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A
December Meeting
Christmas Social
NOTE EARLY MEETING DATE
The December meeting will be the traditional Christmas social. Everyone is
encouraged to bring their favorite finger food dish suitable to serve several.
There will be no formal program although it is hoped there will be some
music provided by our resident musicians.
Everyone come and bring guests, especially new recruits!
When: December 13, 2016, 5:30 pm.
Where: Municipal Art Gallery, State
St., Jackson.

See you there!

nd she brought forth
her firstborn son,
and wrapped him in swaddling clothes, and laid him
in a manger; be-cause
there was no room for
them in the inn.
nd there were in the
same country shepherds abiding in the field,
keep-ing watch over their
flock by night.
nd, lo, the angel of
the Lord came upon
them, and the glory of the
Lord shone round about
them: and they were sore
afraid.
nd the angel said
unto them, Fear not:
for, be-hold, I bring you
good tidings of great joy,
which shall be to all people.
or unto you is born
this day in the city of
David a Saviour, which is
Christ the Lord.
nd this shall be a
sign unto you; Ye
shall
find
the
babe
wrapped
in
swaddling
clothes, lying in a manger.

November Meeting
Report
Mississippi at Gettysburg
Part II

A

The November program was presented
by Compatriot Ralph David Davison
who presented Part II of “Mississippi
at Gettysburg.”

A

(I was unable to attend the meeting so I
have no more information on the proceedings.)

A
F

A

Luke 2:7-12
(KJV)

1
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Rebel Ramblings
by Robert Murphree
Well, your humble quartermaster is red-faced, for no doubt he got confused
about the November meeting date. I turned up on the 29th to find out every
other member of the camp had gotten the date wrong. Oh, well, I forgive all
of you. Reminds me of the fellow walking down the street with a big "K" on
the front of his shirt. Another man says "Hey, fellow, what does "K" stand
for?"
"Confused."

Calendar
December 13, 2016
Camp 635 Christmas social at the Municipal Art
Gallery

“You don't spell ‘confused’ with a ‘K’."
"You spell it that way when you are as confused as I am."
The last few years have not been kind to Confederate history. The false views
of our Confederate ancestors' actions and motives that are fed to the public
over and over have been very destructive, being taken as true by the uninformed or the thoughtless, especially since these false views fit current prejudices. This is how history becomes distorted. Myth, political correctness, revisionist versions of history, social changes, distortions from Hollywood
and television all combined have been applied in retrospect to events of 150
years ago in such a manner that were some of our ancestors brought back today they would not recognize the Confederacy they fought for. It is so unfair
to judge the past by the present; one must view past events in their own
terms and values. We can only hope that down the road common sense, truth
and fair play appear once more in the vocabulary used to describe the War Between the States from the Confederate viewpoint.
How did Stonewall Jackson spend his last Christmas, December, 1862? His
camp was near Front Royal, at the famous old plantation house called Corbin
Hall. Jackson had consented to move his headquarters into the farm office, a
substantial building that also served as the library for the well educated family
that owned the place. We are indebted to Henry Kyd Douglas for the account
of that Christmas, and he tells us how out of place the austere Jackson looked
in that building full of hunting and fishing equipment and trophies. Too, the
library full of books about romance, poetry, hunting, fishing, travel and other
light-hearted subjects was a strange stage for
the serious Jackson.
The dinner for that Christmas day promised to be especially rich, as all the
(Continued on page 3)
Send changes in e-mail addresses to: csa4ever@att.net
Include changes to physical (mail) addresses and telephone numbers as well.
DISCLAIMER: The views and opinions expressed by contributors to this newsletter
are not necessarily the views or opinions of this editor, the Jefferson Davis Camp 635,
or any member thereof.
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January 24, 2017
Regular meeting of
Camp 635 at the
Municipal Art Gallery

February 28, 2017
Regular meeting of
Camp 635 at the
Municipal Art Gallery

March 28, 2017
Regular meeting of
Camp 635 at the
Municipal Art Gallery

April 22, 2017
Cemetery cleanup for
Confederate Memorial
Day
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Chaplain’s Dispatch
Dear Friends and Compatriots:
A CHANGING HEART
The last day of War Between the States, US
General Joshua Chamberlain, as his soldiers
lined up on both side of the road for the surrender of Lee's army, ordered his troops to salute
“their foe! But no taunting , no victorious
words , just only a gun salute raised to honor
of them!”
When Jesus offered His Words about forgiveness in Luke 6, He was helping us to understand the different between people of grace and
people without grace! In verse 35, "but love
your enemies, do good to them and without expecting to get anything back", like “please” for
me or “I am sorry!”

