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so Ollie could look in the window. Sheriff Hendrix and Deputy Mashburn knocked upon th kitchen door. They both yelled

several times, "Come on out boys if you're in there," without getting any reply. "Well, let's hit it, Wiley", Hendrix said.

"Alright, Sheriff, let's push together, we can break the lock." Just as Detective Johnson, with gas gun in hand, reached the

door, Mashburn on the left and Hendrix on the right, shoved hard with their left shoulders. The door creaked and broke along

the door knob pane. It sprang part way open. Mashburn raised his revolver and took one step inside. A gun BANGED with an

awful roar. A well-aimed charge of bird shot smote the left side of his face in the region of the eye. Flesh and blood blew

backward in a seeming spray. His left eye, facial skin, nose and right eye were peeled from the bone of the skull to drop down

in a ghastly flap over his mouth and chin. Sheriff Hendrix hollered "God, boys, they mean business," and stepped in to the

opening left of Mashburn, as the latter faltered back. "BANG," another shot rang out. It struck Sheriff Hendrix full-force in the

upper part of the shoulder just below the right collar bone, tearing a. ragged hole through the first and second ribs. The

charge went downward to the left and backward, He was leaning over so part of the shot remained at a tangent to the

general direction of the wound in the chest muscles near the right arm. Th main load ripped on to tear a jagged course

through the chest cavity and into the external part of the upper lobe of the right lung and through into the outer part of the

middle lobe of the left lung, where it embedded itself to sear and sissle in the blood of the Sheriff who had come as an old-

time neighbor to peacefully weave the fetters of the law around errant sons of an honest and upright friend. Hendrix slumped

downward in the door upon his left knee.

Without uttering a single sound Deputy Sheriff Mashburn straightened up, dropped his gun and raised his arms full-length

above his head. He closed his hands high above and as he faltered back inch by inch he pulled his clinched fists down, down,

down in spasmodic, muscled jerks, till they were even with his ghastly wound. Then his arms relaxed, his hands opened and

with his fingers he fumbled in the empty sockets where his eyes had been. He quit his short backward steps and swayed

forward and backward. Then he fell like a ton of lead upon his hips. His fingers still were feeling for his eyes. Then he tumbled

over backward so fast his head whacked the ground a terrific blow. His legs went dangling up. They grew rigid above the

ground, then his right foot crossed his left ankle and embraced his left foot in a peculiar grasp. His knees then bent almost

double for a second. His feet shot out in three spasmodic jerks and then they fell unembraced with a dull thud upon the

concrete walk. In this prone position he raised his arms full-length above and his bloody fingers traced a course as though he

were feeling about in utter dark. Round and round they went in great circles many times before they fell in vain upon the

ground.

Deputy Sheriff Mashburn fell backward at
the kitchen door. Sheriff Hendrix slumped
down when first shot but later stumbled

inside.

Sheriff Hendrix must have seen his killer as he slumped in the doorway while

Mashburn lay kicking on the ground. Without a single word he raised his gun

and straightened up to have it out with a murderer before he died, but his torn

muscles would not function. He dropped the gun. Yet while there was life left he

would not retreat. In faltering steps as he held on with his left hand he was

seen to go forward through the broken door and disappear within. Unarmed he

probably stood eye to eye with his killer for a moment before he took his last

step or two toward a chair and pile of wood where he fell to drain all of his life's

blood upon the linoleumed floor of a neighbor's house. The soul of a valiant

Sheriff didn't leave the body of Marcell Hendrix instantly. He died of internal and

external hemorrhages probably slowly and painfully as he gasped for breath in

the presence of his murderer.

Out in the yard. Detective Johnson sped for the front as Chief Oliver yelled, "Boys, they got the Sheriff and Wiley. Damn their

dirty souls, empty your guns in every window. Hey you, Virgil, put another gas shell in the downstairs part. Get behind some

cover boys. Damn their lousy hides, pour your lead in all the windows."

Detective Johnson whirled at the gate and knelt down with the gas gun. He took a calm aim and pulled the trigger, it didn't

shoot. He pulled again and then again but still it wouldn't work. He lowered the gun to look and saw it wasn't closed, but



9/8/10 4:17 PMChapter 3

Page 5 of 11file:///We're%20Dead,%20Come%20on%20in%22/youngtext/Chapter%203.html

before he got it up it did explode sending the gas shell wide of its mark to hit the board siding just above the front porch roof

where it smoked for a second and then started to burn. Johnson turned on Oliver and yelled, "That's all, Tony. We only

brought two shells. I haven't got any more here."

"Don't stand there, man, get for cover. Come out here behind a tree Oliver barked at Johnson and then to the rest of the

officers he shouted "Look out boys, keep your cover and see that your guns are loaded and your shells are handy."

A lull came in the shooting and from the northeast corner of the house where he stood with Brown, Deputy Sheriff Crosswhite

yelled "Say, Tony, you'd better send somebody after more gas shells, guns and bullets."

"You go, Virgil," the Chief shouted to Johnson. "Take one of the cars and hurry back with all of the guns and shells you can

find at the station, and tell Ed. to send out more men. We'll watch the damn scoundrels till you get back," and to the rest of

the men he shouted, "Save your ammunition, boys, and watch behind the house. They'll probably try to leave."

 The sheriff's sedan (1)was parked in the south row of trees. Detective Johnson entered city sedan (2) and was followed by
Policeman Bilyeu and civilian Wegman to bring more tear gas and ammunition. Chief Oliver stood behind large tree (3) until he
walked to rear. Patrol driver Houser (4) fell backward near his tree soon after Johnson left for Springfield. Detective Meadows
(5) fell near his tree without removing hands from pockets. Detective Pike (6) had cover behind a tree. Deputy Sheriff
Crosswhite and Detective Brown were at the northeast corner of the house (7)

To Crosswhite, Oliver shouted, "Ollie, you and Brown get away from that corner. Come out here behind a tree. Sid can watch

the back. And to Detective Meadows he yelled, "Can't you, Sid?"

Detective Sid Meadows drawled to Crosswhite, "That's right Ollie, I can watch the back. Come on out here."

Crosswhite refused, "Hell no, I ain't coming out there. I'm staying here where I can see through the window to shoot at

somebody if the come to the front."

"I'm staying with him, too," Brown added.

Detective Johnson had made his way around trees to the car and was backing it up to turn around when Detective Ben Bilyeu

and civilian R. G. Wegman scrambled in to occupy the back seat.

The gunmen inside had come to the front south room, in all probability fitted out with bullet-proof vests, and when they saw

the men leaving they opened fire with rifle and shotgun on the car. Two bullets whizzed through the windshield close to

Johnson's head and passed out through an open window. Three or four successive charges of bird shot from the house

shattered the glass to bits and rained lead upon the body and feet of Johnson, but he made the turn nevertheless and sped

away down the lane for Springfield and more help.

When the desperadoes opened fire on the car, Chief Oliver, yelled, "Kill the damn curs, boys, fire in every window downstairs.

Keep behind your trees. Pour the lead in 'em, damn 'em, let 'em have it." Crosswhite hollered from the corner, "Where are

they. Tony? I can't see 'em in this room."

Detective Frank Pike answered, "They're upstairs. They're upstairs."
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"No, they ain't," Meadows objected, "they're in the downstairs room on the south."

"They're not in the north room, Tony," Brown added in an excited shout.

In this second lull of firing Oliver barked loud, "Load your guns boys. Be careful, be damn sure they don't break away in the

rear and run. Keep your cover. Keep your head. We're getting low on lead. Don't shoot till we see somebody. Everybody watch

now. Watch every window."

Patrol Driver Charles houser yelled "My
God" and pitched backward dead.

Hey you, Charlie," he snorted at Patrol Driver Houser, "get away from that little

tree. Run back to a bigger one."

"You run back too, Sid," he ordered Meadows, and toward Crosswhite and Brown

he shouted, "Ollie, get the hell away from that house, you and Brown. Get away, I

tell you. Jump that garden fence and run for the barn."

To comply with the Chief's wishes Charlie Houser glanced around behind to spot a

tree and then as though to see if it was safe to run he peered around in front

toward the house. A well-aimed bullet spat out of the south window and

unerringly it plowed into his head just to the left of the center of the forehead

and midway between the eyes and hairline. The hot lead tore a jagged path

through the left hemisphere of his brain and thence through the right to make its

exit through the middle of the posterior part of the right parietal bone.

Charlie Houser, than whom there was none more loved by fellowmen on the Springfield police force, shouted, "My God," as he

fell over prone on his back with legs and arms outstretched. Death came immediately to him through total destruction of the

brain substances in both hemispheres of the brain.

Oliver shouted, "There goes Charlie, boys, damn their yellow skins. Pour the lead, pour the lead. Give 'em hell, in the south

window. Be careful, damn it, don't move yet from behind your trees.
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Detective Brown (1) watched at corner of house after Deputy Crosswhite (2) had thrown gas grenade through door and
walked west on north side

Crosswhite at the corner seemed nonplussed. He shouted to Chief Oliver, "Tony, where in the hell did that come from? They're

not in this room."

"I don't know for sure, Ollie. I think in the south room. You'd better get away from there you fellows. They're liable to kill us

all. Run through that garden and hit for the barn."

"Run, hell," Crosswhite fired back, "I'm going to smash this door. If they're going to be caught we've got to be inside to do it,

Tony." And then to his companion at the corner he said, "Brown, what's the best thing to do." "God, I don't know, Ollie, but I'll

do whatever you say."

