
 
 

 

 

Winner of the Texas Division Best Newsletter Award, 2017, 2018, 2020 & 2021 
Winner of the SCV National Best Newsletter Award, 2016, 2017 & 2018 

 

COMMANDER’S CORNER 
by Steven Weldon Austin 

 
Compatriots,  
 
Notices to Members: 
(1) Awards won at the Texas Division Reunion: 
Commander Steven Weldon Austin – Bronze 
Cross for Meritorious Service. 
Talks with White Buffalo – Silver Cross for 
Meritorious Service. 
Charles Richard Hess – Silver Cross for 
Meritorious Service. 
Larry Joe Reynolds – Gold Cross for Meritorious 
Service. 
 
(2) Awards won at the 2023 National Reunion: 
Commander Steven Weldon Austin – SCV 
Commendation Medal. 
Larry Joe Reynolds – Superior Achievement 
Award 
Our Camp won the 4-Star Camp Award & 100% 
Retention Award. 
 
(3) Next Camp Meeting (8th August, 2023) 
ATM Symposium (August 12th, 2023, 
Texarkana, TX). 
 
(4) From Texas Division Cmdr: 
Key dates for the next 12 months for the Texas 
Division calendar… The first 3 DEC meetings 
will all be held in Waco, TX on September 30, 
2023; January 6, 2024; March 23, 2024 and the 
4th on June 9, 2024 at the Reunion in San 
Antonio. The Division will hold a Division wide 
Heritage Defense Training on either February 10 
or February 17, 2024 in Waco, TX. The exact 
date will be announced in a few weeks following 
the National Reunion in Hot Springs. In addition, 

a Division Wide Confederate History Month 
Celebration and Memorial will take place on 
April 20, 2024. More details on these events will 
be coming but please mark your calendars now! 
 
(5) Texas Division Officers 
Commander - Michael Hurley 
1st Lt Commander - Shelby Little 
2nd Lt Commander - Jim Cox 
3rd Lt Commander - Cody Crislip 
 
(6) 5th Brigade: 
2023-2025 Brigade Officers: 
Commander, William M. “Bill” Elliott; Marshall 
Camp 314 
1st Lt. Commander, Bill Starnes; Gilmer Camp 
2109 
2nd Lt. Commander, Pete Craig; Marshall Camp 
314 
 
(7)  Our Camps: 
W. W. Heartsill #314, Marshall. Bill Elliott 
Commander 
J.M. “Matt” Barton #441, Sulphur Springs. Brian 
T. Woods Commander 
Gen. Gregg #958, Longview. Sam Mercer 
Commander 
Gen. Sam Maxey, #1358, Paris. Clayton Coker 
Commander 
Upshur County Patriots, #2109, Gilmer. Greg 
Gipe Commander 
Red Diamond, #2193, Texarkana. Phil Maynard 
Commander 
Lt. David Reynolds # 2270, Mount Pleasant, 
Steve Austin Commander 
For Heritage and History 
Deo Vindice 
Steve W. Austin; Cmdr. #2270, SCV 
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Our Charge… 
 

"To you, Sons of Confederate Veterans, we 
will commit the vindication of the cause for 
which we fought. To your strength will be 
given the defense of the Confederate soldier's 
good name, the guardianship of his history, the 
emulation of his virtues, the perpetuation of 
those principles which he loved and which you 
love also, and those ideals which made him 
glorious and which you also cherish."  
Remember, it is your duty to see that the true 
history of the South is presented to future 
generations! 

 
Lt. General Stephen Dill Lee, Commander General, 

United Confederate Veterans, 
New Orleans, Louisiana April 25, 1906 

 
 

UPCOMING EVENTS
 

Monday, August 21st, 7:00 p.m. 
Zoom Meeting 

 
The Army of Trans-Mississippi Symposium 

August 12, 2023 
Elks Lodge 

3702 New Boston Road 
Texarkana, Texas 75501 

 
2024 Texas Division Reunion 

June 7th – 9th, 2024 
Doubletree by Hilton 
611 NW Loop 410 

San Antonio, TX 78218 
 

2024 National SCV Reunion 
July 16th – 21st, 2024 

Embassy Suites by Hilton 
5055 International Blvd 

North Charleston, SC 29418-5963 

 

BATTLES FOUGHT DURING THE 
MONTH OF AUGUST 

 
Battle of Cedar Mountain - Cedar Mountain 
Virginia 

9 August 1862 - General Thomas J. "Stonewall" 
Jackson verses General Nathaniel P. Banks. 
Casualties: 1338 Confederate, 2353 Union! 

