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The program was presented by 3rd Bri-

gade Commander Joe Abbott, who re-

ported on the Brigades’ plan to erect a 

tall flag pole for the State Flag along I-

55 South. The cost is estimated to be 

approximate $9000.  
Adjutant Ron Stowers informs me that 

Chaplain Glenn Shows will present a 

program on the unusual, and little 

known, "Battle of Red Lick, MS," 

which occurred on July 4, 1864.   . 

  

Everyone come and bring guests, espe-

cially new recruits! 

 

When:  September 25, 2018,  5:00 

pm. 

Where:  Municipal Art Gallery, State 

St., Jackson. 

 

See you there! 

September Meeting 

Battle of Red Lick 

August Meeting 
Report 
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Joe Abbot 

 
 
 

F inally, my brethren, be 
strong in the Lord, and in 

the power of his might. 

P ut on the whole armour 
of God, that ye may be 

able to stand against the wiles 
of the devil. 

F or we wrestle not against 
flesh and blood, but 

against principalities, against 
powers, against the rulers of 
the darkness of this world, 
against spiritual wickedness 
in high places. 

W herefore take unto you 
the whole armour of 

God, that ye may be able to 
withstand in the evil day, 
and having done all, to stand. 

S tand therefore, having 
your loins girt about with 

truth, and having on the 
breastplate of righteousness; 

A nd your feet shod with 
the preparation of the 

gospel of peace; 

A bove all, taking the 
shield of faith, where-

with ye shall be able to 
quench all the fiery darts of 
the wicked. 

A nd take the helmet of 
salvation, and the 

sword of the Spirit, which is 
the word of God: 

 
Ephesians 6:10-17 

(KJV) 
 

From one of Lee’s Men 

 
"He loved us like a father and led us 

like a king."  
 
"...Lee won the hearts of his soldiers 

by living as they did. He managed the 
business of his position with as little 

fuss and parade as possible. Foreign 
officers were struck with the absolute 
simplicity of his arrangements. There 

were no guards or sentries around his 
headquarters, no idle aids-de-camp 
loitering about..." ~Confederate sol-

dier, speaking of his General~ 
 

DTH 
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Calendar 

September 25, 2018 
Regular meeting of 

Camp 635 at the Munici-

pal Art Gallery 

 

October 23, 2018 
Regular meeting of 

Camp 635 at the Munici-

pal Art Gallery 

 

November 27, 2018 
Regular meeting of 

Camp 635 at the Munici-

pal Art Gallery 

 

December 18?, 2018 
Annual Christmas Social 

 

January 22, 2019 
Regular meeting of 

Camp 635 at the Munici-

pal Art Gallery 

 

February 26, 2019 
Regular meeting of 

Camp 635 at the Munici-

pal Art Gallery 

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 

 
The famous WWII Marine General Holland M. Smith, who carried that unique 
nick name "Howlin’ Mad" Smith, was born in rural Alabama in 1882.  His 

grandfather was a Confederate soldier and was such an outstanding marks-
man that he was given one of the first new rifled guns that came from Eng-
land.  The young Smith once asked his Grandfather if the old man had ever 

killed a man in the war and got this reply. 
 

In December, 1862 their unit was on some river in the Shenandoah Valley and 
during one tour of picket duty Mr. Smith heard a Yankee soldier call out 
"Johnny Reb have you got any tobacco."  Smith yelled back "Yes, have you 

got any coffee?"   The two agreed to leave their weapons behind and come 
down to the stream to trade.  The exchange was duly made "but the Yankee 

got back to his post before I reached mine and a bullet almost clipped my 
ear."  Enraged by this breach of faith, Smith grabbed his English rifle and put 
a shot in the Yankee before that rascal could take cover.  The old man contin-

ued  "One of his comrades ran out to drag him in and I was so mad I shot him 
too."   
 

The old man then looked solemnly at Smith and said: "Son, I have always 
been ashamed of that second shot."    

