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H. Grady Howell, Jr. (just Grady to 

most of us) presented a program on the 

history of Thanksgiving in Mississippi.  

In camp business, it was decided to 

move the December meeting to De-

cember 16 to avoid conflict with 

Christmas.  It will be the annual Christ-

mas social. 

As in the past, the December SCV 

meeting will be a Christmas social 

and not a regular meeting.  It will be 

held earlier in the month on Wednes-

day, December the 16th to avoid 

conflict with Christmas. 

 

Wives are welcome, and everyone is 

encouraged to bring a favorite holi-

day dish to celebrate. 

 

Hopefully, the Dixie Hummingbirds 

and perhaps other musicians will be 

available to brighten the holiday fes-

tivities. 

 

 When:  December 16, 2020, 6:00 

pm. 

Where:  Masonic Lodge, 7454 Old 

Canton Road, Madison, MS. 

December Meeting 

Christmas Social on 

Earlier Date 

November Meeting 
Report 

The 
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The History of Thanksgiving 

in Mississippi 

 
 
 
 
 
 

T hen came the Jews 
round about him, 

and said unto him, How 
long dost thou make us to 
doubt? If thou be the 
Christ, tell us plainly. 

J esus answered them, I 
told you, and ye be-

lieved not: the works that 
I do in my Father's name, 
they bear witness of me. 

B ut ye believe not, be-
cause ye are not of 

my sheep, as I said unto 
you. 

M y sheep hear my 
voice, and I know 

them, and they follow me: 

A nd I give unto them 
eternal life; and 

they shall never perish, 
neither shall any man 
pluck them out of my 
hand. 

M y Father, which 
gave them me, is 

greater than all; and no 
man is able to pluck them 
out of my Father's hand. 

I  and my Father are 
one. 

 

John 10:24-30 
(KJV) 
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Calendar January 25, 2021 

Plans to be determined 

 

February 22, 2021 

Plans to be determined 

 

March 29, 2021 

Plans to be determined 

 

April 26 2021 

Plans to be determined 

 

May 24 2021 

Plans to be determined 

 

June 28 2021 

Plans to be determined 

 

July 26 2021 

Plans to be determined 

 

August 23 2021 

Plans to be determined 

Send changes in e-mail addresses to: csa4ever@att.net 
Include changes to physical (mail) addresses and telephone numbers as well. 

Rebel Ramblings 
by Robert Murphree 

You know, we have often heard the old saying "Old friends are the best friends," 
and with that in mind this rainy weekend I pulled out an old friend, a book enti-
tled "Grandfather's Journal."  It's an old friend, as the front cover tells me it was 

a gift to me back in 1989 and it's one of my best friends because it is such a 
good book.  One of the benefits of so many birthdays is that memory is now a 
fickle creature, and no matter how many times I read a book, if I take it up 

again a lot of what I read appears to be new to me.   
 

It is the daily journal kept by Franklin L. Riley of Lawrence County, Mississippi 
covering his service as a private in Company B, 16th Miss. Infantry from 1861 
until his capture in April, 1865.  From beginning to end Riley served in Virginia 

and got a ground floor view of most of the major battles in that theater.  Like 
many of you, I have read a number of similar diaries, or journals, but I like this 

one because as a writer, Riley possesses an unusual skill.  He remarks early in 
his record that he had worked as a teacher for five years, which accounts per-
haps for why his writing, grammar, and vocabulary are a cut above what you 

see in many private soldiers’ products.   
   
Riley was born in Lawrence County, Mississippi, in 1835 and died in 1907, a 

short distance from where he was born.  He joined the Westville Guards in May, 
1861, which later became Company B of the 16th Miss. Infantry.  The regiment 

was sent to Virginia before the Battle of Manassas, and there it stayed for the 
duration.  
 

A total of 137 men served in Company B during the four year conflict.  Of this 
total, 18 came home after the war; 16 were killed in battle outright, another 11 

died of wounds; 14 died of sickness; 47 were discharged for disabilities of vari-
ous kinds, including being too young and too old.  Two men transferred to other 
units, 7 were AWOL, 13 were listed as missing, and 9 deserted.   These figures 

are in line with what my great grandfather said about his original unit from Cal-
houn County--of 104 that left the county only 4 came back after the war.  
 

