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Robert Penny presented the second 

half of his program “The Life of 

Johnny Reb.”   

Compatriot and Past Commander Dan 

Duggan has informed me that the pro-

gram will be presented by Retired Hinds 

County Circuit Judge Bill Gowan.  He 

will present a program on WBTS period 

firearms. 
 

Everyone come and bring guests, espe-

cially new recruits! 

 

 When:  November 22, 2021, 6:00 pm. 

Where:  Masonic Lodge, 7454 Old 

Canton Road, Madison, MS. 

November Meeting 

The Firearms of the War 

October Report 

The 

Sons of Confederate Veterans 
Jefferson Davis Camp No. 635 

 * Volume L *  *  PO Box 16945, Jackson, MS 39236  *  * November 2021 *  *  Number 11 * 

The Life of Johnny Reb 

Part 1 

 
 
 
 
 

S peak not in the ears 
of a fool: for he will 

despise the wisdom of 
thy words. 

R emove not the old 
landmark; and 

enter not into the fields 
of the fatherless: 

F or their redeemer 
is mighty; he shall 

plead their cause with 
thee. 

A pply thine heart 
unto instruction, 

and thine ears to the 
words of knowledge. 

W ithhold not cor-
rection from the 

child: for if thou beatest 
him with the rod, he 
shall not die. 

T hou shalt beat him 
with the rod, and 

shalt deliver his soul 
from hell. 

M y son, if thine 
heart be wise, 

my heart shall rejoice, 
even mine. 
 

Proverbs 23:9-15
(KJV) 

 

SARAH MORGAN DAWSON 

 
Sarah Morgan Dawson was born on 

2/28/1842 in Louisiana.  She is known 
for the diary she kept during the War 
Between the States.  From March 

1862 until April 1865, Dawson re-
corded her thoughts and experiences, 

providing one of the most detailed 
accounts of civilian life in wartime 
Barton Rouge, Louisiana.  I bet she 

was heard saying, “Ahhhh… Hell no!” 
a time or two.  Here is her May 9, 
1862 entry: 

 
“All devices signs and flags of the 

Confederacy shall be suppressed,” so 
says Picayune Butler (word used then 
in LA.  that meant trivial).  Good! I 

devoted all my red, white, and blue 
silk to the manufacture of Confeder-

ate flags.  As soon as one is confis-
cated, I make another until my ribbon 
is exhausted, when I will sport a 

duster emblazoned in high colors, 
“Hurrah! For the Bonny Blue Flag!” 

Henceforth, I wear one pinned to my 

(Continued on page 3) 
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Calendar December 13?, 2021 

Plans to be determined 

 

January 24, 2022 

Plans to be determined 

 

February 28, 2022 

Plans to be determined 

 

March 28, 2022 

Plans to be determined 

 

April 25, 2022 

Plans to be determined 

 

May 23, 2022 

Plans to be determined 

 

June 27, 2022 

Plans to be determined 

 

July 25, 2022 

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, I would be willing to bet a good sum that almost all of the morons at 
Ole Miss who demanded the Confederate monument be moved had no idea of 
the unique relationship between the University of Mississippi and the Confeder-

ate Army.  Every single member of the Class of 1861 at Ole Miss joined some 
unit of the Confederate Army--every single one.  Of these men, some 30% 
never came back.  Yet the contemporary leaders at Ole Miss didn't think those 

Ole Miss students who gave all for their cause were not worthy of a monument.  
It makes me sick.   

 
There is a beautiful row of magnolia trees planted on the campus to honor the 
men from Ole Miss who did not come back from WW II.  I pray the great re-

write of history gets derailed before those trees have to come up. 
 

The other day I got in an elevator, and a tremendous mass of people crowded 
in behind me.   Small spaces--like elevators--give me the willies and having all 
those people crowded in with me gave me the double willies.  I got home a 

short time later only to have Mrs. Murphree demand I clean up my desk (there 
was some justice in her request) and in doing so I found the replica of Lt. 
George Dixon's  "Life Preserver" gold coin I got for helping the Hunley  preser-

vation effort.   This turned my thoughts back to that boat and the heroes who 
manned it.  