Battle of Wilson's Creek - Battle of Wilson's 
Creek Missouri 

10 August 1861 - General Benjamin McCulloch 
verses General Nathaniel Lyon. Casualties: 1184 
Confederate, 1235 Union! 

Battle of Deep Bottom Run or Strawberry Plains 
- Deep Bottom Run Virginia  

13-20 August 1864 - General Robert E. Lee verses 
General Ulysses S. Grant. Casualties: 1000 
Confederates, 2899 Union! 

Battle of Globe Tavern or Weldon Rail Road - 
Globe Tavern Virginia 

18-21 August 1864 - General Robert E. Lee verses 
General Ulysses S. Grant. Casualties: 1619 
Confederates, 4445 Union! 

Battle of Reams Station - Reams Station Virginia 

25 August 1864 - General Ambrose P. Hill verses 
General Winfred S. Hancock. Casualties: 800 
Confederate, 2742 Union! 
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Battle of Richmond Kentucky - Richmond 
Kentucky 

29-30 August 1862 - General Edmund Kirby Smith 
verses General William Nelson. Casualties: 459 
Confederate, 5353 Union! 

Second Battle of Manassas - Manassas Virginia 

29-30 August 1862 - General Robert E. Lee verses 
General John Pope. Casualties: 8397 Confederate, 
14,754 Union! 

Battle of Jonesboro - Jonesboro Georgia 

31 August - 1 September 1864 - General William J. 
Hardee verses General William T. Sherman. 
Casualties: 2636 Confederates, 1453 Union! 

 

BIRTHDAYS, ANNIVERSARIES 
& OTHER IMPORTANT DATES 

 
August 28th – Hal Fletcher 
August 4th – Mary Ann Brock 
August 17th – Charles & Jeanette Merka 
August 21st – This day in 1821 General William 
Barksdale was born. September 10 - This day in 1836 
General Joseph "Fighting Joe" Wheeler was born. 

 
A BLAST FROM THE PAST 

(Taken from the August 1923 Edition of the 
Confederate Veteran - 100 Years Ago) 

 
THE DAY OF THE COXFEDERACY 

[Address by John N. Ware, of the University of the 
South, Sewanee, Tenn., on Memorial Day, 1923.] 

 
 Fifty-eight years ago, our Southland was full of 
ragged gray figures, singly and in groups, moving 
slowly back to the wreck of what had once been 
homes. For four long, long years they had borne on 
their bayonets the hopes and fears of a devoted 
people; they had starved and frozen the while, and 
they had fought a glorious fight, the kind that 

compels the respect of enemies, the admiration of the 
outside world, and that has left us naught but 
memories to cherish as priceless beyond all 
expression. 

Fifty-eight years ago they were on their way home, 
Fifty-eight years ago the flag bearing the Stars and 
Bars had been furled as the flag of a sovereign nation, 
and had gone to take its noble place among the Hags 
of lost but worthy causes. Fifty-eight years—a long, 
long time, my friends—and to-day of that host of 
hundreds of thousands there remains but a mere 
handful, old, old men, endeared to us by the quiet 
courage and greatness of their middle and old age, 
and by the heroism of their glorious youth. The rest 
are sleeping peacefully in their graves here in this 
peaceful graveyard and in graves all over our dear 
Southland. Their ashes rest here below, but their 
souls are above with their compeers of all the ages, 
those who fought worthily the good right. And to 
honor this pitiful handful and that mighty host, who, 
having passed over the river, now rest under the trees 
on the other side with their beloved Lee and Jackson 
and Johnston and Stuart and our own Kirby-Smith, 
and all the other great and worthy leaders of great and 
worthy men, are we gathered here to- day. This is the 
day that the Confederacy has made, and we are here 
for one brief hour, laying aside the present things and 
looking back to the past. Surely, it is enough to be an 
American citizen three hundred and sixty-four days 
in the year; nobody can deny us the right to be a 
Confederate for the remaining one. I, for one, 
account m\ sell a good American, one who does his 
duty as such as far as in him lies, but for this one day 
in the year, I lay aside all ties of country and live in 
the past, an unreconstructed Confederate, and 
unashamed, and I invite you to join me. For today is 
the Confederacy's and ours. 

