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The September meeting was a special 

one with a catered meal and a visit 

from the SCV Commander-in-Chief 

Paul J. Gramling, Jr.   
The next meeting will include a pro-

gram by Robert Murphree and Billy 

Ellis discussing and displaying some 

Civil War related battlefield relics.  

 

Everyone come and bring guests, espe-

cially new recruits! 

 

When:  October 28, 2019,  6:00 pm. 

Where:  Masonic Lodge, 7454 Old 

Canton Road, Madison, MS. 

October Meeting 

Battlefield Relics 

September Meeting 
Report 

The 
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SCV Commander-in-Chief 

Visits the Camp 

 
 
 
 
 
 

B etter is a dry morsel, 
a n d  q u i e t n e s s 

therewith, than an house 
full of sacrifices with 
strife. 

A  wise servant shall 
have rule over a son 

that causeth shame, and 
shall have part of the in-
heritance among the 
brethren. 

T he fining pot is for 
silver, and the fur-

nace for gold: but the Lord 
trieth the hearts. 

A  wicked doer giveth 
heed to false lips; 

and a liar giveth ear to a 
naughty tongue. 

W hoso mocketh the 
poor reproacheth 

his Maker: and he that is 
glad at calamities shall 
not be unpunished. 

C hildren's children are 
the crown of old men; 

and the glory of children 
are their fathers. 

E xcellent speech be-
cometh not a fool: 

much less do lying lips a 
prince. 

 

Proverbs 17:1-7 
(KJV) 

 

A Contrast in Character 
 

"I cannot consent to place in the con-
trol of others one who cannot control 

himself." Robert E. Lee 
 

"I know that Kilpatrick is a hell of a 
damned fool, but I want just that sort 
of man to command my cavalry on 

this expedition." W.T. Sherman sum-
ming up Judson Kilpatrick 

 
Lee had no tolerance for fools. 
 

DTH 
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Calendar 

October 28, 2019 

Regular meeting of Camp 

635 at the Masonic 

Lodge, Madison, MS 

 

November 25, 2019 

Regular meeting of Camp 

635 at the Masonic 

Lodge, Madison, MS 

 

December 16?, 2019 

Annual Christmas Social  

of Camp 635 at the Ma-

sonic Lodge, Madison, 

MS 

 

January 27, 2020 

Regular meeting of Camp 

635 at the Masonic 

Lodge, Madison, MS 

 

February 24, 2020 

Regular meeting of Camp 

635 at the Masonic 

Lodge, Madison, MS 

 

March 23, 2020 

Regular meeting of Camp 

635 at the Masonic 

Lodge, Madison, MS 

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 

 
Well, I hope everyone enjoyed the last meeting as much as I did. The food 
was good  and the Dixie Hummingbirds outdid themselves.  I trust the Na-

tional Commander of the SCV was suitably impressed.  I personally feel this is 
a good template for future similar events, perhaps for the Christmas party.  I 
think all will agree that the new meeting place for the Camp has  

stimulated attendance and interest in our organization.  
 

Commander Jackson introduced me to a couple of fellows from the Calhoun 
Avengers camp in Calhoun City, and they very graciously asked me to come to 
their next meeting; I agreed to do so.   So last Tuesday night found me in Cal-

houn City, where I was given a warm welcome by all 
the men at the meeting.  

 
You will not be aware of my family's connection with Calhoun County. My 
great, great great grandfather moved there around 1835 when the former In-

dian land was opened up for settlement.  Most of the men who are my Con-
federate ancestors were in units from the area.  My Father was born in Pitts-
boro, right up the road from Calhoun City, and lived in Calhoun County until 

Grandfather was elected lieutenant governor in 1925.  They then moved to 
Jackson.  

 
Before the meeting I went to the cemetery at Pittsboro to visit the graves of 
my family.  I was gratified to find a small Confederate flag in front of every 

grave of a Confederate soldier.  
 

There is a local organization called the Calhoun County Historical Society, of 
which I am a proud member, and some of the men the other night were talk-
ing about the next meeting of the Society.   Then one of the topics was what 

to do with the old Pittsboro Methodist Church building, owned by the Society.  
This picked my interest up my interest considerably.  
 

For you see, the Pittsboro Methodist Church was the scene of one of the trau-
matic incidents of my youth.  When I was say nine years old, we went to a 

(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 
 

Dear Friends and Compatriots: 
 

Slave to God 
 

From Roman 6:22, "Slave to God" , here meaning 
of slave is Bondservant, where you have no rights! 