 

You have read before my amazement that men would get in that boat and go 
under water--it was only 51 inches in diameter.  Wild horses could not have 

(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 



3 

Reveille 

Chaplain’s Dispatch 
 

Dear Friends and Compatriots: 
 

MOVED YOUR FENCE 

 
The pastor of a church out from Corinth after Battle 
of Corinth, couldn't sheep telling a small group of 

CSA soldiers as they couldn't buried their fallen sol-
dier inside the fenced cemetery! The fenced area 

was only for burials for church members.  So they 
buried their beloved friend just outside the fence! 
 

The next day the soldier couldn't find the grave! So 
the pastor came out and said , "oh, it's still there as 

I regretted telling you that last night, I moved the 
fence!" 
 

In Isaiah 43:18-20 NIV, God urged children of Is-
rael, "Seeing I am doing a new thing!...do you not 
see it!”  What NEW thing would God like to accom-

plish in your life? 
Sincerely, 

Rev. Glenn D. Shows 
Chaplain 

made me get in it no matter where it was, much less 
go under the sea in it.  But thank God our Confederacy 

was blessed with any number of men who had stronger 
moral fiber than I have, so the boat never lacked for 
men to volunteer to crew it.   

 
When it sank in February, 1864, the Hunley was com-
manded by Lt. George Dixon.  He had joined the Con-

federate Army at the outbreak of the war, being in the 
21st Alabama.  He carried a $20 double eagle gold coin 

with him, the legend being that it was given to him by 
his lady friend to carry with him for luck.    The 21st 
Alabama was in the Battle of Shiloh in April, 1862, and 

during the battle Lt. Dixon was struck in the leg, the 
bullet striking the gold coin in his pocket.  The coin ab-

sorbed most of the energy of the bullet, deflecting it 
upward and out of his side. Dixon gave the credit to 
the coin for saving his life, as it well might have done.  

 
Dixon went home to Mobile to recuperate, and while 

there he took the coin to a jeweler.  The jeweler en-
graved "Shiloh April 6th 1862 My Life Preserver G.E.D."  
on the coin.  It was while Dixon was in Mobile to re-

cover from his Shiloh wound that he became interested 
in the effort to build a submarine.  
 

When the boat was raised in August, 2000, and placed 
in the water preservation tank in North Charleston,  

after some time the coin was found near the remains 
of Lt. Dixon.   If you make a donation toward the pres-
ervation of the boat the organization that leads the ef-

fort will send you a replica of Lt. Dixon's "Life Pre-
server."   

 
Incidentally, the newsletter the organization sends out 
is called the "Blue Light," after the signal the boat was 

supposed to make after it had made its attack.  Every 
issue of the "Blue Light" has a little more information 
about what has been found, and of course one of the 

big issues is always what made the Hunley sink.  The 
most plausible explanation to me is that the crew was 

killed by the concussion of the explosion of their tor-
pedo, as the boat was so close to the target  
ship when the explosion occurred.  If so the crew was 

dead when the boat sank, which for their sake I hope 
was the case. 

(Continued from page 2) 

bosom - not a duster, 
but a little flag.  The 

man who says, take it 
off will have to pull it off 
himself.  The man who 

dares attempt it –well! A 
pistol in my pocket fills 
up the gap.  I am capa-

ble, too.” ~ Sarah Mor-
gan Dawson~ 

 
Source: “A Confederate 
Girl’s Diary” by Sarah 

Morgan Dawson, published 1913. 
Link to free e-book: http://docsouth.unc.edu/fpn/

dawson/dawson.html 
Photo: Sarah Morgan Dawson about 1892 
 

DTH 

(Continued from page 1) 
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Editor’s Note:  As a lot of the camp members know, the Battle of Franklin, November 30. 1864, is the one 
event in the WBTS in which I have the most interest.  (I never say that anything in the war is a favorite 
topic; the term “favorite” seems to detract from the serious study and treatment we should give everything 
in the war-time era.)  I found this article on the web (hopefully they won’t mind me passing this topic on to 
the camp).  Following this article are the lyrics to a song about Cleburne at Franklin that I wrote some years 
ago.  I do OK at writing lyrics but I find that creating a unique tune is very difficult so I chose to set the lyrics 
to a fitting tune for Cleburne, the Irish rebel song, “Risin’ of the Moon.”  
 