I have heard many Memorial Day addresses, and 
though I have heard some very good ones, I have 
never heard one yet that suited me entirely. That is 
not because I am over critical or captious, but simply 
because of what I have just said. 1 have never heard 
a speaker who didn't rejoice that we were once more 
a united country, and that Providence had decreed as 
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it had, but I felt that all that belonged to a Fourth of 
July address. I have heard addresses in this cemetery 
that no more mentioned the Confederacy than if it 
had been a subject to be ashamed of, and in all that I 
have heard there was more or less of the united-
country theme. Now, I am strong for that three 
hundred and sixty-four days in the year, but 
Memorial Day is the day that the Confederacy has 
made, and for that brief day I am not reconciled to 
the decrees of Providence, no matter how I feel about 
it the next day, and the three hundred and sixty-three 
thereafter. I will go away from this address today 
feeling the same dissatisfaction, because I have 
neither time nor ability to say what is in my heart, but 
at least I won't be dissatisfied because I have heard 
too much non-Confederacy talk.  

Now, what are we here assembled and all other 
Southerners going to make of this heritage that has 
been handed down to us? They have consecrated this 
day by privations that pass all understanding, by 
wounds, by death. What are we doing, what will we 
do to prove ourselves worthy of them and to 
perpetuate the glory that is theirs, and ours, too, if we 
show ourselves worthy children of noble sires? What 
are we doing in our Southern schools to give our 
younger generation an appreciation of the glorious 
heritage that is theirs? Our Southern students are 
required to study French history from early 
Merovingian times to the occupation of the Ruhr, but 
arc they required or urged or even asked to study 
Southern history? Yet it is interesting reading and at 
least as important to them as French history. They are 
required to know about the massacre of St. 
Bartholomew, and the Edict of Nantes and its 
revocation, and the thousand abominations practiced 
by Holy Church in the name of the lowly Nazarene 
against Frenchmen whose only offense was that they 
interpreted his words a little differently; but are they 
required or urged or even asked to know anything 
about the direct effect of those things on American, 
and especially Southern, history? And yet the best 
part of South Carolina's population was the direct 
result of it all. Huguenots in France: All right, but 
have not we a share in all that?   If you wish a proof, 

says a Latin poet, look around you. Look around you 
in this audience and this graveyard—DuBose, 
Porchcr, Ravenel, Dabney (once D'Aubigne) 
Dismukes (once Des Manx). Has all this nothing to 
do with us? French history, yes, but Southern history 
too — and first. 

Our Southern students are required to know about 
English history from earliest Saxon times to the 
marriage of the present Duke of York, an amiable but 
unimportant young gentleman; but are they required 
or urged or even asked to know anything about 
George Washington beyond the fact that he once cut 
down a cherry tree and was the patron saint of a 
Sewanee secret society? Or Thomas Jefferson, or 
James Madison, or James Monroe, or Robert E. Lee, 
or the dozens of distinguished Virginians; and yet 
they were the direct result of events in England on 
which our students are required to get 70 if they want 
to get degrees. English history, yes, but Southern 
history too — and first.  

It may be interesting in a certain way to know how 
many mistresses Henri IV and Louis XIV had, but 
that time put on the Southern wives and sweethearts 
and sisters and mothers who endured all things 
between 1861 and 1865, four long agonizing years, 
would be much better spent. It would make Mother's 
Day mean something more.  