It is like one old Blackman preacher describe bond-
servant is when you crawl up into God's Heart, hav-
ing no rights! Paul start calling himself bondservant 

Philippians 1:1 but l Peter he call himself, 'apostle 
of Christ" and in ll Peter call himself "a bondservant 

of Christ"! 
 

  Sincerely, 

Rev. Glenn D. Shows 
Chaplain 

family reunion in Pittsboro, held at that very same 
structure.  The lady in charge of the program ap-

proached my Father and said they needed a 
young person to read a poem to the crowd, and 
Pop promptly and patriotically volunteered me.  

Well even then that natural modesty and reti-
cence that is so much a part of my character to-
day was well developed, but notwithstanding my 

aversion to being the center of attention, I was 
perfectly willing to do so.  

 
Until I went over the poem I was supposed to 
read. It was all about some mushy "my heart is 

broken as I have lost my love" subject, and the 
thought of having to get up and recite this in 

front of a large crowd did me in.  I objected and 
rebelled.  Daddy was adamant.  Naturally his 
views prevailed, so at the proper time I got up on 

the alter and read the poem to the  assembly.  
Their reaction was exactly what I feared, as all 

enjoyed a good laugh while a young boy read 
about how his heart was broken for his love was 
not faithful.  

 
What possessed the lady running the show to 
pick such nonsense is beyond me, but the mem-

ory of that humiliation has lasted this sixty years.  
That is one reason I am so reluctant to get up in 

(Continued from page 2) 

front of you fellows and talk. 

 
We all know how short rations often were for our Con-

federate ancestors. One August day General Jackson 
and his staff were riding down the road and came upon 
a lanky specimen of a Confederate infantry man up in a 

persimmon tree, gathering persimmons.   You will re-
member that was one of Jackson's favorite fruits.   
 

Jackson peremptorily commanded the man to come 
down, telling him that eating persimmons at that time 

of year, before a frost, was bad for his health, and 
would "shrink your stomach."   The nimble witted Con-
federate instantly replied "That is exactly why I am eat-

ing these persimmons General.  I figure if I shrink my 
stomach it will be the same size as the rations I get, so 

I won't be hungry all the time."  The roar of laughter 
that went up can be imagined.  Jackson bid the man 
good day and rode on. 

No Friend of the South 
 
Who wouldn't want to be in "Union" with such as this... 

 
"I do not believe there will be peace until 347,000 men 
of the South are either hanged or exiled.”  Wendell 

Phillips, the North's most acclaimed orator. 
 

Photo: Wendell Phillips 
 
Editor’s note:  He must have been a mentor to 
Sherman and some of the others. 
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Jackson’s Faith Influenced Others 
 
At a council of war, one night, Jackson had listened very attentively to the views of his subordinates, and 

asked until the next morning to present his own. As they came away, A. P. Hill laughingly said to Ewell, 
"Well! I suppose Jackson wants time to pray over it." 

 

Having occasion to return to his quarters again a 
short time after, Ewell found Jackson on his knees 

and heard his ejaculatory prayers for God's guidance 
in the perplexing movements then before him. The 
sturdy veteran Ewell was so deeply impressed by this 

incident and by Jackson's general religious character, 
that he said: “If that is religion, I must have it;" and 
in making a profession of faith not long afterwards he 

attributed his conviction to the influence of Jackson's 
piety. 

 
Source: J. William Jones, Christ in the Camp or Relig-
ion in Lee’s Army, (Richmond: B.F. Johnson & Com-

pany, 1887), 97. 
Photo: Artwork of William Maughan 

DTH 

J. B. Briggs 
 
In September 1863, during the battle of Chickamauga, the 4th Tennessee Cav-

alry had a black servant named Daniel McLemore, servant to the Colonel of the 
regiment, who organized a group of servants into a company of between 40-
50 men. They were at first ordered to guard the horses of the soldiers, but 

sitting out of the fighting long enough; they asked a Captain Briggs if they 
could participate in the fighting. 