THE DEATH OF MAJOR GENERAL PATRICK CLEBURNE 

 
In the early afternoon of 30th November 1864 Brigadier-General Daniel C. Govan stood with his Di-

vision Commander Major-General Patrick Cleburne on Winstead Hill, Tennessee. As they prepared 
their troops for an attack on the fortified Federal positions around the town of Franklin, Govan 

looked out across the exposed plain over which the Army of Tennessee must advance. Their pros-
pects of success looked bleak. Govan was the last to speak to Cleburne prior to the assault, remark-
ing to him: ‘Well General, there will not be many of us that will get back to Arkansas.’ Cleburne, 

who Govan felt appeared despondent, replied: ‘Well Govan, if we are to die, let us die like men’ (1). 
While Govan did survive to see Arkansas once again, by day’s end, in the words of his former Adju-

tant Captain Irving A. Buck, ‘the inspiring voice of Cleburne was already hushed in death’ (2). 
 

Major-General Patrick Ronayne Cleburne 
 
The Confederate assault against the Union centre at the Battle 

of Gettysburg, ‘Pickett’s Charge’, has become the iconic symbol 
of a desperate but futile Southern effort to break their enemy’s 

line. However, the Confederate assault by the Army of Tennes-
see at Franklin was both larger and bloodier. The heaviest of the 

fighting took place in a period of two hours, with the general en-
gagement lasting some five hours. When the battle ended, at 
least 8,500 Union and Confederate soldiers were casualties (3). 

The unimaginable carnage effectively destroyed the Army of 
Tennessee; apart from the colossal casualties experienced 

amongst the rank and file, no less than six Confederate Generals 
were killed or mortally wounded. Amongst them was Corkman 
Patrick Cleburne, the most highly regarded Division commander 

in the army and the highest ranking Irishman in the Confeder-
acy. 

 
But what of Cleburne’s final moments? Captain Buck, who was absent from Franklin due to wounds 

received at Jonesboro in September 1864, was eager to ascertain the particulars of Cleburne’s 
death in so far as was possible. He corresponded with members of the Army of Tennessee present 
at Franklin and also collected as much published information as he could relating to his old com-

mander’s demise. The results of his research were published as part of his 1908 book Cleburne and 
his Command. His correspondence with Brigadier-General Govan added further detail with regard to 

Cleburne’s movements: 

(Continued on page 5) 
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‘After receiving his final orders we were directed to advance, which was about 2 o’clock in the after-

noon. We had to advance across an old open common, subjected to the heavy fire of the Federal 
forces. We met the enemy in a short space of time and carried the first line commanded by General 

Wagner [this force had foolishly been holding a position well in advance of the main Union line]. 
When that line was broken, General Cleburne’s object seemed to be to run into the rear line with 
the fleeing Federal’s from Wagner’s division. About that time General Cleburne’s horse was killed. 

His courier brought him another, and as he was in the act of mounting, this horse was killed. He 
then disappeared in the smoke of battle, and that was the last time I ever saw him alive. I spoke to 

his aide-de-camp, Mangum, and told him I was sure the General would be killed, as I did not see 
how he could escape with his life under such terrific fire, and as he never again appeared in the 
lines, confirmed my opinion that he was dead’ (4). 

 
 

Cleburne Park, Franklin, Tennessee. 
The site where Patrick Cleburne was 

killed, exceptional efforts led to the 
restoration of this part of the battle-
field, formerly the site of a Pizza Hut 

 
General Govan had also corre-

sponded with Captain Dinkins for an 
article in the New Orleans Picayune 

where he added further detail to Cle-
burne’s experience at Franklin. When 
Cleburne’s first horse was killed un-

der him Govan was nearby, and he 
noted that the mortally wounded ani-

mal’s momentum carried the horse 
and rider nearly to the ditch on the 

outside of the Federal entrenchments. The second horse was struck by a cannonball from the direc-

tion of the Cotton Gin while Cleburne was in the act of mounting. At this point the Irishman moved 
forward towards the enemy works on foot, waving his cap and encouraging his men to advance. 