Riley characterized one of the early days in camp near Corinth as follows:  
"Today has been a 'thou shalt not' day."  He went on to list what the soldiers 

(Continued on page 3) 

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. 

Visit the camp web site at: 

http://www.scvcamp635.org 
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Chaplain’s Dispatch 
 

Editor’s Note:  Since this issue of the newsletter 
had to be done early, Compatriot Rev. Shows asked 
for a month off from dispatch writing.  I have sub-

stituted an appropriate devotional poem on page 5.  
When considering what to use, I chose this old 

poem, The Christmas Guest, I first heard in a re-
corded recitation by Grandpa Jones many years 
ago.  The text is a bit long and I felt it needed 

some breaks for readability so I inserted blank lines 
after each twelve lines of the poem.  If you’d like to 
hear the original recording, it can be heard on You-

Tube at URL https://youtu.be/amLVJ2_TBn4 

 

The next time he visited that same church, below the 
original poem some wag had scrawled: 

 
The Yankees came with all their might 

To teach us Rebels how to fight 

On the 21st we had some fun 
And double-quicked 'em from Bull Run 

 

About this same time he writes about the regiment be-
ing in Camp Toombs, "which is named after one of 

Georgia's most famous politicians."  He then goes on to 
note that some of the men in the Georgia regiment 
camped there remarked that it was still an open ques-

tion how much of a general Toombs was.  We know 
the answer. 

 
Private Riley's journal has a lot more material I will use 
down the road, so enough for today.  Merry Christmas 

fellows, I hope that next year will be a better year for 
all of us and that we will whip this China virus for good. 

"shalt not" do, including bringing whiskey into 
camp, carry their weapons without permission, or 

bring fresh food into camp--including no fresh 
pork.   After getting these instructions, one of his 
friends was placed on guard duty.  While his 

friend was walking his beat "an immense porker 
came grunting along," coming 
close to the picket line.  "Halt" his friend shouted, 

"or I'll shoot."  The pig ignored the clear order, 
and walked across the picket line, so Riley's friend 

shot and killed the pig.   
 
The regiment's colonel came running at the re-

port of the gun and remonstrated with the senti-
nel for discharging his weapon, and then threat-

ened to have Riley's friend arrested.  The sentinel 
then got the colonel to admit that orders had 
been issued forbidding fresh pork from coming 

into camp, and then said "You don't suppose I 
was going to let that hog pass my line do you, 

when I knew it was against your orders?"  Riley's 
entry for the day concludes that the "regulation 
against admitting fresh pork over our lines has for 

the time been laid aside."   
 
 Later, when the regiment was in Virginia, that 

fall of 1861 he tells about going in "a pretty little 
church."  On the wall behind the altar some poet 

had written: 
 

The Yankees who these walls deface 

Will meet the Rebels face to face 

(Continued from page 2) 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

1847 JEFFERSON DAVIS AND ABE LINCOLN 
IN TOTAL AGREEMENT! 

 

“Any people, anywhere, being inclined and having the 
power, have the right to rise up and shake off the ex-

isting government, and form a new one that suits them 
better. This is a most valuable, a most sacred right, a 
right which we hope and believe is to liberate the 

world”. Abraham Lincoln – U.S. Congress, 1847 
 

Of course, the country was founded on secession for 
independence… 
 

But thirteen years later after the South attempted pre-
cisely that, Lincoln is said to have been asked, “Why 
not let the South go in peace” and he replied; “Who 

(Continued on page 4) 

https://youtu.be/amLVJ2_TBn4
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Christmas Night of '62 

 
The following is a poem by Confederate soldier William Gordon McCabe, sharing his thoughts on Christmas 

Night, 1862. 

The wintry blast goes wailing by, 

The snow is falling overhead; 
I hear the lonely sentry's tread, 

And distant watch-fires light the sky. 
 

