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ashville was a �“wide open�” town in the eighties. Saloons, gambling 
houses, �“horse races and race horses,�” politics, a red light district that 
flourished from the Public Square down First Avenue to and beyond 

the L. & N. Railroad, and across Third Avenue, and out Line Street (now Jo 
Johnston). �“Smoky Row�” had had its place in song and story, between Third 
and Fourth Avenue and north of Jo Johnston, but its disgraceful glories had 
departed. 

N 
It was during the races that the Maxwell House shone resplendent in 

gala attire. At night it was a busy hive of swarming horsemen, betting men, 
pool sellers and curiosity seekers. The purses encased in silk and satin, 
adorned with bright ribbons of every color of the rainbow, would be hung 
on wires from rail to rail across the rotunda. The voices of the men selling 
auction pools reverberated from the billiard room, amid the hum of human 
voices, the shuffling of feet on the marble floor, and the clinking of glasses 
from the saloon. Many notable horsemen and lovers of the turf came from 
far and near. Gen. William H. Jackson, master of Belle Meade, would often 
drop in; and occasionally the venerable figure of Col. John Overton, the 
chief financier in the construction of the Maxwell House, could be seen. Col. 
Overton was interested as a breeder in all fine stocks, and was only 
incidentally interested in the races. He was the son of Judge John Overton, 
Andrew Jackson�‘s friend and mentor; and he had entertained Gen. Hood at 
Traveler�’s Rest, his hospitable home, during the Battle of Nashville. 

In the throng during the races could be seen Col. Ben S. Cockrill, Jim 
Palmer, Ike Johnson, Alf Burton, Henry Spain, Van Leer Kirkman and many 
others. Spot McCarthy would be there when he could get away from his 
gambling house, the Senate, at the northwest corner of Printers�’ and Bank 
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alleys, where an innocent eating house now makes its domicile. 
John Colyar13, Charlie Hillman and Tom Lellyett would be about, though 

they did not belong to the sporting gentry. They were three young fellows, 
full of life. and out for a good time. One night they made a miss-step and 
landed in the old station house on Front Street and Locust. A friend went 
down with ten dollars to bail Charlie out, but he refused to leave until the 
friend went back and brought two more ten dollar bills with which to secure 
the release of John and Tom. 

Frank James, the outlaw, used to attend and participate in the races, 
when he lived in Nashville, a fugitive from justice, and once had a run-in 
with Col. Ben Cockrill. Col. Cockrill was a judge at the races and James was 
riding his own horse in a gentle-man�’s race. Col. Cockrill, using emphatic 
languages called him down for jockeying and threatened to put him out of 
the race if he did not behave himself. Col. Cockrill did not know the identity 
of the rider for some years afterward, when after his trials and liberation, 
James came again to Nashville to attend the races. 

In the early eighties the Nashville Blood Horse Association, George 
Darden, secretary, had a race track down the river near where the big cement 
plant now is located. Later the West Side race track superseded the old race 
course. C. H. Gillock was secretary. Its location was at the present site of 
Centennial Park. 

Linck�’s Hotel on north Third Avenue at the L. & N. Railroad track was a 
favorite resort for the sporting fraternity. You could always get a good drink 
and a good meal at Linck�’s, and William Linck, the proprietor, was quite an 
attraction. In many respects he was as guileless as a child, but sporting blood 
coursed through his veins and he would bet on anything. One of his favorite 
sports was �“pitching dollars�” with his guests. 

OLD SALOONS 
As before intimated, liquor selling was a flourishing industry. There were 

from 100 to 150 saloons in the city. On every road leading to Nashville was a 
saloon. On one side of the sign was printed, �“Last Chance,�” on the other 
�“First Chance.�” Most of those passing along the highways took a chance. In 
the spring there was a great run of bock beer, a little stronger than the usual 
brew, and when cold weather came in the late fall and early winter �“hot Tom 
and Jerry�” was served. On Christmas eggnog was the favorite; also apple 
                                                 