"How would this be," Crosswhite continued, "for me to throw this gas grenade through this glass in the door. Then you can

stay here and watch through the hole and when they come in this room you can pump the lead in 'em. I'll go to the back and

try to get in another way."

"Let 'er go, Ollie, but be damn careful they don't get you back there."

"Them dudes ain't got me bluffed a damn bit," Crosswhite remarked as he pulled the pin and threw his gas grenade inside.

Brown remained at the corner to watch. Crosswhite stooped over and slowly made his way west along the north side of the

house. At the window he stopped to listen with his ear close to the glass, but he seemingly heard nothing. He could see

nothing because the shade was drawn full length. He reached the corner and stopped a minute then slowly eased around to

the first back door, but that shade was drawn also, so he returned to the north side of the house. He stood in deep thought a

minute and then a broad smile spread over his face. He looked at Brown and slightly above a whisper said, "I'll get 'em," then

walked north away from the house several feet from which position he made a dash for the outdoor cellar to the west and

back of the house. In all probability Crosswhite planned to go next to the pole pile and from there to make a mad and daring

dash to the south window in the south front room. He would have thrown a club, like he had on other raids, through the

upper half of the window to tear the drawn shade away and with his gun shattered the glass of the bottom section to reveal a

target for his deadly aim. He crouched behind the cellar to get his breath and wait.

Chief Oliver saw Crosswhite slide behind the sod roof and yelled at him, "Ollie, he careful. Get away from there. They'll kill you

dead as hell."
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And to Brown who was still at the corner he shouted, "Owen get away from that corner. Get away from there before they

shoot you down."

Detective Meadows, who had too little cover for his own large body, also advised Brown to move, "Come on, Owen, run low

and jump this fence while I cover with my gun."

Just then a BANG was heard inside. The killer who shot Houser had returned to the rear of the house to cover Crosswhite. He

stood on a chair to aim as the deputy was getting his feet set for a dash to the pole pile. The bullet went through his hat but

high enough to miss even his hair. Crosswhite's large white hat tumbled off backward. In ducking,. the deputy bumped his

nose and forehead on the hard-packed earth covering of the cellar. Bent over to keep under cover he withdrew a handkerchief

to wipe the blood from his nose and the dust from his eyes that the bump had caused. In this cramped position he remained

for a-better break to carry out his plans.

Oliver, who saw Crosswhite's hat fly off, supposed the killers had got another man. He yelled, "Boys, they got Ollie. Those

lousy dirty skunks. They'll get us all if you fellows,don't stay behind your cover." To Brown on the corner, he asked, "Owen,

can you hear me?" "What is it, Tony?" Brown shouted back.

"Damn you. Brown, you get away from that corner. Git while the gittin's good. Jump that fence and make for the barn. Do you

hear me?"

"Go ahead, Owen, I'll keep you covered," Meadows chimed in. "Alright," Brown shouted back, "here goes nothing," and he

whirled and sped for the fence which he vaulted. He ran through the garden toward the barn and then reclimbed the fence to

take up a new position to the right of Detective Pike where he found shelter back of a tree. When he had reached his new

location he yelled, "I'm all right now, Tony, but Sid had better come back too."

Detective Sid Meadows fell backward stiff
like a wooden man without uttering a

single sound.

"I'm alright," Meadows intercepted.

"You ain't either, Sid," Chief Oliver barked, "you ain't got any cover at all. Get

back a ways before they open up again. There ain't no use of killing any more. Go

on back."

"I'm alright. Tony, but I'm out of lead," Meadows drawled slowly but loudly as he

put both hands in his overcoat pockets as though to feel for an extra bullet.

Just then a continuous BANG, BANG, BANG. came from the south front window

directed at Meadows' tree. The bark flew in every direction as well-aimed birdshot

smote the trunk.

Oliver shouted, "I told you so, Sid, now get out of there while I pump their bellies

full." The Chief took up his rifle and sent shot after shot plowing into the south

window.

Detective Meadows, with his hands still in his pockets shifted his feet slightly as though preparing to make a move, and then

as if to ascertain for himself how the chances were, he poked his head around the tree and looked toward the house.

A sharp report rang out from the north room window. A red hot bullet whizzed with perfect aim and hit big-hearted, big-

minded Sid Meadows one and a half inches above the right eye. A fragment of the lead tore through his skull into the right

hemisphere of his brain. It lodged in the back part of his head. The major portion of the pellet ripped a ragged fracture in his

skull and left above his ear.

Without a word, without a groan, Detective Meadows fell over backwards stiff like a wooden man. He never kicked, nor moved,
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even to take his hands from his pockets. Death came instantly and without suffering of any kind.

Frank Pike yelled, "Kill them crooks before they get all of us. They got Sid from the north window." At that he leaned out from

his tree and spewed a stream of bullets into the north window.

BANG, BANG, came more volleys of bird shot from the south window directed at Pike. The shot went wild, but a few struck him

in the left arm. He yelled, "They got me boys, they got me, too."

Chief Oliver faced Pike and Brown, "Take to the barn boys, they'll get us all."

Pike yelled back, "I ain't hurt bad, but I'm out of lead."

"I'm out too, Tony," Brown added hoarsely.

"Where in the hell are they firing from?" Oliver inquired.

"Both downstairs windows," Pike replied and Brown corrected loudly, "They're firing upstairs, too."

"Have you seen 'em yet?" the Chief yelled.

"They ain't nobody seen 'em," Pike shot back and Brown added, "I ain't seen

anybody. They must be wearing gas masks. Tony, or they couldn't stay in that

house."

BANG, BANG, BANG came another volley of bird shot from the south window. The

first three shots took effect above Oliver's head on the trunk where the branches

spread out. Bark flew like dust in all directions. Chief Oliver stepped back to the

south a few inches to protect his eyes from flying splinters. BANG, BANG, BANG came

more bird shot lower down on the south side of the tree trunk. Every shell sent lead

through the heavy overcoat and under clothes of Chief Tony Oliver to burn his hide

from knee-cap to shoulder on the left side. In this excruciating pain the Chief forgot.

He stepped to the right and bared his shoulder. A sharp report from the north

window explained a bullet that came hissing straight to tear a large hole through his

right shoulder midway between the axillary fold and top. This bullet plowed straight

through taking bone, flesh and muscle.

"They got me boys," Oliver warned, "them lousy skunks, they've got me. Run like

hell, boys. Don't stay here. I'm going for better cover, too. Don't wait for me, don't

wait. Go on." Chief of Detectives Tony Oliver limped
back several yards after bird shot from
three shells and two bullets had
plowed into his body.

The loss of blood and shock made Chief Oliver weak. He turned to walk to the east for cover behind the Sheriff's car. At first

he was erect and steady but a step or two made him falter so the rifle he was lifting in his left hand he let down to make a

cane. With this support he faltered farther then began to bend. While he stumbled slowly, lowly onward a rifle CRACKED.

A whizzing, sizzling bullet took him in the back. It entered just below the left shoulder blade and tore a jagged wound clear

through his chest cavity, thence into the lower lobe of his left lung and on through the pulmonary connections near the heart,

and into the upper lobe of his right lung and on through the plural cavity to plow a hole through the fourth rib and then in a

tangent course to rip a gash through the chest muscles and make its exit in a big hole through the skin three inches to the left

of the axillary fold.

Tony went faltering on, leaning upon his rifle and bending low, till he was even with the Sheriff's car. Without a sound, without

a whimper, he pitched forward on his side upon a small pile of horse-shoes and other scraps of iron. There he lay in torture,

scuffing with his feet and pawing with his hands, not for seconds only, but for minutes, many of them in all probability. The

brave Chief did not die painlessly and quickly. His red blood leaked out of his jagged wounds in fizzing gurgles to fill complete
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that cavity around the heart. Oliver drowned in his own blood. It filled his pericardium and that stifled his valiant heart.

While Chief Oliver lay gasping on the ground, a killer spake unseen, but plainly heard from the house, "Lay down your guns

and come up. We've killed the others."

"Go to hell, you dirty skunk," Frank Pike shot back, "we ain't laying down nothing."

Owen Brown put in, "Me, too, you lousy dogs, come out and fight like men."

Frank Pike turned toward Brown and asked, "What'll we do, Owen?" "We're out of lead, Frank. We'd better git. Let's run for

that gate and reach the road to bring up the other men."

Together Detectives Owen Brown and Frank Pike ran low with all their might. Bullets and bird shot sizzled and whizzed all

around them. Some shot hit Pike's coat sleeve for the second time and a bullet singed the hair on his neck.

They vaulted the gate and made haste away from their dead and dying comrades without knowing who had shot them down.

The killers now returned to the kitchen to make good their escape. When one of them peered out the back window Crosswhite

opened fire and while he had a bead he fired every bullet in his gun. The killer with the rifle went to the dining room window

and upon a chair he fired bullet after bullet at Crosswhite to keep him still, while the killed with the shot gun sneaked out the

kitchen door and up behind the Deputy to shoot point blank at two-feet range the charge of shot that struck their old-time

enemy and sent him sprawling to his death.

Out of ammunition in the rear of the cellar Deputy Crosswhite was kept at bay by rifle fire from the dining room window while

his killer sneaked up behind to shoot at close range

The bird shot made a lacerated hole more than three-fourths of an inch in diameter about two inches above the top of the

right ear. The impact shattered the skull into several irregular fractures. The back of his skull was loosened entirely. All of the

lead and a felt wad entered the cranial cavity to destroy the brain substance completely. Immediate paralysis and death set in

by virtue of the complete disruption of the nerve centers.