(Continued from page 2)

farmers in the neighborhood had pitched in to supply
--at the request of members of Jackson's staff who
were not as prone to self-denial as was General Jackson--all the good things to eat a Christmas dinner of
those days warranted. General Jackson and his staff
had issued invitations to a number of other officers to
attend the dinner, including General Lee and General
Stuart. The dinner was produced by well dressed servants, prompting General Stuart to chide General
Jackson for this sudden indulgence in luxury. But
when General Stuart noticed that the butter had a
fighting cock stamped in the block of butter, Douglas
said Stuart "bemoaned such an indication of moral
degeneracy." One can only hope that Jackson, famous for his lack of a sense of humor, appreciated
the joke.

What a different scene it was for Private David Holt in
the 16th Mississippi on the Fredericksburg front that
same Christmas. Reared in a wealthy home in Wilkinson County, Mississippi, Holt recorded he thought
at length of the wonderful Christmas' back home. All
he got that Christmas, 1862, was a little fresh meat
Sincerely, and a bit of brown sugar. To make up for what they
didn't have, Holt and his fellow soldiers would talk
Rev. Glenn D. Shows about the wonderful dinners each had enjoyed in the
pre-ware days. Holt said when one or the other
Chaplain
would describe some succulent repast "you could almost taste the cranberry sauce on the baked turVisit the camp web site at:
key."

http://www.scvcamp635.org

Missouri’s response to Lincoln’s call for
troops…
“Your requisition, in my judgment, is illegal,
unconstitutional and revolutionary in its object, inhumane and diabolical, and cannot be
complied with. Not one
man will the state of Missouri furnish to carry on
such an unholy crusade.”
--Claiborne Jackson

From the Facebook page
of “Defending the Heritage.”

But I never will forget Holt's tale about that Christmas because the star of the narrative is his description of how some of his comrades had gone into a
place called Victor's in New Orleans and had ordered
a meal from a menu printed in French. Dish after
dish came out and the final bill was $28.00 for a dinner for four. Paying the bill, one of the men asked
for a copy of the bill, the copy marked "paid," at
which
the
clerk
inquired
if
there
were
any problem with the meal or the bill. Holt's comrade
replied "No, no complaints. It’s just that we are from
the country in Mississippi and when we get home and
tell the folks that we had a feed that cost seven dollars a head they are just naturally going to call us
liars. We want the bill to back us up." Holt said he
had heard the story many times before, and heard it
many times after, but that "an empty stomach makes
(Continued on page 4)
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Observations of a Florida Confederate
“To people who passed through those memorable days in Dixie, it seems queer to hear Southern
men and women spoken of as "traitors," "rebels," "enemies of American liberty" and "foes of the
Constitution." I know not what may have been the secret motives of wily leaders, if there were any
such leaders, which I gravely doubt, but as for the people, nothing but patriotism pure and simple
moved them to vote secession and to enlist in the army.
The people at the South felt just as confident that the people at the North contemplated a deliberate overthrow of the Republic as their fathers in the Revolution felt that King George was a tyrant.
In all the public orations and private discussions the idea that slavery was the bone of contention
never once entered the minds of the common people . . .
They understood that the Constitution of the United States was assailed, and that they were offering themselves for its defense. The question, as they understood it, was whether American liberty
should be perpetuated or crushed by Northern monarchy.
Fighting for slavery? Think of the absurdity of the thing! The Southern army was largely made up
of volunteers from the mountain regions. There were no slaves of consequence in that mountain
country, and those poor mountaineers hated "stuck-up" slaveholders as cordially as a saint hates
sin. True, they understood in a vague sort of way that there was some discussion on the subject of
slavery in a general way, but to them this was only an incidental and irrelevant topic of public interest which was in no way connected with the question of secession.
The people understood that the question at issue was simply their right to manage their own affairs
in their own States. If the North proposed to interfere with that right, what assurance had they
that it would not take from them their homes and all their property? I know not what the leaders
thought, but there was no mistaking the feelings and opinions of the common people. . . .
I understood that in seceding the South held on to the Constitution, and the Declaration of Independence, and Bunker Hill monument, and the life of George Washington. . . .
We traitors? We rebels against the American government and enemies of the Constitution? Shades
of Washington and Bunker Hill! Why, what were the people up in the mountains fighting for if not
for the Constitution? . . . . What did they care about slavery? Hadn't it been as a thorn in the flesh
to them from time immemorial? Did not everybody know that the North had set aside the Constitution, throttled our liberty and pulled the tail feathers out of the American eagle?”