13 John B. Colyar, son of Col. A. S. Colyar, was a reporter for various local newspapers who died 
in 1895. Colyar�’s eldest son, Arthur St. Clair Colyar, Jr., got into more serious trouble. In 1889, 
his father had him committed to an insane asylum to avoid jail time for a series of petty frauds 
carried out against associates of the Colonel in New York and Washington. In 1899, he was 
accused of plotting to kidnap a prosecution witness in a New York murder case and to 
hoodwink the governor of Tennessee into extraditing the man as an escaped inmate. In 1913, 
Colyar turned up in Atlanta amid the notorious case of Leo Frank, a Jew on trial for the murder 
of a young female employee at the factory he owned. One potential witness testified that Colyar, 
acting on behalf of the prosecution, offered her $1,000 to identify Frank as the killer. A mob 
eventually took Frank from the jail and lynched him. 
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toddies containing each a floating, baked apple, was popular in cold weather. 
Among the noted saloons of the time, some of which lasted until the 

enactment of the Eighteenth Amendment, were the Southern Turf, Ike 
Johnson proprietor; the Climax, over which Henry Brown presided for many 
years, on Fourth Avenue opposite the Maxwell House; the Anchor, built by 
Ike Johnson, but afterwards conducted by Alex Longinette on Church Street; 
the Maxwell House saloon, where the cafe is now located; Milsom & Walsh, 
on Church Street and the Maxwell House Alley, in the corner of the old 
Masonic Theater Building; Fritz Burkholt�‘s beer saloon in the basement at the 
Maxwell House corner; Henry Linck�‘s and James Killilea�‘s, on the west side of 
Fourth Avenue, between Church and Union Streets; Sandy Carter�‘s old place, 
conducted after Carter�’s death by Johnny Archibald, the politest man who 
ever mixed a drink; �“The Bucket of Blood�” in Black Bottom and �“the 
Jingerling�” saloon in North Nashville. 

LIVERY STABLES 
A feature of Nashville was the livery stables. There were dozens of them 

and they had an odor all their own�—not so bad at that, with a strong 
admixture of hartshorn.14 

The livery stable keeper, like the man who dispensed drinks in white 
collar and immaculate shirt, with hand-painted necktie, was noted for his 
wisdom. The loafers around the stables referred all disputed points to him. He 
delivered his dictum with becoming gravity. He looked horsey, and had an 
unutterable contempt for anyone who did not �“know�” a horse. He had sleek, 
blood bays, sorrels, grays, blacks�—a dappled black was a star beauty�—rich 
chestnut sorrels and occasionally a star, milk white. He had buggy horses, 
saddle horses that could go any one of the fast saddle gaits in four minutes. 

His buggies and carriages were spick and span, bright and shiny. Some of 
the buggies had yellow side bars and these were in much demand by the 
young bloods. Most of the courting was done in buggies. In those days your 
male ancestors were expected to �“pop the question�” and the crisis usually 
came as the horse walked through some shady lane. Funny, but the young 
fellow was usually greatly embarrassed and much confused in his halting 
speech. 

Wealthy men who lived in the country frequently left a standing order at 
their respective livery stables: �“If anybody wants to come to my house, let him 
have a horse and buggy and charge it to me.�” It was said that Capt. Pleas 
Smith�‘s livery bill mounted to $2,000 or $3,000 per annum. 

In the eighties Nashville had a number of deep snows. During the hot 
weather buggies and carriages would be darting, and the �“night hawk�” hacks 
crawling, everywhere. One would have imagined that there never was and 
                                                 
14 The pungent, barnyard smell of hartshorn (ammonium bicarbonate) was also a familiar 
kitchen odor to many of Morton�’s readers, with not-so-unpleasant associations: It might mean 
there were cookies in the oven. Hartshorn served a leavening purpose similar to that of today�’s 
baking soda and baking powder. 
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never would be a sleigh in Nashville. But when the winds howled and the 
snows came in winter, sleighs with jingling bells would appear on every street, 
as if by magic. The livery stables had them in concealment, and many private 
citizens had them stowed away. Besides these, many improvised sleighs made 
of goods boxes and plow handles appeared. One of the strangest of these 
built-on-the-spur-of-the-moment vehicles was an old �“dug-out�” canoe that 
made its advent one winter, drawn by a pair of horses. It excited much 
merriment, but �“made the grade.�” The sleighs-for-hire were rented with 
horses attached at $5 per hour and the boys with their fur-clad sweethearts 
had the time of their lives. 

