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Edi tordés note: the first [ nstall ment of this

continuity of the story, the first part has been reprinted along with part 2.

Some men aChleve renown by the singular and distinctive way in which they live: others, by the manner of

and events surrounding their death. Marshal Henry J. Cash made his lasting mark on the town of Oliver Springs in both re-
spects. Nicknamed “Pony”, Marshal Cash would be remembered as an honored Civil War veteran, then as a distinguished
officer of the law. Pony Cash served for many years, first as a policeman, then as town Marshal of Oliver Springs, being the
first Oliver Springs lawman to be killed in the line of duty. This is the first in a series of articles on the murder of Marshal
Henry J. “Pony” Cash...... the actual event, the prelude and events leading up to it, and the trial of his killer.

Where to begin-.......

September 1904.. .. Good times

had indeed come to Oliver Springs, Tennes-
see, a small but thriving town strategically situ-
ated at a natural gap through Walden’s Ridge,
a prominent sandstone escarpment that
stretches from northeastern Tennessee all the
way down into Alabama and Georgia. Inves-
tors had flocked into the area after the Civil
War, and by 1904 the fruits of their labors
were well in evidence. Mineral-rich water flow-
ing from rock strata at various elevations on
the ridge had been cherished for its reputed
healing properties since before recorded his-
tory. The elegant Oliver Springs Hotel,
founded by heirs of Welsh foundryman and

Marshal Henry J. “Pony” Cash

was this reality that culminated in the for-
mation of the first town charter in 1903. A
council of aldermen was formed, with
| many of the more prominent men chosen
to serve on the council. The first town
marshal was hired, a man named Henry
“Pony” Cash who was already serving as
policeman. Cash was by all accounts a
rough-edged, no nonsense man who had
previously served in law enforcement in
Rockwood, Tennessee.

One thing the elegant Oliver Springs Ho-
tel had done for the little
town of Oliver Springs

was to bring in a wide

industrialist Joseph Richards, was doing a
booming business, with scheduled trains bringing well-
heeled folk from far and wide, pilgrims drawn to the
ESEESe mincral springs renowned for
their medicinal and therapeutic
value. Oliver Springs had be-
! come a proper town, with a need
@ for structure and ordinances. It

variety of world class entertainers.

The evening of September i .
28th,1904promised to be a special

one, with renowned funnyman and

Ralph Bingham

musician Ralph Bingham due to take the stage in the

w (Continued on next page)
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huge banquet hall of the hotel with
his Vaudevillian schtick not unlike
Red Skelton and others of that genre.
Dusk had settled in on the town by
7:00 . The streets were bustling with
townsfolk making their way over to
the hotel. Tickets were a pricey 75
cents, with reserved seating only. At
the corner of the ornate fence sur-
rounding the hotel lawn, Tuppertown
resident and garrulous lady Molly
Bunn was engaging in comical repar-
tee with a gather-

ing that included

young socialites
Harry Richards
and Will Shelton,
sons of wealthy
magnate John R.
Richards and Dr.
Asa K. Shelton,
respectively.

Will had displayed
an everincreasing
affinity for strong
drink, and had
often exhibited a
propensity for
being a little too asking the boys
rowdy when he was 1,0y much they
well lubricated.

Molly was over-
heard feigning
outrage at the
price of tickets,

reckoned it cost
to sit on the

— St2ge. Molly,

who often expressed fondness for
the occasional dram of whiskey
sweetened with sugar, was in jolly
form, and those gathered around her
were being treated to a fine comedic
spectacle in its own right. Presently
Molly begged leave of the young men
so she could make her way back
downtown and meet up with her hus-
band Captain Jim Bunn, Civil War
veteran and erstwhile constable, and
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her son Will Bunn. Molly had had an
adventurous day already, having ear-
lier entertained several guests in her
home in Tuppertown she shared
with her husband the Captain. One
of the guests was town Constable Alf
Diggs. Another was 39 year old Wil-
liam West, known to most as Will.
Although considered wellborn, Will
had attained a somewhat dubious
reputation in the 10 years or so since
he had followed his father, Dr. Tho-
mas West to the little town of Win-
ter’s Gap, alternately known as
Oliver Springs. Will had displayed an
ever-increasing affinity for strong
drink, and had often exhibited a pro-
pensity for being a little too rowdy
when he was well lubricated. Consta-
ble Diggs had intentions of serving a
warrant on one Matt Dobson that

evening, and it was told to Diggs by

| an informant that
\ Y

s Dobson might be at

Rp—
e

¥ the big to-do over at

-\ the hotel. Diggs

y thought he might
need some help with
Dobson, so he depu-
1 tized Will West and

% another man eatlier

Lo M that morning. Diggs
was taking no chances in the event
of resistance by Dobson. While at
the Bunn’s, Diggs and West had
taken supper and refreshment before
heading downtown.