 
Colonel John Mosby did not write his memoirs until 1917, long after many 
other Confederates had given their version of what had happened.  J.E.B. Stu-

art was Mosby's close friend and Mosby devoted a long chapter in his book to 
refuting the criticisms of Stuart's conduct during the Gettysburg campaign.  I 

guess the Mosbys by nature had a stubborn streak in them:  Mosby remarked 
in his book that if his Mother had gotten her way, the South would still be 
fighting.  

 
The short version of this dispute is that after the War Longstreet asserted that 
Stuart had disobeyed the instructions Lee and Longstreet had given Stuart.  In 

this account Longstreet said they ordered Stuart to stay on the flank between 
Longstreet and the Federals.   At different times, both Marshall and Taylor, 

(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: 
 

Saving the Crushed Spirit 

 
What did my 3 great grandfathers faced in their 

crushed spirit coming home after the war and in 
some ways compared to Job 1:20! 
 

After hearing of the destroying of his home and his 
farm and all 10 children been killed, he fell to 
ground and worship God!  In verse 22 " never 

blame God"! Now how about your crushed spirit, 
where will you turned? 
 

 Sincerely, 

Rev. Glenn D. Shows 

Chaplain 

Lee's two staff officers, echoed what Longstreet had 
written.   

 
Mosby quotes a letter from Longstreet to Stuart saying 
"You had better not leave us, therefore, unless you 

take the proposed route in the rear of the enemy."   He 
quotes a letter Longstreet sent to Lee that same day 
which says, "I have forwarded your letter to General 

Stuart with the suggestion that he pass by the enemy's 
rear, if he thinks he can get through."    

 
Mosby goes on to say he was there when Stuart com-
posed his last letter to Lee before embarking on his 

ride; in fact Mosby says he dictated part of the letter.  
In this letter Stuart told Lee he was headed around the 

Union army and that the two cavalry brigades Stuart 
was leaving were to follow Lee's orders in regard to 
scouting, etc.  

 
In his book Mosby published a letter he wrote in 1915 

to Mrs. Stuart about the status of the controversy.   In 
the letter Mosby relates how he was in Washington, 
D.C. in 1886 when Longstreet published a magazine 

article in which he charged Stuart with disobeying or-
ders in June, 1863, leaving the Confederates in the 
dark about the Union army's movements. Mosby told 

Mrs. Stuart that he went to the Archives department in 
Washington and found the Confederate records about 

the Gettysburg campaign.  Mosby located the letters 
instructing Stuart to take the very action for which Stu-
art was now being censored.  Mosby goes on to tell 

Mrs. Stuart that in 1887, Mosby published an article 
detailing the letters he had found, and gave a rousing 

defense of Stuart.   
 
More time and space than this column allows would be 

required to flesh out the controversy, but if the letters 
and dispatches Mosby quotes are accurate, Stuart has 
indeed been made a scapegoat.  Truth be know, there 

was plenty of  blame to go around for the failure of the 
Gettysburg campaign.   

(Continued from page 2) 

Post-war Wishes 
 
"All that was, or is now, desired is that error and 

injustice be excluded from the text-books of the 
schools and from the literature brought into our 
homes; that the truth be told, without exaggera-

tion and without omission; truth for its own sake 
and for the sake of honest history, and that the 

generations to come after us be not left to bear 
the burden of shame and dishonor righteously 
laid upon the name of their noble sires." Rev. 

James Power Smith, 
last survivor of the 
staff of Lt. General 

Thomas Jonathan 
"Stonewall Jackson 

 
DTH 

Rev. James Power 

Smith 

George S. Patton Comments on War 

Battle is the most magnificent competition in which 
a human being can indulge. It brings out all that is 

best; it removes all that is base. All men are afraid 
in battle. The coward is the one who lets his fear 

overcome his sense of duty. Duty is the essence of 
manhood.  
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Editor’s Note:  A couple of issues ago, I included an item about Robert E. Lee’s eldest daughter and her ar-
rest in middle-age for refusing to observe the racial segregation “rules” of the day.  Here I offer a brief biog-
raphy of Lee’s second and third daughters.  I must say, the general turned out some attractive young ladies. 
The biographical information was taken from the Facebook page of Defending the Heritage which credits ob-
taining the info from the Civil War Women’s blog. 