Dim forms go flitting through the gloom; 
The soldiers cluster round the blaze 

To talk of other Christmas days, 

And softly speak of home and home 
 

My saber swinging overhead, 
Gleams in the watch-fire's fitful glow, 

While fiercely drives the blinding snow, 

And memory leads me to the dead. 
 

My thoughts go wandering to and fro, 
Vibrating 'twixt the Now and Then; 

I see the low-browed home again, 
The old hall wreathed in mistletoe. 

 

And sweetly from the far off years 
Comes borne the laughter faint and low, 

The voices of the Long Ago! 
My eyes are wet with tender tears. 

 
I feel again the mother kiss, 
I see again the glad surprise 

That lighted up the tranquil eyes 
And brimmed them o'er with tears of bliss 

As, rushing from the old hall-door, 

She fondly clasped her wayward boy - 
Her face all radiant with they joy 

She felt to see him home once more. 
 

My saber swinging on the bough 
Gleams in the watch-fire's fitful glow, 
While fiercely drives the blinding snow 

Aslant upon my saddened brow. 
 

Those cherished faces are all gone! 
Asleep within the quiet graves 

Where lies the snow in drifting waves, - 

And I am sitting here alone. 
 

There's not a comrade here tonight 
But knows that loved ones far away 

On bended knees this night will pray: 
"God bring our darling from the fight." 

 

But there are none to wish me back, 
For me no yearning prayers arise 

The lips are mute and closed the eyes - 
My home is in the bivouac. 

 
From the web site of the American Battlefield 
Trust.  

URL:  https://www.battlefields.org/learn/articles/
christmas-night-62 

would pay for the government”? “ And, what then will become of my tariff”? Abraham Lincoln to Virginia Com-
promise Delegation March 1861 

 
THERE WILL BE NO INVASION EXCEPT TO COLLECT TAXES…A. Lincoln 1st inaugural speech. 
 

Source:  Narrative of Col. J.B. Baldwin, of his Secret Interview with Abraham Lincoln in 1861, Disclosing the 
Origin of the War. Page 87 R.L. Dabney's Discussions Vol Secular 
 

DTH 

(Continued from page 3) 
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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 ashined 

When he suddenly stopped as he stiched 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" 

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 begger 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" 
 

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 
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" 

 
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 begger 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." 

Merry Christmas 
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The Little Confederate’s Night Before Christmas 

©by Rickey E. Pittman 

‘Twas the night before Christmas 

And all through the South, 
Folks waited for Santa 

To come to their house. 
 
The war was going on, 

And folks were afraid, 
That Christmas would be canceled 
Because of the Yankee blockade! 

 
The soldiers were weary 

From marching in groups, 
But all looked for Santa 
From the old to the youth! 

 
They sang Christmas carols, 

Like “Silent Night,’ 
And set up Christmas trees, 
With candles for lights. 

 
Strings of popcorn, 

On branches they wind, 
Other ornaments were made 
Out of what they could find. 

 
Some were of glass, 
Or of wood carved by hand, 

Decked with ribbons and ivy, 
The tree looked so grand! 

 
As Mama sets the table 
For Santa’s midnight snack, 

She hopes the night is peaceful 
And the Yankees don’t attack. 

 
Then up in the sky 
She hears the clatter and rattle 

Of rifles and cannon, 
She knows there’s a battle! 
 

It must be Santa 
Chargin’ through Yankee lines! 

On his way to Dixie, 
As he did in better times. 
 

The Yankees fired their muskets, 
And twelve-pounder cannons, 

Mortars and Swamp Angels, 

But Santa kept comin’! 

 
He rode on a caisson, 

Made of rough timber, 
And sitting beside him 
Was the orphan Jim Limber! 

 
A team of eight mules, 
Pulled them at great speed, 

Antlers tied to their heads, 
With Traveler in the lead! 

 
Great Rebel Generals, 
Gathered and gave him a salute, 

Light glistened from their swords, 
And their black polished boots! 

