall. At that point, George Coe decided to return to Lincoln and try to get back on the “straight and narrow.” The rest planned to “round up” some horses from ranches in the area and sell them to raise funds. The group following the Kid now included Tom O’Folliard, Charlie Bowdre, John Middleton, Fred Waite, and Henry Brown.

They gathered up a herd of about one hundred fifty horses, and they drove them to Tascosa in the Texas Panhandle to sell them. Bowdre sold his share to the others before they left and headed back to Fort Sumner to attempt to regain his life. It didn’t last long. Unlike Coe, who eventually won a pardon from then governor Lew Wallace and lived out a long and useful life, Bowdre was back riding with the Kid within a short time.

During the winter of 1880, a posse led by Pat Garrett surrounded an abandoned cabin that Billy, Charlie Bowdre, and three others had camped in for shelter from the cold. The next morning, when Bowdre stepped out the door, both Garrett and Lee Hall fired. Charlie staggered back into the cabin with two bullets in his chest. The Kid stuck Bowdre’s pistol in his hand and told him, “They’ve murdered you, Charlie, but you can get revenge. Kill some of the sons-of-bitches before you die.”

Bowdre made it out the door but put his hands up and wobbled to Garrett. He managed to choke out, “I wish—I wish—I wish—I’m dying.” Within seconds, he did. After a long cold day of ineffective sniping at each other, Billy and the rest decided there was no hope of escape and they surrendered. There was a trial, conviction, death sentence, and one more spectacular escape in store for Billy the Kid before Garrett finally brought his career to an end.

Back in 1878 the gang had split up after all the stolen horses were traded off or sold in Tascosa. Billy was determined to return to Lincoln. He was still driven by the fact that some of the men involved in killing John Tunstall were alive and walking free. He and Tom O’Folliard headed back to New Mexico.

Middleton wandered east into Kansas where he owned a grocery store for a while. Then he showed up down in Indian Territory. One source says he spent some time with Belle Starr before he was killed in an ambush in 1885. Henry Brown had nothing in particular to do so he tagged along with Fred Waite to northeast Indian Territory. Waite was one-quarter Cherokee and shortly became a tax collector for the government of the Cherokee Nation. He held that post until he died in 1895. Speculation on the morality of various forms of theft is probably fruitless at this point.

Henry only stayed in Cherokee country over the winter and by the spring was seen passing through Tascosa. He made his way back into New Mexico. He had heard that General Wallace, the territorial governor, had issued a general amnesty for all the participants in the Lincoln County fracas. He found work, as he did so often when he needed it, on a ranch.

Charlie Siringo said that Henry had worked several months as the “boss of a cow camp” but was impelled to travel again due to a “shooting scrape” that occurred that spring. That may not have been the only cause. Henry’s name showed up on a list of men wanted by the Army at Fort Stanton for involvement in the shootings in Lincoln. Colonel Nathan Dudley, commander at the fort and a longtime supporter of the Murphy-Dolan group, issued the list. Henry knew he did not want to have to deal with Dudley.

Whatever the motivation, Brown was soon back in Texas working as a cowboy on the LIT Ranch. He never had any trouble hiring out to punch cows, but he was always on the alert for a job that would be a little less like work. His opportunity appeared that fall. He signed on with the Campbell-Ledger spread to hunt down some horse thieves. If there was anything Henry knew about by then, it was stealing horses.

Soon after that job was successfully completed, Brown pinned on a badge for the first time, but it is difficult to know at this point what jurisdiction hired him. He is spoken of in memoirs of the time both as constable and city marshal of Tascosa and as deputy sheriff of Oldham County. He might have been any or all of these. The uncertainty comes from the fact that the wild and wooly town of Tascosa, which once had a permanent population of almost three hundred, suffered two severe disasters in the next few years. A terrible flood washed a lot of it away in 1893.

A town might recover from a flood. It almost never recovers from being ignored by the major transportation system of the time. The railroad bypassed Tascosa, and by 1915 there were fifteen people still living there. In that year the county seat was moved to Vega, Texas. When it came time for the records to be moved to the new courthouse, all the papers that were considered outdated were burned. There went the official record of Henry Brown’s service in Tascosa up in smoke.

What is certain, based on the writings of some of Henry’s contemporaries like Charlie Siringo, is that he served at least some time as deputy to Oldham County Sheriff Cape Willingham. One story that survives from that time occurred when Henry stopped a cowboy on the street who had been enjoying himself so much that he had to let the world know by firing off a round or two. Henry effected the arrest and explained that the consequence of this transgression against the peace of the community called for a fine to be paid at the courthouse. He pointed the puncher down the street to take care of that and watched him go. When it looked like his instructions were going to be followed, he turned to walk away.

When the officer glanced back to check the cowboy’s progress, he saw his charge rein his horse toward the road out of town. Henry was infuriated. He grabbed another drover, who was about to head out in the same direction, and gave him a very specific and strongly worded message. He was to tell that cowboy to get back to town, go to the court, and pay his fine. If he didn’t, Brown was going to hunt him down and kill him. The man got, and went, and paid. Henry Brown’s reputation didn’t offer a fellow much choice when he spoke that seriously.