According to Govan Cleburne’s body was eventually found some twenty yards from where he had 
last seen him. Another officer to comment on Cleburne’s whereabouts was C.W. Frazer who had 

served in Cleburne’s Division up to the Battle of Murfreesboro, and who wrote a history of the 5th 
Confederate Regiment after the war. This unit was principally made up of Irishmen from Memphis, 
and Frazer maintained that the General sought out the Regiment at Franklin, ‘charged in with it, 

and died with it’ (5). 
 

The following morning the death of Patrick Cleburne was confirmed. Mr. John McQuade of Vicks-
burg, Mississippi takes up the story: ‘I and two others were the first to discover his dead body at 

early dawn the next morning. He was about 40 or 50 yards from the works. He lay flat upon his 
back as if asleep, his military cap partly over his eyes. He had on a new gray uniform, the coat of 
the sack or blouse pattern. It was unbuttoned and open; the lower part of his vest was unbuttoned 

(Continued from page 4) 

(Continued on page 6) 
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and open. He wore a white linen shirt, which was stained with blood on the front part of the left side, 

or just left of the abdomen. This was the only sign of a wound I saw on him, and I believe it is the 
only one he had received. I have always been inclined to think that feeling the end was near, he had 

thus laid himself down to die, or that his body had been carried there during the night. He was in his 
sock feet, his boots having been stolen. His watch, sword belt and other valuables were all gone, his 

body having been robbed during the night’ (6). McQuade approached an ambulance picking up 
wounded men and dead officers under the charge of Reverend Thomas Markham. Cleburne’s body 
was placed beside that of Brigadier-General John Adams and taken to the McGavock residence at the 

nearby Carnton Plantation. There Generals Cleburne, Adams, Strahl and Granbury would lie side by 
side on the porch prior to their burial. Earlier in the year Cleburne had become engaged to Susan 

Tarleton of Mobile, Alabama. On 5th December 1864 Susan was walking in the garden in Mobile 
where she and Patrick had become engaged. A boy on the street selling papers shouted out the days 
headline ‘Reports from Tennessee! Cleburne and other Generals killed’. She promptly fainted (7). 

 
Major-General Patrick Ronanyne Cleburne was initially interred at Rose Hill near Franklin. His body 

was moved to St. John’s Church, Ashwood, Tennessee thereafter; Cleburne had passed the cemetery 
a few days earlier during the advance into Tennessee and had remarked that it was ‘almost worth dy-

ing for, to be buried in such a beautiful spot’ (8). In 1870 he would be moved once again, this time 
returning to his adopted State in Arkansas, where he remains in Maple Hill Cemetery, Helena. 
 

The impact of the death of Major-General Patrick Cleburne was keenly felt. No less a personage than 
Robert E. Lee described him as ‘A meteor shining from a clouded sky’. The memory of the Irishman 

remains strong in the United States today. He has had locations named for him in Alabama, Arkansas 
and Texas, a Confederate Cemetery named after him in Georgia, been the subject of a number of 

books, has had a society set up in his honour, a statue erected at the scene of perhaps his greatest 
victory in Ringgold, Georgia, and a park created at the scene of his death in Franklin. In stark con-
trast, he remains virtually unheard of in his native country, a situation which it is hoped can be al-

tered in the not too distant future. 
 

(1) Buck 1959: 290-1; (2) Ibid: 282-3; (3) Jacobsen 2006: 440; (4) Buck 1959: 291; (5) Frazer 1886: 
151; (6) Buck 1959: 292; (7) Joslyn 2000:184; (8) Buck 1959: 280 
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A Good Soldier 
(To the tune “Risin’ of the Moon”) 

© 2003 (lyrics) Wayne B. Anderson, Sr.; © 2020 (lyrics modified) Wayne B. Anderson, Sr. 