 
Generals Lee and Stonewall, 
Pickett and Kirby, 

Forrest and Taylor, 
Stand Watie and Early! 

 
Santa stopped in Richmond 
To greet Jefferson Davis, 

And said, Feliz Navidad! 
To Colonel Santos Benavides! 
 

Santa urged his team on 
Through all the Southern states, 

He carried presents and cheer, 
And he must not be late! 
 

Down the stick and mud 
Chimney he came, 

Rolling and laughing 
Like he was playing a game, 
 

Soot and gunpowder 
Had made his face black, 
And he looked like a sutler 

With that big sack on his back! 
 

He was dressed in gray wool, 
Brogans on his feet, 
A kepi on his head, 

Coated with icy sleet! 
 

He sat down at the table, 

And drank some iced tea! 

Then a hot cup of coffee 
With just a drop of whiskey, 

 
He spotted the platter 
Of gravy and steak, 

Corn pones and biscuits, 
Fried Okra and cake. 
 

He ate all the food, 
Like a starving young soldier, 

He rose to his feet, 
And nearly fell over! 
 

He stuffed all the stockings 
With all kinds of toys, 

Whirli-jigs and tops, 
For the good little boys. 
 

The girls got dolls, 
With calico dresses, 

And candy and hairpins, 
For their pretty long tresses. 
 

And I heard Santa exclaim 
As he sped out of sight, 
Merry Christmas to Ya’ll, 

And to all a goodnight! 
 

Reproduction of this copyrighted 
work is allowed by inclusion of the 
following information: 

 

This work is copyrighted by Rickey 

E. Pittman 
rickeyp@bayou.com 
https://www.bardofthesouth.com/  
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Editor’s note:  Although this article contains some good information, the original version contained numer-
ous parenthetical comments written in a conversational form which made reading the main article text dif-
ficult.  I removed most of the comments and rewrote the ones left in.  I revised the title of the article to 
remove a reference to  “other minorities” which are never again mentioned in the text.  The name of the 
author was not given in the Facebook post that I drew from. 

 

A BLACK CONFEDERATE 
IN THE WAR OF NORTHERN AGGRESSION 

 
Dr. Alexander H. Darnes was born a servant in the household of future Confederate general Edmund Kirby 
Smith in St. Augustine, Florida.  Darnes' mother, named Violent Pinkney, was a servant in the Smith 

household.  Darnes and Smith grew up together and were playmates in boyhood.  Darnes accompanied 
Smith into the Mexican war in the service of the United States.  

 
Naturally, when Smith resigned his US commission, Darnes ac-
companied him into the war as the states constitutionally se-

ceded, and Lincoln illegally and unconstitutionally invaded the 
Southern states.  Darnes was General Smith's aide de camp and 

was with him in battles including First Manassas. 
 
Dr. Darnes wrote of Smith's being severely wounded at First Ma-

nassas along with just how nightmarish the battle actually was 
(as you might imagine) with the heat, smoke and constant can-
nonading.  This is what Dr. Darnes said about being with Smith:  

“I was on the battlefields with him at the first Bull Run battle ... 
the firing got so hot and heavy that I took to a fence for protec-

tion, and as soon as convenient I got back to the rear.  My brav-
ery was not very much at this time.”  Dr. Darnes witnessed 
many battles and wrote about them and his experiences in his 

autobiography. 
 

After the war, with the urging of General Smith, Smith's family 
provided money to send Darnes to college.  (Here is where new-
comers, and outsiders to our South just don't "get it". They just 

don't.  We multi-generational Southerners are family. PERIOD.) 
 
Darnes attended Lincoln University in Pennsylvania and then 

Howard University in Washington, D.C., where he graduated 
with a medical degree in 1880. Dr. Darnes then returned to Flor-

ida to set up his practice in Jacksonville, being the first Black/
Colored doctor in the city, and the second in the state of Florida.  Dr. Darnes is credited with saving many 
lives in both a smallpox crisis in 1884 and the yellow fever epidemic in 1888.  The Florida Times Union of-

fered a short tribute to Dr. Darnes after his death stating he was “universally esteemed by all who knew 
him” and noted his valuable services during the 1888 yellow fever epidemic. 