With all of the officers apparently dead, the killers (no one knows definitely how many or who they were, except that

circumstances point to Jennings and Harry Young) hurried into the yard. Unseen by any known to authorities, they yanked the

spark-plug wires from the Sheriff's car. Then they hurriedly grabbed Chief Oliver's gun, while he lay struggling in the throes of

death and near the body of Houser they found his gun which they took, too, before they hurried back to the house. At the

kitchen door they threw Oliver's gun down and picked up that of Mashburn. Then they got Crosswhite's pearl-handled revolver

and retreated into the house. Inside they stole the Sheriff's gun and from his coat pocket a wallet containing several hundred

dollars in bills, checks and gold pieces. The empty fold they slung in the stove, not noticing that what they presumed to be

pennies were gold pieces. They hurriedly packed some underclothes and shirts, and the four stolen revolvers, a rifle and shot

gun, and a lot of empty shells and cartridges in two light traveling bags.
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In a scant few minutes they were off, investigators say they must have been, through cornfields and orchards on foot in a

northwest direction to freedom and future depredations.

Deputy Sheriff Wiley Mashburn sat up
alone and alive but he was blind

Deputy Sheriff Wiley Mash-burn, first of the officers to be stung with killers' lead,

lay prone among his comrades upon the ground-but he wasn't dead. Sometime

after the killers ran away he regained consciousness and sat up. There, all alone,

perhaps he called for his comrades who wouldn't come to tell him why it was dark.

Perhaps, others heard him, perhaps the dogs went to him and ran away. He sat

there rocking forward and back trying to find his eyes with bloody hands.

The ambulances were on their way. They came and remained very close to him a

long while before they bore him to safety and medical attention.
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CHAPTER IV

RESCUE OF THE DEAD

The drama of the rescue of the dead and dying men who lay on the cold, damp ground at the Young farm house, is a sad

commentary on the lack of preparation in law enforcement circles everywhere, for such emergencies. The drama started when

Detective Virgil Johnson with bird shot in his person, driving a car with shattered glass, tipped around the corner at the Young

farm lane, to speed away with his companion for Springfield and more help.

Detective Virgil Johnson rushed to town

Like an arrow in its flight, he zoomed his car over holes in the road, over cross-

road humps and railroad tracks. He zipped past trees and poles, and careened

like-mad around those who -- way. In nothing flat --  hit the walk and barked, --

want more men and guns, they've killed the Sheriff and some more at Youngs,"

as he slid the -- to stop at the Springfield Police Station. His companion Detective

Ben Bilyeu and R. G. Wegman, jumped out and ran for help and guns, and talked

as they gathered up more weapons to use.

In a second, not much more, hell was loose. Men grabbed their guns and jumped into cars. Virgil Johnson, with more gas shell

, took the wheel of his car and yelled, "Let's go. Let's go." Detective, Ben Bilyeu, Detective Lee Jones, Detective Sidney Kemp,

and Motorcycle Officer Cecil McBride scrambled in and they were off. Otto Herrick, automobile dealer, heard the cry and ran for

his car. With a companion named Van Hook, he sped away. Motorcycle Officer Waite Phillips ran for his sedan, and with Sam

Herrick, Jr., a motor dealer also, Detective Grover White, Roscoe Gaylor, a Deputy Constable, and Lon Scott, former Secretary

of the U. S. 66 Highway Association, but recently Adverting Counsel for the Missouri Farmers Association, all of whom except

the others were passing by, made haste to bear down upon the scene of death. Motorcycle Officer Lester Scott, jumped astride

his motorbike and followed.

Detective Johnson turned around and came back to the station for some ammunition he remembered was stored in a locker,

but he left again like lightning and he was followed in short order by other cars with more officers and civilians, and they were

followed in due time by hundreds of autos bearing citizens mad and thirsty for the blood of guilty killers.

Someone 'phoned the Springfield Evening Press. Someone 'phoned the Springfield Evening Leader. They rushed cameramen

and reporters to the front, and got their wires hot to tell the world. From everywhere in the central west, Federal and State

Officers and Railroad Detectives rushed by airplane and auto to Springfield.

Chief of the Springfield Police, Ed Waddle, barked orders and asked for help to set the Missouri State Police, the National

Guard, and other law enforcement agencies at work to form a dragnet that would bring every guilty man to law.

But, out at the Young farm home all was wrong. In broad daylight Sheriff Marcell Hendrix and Tony Oliver, known to police

circles everywhere, and Officers Sid Meadows, Ollie Crosswhite, Wiley Mashburn and Charles Houser, all loved by thousands,

lay dead and dying, while men ranted and raved close to them, but stayed too far away.

Motor dealer, Otto Herrick, and his companion, were first to reach the Young farm. As they sped south from the U. S. 66
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Highway, they were hailed down by Detective Owen Brown and Frank Pike who were standing on the road which is a safe

distance straight east of the Young buildings. Herrick had hardly alighted when Detective Virgil Johnson scooped down with his

carload of officers.

Detective Frank Pike was hurried to a
doctor

Motorcycle Officer Waite Phillips drove his load (none of whom knew where the

Young home lay) in the general direction of the place, but they had to stop to

inquire. On the way again, hurrying at 60 miles per hour, the quintet were nearly

killed as they vaulted through space when Phillips hurdled a rail-road crossing. He

could not see it before coming close upon it due to a sharp turn in the road and

weeds which obstructed the right-of-way. Somewhat tardy, they were the third

car there. Officer Lester Scot on his motorcycle came tearing down close behind.

Detective Frank Pike was hauled to town by Detective Sid Kep to have his arm

examined. Detective Owen Brown related as much the tragedy as he could

coherently to the assembled officers and citizens. When asked how many were

killed, Brown named Hendrix, Mashburn, Houser, Meadows and Oliver, and in all

probability Crosswhite. Someone asked, "Brown, are they really dead?"

"Hell, yes," he replied, "they are so dead they couldn't get any deader if they

were drowned. I don't know about Crosswhite, we all heard shooting behind and

Tony said he was killed, but I didn't see it, so I don't know, but I guess he is

'cause there ain't been any shooting since we reached the road."

"Who did the shooting?" one of the officers asked.

"Hell, I don't know. None of us saw anybody in the house, but the way bullets

come flying out, I bet the house is full of people, and boy, how they can shoot,"

Brown came back,"and they ain't nobody left that place but us."

"Are you sure," a questioner continued, "that they didn't drive away in a car?"

"They ain't been a soul move out in the yard, anywhere in a car, or anything else

since we got out here, and brother, let me tell you something, we got here as

fast as you could shoot a bullet from the house. Whoever killed the boys is either

in the house orin the barn. I know damn well they're there some place. They

never got away. They'll kill the first man that goes up now."
Detective Owen Brown related what he

knew

Someone said, "Well boys, what will we do?"

Another replied, "Well, let's go down to the entrance of the lane south of the house."

Forthwith, some rode and some walked to the lane entrance south of the Young buildings. No one had any plan to work, none

had authority to enforce orders. The rescuers all felt that without an armored car, without steel vests, or bullet proof shields,

they must somehow retrieve the dead and dying men under fire of the killers' guns.

After some mulling about, Lon Scott climbed a wire fence and slowly, carefully made his way up the incline through corn stalks

toward the house. At the crest of the hill in a crouched position he looked upon the Young brothers' fort. At this considerable
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distance, he could plainly see a car in the barn, a shed nearby, the trees in the yard, the house, a polepile south of the kitchen

door, and a chicken house to the west and rear. He gazed intently for sometime and saw that none of the windows on the

south side of the house were broken, nor were any of them raised. The kitchen door was open, a car stood among the trees,

but no one moved or strolled about that he could see, nor did he hear, at that long distance, any sound.

He stood erect and walked about among the stalks to determine whether or not a rescuer might draw fire. Not being fired

upon, he went some farther toward the house and walked about erect again, plain to view from either the house or barn. No

rifle cracked, no shotgun banged, lie drew no fire, nor did he sec a moving thing or hear any sound. He returned quickly to the

road. By that time Constable Scott Curtis, one ambulance, a host of cars, and a legion of armed citizens had gathered on the

road near the south lane gate.

It was apparent to Scott and to several more ex-soldiers, that no order would

come out of the chaos rampant then at the gate so they took no part in the

babbling proceedings afoot to vest authority in this official and that official that

order and direction might come from someone amongst the crowd.

Scott sought out Lee Jones, and in the presence of others said, "Lee, how much

guts have you got?"

To which Jones replied, "By God, as much as you have. Why?"

"Well, we'll never get anywhere standing down here," the former continued,

"Somehow we've got to get up close to the house to see what can be done about

getting the dead and wounded out. If you'll go with me, we two can go up

through this corn field and by walking low we won't be in much danger."

"Alright," Detective Jones agreed, "let's go, but you'd better have a gun."

A farmer handed Scott a high-powered rifle and swung a bandolier of ammunition over his shoulder. They climbed a fence and

started off.

"Wait a minute," Detective Grover White advised, " me and Roscoe Gaylor are going too." These four started north close

together, considerable to the west of the lane south of the house. When they reached midway of the corn field Detective Lee

Jones advised the other three, "we'd better not stay too close together. Scott you go straight up and I'll go to your left, and

Gaylor you try to get around from the west, and White you attempt to come in from the northwest." Separated, these men

advanced slowly and in a crouched position toward the Young farm yard.