 
Capt. Briggs recalled that, "After trying to dissuade them from this, I gave in 
and led them up to the line of battle in which was just preparing to assault 

Gen. Thomas's position. Thinking they would be of service in caring for the 
wounded, I held them close up the line, but when the advance was ordered 
the negro company became enthused as well as their masters, and filled a por-

tion of the line of advance as well as any company of the regiment. While they 
had no guidon or muster roll, the burial after the battle of four of their number 

and the care of seven wounded at the hospital, told the tale of how well they 
fought." -Cpt Briggs, 4th TN Cavalry 
 

Photo: J. B. Briggs - Born near Franklin, Tenn., November 20th, 1842. Entered 
Confederate Service early in war. Private. Colonel Starnes' 4th Tennessee Cav-

alry; Forrest's Brigade; Captain and Quartermaster July 1st, 1863, 4th Tennessee Cavalry; Dibbrell's Brigade; 
with Forrest until 1864; Wheeler until surrender May 10th, 1865. Member Caldwell Camp No. 139. Brigadier 
General 2nd Brigade Kentucky Division U. C. V. Merchant. 

 
DTH 
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Boy Soldiers 

 
"In going over the field of Gettysburg shortly after the 

battle we discovered the body of a young Confederate 
soldier, who in dying had fallen into a crevasse on the 
hill so deep that his remains could never be removed. 

As we looked at him a ray of sunshine fell on his face 
and he seemed smiling as if in triumph..." 

 
BOY SOLDIERS OF THE CONFEDERACY by Susan R 
Hull, 1905 

Photo-Pvt Thomas Gaston Wood 16 years old Co H 
11th GA. If you look closely at the photo, his initials are 
on the brim of his cap. 

 
From Facebook:  Georgia Division, Sons of Confederate 

Veterans Fan Page. 

Tough Soldiers, Different Wars 

 
Lt. Gen "Chesty" Puller's Grandfather was Maj. John William Puller of the 5th Virginia Cavalry. Puller was 

elected Captain of the Gloucester Light Dragoons in 1859 and mustered in as the Captain of Co A 5th Virginia 
and was promoted Major on 15 December 1862. He was killed in action at Kelly's Fords, 17 March 1863.  
 

His grandmother was forced out of her home in Virginia by the invaders and died of exposure. 
 

Lewis Burwell "Chesty" Puller (June 26, 1898 – October 11, 1971) was a retired United States Marine Corps 
lieutenant general and one of the most decorated members of the Marine Corps. 
 

DTH 
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James Longstreet’s Unhappy Elder Life 
 

As the years passed, Longstreet became bitter, and his attempts to "set the record straight" made the situation 
worse. He was naive in many ways. He failed to follow his uncle's advice not to anger people by submitting 
controversial letters to newspapers. He didn't antici-

pate extreme, long-lasting Southern hatred toward 
him, nor that there would be consequences for sup-

porting Grant, becoming a Republican and accepting 
political appointments. 
 

On January 2, 1904, Longstreet contracted pneumo-
nia. Large quantities of blood began to flow from his 

mouth, and he hemorrhaged so badly that the throat 
wound he had received 49 years earlier was re-
opened. Delirious for some time, he eventually lost 

consciousness. 
 
James Longstreet died of pneumonia on the morning 

of January 2, 1904, just six days short of his 83rd 
birthday. 

 
On January 6th when the services began, a local 
guard unit and representatives of the Longstreet 

Chapter of the United Daughters of the Confederacy 
attended. Two priests and Bishop Keiley, one of the 

general's old soldiers, conducted the services. All the 
Longstreet children except James attended. 
After services at the courthouse, pallbearers carried 

the casket to a hearse, which began the long proces-
sion to Gainesville's Alta Vista Cemetery. State and 
local dignitaries, militia units, Confederate veterans 

carrying flags, and other groups followed as church 
bells tolled. At the gravesite, Bishop Keiley gave a 

eulogy, after which guards fired their volleys, and 
Taps sounded its haunting notes. 
 

When the news of his death spread across the coun-
try, many newspapers had extolled his virtues as a 

man and his prowess as a general. Too bad they 
waited so long. As the pallbearers prepared to lower 
the casket, one of his old soldiers was moved to lay 

his uniform and enlistment papers on the lid of Longstreet's coffin, saying nothing, but speaking volumes. 
 

Despite all the accusations, he still commanded the respect of thousands both North and South, both Blue and 
Gray. 
 

Photo: James Longstreet in later life (1896) 
 
DTH 
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Swallowing the Dog 

 
Dixie, do you know what is the meant by the 

phrase “swallowing the dog”? 
 
For Confederate veterans, the term 

“swallowing the dog” meant being forced to 
repeatedly pledge allegiance to the United 

States whose military forces were occupying 
the Confederacy. 
“It was the most despised word in the South. 