 
Dr. Darnes and General Smith continued to be close friends in the days after the war.  General Smith sent 
Dr. Darnes a large photograph of himself about 1885, and signed it, “with the esteem and affectionate re-

gards of your old master and friend.”  When General Smith died in 1893 Dr. Darnes wrote a long letter to 
Mrs. Smith, assuring her that her husband had been “a generous, virtuous, Christian gentleman.  A brave 
soldier with a benevolent turn of mind and heart of a nobleman.”  According to Confederate Veteran 
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magazine in 1894 Dr. Darnes also sent a manuscript to the magazine praising General Smith for his 'noble 
character' when the General passed. 

 
In 2013 the Kirby-Smith Camp #1209, Sons of Confederate Veterans, repaired both the grave and gravestone 
of Dr. Darnes. 

 
Info sources:  Jacksonville Historical Society, St Augustine Historical Society, Confederate Veteran Magazine 
1894, Find A Grave, Kirby-Smith Camp #1209 SCV 

 
From a Facebook posting by the Southern Historical Society 

(Continued from page 7) 

 

 

THE MORRILL TARIFF 
 
“The Morrill tariff was the centerpiece of the Re-
publican Party platform of 1860, if it was not THE 
centerpiece it was clearly A centerpiece; as the 

party’s Presidential nominee (Lincoln), was ex-
pected to enforce it when elected." ~Richard 

Bensal, “Yankee Leviathan” 
 
The Morrill Tariff ultimately tripled the Tariff rate 

from 15 to 48%. It was passed the day before 
Lincoln took office. The next day at Lincoln's 1st 

inaugural address, he promised that any state 
that would not pay the taxes would be invaded 
and the taxes would be taken by force. 

 
DTH 
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On pages 124-5 of his Memoirs, General Sherman quotes a 

passage from the Mayor of Atlanta’s letter to him as follows: 
"Many poor women are in an advanced state of pregnancy; 

others now have young children, and whose husbands for the 
greater part are either in the army or dead. Some say, I have a 
sick one at my house; who will wait on them when I am gone? 

Others say, what are we to do? We have no house to go to, 
and no means to buy, build or rent any; no parents, relatives 
or friends to go to. ... This being so (they say), how is it possi-

ble for the people still here (mostly women and children) to 
find any shelter? And how can they live through the winter in 

the woods — no shelter, no subsistence, in the midst of 
strangers who know them not, and without the power to assist 
them much if they were willing to do so. "This is but a feeble 

picture of the consequences of this measure. You know the 
war — the horrors and the sufferings cannot be described by words; imagination can only conceive it; and we 

ask you to take these things into consideration." 
 
To this General Sherman says he replied: "I have your letter of the 11th in the nature of a petition to revoke 

my order removing all the inhabitants from Atlanta. I have read it and give full credit to your statements of the 
distress that will be occasioned, and yet I shall not revoke my orders." And he did not; the people were driven 

out and their houses burned. General Sherman further says (p. 185) that when he reached General Howell 
(Continued on page 10) 
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age of 106 he received papers from Washington, D. C., making him an "Honorary Colonel" in the US Army for 
the distinction of being one of the oldest living Confederate veterans. Williams went to the Court House in 

Franklin, Texas, at the age of 107 to receive a documental seal from Governor Shivers, proclaiming him an 
Honorary Colonel on the Governor's Staff. He could read his commission without glasses. 

 
On May 30, 1956, he was presented a special Civil War medal by Assistant Secretary of the Army Hugh M. Mil-
ton, II.  In April of 1958 (Confederate Heritage and History month) President Dwight D. Eisenhower appointed 

Williams to the Civil War Centennial Commission as an honorary member. According to his daughter, Mrs. Bie-
lamowicz, Williams used to say, "If we couldn't beat em, we could outlive em." He did so.    