As those on the left, walked up the hill, Motorcycle Officer Cecil McBride followed by motor dealer, Otto Herrick, and then in a

short distance by the latter's brother, Sam Herrick, Jr., started up the grade toward the barn to the right of the south lane. As

McBride and the Herrick brothers got well up in the field, they saw a man, large in size, standing beside the car on the barn

floor. Both McBride and Sam Herrick, Jr., came up with rifles and fired. Their target dashed around in front of the car and

disappeared again within the barn. "What are you shooting at?" Otto Herrick inquired. "Hell, man," McBride yelled back, "didn't

you see that man in a long black overcoat?"

"I didn't see anybody," Otto advised. But his brother Sam said, "I sure as hell did, and I think I pumped him too."

On the left of the lane Scott, Jones, Gaylor and White were going slowly and carefully in crouched positions toward their goal.

They then separated enough and walking so low they could not see each other, nor did they speak or yell back and forth.

In the field to the right. Officer McBride and his two companions were now close to the hay stack south and east of the barn

lot. They now detoured somewhat to the east and slowly and carefully picked their way to a destination they decided would be

back and east of the barn. They saw no one else, nor did they hear any sound. Further on they went until they were even to
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and east of the shed. There, they waited a moment to listen and look, but they heard nothing, nor did they see any movement

of a human being. On they went again and soon they reached an embankment north and east of the big barn, at the edge of

the cornfield. Behind them lay a pasture field and to the east some scattering trees.

On the west, Scott, Jones, Gaylor and White were creeping up wondering every moment when the shooting would begin. Scott

finally reached a place in the field where stalks were short and somewhat few that, he figured, would expose him full to view.

He decided then he would be just as safe at the pole pile at the south of the kitchen as anywhere farther away. Taking grip of

his rifle and arranging his bandolier, he made ready and dashed like a football half-back plunging a line toward the pile of

poles. When sixty feet away, he stepped on his overcoat and sprawled full-length upon his face where he lay. In time, his

breath came back, his ears cleared up and then he heard a funny sound, "ummm," which was hoarse enough to portray the

voice of an aged man.

Scott realized now that he was in the presence of someone alive. He waited, he listened. Again he heard that "ummm," and

then again and again. He felt for certain now he was being covered by someone at the pole pile, so he put the rifle to his

shoulder to answer any fire. No one moved, no one talked, but that "ummm" and "ummm' continued. The ex-soldier reasoned

that whosoever had him spotted must not bear a rifle, else he would have cracked down long before.

Down at the embankment behind the barn, McBride and the Herricks were listening and looking for any movement. They were

rewarded. "Look," McBride whispered, "a dog."

"You're right," said Sam, "he came out of that stable door. There he goes in that shed."

"Look, look," Otto Herrick nudged the officer, "there's another," and McBride said, "he's going in the shed, too. Well I'll be

jiggered. Do you reckon that guy we popped in the barn has got down there."

"Lay quiet," Sam Herrick advised, "if he shows we'll blow him full of holes. Get your guns ready."

They whispered among themselves and watched. In a few minutes they heard a whistle, low and soft. "What's that?" one of

the Herricks wanted to know. "Keep still, listen," said McBride. Again they heard the whistle, this time it was louder and longer.

Someone in the barn was calling the dogs. The dogs came out of the shed and went straight into the stable door. "Well, I'll be

blowed. That guy never left the barn," the officer said. But soon the larger dog came out again and went to the shed. "Man,

listen," said Sam Herrick, "there's two guys, one in each place."

"You must be right, Sam," his brother added. "Those dogs wouldn't be playing back and forth if there wasn't men in both

places." ,,

"Boys, get ready for action," McBride ordered, "them birds may show their face and when they do they'll think hell broke loose.

In a minute or two the larger dog went back through the stable door, end then again while they looked and listened they saw

both dogs come out and go to the shed. McBride had hardly said, "keep quiet now, and listen," when they heard a muffled

voice within the barn say, "Where are the other two bodies?"

'"Did you hear that?" snapped McBride. "I did," said Sam. "He asked where the other two bodies were." "That's what I

thought," McBride answered. "What does he mean?" "Don't know. Do you reckon he means Pike and Brown, or are some of

our boys dead in the barn?" "No, they ain't dead in the barn. Brown said they're up in the front of the house on the ground."

"Well, who do you think it is in the barn and shed?"

"One thing sure, it ain't any of our boys so we'll shoot anybody that shows his face."

"Hel yes," Otto Herrick added in a whisper, "I'd shot Santa Claus now if he stuck his head out of one of them doors."

Again McBride cautioned the others, "Be quiet. Listen." Just then they heard a door slide. One of the Herricks saw a hand a

part of an arm. He let go, BANG.

"What in the hell did you do that for?" McBride remonstrated.

"Damn it, didn't you see that man try to get out of the door?"
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"No, I didn't see him, but I heard the door. It's wider than it was ain'tit? He can get out now."

"Shush, shss," whispered Sam Herrick. "What is that? It's somebody in the stalks. Hear them break? Hear their feet? Over

there by the shed."

"Keep quiet," McBride ordered, and then in a second he said, "you're right. It's over there by the shed. My God, how are we

going to watch all the places?"

One of the Herricks raised up a bit and looked, "I can't see anybody. Maybe they're laying down. Maybe, they came out of the

other end of the shed and went back. What are we going to do?"

"Hell boys," McBride spoke in a low voice, "we can't keep track of a whole army, just us three. We got to do something and

damn quick, too."

"Well, what'll we do?" One of the Henrricks asked.

"I'll tell ya," McBride whispered, "you two work back through the stalks to that open field and then to where the rest of the

bunch is and tell them to send a gang up there quick. I'll slip down farther near those trees so I can see better over in the

stalks. I'd still have just as good a view of the barn as we got now."

The Herricks agreed, and together all three crept down some farther east to where McBride had protection both from the

embankment and a tree and then he stopped. They continued on in a circuitous route through the stalks, slowly and carefully,

keeping low. The sun was setting in the west, but it was a light enough to see.

Down at the lane entrance all was talk and noise. All of the ambulances in town had come and the road was lined with cars as

far as one could see. Every minute another city or county officer arrived to bring tidings that the Missouri National Guard were

on the way with machine guns, that the Springfield Press had an extra out, that the Sprigfield Leader had one too, with

pictures in it. The Missouri State Police had officers there and from every county round about came officers and officials.

Constable Scott Curtis tried to bring silence in that pandemonium, but there were a thousand jabbering voices and engines

were running and men were stamping as they ran on the road and caled back and forth. He did succeed in getting the

ambulances around some cars and headed toward the house inside the gate before th sun went down enogh to bring on the

dark.

Up near the house, on the west side of the lane, Detective Grover White had worked around carfully to a position north and

west of the yard. Roscoe Gaylor was filling in to the west. Detective Lee Jones had crept up south and west of the poultry

house. Lon Scott still lay on his stomach near the pole pile trying to fasten his eyes upon the man who kept saying, "uhmmm"

and he watched the windows and he watched the poles. He saw not a soul, not even a dog, nor did he hear a single sound

except that hoarse sound, "ummm" as someone cleared his throat.

Finally, deciding he must be covered with a shot gun or revolver and knowing it wouldn't do to run for other cover, he figured

he wouldn't be any worse off laying prone like he was with his rifle cocked, if he talked. So, he spoke in a low tone, "Hey."

Nothing happened. He saw no move, nor heard any sound, except that "uhmmm". He waited and listened. That "ummm"

continued. "Maybe he didn't hear," Scott thought.

"Hey," he spoke again, this time louder but still soft. All was quiet yet. No one moved. No one spoke, except the man who

cleared his throat, "ummm." He waited, but now he raised a little on his elbows to peer about. All was corn stalks to his right

and left and back, even in the front between the pole pile. "Well" he thought "'it can't be anybody but old man Young. He's on

the other side of the pile. He's just as frightened as anybody. If I rush him while he's watching me, he won't get more than

one shot before I make cover and then we'll be even if he don't hit me on the way. Anyway he may be in that open door."

He planned to dash for the poles and drew his feet and knees up to spring when he heard a dull thud or whack. He lay down

then nonplussed. For certain now, he knew he was covered. Old man Young was getting a better foothold on the poles-that's

what made the noise. He flattened out complete and put the rifle stock before his forehead to ward off any well-aimed bullet.

There he lay and listened in ample light to see but he saw nothing move and heard nothing but that continuous "uhmmm".

He heard a rifle crack around the barn and that eased his mind. For the first time he thought of Lee Jones. Where was Lee

Jones? Nothing worse could happen if he yelled for Lee Jones. He would yell for Lee Jones.
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He rolled over some on his right side and let out a lusty, "Hey, Lee'" "Is that you, Scott? Where are ya?" Jones barked back at

once. "I'm near the pole pile. Where are you?" Scott shouted. "I'm west of ya, out in the stalks," and then he added, "Can ya

hear or see anything?"

"A man's got me covered at the poles." "The hell he has. What'll we do? Shall I come up?" "No, let's run for the chicken

house." "Anybody in it?"

"No." "Alright, let's go."

When Scott slid around the end of the poultry house, Jones was erect looking inside through cracks. "There's nobody in there,"

he said. "I wonder where the hell everybody is? Did you hear or see anybody? I know I ain't, but I ain't been standing up

any." "A man had me covered at the pole pile," Scott put in. "You mean, you saw him with a gun."