It may be interesting to know the dates when certain 
English kings acquired crowns, and certain others 
lost theirs, and the heads along with them, but the 
same time could be more profitable spent by 
Southern youth in finding how many Federal 
commanding officers lost their official heads as the 
result of the genius of the incomparable R. E.  Lee, 
one of us, and his heroic followers, our sires. It would 
make Father's Day mean something more. 

And so it goes—history, Ancient, Medieval, and 
Modern, Sacred and Profane, French, English, 
Assyrian, Babylonian, Egyptian, Choctaw, Chinese, 
what not, but under no circumstances American or 
Southern. Is it right? Do you think so? 
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Do our teachers of history in Southern schools pay 
enough attention to cause and effect as it concerns us, 
who ought to be most concerned? Cromwell and 
Charles I, Roundhead and Cavalier, are interesting 
enough, but most interesting for us Only in so far as 
they concern us. But are they taught to our Southern 
youth with that even as a side issue? I ask you who 
are in school now, and those who once were there, if 
any effort was ever made to show you that those 
things across the seas had the slightest connection 
with our lives or those of our ancestors?  

It is distressing, this abysmal ignorance of things that 
touch us vitally, we who pride ourselves on race and 
achievement. A student who gets his degree this year, 
an alert, intelligent young man, with a fine cultural 
home background, told me last year in all seriousness 
that he thought Andrew Jackson was Stonewall. 
Does that amuse you? It disheartened me. In a class 
of twenty men last year, all just out of secondary 
schools, with the requisite number of units in all 
varieties of history except American and Southern, 
only two knew the exact date of the War between the 
States, only six others knew that it happened in the 
sixties, ten others put it in every decade of the 
nineteenth century except the right one, and two 
actually made it antedate the Revolution. If that 
amuses you, it didn't me. It disheartened me, because 
it was inexcusable and a shame and disgrace to us as 
Southerners, and a crime against us as Americans. 
Only two of twenty; but a big majority of those 
twenty knew the dates of everything that had 
transpired prior to 1492. After America was 
discovered, it seems that all interest in it died among 
Americans. I won't even ask you if that is right, 
because I know, and so do you, that it isn't.  

Who is to blame? All of us, including the local 
Chapter of the U.D.C, to whom I am indebted for 
what I consider one of the greatest privileges that has 
ever been accorded me, that of speaking in a cause I 
love. There has been too much carelessness and 
indifference about these things. Years ago, at the 
request of some lover of the Confederacy, the 
University gave a scholarship of $70 to the local 
U.D.C. Not a great sum, $70, but it could help 

somebody a lot. I don't know when it was established 
nor how long it was used, but I do know that though 
it was always on the catalogue list of scholarships, it 
was not used for several years up to this present year, 
and would have been overlooked then if some 
outsider, intensely interested in such things, had not 
taken up the matter. And when the scholarship was 
taken off the shelf and the dust blown off of it, and 
applicants were asked for, what happened? There 
was general interest because $70 is $70, but of a 
number of applicants not a one knew to what 
company, regiment, brigade, division, corps, or army 
his qualifying soldier ancestor belonged; which was 
his fault. A delay ensued while parents were written 
to for the information, and a further delay ensued 
because not a parent knew anything. All they knew 
was that he was a Confederate soldier, and that was 
not enough, and that was the parents' fault. And the 
one who finally got it was a man who has at least one 
French name, and who didn't have the slightest idea 
that there was any connection between the 
Revocation of the Edict of Nantes and that name. 
And that was the fault of our system of education. 
Where is the fault of the U. D. C, you ask. Why 
simply this. As a matter of pride, you should never 
allow that scholarship to be vacant. If there isn't an 
applicant for it, you ought to make it a point of 
business and of honor to see that there is, even if you 
have to put in an application for bids in the Purple. 
The boys who were never taught enough about that 
war to know its dates can hardly be expected to know 
that there is a Chapter of the U. D. C. here. And that 
is everybody's fault.  