 
An organization known as "The Confederate High Command" of St. Petersburg, Florida, made him a Five-Star 

General, a rank unknown at the time of the war. 
 
There is a monument from the United States government 

to Williams on the Gettysburg battlefield proclaiming him 
the last surviving Confederate veteran who died in 1959 

at 117 years. 
 
When Williams passed away his body lay in state for 

three days in the Civil Courts building in Houston, TX. 
Williams was buried with full military honors in Franklin, 
TX. Flags were flown at half staff and President Eisen-

hower, paid tribute to Williams. 
 

It's also interesting to note that US Grant III, who was 
chairman of the Civil War Centennial, said Mr. William's 
death was "an occasion for national mourning." But, of 

course, that was when America was American, and 
Americans honored Americans. 

Richmond Times Dispatch 
Monday 21, 1959 
Papa Was a Boy in Gray  

2001 
 

 
From the Facebook page of Southern Historical Society. 
Some editing done to text from the Facebook page by this editor. 

(Continued from page 11) 

Cobbs' plantation he "sent back word to General Davis to explain whose plantation it was, and instructed him 
to spare nothing." 

 
Source: Acts of the Republican Party as Seen by History, By C. Gardner, 1906. 
Link to free e-book: https://archive.org/details/actsofrepublican00gard 

Meme:  Sherman’s heartless reply to the Mayor of Atlanta 
DTH 

(Continued from page 9) 
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Veterans 
PO Box 16945 

Jackson, MS 39236-6945 

Trivia Question:  
 

This month’s question 

asks:  Four Confederate 

generals had December 

birthdays.  Two who are 

not prominently men-

tioned in the history of the 

war were MG Arnold 

Elzey and MG Samuel 

Jones.  Who were the 

other two, both of argua-

bly more fame or signifi-

cance in the war?   

  

 November’s question 

asked: 

What did Stonewall Jack-

son like to do in his lei-

sure time in camp? 

 

The answer:   
He would walk around the 

camp and distribute reli-

gious pamphlets. 

Commander’s Column 

Commander Jackson has no column this month 

COPYRIGHT NOTICE 

In accordance with Title 17 U.S.C. Section 107, any copyrighted mate-
rial published herein is distributed under fair use without profit or pay-
ment to those who are interested in receiving the provided informa-

tion for non-profit research and educational purpose only. 
 

Reference: http:www.law.cornell.eduuscode/17/107.shtml 

The Last Confederate Veteran 

 
1959 was the year the sole survivors of the War Between the States passed away, 

both of whom were Confederates.  The last Federal veteran, Albert Woolson from 
Duluth, MN, passed in 1956. So when 1959 rolled around there were only two left 
and both were Confederates, John Salling and Walter Williams. John Salling passed 

away March 16, 1959, in Kingsport, TN. That left only Mr. Williams, for 9 more 
months.  

 
A reporter for Scripps-Howard newspa-
pers named Lowell Bridewell wrote a 

syndicated article in 1960 that basically 
called Williams a liar. Bridewell disputed 
Williams claims because he said he, 

Bridewell, could not find any proof cor-
roborating Williams' claims beginning 

with his birth in Itawamba Co in MS in 
1842. Confederate military records are 
incomplete for a myriad of reasons and 

court houses were burned. Apparently 
Bridewell didn't check the pension re-

cords though. Confederate pensions 
were granted by the states with pension 
board members that consisted of Con-

federate veterans. Proof had to be sup-
plied. Mr. Williams was granted his pen-

sion. Williams' pension states he didn't 
join till 1864 and was a forager in Hood's 
Brigade but was transferred to Quantrill's 

Raiders.  
 
William's daughter, Beatrice Williams Bielamowicz, was a member of the United 

Daughters of the Confederacy® and proof must have been satisfied for her mem-
bership in the organization. One does not simply waltz into the UDC. Mrs. Bie-

lamowicz was interviewed by Mary Schaller for a book entitled Papa Was A Boy in 
Gray (2001) where she related her father's story. 
 

What may surprise you is the US Government recognized Williams' service.  At the 

(Continued on page 10) 