Air view of Young farm yard showing (1) where Lon Scott fell in cornfield. He dashed to poultry house (2) where he met
Detective Lee Jones. Together they ran to pole pile (3) and later to kitchen door. Detective White and Gaylor arrived from west
(4) to help call ambulances. Motorcycle Officer McBride left his first post at (5) to get farther east to fire on two men who
started through cornfield at (6). The killers are presumed to have taken route (7) to temporary freedom.

"No, I never saw him at all, but I heard him clear his throat just as plain as day."

"Did he say anything?" Jones asked. "No, he just kept clearing his throat." "Was he outside?"

"I think so, maybe we can peek around and see." "Don't do any peeking yet. We might get our heads blowed off, What do you

think we'd better do? Are you sure you heard somebody?"

"Of course. It's an old man. It's old man Young. I could tell by his voice."

"You're crazy, Jones, put in. "Old man Young's been dead for years. Maybe its some of our boys."
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"No, it isn't. I yelled at him and he didn't answer." "Was that you? I thought I heard somebody holler "hey," but I couldn't

place it. What arc we going to do?"

"There's only one thing we can do. That's to get to that pole pile so we can see something before it gets too dark."

"Alright, that's damn funny business, but if there's only one man down there, we'll be better off than he is. We can't do

anything here anyway. How'11 we make the run?"

"I'll go first. I know the lay better than you do, but I'd better have that shot gun."

"Alright take it. There's just one shell in it and that's all I got. Let me have your rifle. How do you work this thing?"

"Just like any rifle, Scott suggested. "It's all ready to go. All you have to do is pull the trigger."

We'd better be sure. I'll try it," and Jones raised the rifle to his shoulder and pulled the trigger. It didn't work. He pulled again.

The same result.

Scott said, "Let me have that damn thing," and he pulled the bolt back, rammed it home, saw that it was off "safety" and

pulled the trigger. "Hell," he scowled, "its broke. The trigger's broke."

"That's a damn fine gun to have in a place like this. Now what are we going to do? Thank God, I've still got my pistol."

The light was beginning to fade fast, and Jones and Scott decided to make the dash without further delay. Without peeking

first, they made it, around the chicken fence and straight-a-way for the poles. Jones slid in ahead though Scott had started

first. They got their breath and listened. They heard that "uhmm." "What is that?" Jones whispered. "That's the man I was

telling you about." "Where is he?"

Scott indicated with his finger, through the pole pile. Jones tugged Scott's sleeve and together they silently crawled to the east

end of the pile where through holes they saw a man sitting up erect, his back to them, his overcoat collar up, hat off, near the

kitchen door, and he was moving his left arm. Then he began to rock, forward and slowly back. He said, "uhmm."

"That's one of our boys," Jones whispered.

"No it isn't," Scott objected. "Neither Sid, Tony, nor Ollie have red hair and he's too big for Charlie."

"By God, he's wounded anyway. We've got to do something. What'll we do?"

"We've got good cover now, let's yell for the ambulances." "Go ahead while I watch things with my gun."

Scott slid around to face the rear and let out a lusty "warhoop." No answer. Then another still louder. This time an answer

came from east of the barn.

"Wasn't that McBride?" Jones inquired. "Yes," Scott replied. "But nobody else hears us." "There's too much noise down at the

road. Holler louder so they can hear."

Next time Scott yelled with all his might. Someone part way up the lane yelled back. Then Scott shouted, "come on up. Come

on up."

"Go to hell," a voice came back. (Probably they thought it was some of the Youngs). Continual yelling brought responses from

Detective White and Gaylor, west of the house, and McBride, again down east of the barn. Gaylor ran toward the lane

entrance to repeat the shouts, "Come up. Come up. Bring the ambulances." But with the noise in the lane, none could heal. No

one started for the house. In desperation. Detective Jones said, "Damn it, Scott, that man is dying. We've got to do

something."

Scott said, "What will we do, shall we go to him?" And Jones said, "Yes, we'd better. Give me the shot gun, and I'll dash to

the door while you see who it is."

Together in a crouched position they jumped from around the pile of poles and rushed to the wounded man. Jones stuck the

muzzle of his gun inside the door, and over his shoulder he said, "Who is it?"
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Scott grabbed the dying man by the head and pulled it back and said, "I don't know."

Jones looked over his shoulder and said, "My God, its Wiley Mashburn."

Just then, Deputy Sheriff Wiley Mashburn moved his left arm up in front of his face and dragged his bloody fingers through the

wound. Jones and Scott saw the most ghastly sight it had ever been their experience to look upon. It seemed as though some

one had taken a long heavy knife and cut Mashburn's head along the brow deep into his skull and peeled it down. His eyes

and nose were hanging down over his mouth and chin.

Jones turned around flabbergasted, with his foot and head and gun barrel in the door. Scott grew sick and slumped against

the wall. They  remained in these postures for seeming eternity. Jones came to his senses and said, "Scott, there's a fire in the

stove." Jones waited. In a moment he added, "My God, there's a dead man on the floor, and then he turned, evidently to see

why Scott hadn't answered. Again, he saw Wiley Mashburn run his fingers through the wound and this made him wild. He

turned on Scott, "Damn you, Scott, do something. Pick him up. Get him out of here. He's dying. Do something. Damn it. Pick

him up, don't stand there. Lift him up."

Stampeded, Scott stepped over and tugged with all his might at Mashburn from behind. But the dying man was heavy, or Scott

was weak.

Rescuers found Deputy Crosswhite (1) behind the cellar. Deputy Mashburn was sitting erect at (2). One of the killers is
presumed to have taken route (3) to reach Crosswhite while other killer fired at him from dining room window (4). It is thought
killers used rear door and route (5) to escape.

He didn't budge an inch, and Scott realized it would be impossible and useless to pick the Deputy up and hold him until the

ambulance came.
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Noticing Scott's half-hearted attempt, Jones ranted and raved, "What in the hell is the matter with you? Pick that man up. Are

you going to let him die right here? Do something. Damn you. Don't stand there like a statue. Lift him up. Take him away.

Drag him to the ambulances while I watch the door."

Scott answered back, "Lee, I can't lift him. I can't even drag him. He's too heavy. Let him set on the ground. He's better off.

What are we going to do?"

Jones barked, "Do anything, you damned fool. Get those ambulances up here. Drag him over the hill where they are. That

man's dying. I'm telling you he can't last long now. Holler for those ambulances. If you can't do anything else, holler, holler

loud. Get 'em up here."

Scott stepped out in the open and with both hands to his mouth, he yelled again with all his might, but got no reply. He

turned to Jones and said, They don't hear us. Lee. Come and help me yell."

Jones stepped back from the kitchen door and together they both gave one lusty "warhoop' after another over the stalks to

where the group were milling about. Gaylor by this time had reached the point where he could help repeat the call, which he

did, and then some lights showed above the crest. The crowd was coming. In a mad dash everyone that could come afoot or

in an auto poured into the Young farm yard. Among the first to reach the scene were Constable Scott Curtis and his son

Howard; Sam and Otto Herrick, who had been unsuccessful in getting anyone to go with them to McBride. A farmer in the

Young neighborhood, Bun Barrett, and Ralph Langston, a contractor; and a Leader reporter, Frank Rhoades; a Press reporter,

Erwin Greenhaw; Motorcycle Officers Waite Phillips and Lester Scott, were among the score others who were first to brave

danger to ride in or run beside the Police Patrol and ambulances.

The first to penetrate the yard in the head lights of the car shouted, "There's Tony Oliver, here's Charlie Houser, there's Sid

Meadows." When he backed around with his lights shining upon the barn, ambulance driver Lewis Canady and several others

saw a man run down the ramp, vault a gate between the shed and disappear.

At the kitchen door, stood Lee Jones with his gun muzzle pointed inside, and Lon Scott with his hand on the bloody head of

Deputy Mashburn. Scott yelled and pleaded, "bring an ambulance. Bring an ambulance. We've got a wounded man here."

Someone heard and saw his figure in the reflection from auto headlights, and shouted, "There's a man. There's a man. Shoot

him!" Three guns were leveled down on the body of Scott who had not been able yet to make himself understood. The

reporter, Frank Rhoades, recognized him and cried, "Don't shoot. Don't shoot. That's Scott."

Motorcycle Officer "Waite Phillips vaulted the front-yard fence and ran to Scott and Jones to help them carry Mashburn to the

crowd. While Lee Jones covered them with his gun, Phillips and Scott dragged the wounded man backward to the fence and

with the aid of others hoisted him upon the wire. Two or three came forward in, the light to take him down, but saw his

ghastly wound and jumped back, pale and frightened.

Jones yelled and cursed, "Damn you, men, don't stand back. Grab a hold and take this man. He isn't dead, he's dying. Take

him quick. Come on, come on. Damn you, grab a hold!"

Others came who lifted the Deputy to a cot and pushed him then inside. Detective Lee Jones shouted in the turmoil, "There's a

dead man in the back of the house where the kitchen door is open. Come and help. We'll bring him out," but many were

running for the porch in front. When they trod upon it, a dog ran out and disappeared in the dark. Constable Scott Curtis and a

score of others, broke through the front door and made their way to the back where they found Sheriff Hendrix in a crimson

pool, his head and arm braced against a chair. Constable Curtis, and his son Howard, carried the dead Sheriff through the

open kitchen door where others came to help bear him away. Detective Jones, Scott, and others behind the house found the

sprawling form of Deputy Ollie Crosswhite. One ambulance rushed away with four bodies pushed in helter-skelter fashion for

town. Another sped away with one dead man, a third shrieked for right-a-way with the wounded Deputy Sheriff, who talked

some on the dashing trip to town, "The boys got me. I guess we didn't do any good out there." At the hospital he stood up

while attendants tore his clothes away. "Tell my wife to come," he sobbed. "I guess they got me. It's dark. I can't see. At 8

o'clock, what feeble spark of life remained within his throbbing heart, grew dim and dimmer, it faded out complete. He died

four hours almost to the minute from the time he stepped back blinded and hurt at the kitchen door of the Young farm house.