 

Anne Carter Lee 
 
Anne Carter Lee, the second daughter of Robert E. Lee and Mary 
Randolph Custis Lee, was born June 18, 1839 at Arlington House. 
Called Annie by friends and family, her rich black hair was much 

like her father's when he was young. As a child, Annie lost her 
sight in one eye after a childhood accident with a pair of scissors 

and suffered from a disfigured eye. She loved her family, but she 
was close to only Agnes and her father. 
 

Robert E. Lee had a special bond with Annie, whom he nicknamed 
Little Raspberry because she had a reddish birthmark on her face 
as an infant. She was a gifted young woman but very shy because 

of her disfigured eye. Annie and Agnes were known as The Girls 
by the family; they were so close they were often thought of as 

twins. 
 
Annie had recently taken over some household duties because her 

mother was suffering terribly with rheumatoid arthritis. General 
Lee had worried that the job would be too physically demanding 

for Annie. She was never physically strong, and he constantly 
worried about her health 
 

Although her husband kept urging her to leave, Mary Randolph 
Custis Lee delayed evacuating Arlington House until May 15, 1861, possibly because travel was difficult for 
her. After the birth of her second child, Mary Custis Lee, Mrs. Lee had sustained a pelvic infection that soon 

after developed into rheumatoid arthritis. Her condition worsened as she grew older. By 1861, she was using 
a wheelchair. 

 
Mrs. Lee looked longingly at her beloved home as they pulled away, hoping she would soon be able to come 
back. However, as time passed, it became abundantly clear that she would not be able to return anytime 

soon, if ever. Agnes, Mrs. Lee and the other Lee daughters were vagabonds during the first year of the war, 
moving from one family plantation to another. They eventually settled at a rented townhouse in Richmond. 

 
Several months after Agnes and Annie arrived at White Sulphur Springs, Annie contracted typhoid fever. 
Agnes never left her side, not even when others warned that she could become ill with the disease as well. 

Agnes risked her life to be by Annie's side, providing whatever care and comfort she could. 
 

Annie Lee died of typhoid fever October 20, 1862, at the age of 23, while Agnes held her. A young relative 
said that Annie's death "was a shock to Agnes from which she never recovered." 
When Annie died, it was not possible to take her body back to Virginia for burial without crossing enemy 

lines. The owner of White Sulphur Springs generously offered to have her Annie buried in his family ceme-

(Continued on page 5) 
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tery and the Lees gratefully accepted. A disabled Confederate veteran sculpted an obelisk for her grave. 
 

Robert E. Lee was in the field in Virginia recovering from the Battle of Sharpsburg when he received a letter 
notifying him of Annie's death. The unexpected news left him devastated. 
 

***** 
 

Agnes Lee 

 
Eleanor Agnes Lee, born February 27, 1841, was called Agnes. 

She was the third of four daughters and the fifth of seven children 
of Mary Anna Custis and Robert E. Lee, born at the family’s Vir-
ginia estate, Arlington. As a child, Agnes spent much of her time 

reading, studying, playing piano and working in her garden. There 
was also a steady flow of visitors and playmates, cousins from 

their large extended family, and a host of friends. 
 
Agnes loved Arlington dearly and took great interest in the 

changes made in the house, especially when the Lees refurnished 
the large hall in 1855. She also helped teach the slaves at Arling-

ton, a practice her mother had begun years earlier, knowing that 
educating slaves in Virginia was punishable by law. Agnes held a 
Sunday evening school for the slaves and taught individual chil-

dren before and after breakfast. 
 