This Chapter of the U. D. C. is a part of a general 
organization that is as fine a thing as we have in the 
United States. It has done a great work, and to the 
everlasting credit of the South be it said that the U. 
D. C. has never started a thing that the South hasn't 
backed up and seen through to completion. We may 
be careless at times, but a worthy object always 
meets a prompt and generous response. We are never 
dead, though we may sleep at times. The U. D. C. 
desires to perpetuate itself, and that is proper; but that 
requires education of the future generations. What is 
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the use of putting up a U. D. C. dormitory at a school 
in which a study of the Confederacy is not insisted 
on? They won't enthuse over, or even remember, 
those epic days unless they are made to. Don't blame 
them. Why should they? If you older people who 
were contemporaries and we middle-aged people 
who came shortly after don't consider it important 
enough to think about, why should they who come 
fifty years after, in an age that has practically 
abolished time and space?  

It is a crying shame that Southern history is not a 
compulsory part of the curriculum of every Southern 
school that is worthy of the name of Southern or 
school. Why doesn't the U. D. C, as an organization, 
start a movement leading to this end: that no State 
university or college of high rank give an academic 
degree to any student, man or woman, who has not 
had one year of Southern history, at least one-third, 
preferably more, of which should be the War 
between the States? Two-thirds of it treating the 
South as a part of the United States, because we are 
Americans three hundred and sixty- four days of the 
year; and one-third treating the South as a separate 
nation, because we are Confederates that other day. 
And insist that the teacher of it be a Southerner. I 
have too many Northern friends whom I admire and 
whose teaching ability I respect for that even to seem 
invidious. They are amply qualified to teach all 
subjects to Southern students save one, and that is 
Southern history. It doesn't make any difference 
about the degrees. Make it a question of birth 
certificate, and don't make it a question of cold and 
scientific exactitude. Be accurate and honest, but 
teach it with warmth and color and sympathy, or it 
won't be Southern history. Make it a good course, but 
put sentiment and love into it, and let syllabi and such 
things go.  

And where could such a movement better originate 
than right here in Sewanee? We have already shown 
the way to the whole country by requiring a term of 
the Constitution for the degree. Why not sponsor that 
other movement? This is the University of the South, 
its glorious promise of greatness wrecked by the war, 
but rising triumphant from the ashes. The University 

of the Southern generals, Polk and Kirby Smith and 
Shoup, and of the Southerners, Elliott and Otey and 
Quintard, and others too many to name. What a 
splendid opportunity for the Kirby-Smith Chapter! 
Start the movement, put your whole souls into it, 
refuse to be discouraged or to take " no " for an 
answer, keep after your general organization until it 
gets busy. It will get results. It can't fail, and you will 
live forever in the hearts of those who love the South 
and its glorious past and believe in and pray for its 
future. You will have a monument that will live as 
long as Stone Mountain, and accomplish more good. 
Think it over seriously, ladies.  

I am afraid I have taken up more of your time than I 
should have, but this is a solemn occasion to me, my 
one day in the year of the Confederacy, and a subject 
close and dear to my heart, and that must be my sole 
excuse. Tomorrow you and I will be good Americans 
again, but who can grudge us this day that the 
Confederacy has made? For it is a holy day, 
sanctified by the life and death of heroic men. Here 
they lie around us, generals and officers and private 
soldiers. Five of the latter lie in graves marked only 
by a humble square stone, but on that stone is carved 
the three letters, "C. S. A." an insignia of nobility that 
any Southerner, aye, or Northerner too, might envy 
them. They lie here, bishops, priests, and laymen of 
the Church Militant, which we are told is the Church 
Triumphant. They lie here, rich and poor, high and 
low, big and little, lettered and unlettered, but all 
worthy of our affection. This is their day, and if our 
eyes were holden, we would see them, a mighty host 
of gaunt men, clad in dirty, ragged uniforms of gray, 
with swords and bayonets and muskets gone to rust 
and dust these long years; and overhead, flying in the 
Southern breeze, the immortal Stars and Bars. This is 
the Day that the Confederacy has made. Let us 
rejoice and be glad in it. 