A few seconds after the ambulance left shrieking down the lane, Motorcycle Officer Cecil McBride heard cornstalks popping to

his front and left. He waited. Someone was coming near. He leaned forward to pierce the dark. Two men showed and in the

middle a dog. One man was hatless, medium sized and thin. The other was shorter with an overcoat and hat. The dog ran
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ahead toward McBride and when he stirred to raise his gun the cur barked and jumped back while he growled. Both men

stopped short and scooted down to turn around and run. "Stop," McBride shouted, "who are you?" But they leaped and ran.

He fired BANG and BANG. One fell down and yelled, "My God," the other knelt and aimed his gun and fired several shots at

the officer, who ducked his head.

When McBride raised up again they were running for the barn. The dog was not around but he could see the men till they

reached the shed. As fast as he could, he hurried to the yard for a posse to search the barnlot but none would go. Some were

busy trying to fire the house and others were rushing to put it out. Scores were standing around.

Motorcycle Officer Cecil McUrlde shot at
two men in cornfield east of barn

The National Guard came up and then the barn was searched. The shed was

searched and before long there was nothing left that wasn't searched. Somewhere in

that motley mob in all probability, three or more men who were present during the

massacre milled about and lost themselves till they could get away and cheat the

law. Not a single soul was arrested at the Young farm home, but the law threw a

cordon about the place as soon as possible that night to protect all evidence of the

grim tragedy.
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CHAPTER V

TURMOIL IN WAKE OF KILLERS' ESCAPE

What newspapers generally called "The Greatest Man-hunt in History" started immediately after it was learned at Police

Headquarters in Springfield, there had been no arrests at the Young farm home. Doctor Murray C. Stone, Greene County

Coroner, automatically became Sheriff and he cooperated with the Police Departments of cities everywhere, with Constables,

Railroad Detectives, the Missouri National Guard, the Missouri State Highway Police, the American Legion, and all others who

could and would lend any aid in the search for the then unidentified murderers who brutally slew six of the very best law

enforcement officers in the land.

Doctor Murray C Stone, who officiated
both as coroner and sheriff, won

plaudits for his work with microscope
and camera.

Immediately after Deputy Mashburn died, Coroner Stone held an autopsy to

determine the nature and extent of wounds in each of the slain officers. Raiding

parties and posses under the direction of many officials hurried and scurried

throughout the whole Ozark region to search premises owned by any who even

remotely could be classed as relatives or friends of the Young brothers.

In one raid on a Springfield house, police picked up Mrs. Willie Florence Young and

Albert Conley, husband of her daughter Lorena, who were visiting at the home of the

parents of the wife of her son Jennings. In another swoop officers brought in Oscar

Young and his wife, and in other rushes they fetched in any and all who might know

something of the tragedy or who were present when it occurred.

The Springfield papers rushed to the streets with extras upon receiving any tip of interest to the public. And the public that

night was available to newshawks in great excited throngs at the Police Station, Court House, jail, hospitals and undertaking

establishments. Thousands upon thousands of cars plowed through the dust on roads that led anywhere near the Young home.

But, where were the killers? Where were the Young brothers? No one knew, and it looked for a time like no one ever would.

Mrs. Albert Conley (Lorena Young), and Vinita Young were together in a cell at the Police Station. Their mother, Mrs. Willie

Florence Young was at the county jail. Albert Conley and Oscar Young were in the city jail. Mrs. Oscar Young was in another

spot detained by county authorities. Still others were held here and there separately till a complete check-up could be made of

any and all who were suspicioned in this nation's worst peace officer massacre.

Greene County Prosecuting Attorney, Dan M. Nee, and his able assistant, James

HornBostel, with much help from other investigators of great repute who hurried

to Springfield, set about early Saturday night to grill all prisoners before the bar

for suspicion of having any connection at all with the Young brothers. At first

none of the captive Youngs would talk, but Nee and HornBostel finally broke

them down to learn definitely that Harry and Jennings Young had been at the

Young farm home that day and then they learned that Oscar had been there too,

but had gone away early in the afternoon. Still later Oscar admitted he had

loaned his brothers a rifle and shot gun to hunt with a day or so previous to the

killing.

The investigators resorted to no inhumane methods in their endeavor to ferret
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Greene County Prosecutor Dan M. Nee
directed capture of Harry and Jennings

Young

out the principals involved and their probable whereabouts. Raiders kept rushing

in with silly and worrisome reports about suspicious persons being seen in cars

here and there over the whole region, about refuges in caves that were certain to

hold the desperadoes, about suspicious men who had asked and been given food

in near and faraway places. All clues were run to earth as fast as possible on

Saturday night and all day Sunday and Monday too.

Freak tips, sure bets, positive inside stuff, the low down, hot shots, new dope, the latest yet, and a million theories of how it

happened and who did it were hurled at the county and city officials who were trying every hour of the day to catch Harry and

Jennings Young alive. It was known definitely as fast as they could spread the fact everywhere, that Greene County authorities

wanted Harry and Jennings Young for the murder of six peace officers, and that they wanted Paul Young for investigation in

connection with it, and that they wanted a score of other notorious criminals who were known at one time or another to have

been associated with the Young brothers in their nefarious acts, for investigation also in connection with the killing.

Many interesting things happened in the next few days after the killing, none of which have but passing interest now, but they

were thrilling then. Saturday night about 9 p. m., officers raided the Oscar Young house. They made a thorough search but

found nothing of worth as evidence. Sometime after midnight they raided again, and on the dining room table in plain view

they saw a bunch of keys and near it was an envelope on the back of which was penciled, "Give these keys to Lorena and tell

her to move the cars at once." This evidence sent new legions into every field and woods near the Young home.

After midnight Deputy Frank Wylle was aroused at the jail. Kansas City was calling,

long-distance. Hello," a familiar voice said, "How many officers were killed down

there?"

"Why six," the jailer replied, and added, "Say, ain't that you Harry, or is it Paul?"

The party hung up, but Deputy Wylie remembered the voice as one of the Youngs.

Near a neighbor's house, who was known to be friendly with the Youngs, someone

saw a car pick up two men at a culvert and speed away at a break-neck clip with

the auto headlights turned out. The car was not overtaken at that late hour, but a

raiding party swooped down on the neighbor's premises. In a wheat bin they found

quilts partly buried that seemed warm as though someone had been lately

concealed in them.

Some cars were stolen from the streets of Springfield that Saturday night, among

them was a Ford Coupe, but no one felt it was possible, much less probable, the

Youngs would come to town.
James HornBostel, Assistant Prosecuting

Attorney, worked day and night to grill

suspects in brutal slaying

Five cars were recovered from possession of the Youngs. Four of them were stolen in Houston. In Houston, when Federal

agent John Burger began to check, he found several cars that had been stolen in Springfield and nearby towns.

Investigators found a gas mask hanging in a closet at the Young home, but it didn't appear to have been used. They also

found considerable merchandise that had been stolen recently from a town near Springfield.

A farmer was said to have visited the Youngs on Friday to get some part for a plow. On the front porch he saw a man, not one

of the Youngs, cleaning a peculiar looking gun. It had something on it that looked like a tomato can to him.

An elderly lady awoke Sunday morning to find two strange men at her door who ordered breakfast, which they gulped

nervously and hungrily. She was sure from descriptions they were the Youngs. Near the Young farm at a filling station, next

day or so after the tragedy, two men who claimed they were Paul Young and Pretty Boy Floyd on the way to Houston, had
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some work done on their car. The attendant claimed he knew Paul, and that he was sure it was Paul who had been there for a

half-hour or so, but afterwards when he notified the police, their dragnet over south Missouri brought no such car or two such

men to bay.

Three acquaintances of the Youngs, and responsible people, too, who live on the same thoroughfare but separated some,

claimed they saw two of the Young brothers riding in a dirty Buick coupe at terrific speed on Saturday afternoon late toward

downtown Springfield but they didn't recognize the driver or the car.

The captive Youngs were not mistreated in the least. Taking advantage of the knowledge they would not be roughly grilled,

they said but little that was of consequence in the investigation. Each and every one seemed grossly ignorant of everything

that in any way concerned the boys, and they made so few statements other than "I don't know" they were not caught in

much fabrication. They divulged nothing that incriminated each other in anything, nor did they reveal a clue that would identify

anyone else with the Young desperadoes in their most heinous crime.

A prominent Springfield lady, who had recently had her fortune told, rushed to a public official and related that during the

week previous to the killing, a palmist and card reading psychic foretold there would be much blood shed in Springfield soon.

It was to be in all probability a shooting and cutting scrape. So, excitedly she told the official she just knew for certain this

fortune teller could reveal much about the whereabouts of the Young brothers. The public official earnestly advised her to go

and learn what she could from the psychic. She reported back that whoever did the shooting was close at hand. This renewed

efforts on the part of a very few on Sunday night to locate the Young brothers in south Missouri. Later when they were

captured in Houston, the prominent lady returned to her fortune teller to learn this time, the brothers would never be brought

back to Greene County without first being removed from the hearse and mutilated.