Taken from the Facebook page of “Defending the Heritage.” Originally excerpted from Seventy
Years in Dixie, by F.D. Srygley, Florida Confederate Veteran, Faith and Facts Press, first printing
1891.
(Continued from page 3)

a listening ear."
Merry Christmas fellows. I hope next year will be a great one for all, and your families too.
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WHO DO YOU BELIEVE?
First person accounts are the best way to know what was
in the minds and hearts of those who fought for the
Southern cause. Only a fool would think some modern
day “historian” on the History Channel knows better.
Here are the words of a Confederate soldier:
“Now with these facts before him, the historian will find it
impossible to believe that these men drew their swords
and did these heroic deeds and bore these incredible
hardships for four long years for the sake of the institution of slavery.
“Everyone who was conversant with the opinions of the
soldiers of the Southern Army, knows that they did not
wage that tremendous conflict for slavery. That was a
subject very little in their thoughts or on their lips. Not
one in twenty of those grim veterans, who were so terrible on the battlefield, had any financial interest in slavery.
“No, they were fighting for liberty, for the right of selfgovernment. They believed the Federal authorities were
assailing that right. It was the sacred heritage of AngloSaxon freedom, of local self-government, won at Runnymede, which they believed in peril when
they flew to arms as one man, from the Potomac to the Rio Grande.
“They may have been right, or they may have been wrong, but that was the issue they made. On
that they stood. For that they died.”
Source: THE SOUL OF LEE, BY ONE OF HIS SOLDIERS RANDOLPH H. McKIM, 1918.
Link to free e-book: https://archive.org/details/soullee00mckigoog

From the Facebook page of “Defending the Heritage.”
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Remembering Franklin
Captain Todd Carter...killed at the Battle of Franklin, Tenn. He was
killed on the family farm, within 100 yards of the house where he
was born and where his family sought refuge in the basement.
After the battle, with a lantern in hand, his father wandered over
the battlefield all night looking for his son. After his body was
found, Todd was taken to the house where his mother and sisters
cleaned his body and prepared him for burial.

From the Facebook page of “Defending the Heritage.”

Rooms inside of the McGavock house
still bear blood stains from southerners
wounded in the Battle of Franklin…

From the Facebook page of “Defending
the Heritage.”
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So with grateful heart, the man went away
But Conrad noticed the time of day
And he wondered what made the Lord so late
And how much longer he'd have to wait
When he heard a knock he ran to the door
But it was only a stranger once more
A bent ol' lady with a shawl of black
With a bundle of kindlin' piled on her back
She asked for only a place to rest
But that was reserved for Conrad's great guest
But her voice seemed to plead "Don't send me away
Let me rest for awhile on Christmas day"
So Conrad brewed her a steamin' cup
And told her to sit at the table and sup
But after she left he was filled with dismay
For he saw that the hours were slippin' away
And the Lord hadn't come as He said He would
And Conrad felt sure he'd misunderstood

Editor’s Note: This isn’t related to the WBTS
but it is one of my favorite Christmas recitations. It has been recorded by several prominent country artists but Grandpa Jones early
version from my younger years is my favorite.
(I think his voice is perfect for making it sound
like a story heard at your Grandfather’s knee.