Strolling along the side of
Sienknecht’s Store facing the railroad

tracks were Mrs. J.J. Williams,
(wife of noted lawman J.J. Wil-
liams), young

Jenny Hoskins

(who would later
marry Mayor Ab

Larue), Nora
Childs, and a party
of young girls who ¥

=

were all heading
up to the festivi-
ties at the hotel.

Dr. Thomas West

Inside the drug
store, Dr. Thomas West and
clerk Jim Smith were busy fin-
ishing up the final chores, mak-
ing preparations to close. Dr.
West was well thought of by
residents of the little town.
Trained as a
physician, Dr.
s West was
¥ grievously
~ injured in the
infamous
New Market train wreck that
had resulted in tremendous loss
of life several years before. Dr.
West had sustained a skull frac-
ture in that wreck. Incredu-
lously, he had performed sur-
gery on his own head to repair
the fracture, with his nurse
holding a mirror as Dr. West
implanted a silver dollar over
the hole in his skull. According
to legend, Dr. West passed out
more than once during the tedi-
ous surgery; however, the op-
eration had been successful, and
Dr. West had regained his
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resume his discourse than Pony Cash

train. Reluctant to call
it a night just yet, Will
lingered at the depot

to socialize and watch

reappeared out of the darkness and

accosted Will West again. Will, break-
ing free, attempted to flee toward the
ice house (present site of Mrs. Maggie

h ladies dis-
e pretly e O thurmer home) but was intercepted
embark. Pony Cash bo Marehal Cash. who d o
concluded that Wil | 0¥ Yrarshat Lash, who drove o

as well lit. and the ground with two commanding
WA ’ blows from his billy club, an iron rod
wrapped with leather rings. Will,

bleeding profusely from a head

strode up to him, say-
ing, “Will, you’re

sy o

k...
R drun . go o wound, was hauled off to the cala-
home”. Will grudgingly got up

health. By the time Dr. West had and swayed off down the dirt

moved to Olivers, he had ceased the
practice of medicine, working instead

boose. Will had never forgotten nor

) forgiven the ignominy of that encoun-
daf h b

road a few paces, then, observing ter. And now Cash was outside...
rurned and slunk back towards Waiting for him. Will’s face flushed a

store on the first floor of Dr. A.K. , crimson red, the veins pulsing in his
the depot. He wasn’t ready to go

as a pharmacist. He operated the dru Cash sauntering off toward town,
p p g

Shelton’s doctor’s offices. neck......
home yet. However, no sooner
had he settled in and begun to
Lurching down the street V Will went to the back of the
——

in the near darkness to- drug store. To the left was the pre-

scription counter. Reaching under
a stack of newspapers, Will found
what he had come after... a 6-shot
repeating revolver. As he began to

ward the drugstore came
Will West, his face red

and angry. He had secen
Marshal Pony Cash ¢
across the tracks, and (
Cash was watching him.

make his way out of the store his
father Dr. Thomas West caught

Will held a powerful him, pleading for Will to come
grudge against Marshal home with him. The doctor eat-
Cash, a feud that had nestly besought him, telling Will

simmered and stewed for ~ that he would close up early and

several years, erupting at ~ take him home; however, Will re-

£

. . . 1 ] .
various times into open N 5{ fused. There ensued a brief strug-

hostilities. Cash had 3
caught Will hanging out !
at the depot one evening

. gle wherein Dr. West tried to wrest
~ the gun from Will’s hand, but the

_ A ~ aging doctor was no match for the
about the time of the last : vt e U IR R RN 39 year old son.

. . S e g P
evening train from Knox- =~ :

ville. Will, feeling no Above is Dr. Thomas West’s Drug Store, with Dr. A K.
pain, had been out for an | Shelton’s offices on the second floor. William West Withesses stated that Will

came out of this drug store, proceeding a short way
down the tracks before whirling and firing 4 shots at West emerged from the drug store

Oliver's aboard a freioh Pony Cash who was standing at extreme lower right of | @nd began walking briskly up the
ver's aboard a tretght | game pony Cash fell mortally wounded, his head fac-  tracks toward Dutch Valley. He
ing toward town.

e
o -

evening of merriment,
hitching a ride back to
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took several steps,

then whirled, shouted either
“Cash” or “You, Cash!” then
pulled a pistol from his back

pocket and fired
four times in
rapid succes-
sion. Each muz-
zle blast litup |
the landscape in
the downtown
area. Witnesses

flinched and
shrank from the
lightning-like

Peny Cach Stery

shot in the lip ranging back through his
neck until lodging near the back of the
neck. The third shot entered just below
the first rib, continuing through the
body and impacting the spinal
column. The fourth shot en-
tered Cash’s body just below
the left armpit and exited just
below the right armpit. Mor-
tally wounded, Pony Cash fell
to the ground, his right cheek
impacting the hard-tamped
== earth just to the side of the