Nervous, excited and shocked over the tragedy and fear for her boys, Mrs. Willie Florence Young, their mother, cried out while

being grilled, that she hoped they'd kill themselves if they were ever cornered alive. She didn't want them mobbed and

hanged.

For several days after the tragedy, dozens and scores of braggards who were not even near the Young farm house until after

the rescue of the officers had been effected, were heard in little knots and larger groups to dwell upon their own bravery in

being first to do this brave thing or act in that heroic role. Several pot-valored citizens made the mistake of saying they were

actually present while the shooting was going on, and then, of course, they were scooped into police headquarters for grilling.

In some instances they had to cool their heels in jail for days.

Mrs. Maude Hendrix, widow of the slain Sheriff, was appointed to the office, to which her husband had been elected, by the

Greene County Court. She was to serve under this appointment until a special election could be held.

A public funeral in which nearly all of the civic and political leaders, and church dignitaries had a part, was held for the slain

officers, but they were buried at different times following private funerals. Sheriff Hendrix, Deputy Sheriff Wiley Mashburn,

Detective Sid Meadows, and Chief of Detectives Tony Oliver were laid to rest in Springfield cemeteries. Deputy Sheriff Ollie

Crosswhite was buried in the cemetery of a small town near Springfield. Patrol Driver Charlie Houser was interred at another

city where he formerly lived.

Paul Young surrendered to Houston authorities, without having established his whereabouts during the few days prior to or

immediately after the massacre at Springfield. He was held by Houston authorities for violations of the Dyer act. His mother,

Mrs. Willie Florence Young, was charged at Springfield in her preliminary hearing with violations of the Dyer act also. Her

daughters, Lorena (Mrs. Conley), and Vinita were charged at Springfield with violation of the Dyer Act by Federal authorities.

Albert Conley, son-in-law of Mrs. Willie Florence Young, at his preliminary hearing was charged with violation of the Dyer Act

and held by Federal authorities. Oscar Young, at his preliminary hearing was charged with being an accessory before the fact

in connection with the killing of the six Springfield police officers. All of the captives were held under heavy bond. In the

succeeding term of Federal Court held at Springfield, with District Judge Albert Reeves sitting, the Young family pleaded guilty

to violations of the Dyer Act. Paul drew four years at Leavenworth prison and Albert Conley drew four months in a county jail.

Mrs. Young and her two daughters, Lorena and Vinita, were put on probation for the period of one year.
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CHAPTER VI

CAPTURE OF THE YOUNG BROTHERS

The first clue of any real significance leading to the capture of Harry and Jennings Young came to Greene County Prosecuting

Attorney Dan M. Nee from Streetman, Texas. Preceding the wire that bore the first information of their whereabouts were

many circumstances that prompted the sending of the telegram.

To begin with, two men driving at high speed on the U. S. 75 Highway wrecked their Ford coupe in a ditch near the town of

Streetman. As they scrambled out somewhat cut and wrenched, another motorist slowed down to offer aid but they motioned

him to continue on. They did the same to another who followed soon and then to several more, but when H. D. Carroll, a

farmer living nearby, came riding by astride a horse they spoke, "Howdy, Mister, we're in a deuce of a fix, it looks like, but we

ain't hurt bad. Is there a phone nearby where we can call a wrecker?"

(Acme photo) H. D. Carrol shown holding rifle and shotgun used by killers, pulled coupe behind him, in which Youngs fled to
Texas, out of ditch near his farm at Streetman in Navarro County, Texas

"Well, I live right there," the farmer motioned to the nearest house, "and I got a phone, but there's no wreckers close around

here. It'll take quite a spell to get one I guess but they can be got. You're welcome to use the phone."

The occupants of the car didn't want to wait because they'd better get to a doctor, they might be hurt. But, they didn't want to

leave the car in the ditch, so what to do. In further hurried talk it was decided among them Mr. Carroll would pull the car out

of the ditch and store it in a shed. The men would catch a ride to town and return as soon as possible with mechanics.

As per his word, Carroll hooked a team on the auto and towed it to his yard. Naturally he looked it over and wasn't much

surprised to find two guns-a shot gun and rifle-cached inside. He felt they might be hunters. It didn't arouse his curiosity any

either when he discovered a checkbook on a Parsons, Kansas, bank and other things that seemed appropriate. His curiosity

was aroused, however, when he casually discovered that both license plates were missing from the car. His daughter then

informed him she had seen one of the men tear something off the auto that was hurled into the nearby field. The farmer

walked down to the scene of the wreck and there he found, where they had been tossed, the two Missouri license plates

numbered 363-662.

He brought the plates back to the car and waited for the men to return. Later in the afternoon when they had not come back

as promised with mechanics to repair the auto he went to the phone and put in a call through the Streetman exchange for the

Navarro County Sheriff's Office at Corsicana. He related to officials there the circumstances surrounding his present possession
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of a Missouri car. They agreed to look into the matter at once.

Mrs. A. E. Gaddy, operator of the Streetman telephone exchange, overheard his conversation with Corsicana officials but said

nothing then about it to her family. Later on her son, A. E. Gaddy, Jr., tuned their radio in on the program being broadcast

from station KMOX of St. Louis, whence he heard much about the Springfield killing and a good description of Harry Young. He

mentioned the matter and then Mrs. Gaddy told of what she overheard from Carroll. The son then called Mr. Carroll, to satisfy

his own curiosity, about particulars of the wreck and for some description of the men. Instantly, he felt for certain the drivers

of the Carroll car were Jennings and Harry Young. Quickly, he wired Greene County Prosecuting Attorney Dan M. Nee at

Springfield, "T\VO MEN FITTING DESCRIPTION OF HARRY AND JENNINGS YOUNG WRECKED FORD CAR AT STREETMAN,

TEXAS, TODAY STOP DISAPPEARED IMMEDIATELY GOING TOWARD HOUSTON STOP MISSOURI LICENSE 363662." At that

very moment, approximately twenty-four hours after the fatal shooting. Prosecutor Nee, his assistant HornBostel, Federal

Agents Burger and DeMoss, Messrs. Wilson, Nolan and Arndt of the Frisco Railway detective staff and several other Mid-

western investigators, were grilling Mrs. Willie Florence Young and her two daughters, Lorena and Vinita.

Quickly, Nee got young Gaddy on the phone to get fuller details, and was convinced from his conversation the clue was worth

going thoroughly into. Corsicana officials were phoned next and from them he learned serial numbers on the guns. Even

though it was late when he received the last information, he sped word via wire and phone throughout southern Texas to be

on the watch for Harry and Jennings Young.

Shortly before the sun came up Monday morning, Nee and his associates had learned in addition that the two occupants of the

wrecked car had stopped E. C. Hogan, Ft. Worth drug salesman, near the wreck for a ride into town. On their way to Fairfield,

a bearing on Hogan's car burned out near the Caney Creek bridge, so the hikers thanked him for their ride and stopped the

next traveler, Isaac Levy of Corsicana, who was on the way himself to Fairfield. He took them in without suspicion, but grew

worried when they insisted he, drive them all the way to Houston for any sum he might name. At their close approach to

Fairfield, the guests changed their minds about visiting a doctor to dress their wounds on the pretense they were anxious to

reach Houston that (Sunday) night. Levy let the hikers out at a filling station in Fairfield. They walked on but were picked up

soon by another motorist who had not been identified.

And still more-Nee and HornBostel found out that the Texas farmer Carroll, who had talked to the boys for many minutes, and

the drug salesman Hogan, who gave them their first lift, and the Mr. Levy from Corsicana, who carried them from Caney Creek

bridge to Fairfield, were positive in their own minds that neither of the hikers had a single revolver or pistol upon their person

and these people in Texas claimed too they were not in possession of any traveling bags. Each remembered that the older man

had slight visible wounds on forehead and hand which apparently came in the wreck, and that his thigh must have been

wrenched then also from the way he limped slightly and talked about it.

At Nee's behest, investigators found out through tracing the license plates found in Texas to several different owners since they

had been issued in Missouri that they were on the Ford coupe reported stolen on the streets of Springfield at 8:50 p.m. on the

(Saturday) night of the crime. Greene county officials felt certain now they were on the right track of Jennings and Harry

Young, and again they bore down with all their might to have all Texas law enforcement officials bend every effort possible to

apprehend them.

Monday morning when the Springfield Leader learned the serial numbers on the shot gun and rifle found by H. D. Carroll in the

wrecked car they wired the manufacturer for the name of the wholesale dealer to whom they had been first consigned. Quickly

through dealers and others they traced the guns to the ownership and recent possession of Oscar Young. He then admitted

when grilled that he had loaned the guns to Harry and Jennings a day or two previous to the killing that they might hunt. With

this information, investigators knew for certain that Harry and Jennings were the occupants of the Streetman auto.

Sometime Sunday night, Harry and Jennings made their way into the environs of Houston where they lay concealed even

though police there kept a constant vigil over the premises of any and all who had ever been known to harbor or associate

with the outlaw brothers. On Monday, a short time after lunch, one of Houston's best police officers had a fleeting glimpse of

Harry, but in the flick of an eyelash he faded away into complete obscurity. This officer's past record for remembering faces

made it an absolute fact, to police in Houston, that Harry and in all probability Jennings Young were in Houston at that time.

The alarm was spread and every road out of town, every boat to foreign ports, every train that left was watched and spied

upon to make their escape from the city impossible.