Agnes received an excellent education for a woman of her era. 
She and her sister Annie were taught at home by a tutor, Miss Sue 
Poor, from whom they learned music, English composition, French, 

and arithmetic. During her childhood years, Agnes kept a journal 
of her life at Arlington that was published as Growing Up in the 1850s (1984). In 1855 Agnes began attend-
ing boarding school at the Virginia Female Institute in Staunton. Considered her mother's favorite daughter, 

like the other Lee girls, Agnes had never married. Eleanor Agnes Lee contracted typhoid fever and passed 
away in Lexington October 15, 1873 - three years and three days after her beloved father. She was only 32 

years old. Her last wish was to be buried in the dress she wore on Christmas Day 1862, the day she refused 
Orton's proposal of marriage. 
 

Mary Randolph Custis Lee passed away on November 5, 1873, three weeks after Agnes. The remaining 
members of the Lee family - including surviving daughters Mary Custis and Milly - must have been stunned 

by so much death in such a short time. 

(Continued from page 4) 

  

 
“For my part, when the time comes to cross the river like the others, I shall be found 

asking at the gates above: Where is the Army of Northern Virginia? For there I make 
my camp.” ~General Gilbert Moxley Sorrel~ 
DTH 
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Theodore Roosevelt’s Tribute to Lee 

 
“No man who is not willing to bear arms and to fight for his 

rights can give a good reason why he should be entitled to the 
privilege of living in a free community. The decline of the militant 
spirit in the Northeast during the first half of this century was 

much to be regretted. 
 

To it is due more than to any other cause the undoubted average 
individual inferiority of the Northern compared with the Southern 
troops – at any rate, at the beginning of the [War]. 

 
The Southerners, by their whole mode of living, their habits, and 
their love of outdoor sports, kept up their warlike spirit, while in 

the North the so-called upper classes developed along the lines 
of a wealthy and timid bourgeoisie type, measuring everything 

by a mercantile standard (a peculiarly debasing one, if taken 
purely by itself), an submitting to be ruled in local affairs by low, 
foreign mobs, and in national affairs by their arrogant Southern 

kinsmen. The militant spirit of these last certainly stood them in good stead in the civil war. 
 

The world has never seen better soldiers than those who followed Lee, and their leader will undoubtedly 
rank, without any exception, as the very greatest of all the great captains that the English-speaking peoples 
have brought forth . . .” 

 
(Roosevelt’s Tribute to Lee, Rev. J.H. McNeilly; Confederate Veteran, June 1900, page 257) 

http://circa1865.com/?p=1117 
 
DTH 

Editor’s Note:  Since I have made use of material from the Facebook page of Defending the Heritage so 
often in the newsletter, I thought I’d help that group by passing on the information on how to get an infor-
mational CD with facts to support our Southern Heritage Defense. 
 

Link to Purchase of CD:  http://mestasmusicals.com/heritage-home  

http://circa1865.com/?p=1117
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backs, with some letters and pictures of the dear ones at home, and a small pocket Bible, were taken. My cav-
alry-boots, worth about fifteen dollars, were apprised at six hundred and fifty in Confederate money; my watch 

at three thousand dollars, and the other articles in about the same proportion, including my poor servant 
"Wash," who was put in and raffled for at two thousand dollars, so that my entire outfit made quite a respect-
able prize.  

 

"Wash" was very indignant that he should be thought worth only two thousand dollars, Confederate money, 
and informed them that he considered himself unappreciated, and that, among other accomplishments, he 
could make the best milk-punch of any man in the Confederacy.  

 
When all this was concluded, Mosby took me a little one side and returned to me the pocket Bible, the letters 

and pictures, and the Masonic pin, saying quietly as he did so, alluding to the latter with a significant sign: 
"You may as well keep this. It may be of use to you somewhere."  
 

I thanked him warmly for his kindness as I took his offered hand, and really began to think Mosby almost a 
gentleman and a soldier, although he had just robbed me in the most approved manner of modern highway-

men.  
 
Travis [><] 

 
Source: Strange Stories of the Civil War by Robert Shackleton, John Habberton, William J. Henderson, L. E. 