Young Henry J. Cash Jr. can be railroad tracks. He fell with
seen at center. School picture

his head pointing west toward

flash and the terri-
fic report rever-
brating off the
brick and stone
facades of down-
town. Pony Cash
began to crumple
with the first
shot, yanking his
son Henry Jr. out

He took several
steps, then
whirled,
shouted either of the line of fire

0 Cas ho6 owithhé Ngotu ,
Cash! 6 had éghe
pulled a pistol slowly collapsed

from his back toward the

_ ground, he turned
POCket_and f.|red a quarter turn to
four times in

the right as the
rapid succession.pyllets continued
to find their
—_—— marks. (Ed. Note:
popular legend claimed that all fou

shots pierced his heart, with a pat-

hand: however, this was not borne
out by testimony.)

The first shots hit Cash in the right
cheek and the lower lip, with the

tern that a man could cover with hi}

the center of town.

Molly Bunn, who had made her
way back downtown to meet up with
her husband, was just out of the line of
fire. She was heard to scream, then
exclaimed “O Lordy!” before settling
to a crosstie in a swoon.

Constable Alf Diggs, who was at the
Post Office in nearby Keebler’s store
when he heard the gunshots, came run-
ning with two pistols drawn. He wit-
nessed a young man named Will Brady
running, who he ordered to stop, then
detained at gunpoint, thinking Brady
was the shooter. Brady protested,
“Will West’s the man you want!”,
pointing to West, who had made no
attempt to escape. Constable Diggs
immediately

Bl accosted West,
.| saying, “Will,

Y« CONSider your-
| self under ar-

4 Shelton, who
had been in his

Dr. Asa K. Shelton

e

Grave marker of Marshal Henry J.
oPonyo Cash. He
Oliver Springs Cemetery.

offices upstairs over the drug store,
scrambled down the stairs and rushed to
the side of the fallen Marshal, where he
and local resident Sam Martin gently
rolled him onto his back. Deftly assess-
ing first one wound then another, Dr.
Shelton quickly and grimly concluded
that Marshal Cash was not long for this
world. As the townspeople gathered,
cautiously at first, then swarming around
the fallen lawman, Cash breathed a few
torturous gasps, each lungful more la-
bored than the one before it, then as the
crowd looked on anxiously, he relaxed,
his eyes fixed on some point unknown to
the onlookers. Marshal Henry J. “Pony”
Cash was dead.

In the aftermath of the killing,
there was much confusion as to which
jurisdiction the murder would fall un-
der. Some asserted that Will West shot
from within Anderson County, while
Pony Cash was fatally wounded and
fell just across the line in Roane
County. William West was taken to the
Roane County Jail awaiting trial.

il
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(Part two In a series of articles)

It was March 1905. Six months had passed since that
tragic and bloody evening that witnessed the gunning
down on Main Street of Town Marshal Henry J. “Pony”
Cash. In the interim, exhaustive preparations had been
underway to prepare for the lengthy trial that was to
follow. Lawyers had been appointed and selected for
both the prosecution and the defense. After all the
groundwork and summoning of witnesses, the trial was
finally underway.

One of the pivotal witnesses called to testify was

Sallie Butler McNamara, wife of policeman John McNa-
mara. At the time of the shooting the McNamaras lived
in an apartment over Mitchell’s Store ( Ed 7 t 0 r g
Mitchell Brothers Store was located approximately
where the Brummett Insurance Offices are pres-

ently located,
§ across from the
present day City
Hall). Sallie testi-
=4 fied that she had
b | heard Will West
24 | make threats

|| against the life of
|| Pony Cash.

" According to
Sallie, Will West
was on the street

Mitchell Brothers Storé@ Sallie and
John McNamara lived overhead. It waswith a loaded gun

from the window seen above this store

that Sallie McNamara overheard Will

West make a threat on the life of Mar-
shal Pony Cash

(a violation of the
newly incorpo-
rated town’s chat-

ter) when Marshal
Cash intercepted him, telling West to take the gun and
go home. When asked by the prosecutor if heated
words were exchanged, Sallie replied that Will West first
told Cash to “Make me”, then when Cash admonished
him further, West exclaimed, “I will kill you some day. I
will not now but I will some day”. When asked about
the demeanor of the two men, Sallie remarked that al-
though Marshal Cash spoke as a gentleman, Will West

was angry and had obviously
been drinking. The counsel for
the defense was none other
than Prominent local attorney
and councilman Clem Jones, a
towering giant of a man whose
physical presence could easily
intimidate a witness. During
subsequent cross-examination
Jones hammered Sallie’s testi-