All of the known hangouts of the Youngs and their friends were raided and searched, but none revealed the killers.

Nevertheless, against tall these odds, Jennings and Harry somehow, somewhere contrived Sunday night or Monday forenoon to
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get the bags and stolen guns they packed at the home of their mother, immediately after the massacre.

Monday night sometime before 12 p.m., as editions were coming off the press in the home of the Houston Post-Dispatch, Jim

Hartfield, 56-year-old proof reader, strolled up the walk from lunch toward the main entrance. There on the threshold of his

great daily paper, he met a man who said, "Say, I'm awfully anxious to read about those Missouri killers. Where can I get a

late edition."

Proud to meet any man who sought his paper for the latest news, he glowed, "Why, Pard, I'11 get you one. Just wait where

you are." Hart-field stepped inside and went to the press room where he secured the latest run. As he returned he saw his

friend step up, push the door a little to peer within and then step back again. The stranger offered to pay. "That's alright,

that's alright," the proof reader objected. "Just take it with you."

"Well, thanks," the stranger smiled. "That's fine." Sometime after midnight as the final run came scooting off the presses, Mr.

Jim Hartfield saw a picture in his newspaper of the man he had not long since befriended. It was Harry Young.

Fairly early Tuesday morning J. F. Tomlinson, carpenter who lived at 4710 Walker Avenue, telephoned personally to Houston

Chief of Police, Percy F. Heard, that in the (Tuesday) morning paper he had seen pictures of Harry and Jennings Young who

resembled with striking likeness two men he had rented a room to the previous afternoon. And, he fearfully admitted, the men

were at his home in bed right then.

Chief of Police Heard immediately got hold of Lieutenant Claude Beverly of the Magnolia Park sub-station and together they

arranged for the pick of Houston's Police Department to hurry to a pre-arranged spot on McKinney Avenue near the Tomlinson

cottage where a hurried consultation was held and specific duties were assigned to each of the detectives and patrolmen,

called to aid in the capture, dead or alive, of the notorious Young brothers.

(Acme photo) Upper scene shows Harry Young being removed to hospital from Tomlinson cottage shown in inset

Shortly after 9 a. m., the carpenter's bunga-low, prettily landscaped with evergreens and shrubs, was completely surrounded

by officers armed with every conceivable kind of weapon, including revolvers, shot guns, sub-machine guns, rifles, gas guns,

bombs, gas grenades, and smoke screens.
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Lieut. Claude Beverly mounted the steps, rattled the door, which swung open, and walked in; he was followed closely by

Officers Peyton and Bradshaw. Through a rear window into the very bedroom where the outlaws were alleged to be, and then

in the front room of the little home, gas bombs were hurled. Allowing time for them to fume, Lieut. Beverly walked down the

hall upon a visitor to the house, who was handcuffed and removed to guards outside. Beverly and Peyton continued to the

rear bedroom door, opened it and tip toed in. The occupants were not in bed and when they peeked they saw no one beneath

the bed nor behind the open door. The officers then stepped to the door connecting the bath room, took hold of the knob and

unlatched it. The door opened a little and three shots roared out barely missing the two officers. They jumped back into a

kitchen across the hall from which position they had a view of the rear bedroom and another bath room door. Things were

quiet for a moment. Chief of Police Heard rushed in the front door. The bath room door opened slightly, one of the Youngs

peeked out.

Lieut. Beverly fired point-blank with a sawed-off shot gun. The door slammed shut and then within the bath room several shots

were heard. Someone within yelled, "We're dead-come and get us." Fearing a ruse, Chief Heard and Lieut. Beverly kept their

men back until another charge of gas had had time to be effective. Then, they unlatched the bath room door and pushed. It

struck something that gave way slightly. They continued pushing to make a wider crack till they could see a man sprawled out

upon the floor. They rushed into the bath room to find Jennings Young lying in a pool of blood. He was dead. By his side lay

Harry Young-bleeding profusely, but still alive.

(Acme photo) - The bullet ridden body of Jennings Young shows sprawled upon bathroom floor in Houston cottage. The guns
near his head were stolen from massacred officers at Springfield

In the Tomlinson bath room, trapped like rattlesnakes, they spit their venom at the arm of the public law in their last

demonstration of prowess with guns. Realizing now their game was played with just one ace in the hole, these gun-toting wise

guys, who had been too lazy to make an honest living, these boasting, bragging smart alecks who filched and stole, robbed

and plundered and killed-they faced each other and played the ace to cheat at last society and their God. What they thought
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cannot be written or told, but what they did is history-Harry and Jennings Young at bay at last to square accounts, spat their

venom into each other and died.

The pistols, filched from dead officers near Springfield, with which the outlaws had snuffed out their lives, lay beside the head

of Jennings Young. Harry was placed in an ambulance and rushed to the St. Joseph infirmary where he died shortly. He did

not regain consciousness on the way to the hospital so Lieut. Margiotta and Detective Stinson, who accompanied him, obtained

no death-bed statement.

Dead in Houston, Texas, but damned around the whole wide world, Jennings and Harry Young were laid out clammy with

blood on a cold hard slab in a mortuary 800 miles from Springfield, where at that very hour a widow and her fatherless brood

were convulsed with tears around the bier of their dear dad-72 hours previous, a victim of the killers' guns.

Editors throughout America sat with abated breath Tuesday forenoon early when the first flash about the Young brothers

staccatoed on their wires. The messages were short and sharp.

FLASH: Young brothers located in Houston.

Ad Youngs FLASH: Chief of Police Heard picks men for raid. Officers gather with Chief for orders.

Ad Youngs FLASH: Heard meets police and detectives on McKinney Avenue. Chief of Detectives Irwin present. Police leave

McKinney Avenue. Police surround house on talker Avenue. House is gassed. Owned by Tomlinson, a carpenter. Man brought

out handcuffed. Tied to fence. Officers enter cottage. Chief Heard and Beverly inside with others. Shooting heard inside.

Ad Youngs FLASH: Jennings Young dead. Harry Young wounded. 

Ad Youngs FLASH: Houston Police claim Harry and Jennings Young shot each other. Harry rushed to hospital. No officers

wounded. Youngs positively identified by police. 64

No rejoicing was heard in the Ozarks over the end of Harry and Jennings Young, but a great sigh of relief was heaved by many

of the city and county officials in Springfield who had been up every hour since the terrible tragedy had catapulted them into

feverish, nerve-racking activity. There had been no abatement till then. The world's greatest manhunt had come to an

inglorious end for the two Young brothers who had been too selfish to let their rights end where other men's rights begin.

Far Left - Harry Young on the embalmer's bench

Right - Jennings Young on the mortuary's slab

When W. L. Starne, Springfield mortician, went to Mrs. Young in Jail within the hour to make arrangements for the burial of

her sons, she sobbed, "They carried out my wish to kill themselves. They were my own flesh and blood. I couldn't stand it to

have them hung." According to her wishes and order Undertaker Starne left Tuesday night for Houston in his hearse, going by

way of Fort Smith, Arkansas, and Shreveport, Louisiana. He arrived in Houston at 1 a. m. Thursday morning, and started on

his return trip that night at 6 p. m. Harry and Jennings were placed on cots in the hearse. All shades and blinds were drawn.

At the first town where gas was taken on, the Missouri license plates gave the secret away and a great throng rushed around

to get a peek at the cadavers. Starne then took all handles and knobs from the doors, and except for stops for gas and

sandwiches, drove continuously until he reached Muskogee, Oklahoma. There he was stopped by police with reports he was to

phone Springfield before driving further which he did to learn it was the wish of most civic leaders the bodies be kept away

from Springfield until such time as the general feeling of hate did abate. Springfield did not want any cruelty visited upon kin of

the killers at a burial place. Much less did they want any further ado with Harry and Jennings Young.

Undertaker Starne perturbed and undecided, drove on but he was stopped by Federal Agent DeMoss and deputies at Vinita,

who offered help but suggested the dead be secreted there for a few hours till more could be heard from Springfield. Worn
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and tired the undertaker and his assistant agreed and went to bed. Saturday morning, he arose to find a bellhop had learned

and spread the news - the Youngs are here, the Youngs are here-so, forsooth, he sped away even to another State. At

Pittsburg, Kansas, the Springfield mortician found a friend who would store the cadavers in a wardroom. The boys were taken

from the cots and laid in empty casket boxes. In death as they did in life, the boys were hiding, hiding. Starne returned to

Springfield to make arrangements for their burial in the weed-littered McCauley cemetery where their father lay.

Kin of the Youngs dug a gaping grave near that of their Christian sire. It gaped and mawed and yawned for days, but never

was fed with dead. The people of Springfield let it be known in understandable ways they did not relish the notion of having

the killers lay so close to the victims of their bullets. Arrangements then were hastily made to cover the killers in a necropolis

at Joplin.

On the thirteenth day of January, the Springfield mortician rushed the corpses of Jennings and Harry Young from Pittsburg,

Kansas, to a prearranged spot on the U. S. 66 Highway, just within the Greene county line where in'a few seconds the bodies

were identified as those of Harry and Jennings Young to comply with reward stipulations.

The relatives of Harry Young were allowed to see him in his casket just before he

was lowered in the grave.

In a moment they were sped westward to Joplin where nearest kin, shackled to officers who took them there, saw their sons

and brothers - murderers of each other-lowered into eternity beyond the law, beyond all hope and good, unless perchance

their rainless end shall prove anew to others, there's no reward in selfishness and crime.
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