 
Come and tell me General Cleburne 
Tell me why you worry so 
Hush, my boy and listen, 

And his voice was soft and low. 
General Hood is angry at us 
Though his orders are to blame 

We must now attack at Franklin 
Across that two-mile plain. 
 

Across that two-mile plain, across that two-mile plain 
We must now attack at Franklin across that two-mile plain 
 

The Federals slipped our trap last night 
And the general was at least once told 
The sound of movement could be heard 

In the dark of night so cold 
But no orders did he deign to give 
He simply went to bed 

And now I fear his error 
Has been placed upon our heads. 
 
Placed upon our heads, placed upon our heads 

And now I fear his error has been placed upon our heads 
 
We’ve marched into the Federal’s lair 

We’ll soon march into the town 
We’ve few cannon for support 
Though they have cannon ‘round. 

No cover does the plain afford 
We’ll be always in their sights 
‘Twould better be to let them go 

And to Nashville take the fight. 
 
To Nashville take the fight, to Nashville take the fight 

‘Twould better be to let them go and to Nashville take the fight. 
 
But being a good soldier 

The general did as he was told 
As did almost 12,000 
In 18 brigades so bold. 
For a moment in the twilight 

We broke through the Federal foe 
But then they closed and drove us back 
We had nowhere to go. 

 
Nowhere to go, nowhere to go 
But then they closed and drove us back; we had nowhere to go 

 
The battle raged with waning force 
Until nine that night 

But General Cleburne no longer led 
He had fought his final fight. 
‘Twas not until the next day 

The carnage we could see 
And all because our General Hood 
Played hell in Tennessee. 

 
Played hell in Tennessee, played hell in Tennessee 
And all because our General Hood played hell in Tennessee. 
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A SOLDIER’S LETTER 

 
Soldier: Welch, Spencer Glasglow 

Allegiance: Confederate 
Unit/Service Branch: 13th Infantry 
Home State: South Carolina 

Date Written: Tuesday, May 2nd, 1865 
Location: Newberry, S. C., 

 
“…Our retreat was most trying, and 
when we reached Appomattox on the 

morning of the 9th General Gordon 
had a fight and captured a battery. 
Appomattox is in a basin -with high 

hills on all sides. The Yankees seemed to 
have surrounded us, and their blue 

lines, with white flags here and there, 
came moving in slowly and silently. 
There was a report in the early morn-

ing that we had surrendered, and this 
made us think it might be true. 

 
“I heard some of our men yelling, and 
saw General Lee and his staff riding towards us, and as he stopped to dismount the men crowded around him 

to shake his hand and every man was shedding tears. Sad as was the sight, everyone felt relieved that it was 
all over. The Yankees camped on the hills, and men from both armies went back and forth on apparently 

friendly terms. Their wagons, mules, harness and entire equipment was the very best and everything was in 
perfect condition throughout. All of their wagon covers were white and new. Ours made a sorry spectacle in 
comparison.' I unhitched a little mule from an ambulance, and that afternoon Colonel Hunt, Lieutenant-Colonel 

Lester, Captain Copeland and I started together for South Carolina. We had one little fly tent under which we 
slept at night. Bill Byers, who was mounted on a tall, gaunt horse, joined us before we reached the Catawba 
River. Copeland's horse gave out and he continued with us on foot. The river was swift and deep at Island 

Ford, and in crossing only the face and ears of my little mule remained above the surface. We found a farm 
house near by, where we stood before a blazing fire to dry. The people were very kind to us and gave us the 

best they had to eat, but our clothes were too dirty and vermin-infested for us to sleep in their houses, so we 
slept in the barns. 
 

“At one house where we stopped and asked for something to eat the man's wife was in a pitiful condition with 
cancer, but was without medicine to alleviate her suffering. I happened to have a bottle of morphine in my 

haversack, which I gave her and which was enough to last her for the short time she could live. 
 
“We were three weeks on the way, and when 1 reached my father's home nobody was expecting me. I was 

completely exhausted, but after getting on some clean, whole clothes and sleeping in a bed once more I felt 
greatly refreshed. Father has given me a good horse in exchange for my little mule, and I hope to be rested 
enough to leave here day after to-morrow and go through the county in a buggy for you.” 