Clem Jones mony, attempting to portray
her as an unreliable witness. When
asked,why,she was leaning out of her upstairs window
closely watching the two men quarreling, Sallie re-
torted, “I didn’t never see a fight in my life but what I
watched it”. Despite a vigorous effort by defense at-
torney Jones to belittle her personally and discredit
her testimony, Sallie McNamara gave as good as she
got, engaging in alternately heated and humorous
jousting with the defense. No doubt the defense
counsel was left feeling as though he had gotten the
proverbial “tiger by the tail” by the time Sallie McNa-
mara had mercifully been excused from the stand.

Next in line to testify was Sallie’s husband John
McNamatra, who at the time of
the shooting was a police officer A
in Oliver Springs. When asked if
he had ever had a conversation
with Will West regarding Pony
Cash, John McNamara replied,
“Yes sir: me and Mr. West was
together one day and he told
me, ‘John, you are a pretty good =
fellow.. If T were you I would |
get off the police force. Some

2

man is going to die with his
boots on some day.”

One of the things the defense
attempted to use to mitigate the

charges against Will West was to John McNamara




claim that John McNamara had some time earlier hit
Will West in the head with a “konk” (conch) shell,
causing subsequent violent seizures.

When John McNamara was asked by the defense to
reply to this earlier testimony, McNamara replied
that he had in fact hit West with his fist and not a
shel. ( Ed/i t or 6s note:
vouched for the explosive power contained in John
Mc Namaradbds fist, stating
maim a man for life)

After John McNamara’s testimony, the State called
preacher Everett Booth, the Pastor of the First Bap-
tist Church. Preacher Booth was also the next door
neighbor to the West family, living in a large Victo-
rian house on the corner of
Winter’s Gap Ave. and Roane
Street. Preacher Booth’s testi-
mony proved to be telling in
several ways, not only to the
dynamics of the Pony Cash -
Will West feud, but also to the
volatile and erratic tendencies
of Booth’s neighbor Will West.
When asked by the prosecution
to recount the events that pre-
cipitated the apparent ill will
toward him by the defendant
West, Preacher Booth re-
counted how he had found
Will West lying in the doorway
of the church at the close of

off. I told him that I didn’t get anything for my duty as a
witness and Mr. Cash hadn’t.” Later, as the case drew near
going to deliberation Everett Booth was to be hammered by
Attorney Jones, who brought up a rumored petition by
some disgruntled parishioners to turn Booth out of the
church, in an attempt by Jones to cast doubt on the integrity

noted #FBPE b esdmapy bnrelisfign, thgcqunsel for

the prosecution began referring to Clem Jones as “the five
hundred dollaremaw’ msna insinbatiensthat enescwasipAymg
sympathetic witnesses to appear. Witness after witness was
asked pointedly if they had been paid to testify, and alter-
nately were grilled on unsavory aspects of their personal
lives, all in an attempt to cast doubt or alternately reduce or
enhance their efficacy as a witness. At times this would get
downright ugly, with both sides desperate
to cast their witnesses on the most favor-
able light, only to have the opposing coun-
sel then prop the witness back up and at-
tempt to shoot their credibility as witnesses
full of holes. In this climate it was proving
hard if not impossibly to discern the verac-
ity of the testimony given, and no doubt the
jury was having an exceedingly hard time
trying to attach the proper weight to testi-
mony given. However testy and confronta-
tional the atmosphere was early on in the
trial, it was to become much more charged
and volatile in the days to come as the trial
drew toward a conclusion.

1st Baptist Pastor Everett Booth

services one night in an intoxi-
cated condition, and had reported him to Marshal
Pony Cash who had then taken West into custody.
West subsequently demonstrated a grudge against
his neighbor Booth, confronting him one day as the
preacher was hoeing potatoes near the fence that
separated the adjacent properties. As he recounted
the event, Preacher Booth said, “I was in my lot
working, and he (West) came down in an intoxicated
condition, and raised or tried to raise a fuss with me,
but I didn’t get mad.. Never do at a drunk man. He
spoke about what I had sworn to in regard to him
being drunk at the church. He also mentioned Mr.
Cash’s name with it, ‘Cash to do the arresting and

me the swearing to make a living’, and said if we did-

n’t stop, we would get our d heads knocked
| ]

To be continued next issue

The Trial 0
William West

Thanks to Robert Bailey and Darleen Trent of the
Roane Heritage Group for their priceless assistance i
researching this story!!