Within a few months, though, Henry was out of law enforcement and back to pushing cows on the LIT. Cape Willingham had discharged him because he “was always wanting to fight and get his mane up.” The cow punching didn’t last long this time either. The foreman on the LIT soon released him because he “was always on the warpath.”

For the next year, from mid-1881 until June of 1882, we can only get glimpses of Brown’s activities. He wandered some and worked some. At one time he was in Woods County, Oklahoma Territory, working on a ranch for a cow boss named Barney O’Conner. Henry was to see more of O’Conner a few years later.
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Caldwell, Kansas, grew up pure cattle town. It was the point at which the Chisholm Trail crossed the border from Oklahoma Territory into Kansas. For many years it fed the railhead towns just north of it as the railroad moved west. Abilene, Ellsworth, Newton, and Wichita, each in turn, went through its wild phase as “the end of the trail” then cooled off. Caldwell remained the first chance for Texas drovers to blow off a little steam and buy whiskey after crossing “the Territories” on the way to the railhead as it moved through each of those towns. When the drive was finished, it was the last chance to buy whiskey and celebrate until they crossed back over into Texas.

Caldwell held another record. More of its law enforcement officers had died violently in its streets and saloons than in any other Kansas cow town. The town grew fast; ranchers with grazing rights leased from the Cherokee in the “Outlet” built homes in town to be near their range. All sorts of merchants and purveyors of the pleasures sought by the Texas drovers established their businesses and prospered. However, that prosperity was based on the cattle business, and the very nature of that business in that time and place called for strong law enforcement.

On July 3, 1882, the town leaders found a team who could settle a lot of the wildness out of Caldwell. The mayor, A. N. Colson, and the city council appointed B. P. “Bat” Carr as city marshal. To be his assistant, they named “Henry Brown, formerly marshal of Tascosa, Texas.” Henry seems to have expanded on the truth a little in his application for the job. It’s also unlikely he mentioned being wanted for murder in New Mexico or his career as a horse thief with Billy the Kid.

The citizens took up a collection and bought a pair of six-guns for the new marshal. They presented them with the hope he would not need them much. The truth is, they expected that settling Caldwell would take at least that much firepower. Things turned out a little differently than they expected. Bat Carr, despite his pretty blue uniform, walking stick, and quiet good manners, showed a preference for getting the attention of rowdy drunks with his fists. Within the first few weeks of their tenure, Carr and Brown made a noticeable difference in the town. The newspapers and other records of the times are full of incidents which showed, as one paper put it, that guns had given way to, “nature’s arms, good ‘bunches of five,’ and perhaps a stick.”

In August of 1882 a man who had no religious training or upbringing went to a Wednesday night prayer meeting. During the service mention was made of the crucifixion of Jesus and about those who were responsible for that crime. It set heavy on his heart, and he suffered all through the night with his newfound understanding. By morning he had determined to deal with the situation in the manner of the frontier. He found one of the town’s merchants on the street and, knowing him to be Jewish, began to, as the paper told it, “avenge the wrongs of eighteen centuries standing. . . .”

Marshals Carr and Brown put a stop to the attack and hauled the zealous new Christian off to jail. When Judge Kelly heard the case, he responded to the defendant’s story with, “What have you to do with Christ, anyhow?” and fined the man five dollars.

The papers frequently bragged about Caldwell’s law enforcement team and how quick they were to meet any trouble that arose. One paper referred to the two officers and said, “both . . . always seem to be in the way when any fun is going on.” Both were respected in the community; both were sober, neatly dressed, and polite. Bat Carr was well liked for his ready smile and friendly manner, but Henry Brown was too quiet, serious, and reserved to make many friends. Still, he was respected and his skills as a lawman were admired. His reputation was such that the Cherokee Strip Cattlemen’s Association hired him as guard when they sent a large amount of cash into Indian Territory to make their lease payment.

Henry seemed to continue to be restless in spite of the regard held for him in the town. It has been speculated that perhaps he envied Carr the attention and friendship the marshal had found. He resigned in September of 1882 to join a posse headed into the Territories after some of the cowboys involved in the killing of Mike Meagher, mayor and former marshal of Caldwell. High rewards were offered, and that was a powerful motivation. It was a futile trip, and after seventeen days they returned to Caldwell where Henry once again became assistant city marshal.

Bat Carr had declared war on the tinhorn gamblers and other lowlifes in town and was making it too hot for them to stay. He and Brown put them on the train or they left on their own accord after being warned. They were so effective that the town took up another collection and bought Carr a fancy new gold badge. Bat had become comfortable in Caldwell, and the appreciation of the citizens moved him. He determined to return to his home in Colorado City, Texas, to show off the tokens he had received and sell the property he owned there so as to make the move permanent.
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