 
Originally posted at http://www.soldierstudies.org 

 
Shared on Facebook by DTH 

http://www.soldierstudies.org/?fbclid=IwAR3JdDy7G6ckMcdQh5Wlxwm4jNbA3PAi6AiPmfDRfKA-Y4Sbw4wczNKQu3k
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LEWIS BURWELL “CHESTY” PULLER 
 
Chesty Puller was proud that his Confederate grandfather had 

served in what he referred to as the War Between the States 
and died in that conflict. Puller's Paternal Grandfather was Maj. 
John William Puller (1833-17 MAR 1863) 5th Virginia Cavalry 

ANV. Puller was elected Capt of the Gloucester Lt Dragoons in 
1859 - mustered in as Capt of Co A of the 5th and was promoted 

Major on 15 DEC 1862 - KIA at Kelly's Fords 17 MAR 1863 
 
His grandmother died of exposure after being put out of her 

home by federal troops…Also part of the Puller inheritance, as he 
was often reminded around the family dining table that had be-
longed to Robert E. Lee's aide-de-camp, included a great-

grandfather shot out of the saddle with Jeb Stuart's cavalry, a 
great-uncle who commanded a division at Gettysburg, a cousin 

named George S. Patton.  DTH 
 

Source: The South Was Right, by S. A. Steel, 1914. 
Link to free e-book: https://archive.org/details/southwasrightbys00stee 

Photo used: Quoted description from the back an old postcard: JEFFERSON DAVIS AND DR. CRA-
VEN Fort Monroe, Virginia. 
 
DTH 

 

***** 
 

Editor’s Note:  Although most of you know the answer to the title question, the article gives it in a 
somewhat obtuse way.  The simple reason they chose not to prosecute Davis and others was that 

they feared losing the cases which would vindicate the Confederacy as having taken a justified, con-
stitutionally legal path to forming another country.  U.S. Chief Justice Salmon P. Chase basically told 
the post-Lincoln “deep staters” that the Supreme Court (which would ultimately have to consider 

the matter, especially Davis’ case) would likely find in favor of the Confederacy.  That would make 
the entire war an illegal one that could be blamed directly on the U.S.  Rather than risk such a turn 

of events, they focused their efforts on finding reasons and means to reduce or drop charges so 
that the real contest that should have been decided would fade from public interest. 

(Continued from page 10) 
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Jefferson Davis Camp #635 
Sons of Confederate 

Veterans 
PO Box 16945 

Jackson, MS 39236-6945 

Trivia Question:  

 
This month’s question asks: 

Who was the Confederacy’s 

highest ranking general? 

 

 

 

October’s question asked: 

The LeMat revolver was de-

signed to give a user more 

firepower than the various 

models of Colt revolvers.  

What were the design fea-

tures? 

 

The answer:   
The LeMat was a cap and ball 

revolver in either .36 or .42 

caliber (another source 

says .44 caliber) and also has a 

20 gauge shotgun barrel capa-

ble of firing one round. 

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 

WHY DID THE U.S. DECIDE NOT TO PROSECUTE DAVIS 

AND OTHER CONFEDERATES? 

From the 1914 publication of The South Was Right by S.A. Steel: 
“According to the theory of the government from the beginning to the close 

of the war, Davis and all other Confederates were traitors and were liable to 
all the consequences of treason.  During the war they were uniformly ac-

cused by the North of treason, called "rebels" and the war a "rebellion," and 
public opinion clamored for their punishment as "traitors." When Davis and 
other Confederates were captured they were thrown into prison and treated 

as if they were in fact traitors.  One by one they were released without trial.  
Davis was formally indicted, but was not brought to trial.  He earnestly de-

sired it, so did his friends, and the whole South, confident that he would not 
only be acquitted of treason, but that the result of the trial would demon-
strate to the whole civilized world the legal justice of the Southern cause.  

After a long imprisonment, Davis was released on bail, and the case against 
him was finally dismissed.” 

 
(Continued on page 9) 