Chittenden, Capt. Howard Patterson, U.S.N., Gen. G. A. Forsyth, U.S.A., and others, 1907.  
Link to free e-book: http://openlibrary.org/books/OL6984766M/Strange_stories_of_the_civil_war 
Photo: John Singleton Mosby "The Gray Ghost" 

DTH 

(Continued from page 8) 

Editor’s note:  This article consistently spelled Chesnut with an extra “t” like the tree, “chestnut”; I have corrected the 
spelling. 

 

Mary Chesnut 
 
“If we had a royal Bengal tiger among us, a man-eater, we could not live in 

greater terror of our lives.” Face to face with the despised Yankees, Mary’s 
suspicion of their insincere abolitionism was confirmed. 
 

“The black man must go, as the red man has gone,” declared a genocidal 
Yankee occupier. “This is a white man’s country.” As Yankees ransacked the 

house of an acquaintance of Mary’s, they jeered, “We did not come here to 
fight for negroes. We hate them.” After musing about killing a white woman 
they saw in a carriage with a black man, she ordered them off her property. 

As they left, they called her an “insolent rebel hussy” and threatened to 
“break her mouth.”  

 
At a dinner for his surviving comrades-in-arms, Mary’s nephew, John Chesnut 
IV (whom she called “the cool Captain”), told her of an encounter with a Yan-

kee captain earlier that day. “I did not fight for these. I fought for the Union,” 
claimed the Yankee, gesturing towards a crowd of unemployed blacks.  

 
“And I fought to be out of your Union,” replied the cool Captain. 
DTH 

http://openlibrary.org/books/OL6984766M/Strange_stories_of_the_civil_war
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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 the first major 

city in the Confederacy lost 

to the Union? 

 

August’s question asked: 

During the war, what were 

Southerners referring to 

when they mentioned 

“fireballs”? 

 

The answer: 

With the shortage of coal to 

heat their homes, Southern-

ers mixed coal dust, saw-

dust, sand and wet clay into 

hardened lumps for burning 

and heat.  

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 

A YANKEE MEETS MOSBY… 

 

A Yankee tells about his encounter with the Gray Ghost, John Singleton Mosby… 

 
It was not long before I was ushered into the presence of John S. Mosby, Lieu-

tenant- Colonel, C. S. A. He stood a little apart from his men, by the side of a 
splendid gray horse, with his right hand grasping the bridle-rein and resting on 
the pommel of his saddle. He was a slight, medium-sized man, sharp of feature, 

quick of sight, lithe of limb, with a bronzed face of the color and tension of whip -
cord. His hair, beard, and mustache were light brown in color. His large, well-
shaped head showed a high forehead, deep-set gray eyes, a straight Grecian 

nose, a firm mouth, and large ears. 
His whole expression told of en-

ergy, hard service, and a love of 
whiskey. He wore top boots, and a 
civilian's overcoat, black, lined with 

red, and beneath it the complete 
gray uniform of a Confederate Lieu-

tenant-Colonel, with its two stars on 
the side of the standing collar, and 
the whole surmounted by the inevi-

table slouched hat of the whole 
Southern race. His men were about 

half in blue and half in butternut.  
 
Mosby, after taking my horse and quietly examining my papers, presently looked 

up with a peculiar gleam of satisfaction on his face. "Ah, Captain B____! Inspec-
tor-General _______ of _______’s Cavalry! Good-morning, Captain! Glad to see 
you, sir! Indeed, there is but one I would prefer to see this morning to yourself, 

and that is your commander. Were you present, Sir, the other day at the hanging 
of eight of my men as guerillas at Front Royal?"  

 
I answered him firmly, "I was present, sir; and, like you, have only to regret that 
it was not the commander instead of his unfortunate men." This answer seemed 

to please Mosby, for he apparently expected a denial. He assumed a grim smile, 
and directed Lieutenant Whiting to search me.  

 
My gold hunting-watch and chain, several rings, a set of shirt-studs and sleeve-
buttons, a Masonic pin, some coins, and about three hundred dollars in green-