A few took it “as if it was nothing more than a 
Glass of Lemonade.” Others refused as if it 
were arsenic. It forced people to reexamine 

their priorities: principles or bread? They re-
considered what it meant to give their word of 

honor. For loyal Confederates, it was likened 
to “swallowing the dog.” 
 

The Oath of Allegiance to the United States 
became a staple of the Confederate diet. In 

exchange for the privilege to vote, to transact 
business, to acquire rations, to perform mar-
riage ceremonies, or even get married. Rebels 

were forced to gulp down their pride and utter 
these words: “I do solemnly swear that I 

hereby renounce all countenance, support and allegiance to the so-called Confederate States of America. 
 
For a people left crushed a crippled, the requirement of the oath was like pouring salt into an open wound. “I 

think the exaction of this oath cannot be justified on any grounds whatever whether as of admonition and 
warning for the future or as punishment for the past,” wrote Henry William Ravenel from South Carolina. “It is 
simply an arbitrary and tyrannical exercise of power.” 

 
The Western Democrat in Charlotte summed up the situation for most ex-Confederates. “Those who expect to 

follow any occupation in the country have no alternative but to take the oath.” … 
No matter how many times they swallowed the dog, the taste was always foul, and compelling Southerners to 
swear allegiance over and over required great ingenuity. There was seemingly no end to the inducements Fed-

erals contrived to coerce the oath taking. In Columbus, Georgia, ladies were initially required to take the oath 
in order to receive their mail. Elsewhere in Georgia, letters were opened, in order to test the sincerity of Rebels 

who had taken the oath. … 
In the minds of Southerners, it was doubly insulting to exchange the oath for food. “It was most heart-
rending,” observed Cornelia Spencer, “to see daily crowds of country people, from three score and ten down to 

the unconscious infant carried in its mother’s arms, coming into town to beg for food and shelter, to ask alms 
from those who had despoiled them.” One poorly educated woman in this circumstance went to the local pro-
vost and inquired if she could draw rations. The officer asked if she would take the oath. “Thank you, sir,” said 

the lady, “there is my cart – please put it in that.” … 
 

Southerners were forced to swear the oath for spiritual food, as well. Even their God had been supplanted by a 
cold and distant Northern deity, at whose alter they resentfully laid sacrifices. At Richmond, ministers could not 
perform wedding ceremonies unless they had taken the oath. And couples could not marry without first swear-

(Continued on page 8) 
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ing allegiance. 
 

Given the situation, working in the ranks of the clergy became a high risk occupation. Reading of events un-
folding in Missouri, Washingtonian William Owner was outraged that five Catholic priests were arrested and 
thrown into a cell “with burglars and a nigger ravisher.” Again, their only crime was refusing to swear the 

oath. … 
 
Like their Catholic counterparts, when Protestant preachers in Missouri failed to pray for Lincoln, they were 
arrested and their churches were closed … 
In various denominations, the hierarchy took it upon itself to discipline those clergymen in its ranks who had 

chosen the wrong side. The General Assembly of the Presbyterian Church met in Pittsburgh and passed a se-
ries of resolutions “practically upending all … ministers until they had repented of the sin of rebellion.” 
 

“As those in the South, almost to a man were strong supporters of the Confederacy,” explained a devout Ten-
nessean, “this action declared every pulpit vacant and meant that the North had the right to take over our 

churches with their property.” … 
 
Having the oath forced upon them was not the only form of humiliation suffered by former Confederates. 

Most melancholy to Southerners was the supplanting of their banner with the federal flag. “The saddest mo-
ment of my life,” recalled Myrta Avary, “was when I saw that Southern Cross dragged down and the Stars and 

Stripes run up … I saw it torn down from the height where valor had kept it waving for so long and at such 
cost.” 
 

“Never before,” added another woman, “had we realized how entirely our hearts had been turned away from 
that what was once our whole country, till we felt the bitterness aroused by the sight of that flag shaking out 

its red and white folds over us.” … 
Throughout the South, many deeply offended widows crossed the street rather than pass under an American 
flag, draped over the sidewalk. . .  