The Christmas Guest
It happened one day near December's end
Two neighbors called on an old time friend
And they found his shop so meager and mean
Made gay with a thousand bows of green
And Conrad was sittin' with face a-shine
When he suddenly stopped as he stitched a twine
And he said "Oh friends at dawn today
When the cock was crowin' the night away
The Lord appeared in a dream to me
And said 'I'm comin' your guest to be.'
So I've been busy with feet astir
And strewin' my shop with branches of fir
The table is spread and the kettle is shined
And over the rafters the holly is twined
And Now I'll wait for my Lord to appear
And listen closely so I will hear His step
As He nears my humble place
And I'll open the door and look on His face"

When out of the stillness he heard a cry
"Please help me, and tell me where am I!"
So again he opened his friendly door
And stood disappointed as twice before
It was only a child who'd wandered away
And was lost from her family on Christmas day
Again, Conrad's heart was heavy and sad
But he knew he should make the little girl glad
So he called her in and he wiped her tears
And quieted all her childish fears
Then he led her back to her home once more
But as he entered his own darkened door
He knew that the Lord was not comin' today
For the hours of Christmas had passed away
So he went to his room and he knelt down to pray
And he said "Dear Lord, why did You delay?
What kept You from comin' to call on me?
For I wanted so much Your Face to see"

So his friends went home and left Conrad alone
For this was the happiest day he'd known
For long since his family had passed away
And Conrad had spent many a sad Christmas day
But he knew with the Lord as his Christmas guest
This Christmas would be the dearest and best
So he listened with only joy in his heart
And with every sound he would rise with a start
And look for the Lord to be at his door
Like the vision he'd had a few hours before
So he ran to the window after hearin' a sound
But all he could see on the snow-covered ground
Was a shabby beggar who's shoes were torn
And all of his clothes were ragged and worn
But Conrad was touched and he went to the door
And he said "your feet must be frozen and
sore
I have some shoes in my shop for you
And a coat that'll keep you warmer too"

When soft in the silence, a voice he heard
"Lift up your head, for I kept my word
Three times my shadow crossed your floor
And three times I came to your lonely door
For I was the beggar with bruised, cold feet
And I was the woman you gave somethin' to eat
And I was the child on the homeless street.
Three times I knocked and three times I came in
And each time I found the warmth of a friend
Of all the gifts love is the best
And I was honored to be your Christmas guest."
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Commander’s Column
Trivia Question:

Commander Jackson has no column this month

This month’s question asks:
Can you fill in the last four
words of this quoted passage:
“There was a land of Cavaliers and Cotton Fields
called the Old South. Here
in this pretty world, Gallantry took its last bow.
Here was the last ever to be
seen of Knights and their
Ladies Fair, of Master and
of Slave. Look for it only in
books, for it is no more
than a dream remembered,
a Civilization...
November’s
asked:

quest ion

Most Southerners know
that “Dixie” was written by
Dan D. Emmett. Do you
know where and when it
was formally written and
SPREADING THE WEALTH WAS NOT AN ORIGINAL IDEA…
published and what its forThe South conservatively paid 70% of the support of the government through
mal title is?
tariffs in 1860, yet it only represented 30% of the US population. To add insult,
The answer:
most of the money collected in the South was spent in the North on roads,
It was written and pub- bridges, canals and railroads…
lished in New York in 1860
by Firth, Pond and Com- “The power confided to me, will be used to hold, occupy, and possess the
pany.
property, and places belonging to the government, AND TO COLLECT THE DUTIES AND IMPOSTS…” from the South. (Emphasis added.) From Lincoln’s 1st
inaugural address. Note that there’s nothing in that address about freeing
slaves.

Text from the Facebook page of “Defending the Heritage.” Cartoon image edited and inserted by editor.

Jefferson Davis Camp #635
Sons of Confederate
Veterans
PO Box 16945
Jackson, MS 39236-6945
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