 

I Am Your Confederate Ancestor 
By Trooper Jim DeArman, 

CSA CO. B, 37th Texas Calvary (Terrell's) 
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I am your Confederate ancestor. Remember me?  
When our country needed me, I answered the call. 
Do not forget me!  I was willing and did give up 
everything, Sacrificed all, for country and you.  
 
I faced deprivation, starvation, faced the winter in 
tattered uniforms, marched for miles with no shoes. 
In Northern POW camps, ill treatment was the norm, 
intentionally withheld medical treatment, festering 
wounds, allowed to freeze in the winter, and forced 
to endure sickness, with hopes we would die. 
 
I proudly fought under our flag, for the constitutional 
republic we desired. I rallied and faced an army that 
most of the time, outnumbered us and was better 
equipped. I gave my all and did my best, no sacrifice 
was to great. No duty too small. It was for you I did 
this, without expecting any reward.  
 
I suffered horrible wounds, and watched the angle of 
death, cut vast lines of men down. I bled for you, 
soaking the earth. I died for you. Our families heeded 
the call, they suffered under the boot of the Union 
army, sacrificing farms, homes, possessions, years of 
hardships we endured. Will our self-sacrifice's and 
heroic deeds, be forgotten and perish from your 
memory? My blood consecrated the ground of our 
country.  
 
I gave my life for our people and it's land. I died a 
heroic death for our independence, on the battlefields 
of Shiloh, Chickamauga, Gettysburg. Behold our 
bodies laid out in long lines, the indignity of buried 
like garbage in mass trenches. Our faces changed, 
death reflected in our eyes, we breathe not, 
forevermore. Behold, our mothers, wives, family, 
heads bowed down, silently grieving us who will 
never return. 
 
Some buried forever in Yankee soil. Our friends 
choked with tears. The burden of losing us, having to 
bury us, to entomb us. We did not betray you! Our 
muskets still by our side, ammo pouches empty, We 
fought till the last man. Just as our blood spilled out 
step by step, We did all we could, every last man, 
never to rise.  
Only when you forget us, do we truly die. Only when 
you turn your back on us, are we truly gone. Stand 

up for us! Fight for us now! For we carried your 
name, till death closed our eyes. Do not let our 
sacrifice, die with us, our memory!  
 
Raise the flag we fought for, wave it proudly from on 
high! Are you ashamed of us, or too weak of heart to 
carry on? The banner has been passed to you, do not 
let it fall or falter... the battle is now yours. 
Remember me... I did not shirk my duty. Remember 
me, our bodies laid out in long lines. But I can arise 
and live again. But only through you! 

 

DUES! DUES! DUES! 
If you have not paid your dues, please do so as soon 
as possible, as the SCV year ended July 31st.  Dues 
are currently $60 yearly. Unless you are a LIFE 
Member. ($35.00 National, $15.00 Division and 
$10.00 Camp. Our dues are late on August 31st and 
a late fee of $5.00 is assessed.  Checks can be made 
out to the 1st Lt. David Richard Reynolds Camp 
2270, and mailed to P. O. Box 1861, Mount Pleasant, 
Texas 75456-1861.  All renewal notices were 
recently sent out; I was notified by the Texas 
Division that not all notices were sent out.   Don’t let 
your membership lapse! We need you in our fold. 

 

HARPERS FERRY IN 1861. 
FIRST EVENTS OF THE WAR IN VIRGINIA AND 

MARYLAND. 
 