CAP HANMER 
A famous old liveryman was Cap. Hanmer. His establishment was on 

Front Street (now First Avenue) near Bridge Avenue. The front opened on 
the street, the rear on the river bluff, and all the offscourings were raked or 
swept into the river. At the river end were wide-open doors, a delightfully 
cool place on hot summer afternoons. It was Cap. Hanmer�‘s favorite place to 
sit and read the afternoon BANNER. He was an old bachelor, and he and his 
brother, Horace, kept bachelor apartments across the street. He and Gen. 
William H. Jackson of Belle Meade were great friends, having a mutual tie in 
their great love for horses. They also had many business transactions. They 
used to tell a joke on General Jackson and Hanmer, and though the General 
was the victim he enjoyed it thoroughly himself. General Jackson was a man 
of great dignity who spoke with deliberation, and enjoyed making speeches 
when the occasion presented. Withal, however, he was thoroughly Democratic 
and approachable. 

On the occasion Cap. was sitting in the back end of the stable, reading his 
paper and enjoying the breeze from the Cumberland, when a Negro stable-
boy approached hurriedly and announced: �“A man out dare in front in a 
buggy, said fer me to tell you dat Gineral Jackson wanted to see you.�” 

�“Without looking up Hanmer replied: �“Ask him whether it is Andrew or 
Stonewall.�” 

Away back in antiquity one day Cap. Hanmer and a friend were passing 
the slave market on the Public Square where slaves were being sold by 
auction. �“Let�’s buy a Negro,�” one of them suggested; and so Cap. bought 
Bob, a little pickaninny six or eight years old. Bob never knew the name of his 
former master his mother, from whom he was separated forever by one of the 
horrors of slavery. But Bob loved his new master; he slept in the room with 
him; waited on him; and went with him everywhere.. On one of their trips to 
New Orleans, as the boat was about to start home Mr. Hanmer was sitting on 
deck, when Bob appeared. 

�“What have you been doing, you little rascal?�” asked the master. 
�“Nothin, Marse Cap,�” Bob replied. �“I jes cum ter tell you goodbye; I 

don�’t belong ter you no mo: Marse Horace done gambled me off.�” With many 
imprecations Cap. left the boat and postponed his trip home until he could 
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get his �“little nigger�” back. After �“the freedom�” Bob became a waiter at the 
Maxwell House, where he was a favorite of Andrew Johnson and other great 
men of that time. He then went to Louisville, Ky. where again he became a 
hotel waiter and made friends with Dr. Luke P. Blackburn, and when Dr. 
Blackburn went to Frankfort as Governor, he took Bob with him to be porter 
at the executive offices, and assistant in his humble capacity at all the 
Governor�’s social functions. He occupied a like position during the 
administrations as Governor of Proctor Knott, Gen. Simon Bolivar Buck and 
John Young Brown. Then a Republican, W. O. Bradley was elected Governor 
and Bob went into the discard, and, returning to Louisville, died of a broken 
heart. To his last breath he cherished a great affection for his old master and 
always spoke of him as �“Marse Cap.�” 

Space forbids a history, even if available, of all the famous old livery-
stables. A few, however, should be mentioned. These were Black�’s, Bennett�’s 
and Trousdale�’s stables of North Fourth Avenue, near where the Bijou 
Theater is now located15; Patterson & Carmichael�’s, one of the last to go, on 
Third Avenue between Church and Commerce Streets; Woodfin�’s on 
Broadway, toward the river from First Baptist Church, now an automobile 
establishment; and Elias Napier�’s on Broadway at the corner of Seventh 
Avenue, occupying part of the site of the high school building. The latter was 
a progressive colored man, a brother of J. C. Napier. 

 
To be continued next Sunday. 
 

                                                 
15 Later the site of the main entrance to the Municipal Auditorium. 
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