 
For returning Rebel soldiers, the order to remove or cover CSA buttons from their uniforms seemed to be rub-
bing their faces in defeat. Just how strictly these rules were enforced depended upon the fiat of each com-

manding officer. At New Orleans, Gen. Nathaniel Banks was in charge. Confederates believed that the officer 
from Massachusetts was particularly vindictive in peace because he had “never won a battle” in war and had 

been derisively tagged “Stonewall Jackson’s Commissary.” Rebel soldiers in the city were not permitted to 
congregate in groups of three or more, and black troops were delegated to cut the buttons from their coats. 
“I saw squads of them dispersing gatherings of Confederates,” recalled a paroled prisoner,” and I saw coats 

from which the buttons had been cut.” … 
 

Thus, one by one, the victors took possession – body and soul – of the vanquished. Forced to swear loyalty to 
a hated enemy, their private thoughts censored, their public thoughts punished, the symbols of their nation-
hood outlawed, their religion and prayers policed – there seemed no haven or sacred ground.” 

 
Posted to “The Confederate Daughters of Dixie” Facebook page by Festus Allcock. 
 

Credit for the title image not provided in the original posting. 

(Continued from page 7) 
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A FRIEND LOVETH AT ALL TIMES: PROVERBS 17:17 
 
I know our critics would like us to believe that every black man who wore gray did it only because they had no 

choice. I find that hard to believe, because it implies that friendships did not cross the color line back then. 
There are just too many first person accounts that speak to the contrary. In Manning’s account of the friend-
ship between Frank Hampton and Kit Goodwyn, we see that Kit understood the “latch strings” to his freedom 

hung “within easy reach.” Dare I say it was his friendship that bound him to the Hamptons? Here is such an 
account given by Wade Manning, found in the collection of war memories of the veterans of Butler’s Cavalry. 

 
Manning’s account is as follows: 
 

“When the Hampton Legion was encamped near ‘Valle Crucis’ many a man arranged it so that family servants 
were permitted to attach themselves to the entourage of headquarters or mess organization. These colored 
boys followed the column on many desperate marches… who with inordinate pride wore the gray. The rela-

tions of master and man were oft times touching to a degree when with tender care they prepared the young 
master for burial…Kit Goodwyn loved “Mass Wade” (General Hampton); he simply adored “The Colonel” “Mass 

Frank,” and Kit has felt all the days of his life that with Hampton… the latch string hangs within easy reach… 
 
Kit and the sound of bullets and of screeching shells were familiar friends and with gentle hands and on 

bended knee he helped sooth the last moments of a master [Frank Hampton at Brandy Station] no less than 
friend. In that one moment he prayed as you and I would have done, comrade, for a playmate, schoolmate, or 

friend - -he prayed for one loved by him, with the same tenderness that you and I prayed...” 
 
Source: “Butler and His Cavalry,” by Ulysses Brooks, Published 1909. Link to e-book: http://archive.org/

stream/butlerhiscavalry00broorich#page/n5/mode/2up 
Photo: Artwork of Bradley Schmehl, "The Grim Harvest of War" 
DTH 
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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: 

 

What was known as 

"Bragg's Body Guard"? 

  

September’s question 

asked: 

It’s hard for even the expert 

to remember all the battles, 

skirmishes and raids of the 

war.  How many encounters 

between Union and Con-

federate were there 

(estimated)? 

 

The answer: 

Ten thousand conflicts of 

all sizes were estimated to 

have occurred during the 

official period of war. 

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 

HE WANTED TO GO SO HE WALKED 

 
A report of tremendous dedication comes 

from the April 1912 edition of the Confed-
erate Veteran. Old J. C. Williams, 72 years 
old of Lewisville, Texas had never been to 

a Confederate Veterans reunion so when 
he heard one was to be held in Macon, 

Georgia he resolved to go. Mr. Williams, a 
former soldier with Co. I, Mississippi regi-
ment had been wounded twice during the 

war and imprisoned at Camp Douglas. So 
without the financial ability to pay for 
transportation, Mr. Williams set out on 

foot. Calling on his old soldier days he car-
ried nothing but a knapsack with a few be-

longings and his walking stick. Mr. Williams 
set out on his journey February, 27th, 
1912 and was able to attend the reunion 

held in May of that year. 
 

From the Facebook page of SC Sons of 
Confederate Veterans Camp #1026, Horry 
Rough and Readys 

 
Editor’s note:  This doesn’t give the specific 

Mississippi regiment he was in so I 
checked Grady Howell’s roster book for this 
old soldier.  There was about a third of a 

page of men named J.C. Williams and 
some had no unit designation; however, 
there was one that he might be in Co. I, 

18th Mississippi Cavalry. 