F. M. Burrows, Company B. Thirteenth Virginia 
Infantry, Fort Worth, Texas: From time to time many 
articles have been published purporting to give a true 
history of the early occupancy of Harper's Ferry in 
1861, which have been incorrect. One account is that 
"the first Southern soldiers at Harper's Ferry were 
about 1,600 Mississippians, who captured the place 
about the 15th of May." As a high private in the 
Culpepper Minute Men, I left Culpepper, Va., at 3 
a.m., the 18th day of April, 1861, for Harper's Ferry. 
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These commands of Virginians were sent there: West 
Augusta Guards, Staunton. Va., sixty men. Louisa 
Blues, Louisa Court-house, Va., seventy-five men; 
Montpelier Guards, Orange Court-house, Va., sixty 
men; Gordonsville Greys, Orange County, Va., fifty 
men; Monticello Guards, Charlotteville, Va., sixty 
men; Brandy Rifles. Culpepper County, Va., forty 
men; Boomerangs, Winchester, Va., forty men; 
Continental Guards, Charlestown, Va., forty men; 
Letcher Artillery, Culpepper, Va., thirty-five men; 
University of Virginia Students, Charlottesville, Va., 
one hundred and twenty men; Culpepper Minute 
Men. Culpepper, Va., sixty men. Imboden's 
Artillery, of four guns, and a full complement of 
men, followed us on the 18th. The Lanier Guards, of 
Baltimore, came to us on the 23d, making in all about 
seven hundred and fifty men, rank and file. We 
reached Manassas Junction about 8 a.m., took trains 
for Strausburg, arrived there about 1 p. m., got 
dinner, which had been prepared by the good ladies, 
then took up our line of march for Winchester, about 
eighteen miles distant, arrived in time for a late 
supper, which the good ladies there had literally 
spread all over town. We boarded a train of box cars 
at 11 p. m., for Harper's Ferry, via Charleston; 
arrived at the Ferry just before daybreak on the 19th. 
Nearly all of us had guns of some kind, except the 
Letcher Artillery, a company of boys. They were 
empty-handed, and when the first long roll was 
sounded, it was amusing to see them hurry to their 
quarters and fortify themselves with sticks and 
stones. Maj. George A. Wheatley, now a merchant in 
Austin, Texas, was Captain, and a very young 
brother of the writer was First Lieutenant. 

It will be clearly seen that there were none but 
Virginians at Harper's Ferry for three weeks or more, 
save the Baltimoreans and Col. Duncan's 
Kentuckians, about three hundred strong. The 
command was a fine one. The Kentuckians were 
generally men of wealth and refinement, and they 
were well prepared to care for themselves 
financially, having their repeating rifles, cow-horn 
powder flasks, and bullet molds. The Hon. R. E. 
Beckham, now District Judge at Fort Worth, was one 

of the boys from Kentucky who wore the fur cap and 
long green blouse. 

The first soldiers were ordered out by a telegram 
from Gov. Letcher, direct to the various Captains of 
the State Militia, dated Richmond, Va., April 17. An 
extra session of the Legislature passed the ordinance 
of secession at 2 a. m. on the 17th. When the news 
reached Capt. Barbour that the troops were marching 
on Harper's Ferry, he, being in command of the 
Government's works, abandoned his post and had the 
buildings fired. The destruction would have been 
complete but for the timely efforts of the citizens, 
including workmen in the shops, who, with their 
small hand engine and a large stationary one 
belonging to the Government, subdued the flames. It 
was the little house for this hand engine that John 
Brown used as a fort in 1859. We reached Harper's 
Ferry about daylight on the 19th. Our train stopped 
on a high trestle on the Shenandoah River side. While 
we were waiting for orders to leave the train someone 
put twenty or more kegs of powder under the trestle, 
set a match to the fuse, and ran. One of our men 
seeing what had been done, jumped from the train 
and severed the fuse. Finally, we landed in good 
shape, and made a descent upon the town, not 
knowing what we would encounter, without one 
round of ammunition. We took up our quarters in the 
buildings that remained intact, and in the churches 
and schoolhouses. For the first week the citizens 
were very shy of us, but soon became communicative 
and delivered to us many hundreds of minie rifles 
and muskets, and innumerable parts of guns. We 
found many guns hidden away under floors and 
between and under mattresses. The machinery, 
unhurt by the fire, was speedily put in motion, and 
many of the old employees were set at work and 
furnished all the commands with the latest and most 
approved guns. 

The first officer in command was Col. Nalle. Then 
came Col. Jos. E. Johnston, who succeeded him, and 
who appointed Stonewall Jackson a Colonel. Each of 
them occupied the mansion on the hill belonging to 
Maj. D. B. Lucas, U. S. A. Next came Capt. A. P. 
Hill, of the regular army, who had recently resigned 
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and was made Colonel of the Thirteenth Virginia 
Infantry. 

Our company was quartered in the paint shop, and it 
was the writer's luck to be detailed with the Hon. 
John W. Bell, a prominent lawyer of Culpepper, to 
police and ditch our camp. It was rich indeed to see 
our near-sighted lawyer handle a spade and hear his 
comments, such as, "This is a nice business for a 
lawyer in good standing, a gentleman, and a member 
Of St. Stephen's Church vestry, to be put to ditching 
the first Sunday in camp!” He is now Judge Bell, a 
brother of Gov. P. Hansborough Bell, who was a 
native of Virginia, who landed at Velasco, Texas, in 
1836, * * * * and was made Governor of Texas in 
1850. He subsequently served in Congress, then 
married, and settled in North Carolina. As a 
recognition of his patriotic services, and as an aid to 
him in his old age, the Twenty-second Texas 
Legislature, in 1891, voted him a donation of land 
and a liberal pension. 

We remained at Harper's Ferry until about the middle 
of May. when we were called to arms and made a 
forced march to Shepherdstown. We were caught in 
a terrific hailstorm in an open field, no possible place 
for shelter, and it was a question with us whether we 
would survive the storm or not. 

The Lanier Guards, of Baltimore, deserve special 
mention, George Lanier, of Lanier Bros., wholesale 
dry goods merchants in Baltimore, equipped and sent 
off this company to join us at Harpers Ferry. Times 
were exciting there then. This scheme was adopted 
to get out of the city in a body: A funeral procession 
was planned. Loading a coffin with guns, and making 
preparations for a decent burial, they took carriages 
and followed the hearse to London Park Cemetery, a 
few miles west on the Catonsville Road. When a safe 
distance from the city the coffin was opened, and 
quickly each man was armed and on his way to join 
the young Confederacy. Many of the Lanier Guards 
were engaged in the attack on Federal soldiers when 
they made that memorable march up Pratt Street in 
Baltimore.  

About June 27 we were ordered from Harper's Ferry 
to Winchester, thence on a march to Romney, and 
thence to New Creek Station, on the Baltimore & 
Ohio Railroad, where we first smelt gun powder. A 
small force of Federals held the bridge crossing the 
north fork of the Potomac River near the station. We 
surprised them, captured a swivel and a stand of 
colors, charged the enemy, ran them off, and burned 
the bridge. A few of us crossed the bridge, followed 
the retreating enemy a short distance, and upon 
returning found the bridge on fire, and we on the 
wrong side of the river. Our only alternative was to 
wade through a swift, clear, rapid stream fully five 
feet deep. 

After the battles of Hull Run and Manassas it was the 
writer's privilege to stand picket at the farm-house of 
a good old Mrs. Taylor, a few miles east of Fairfax 
Station. It was there I learned the true meaning of the 
word Manassas, and how it originated. A faithful old 
negro man belonging to Mrs. Taylor met a 
neighboring brother, and addressed him about as 
follows: ''Uncle Willis, kin yer tell me how dey got 
dis name Manassas fur dis place down dar whar dey 
has all dem big guns?" "I dunno. Brer Ephriam, 
cep'ing tis we is de man. and dem Yankees whar cum 
down here is de asses; dats how we gets de name 
Manasses, I speck.” 

Confederate Veteran Magazine. 
Published Monthly in the Interest of Confederate 
Veterans and Kindred Topics. 
Price, 5 Cents. Yearly, 50 Cents. Vol. I. Nashville, 
Tenn., April, 1893. No. 4 
S. A. CUNNINGHAM, I Editor and Manager. 

 

TRIVIAL PURSUIT 
Q: What major general, a nephew of R.E. Lee, later 
served at same rank in US Army during the Spanish-
American War? 

A: Fitzhugh Lee (b. Virginia) 
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Joined Camp Leadership 
1st Lt. David Richard Reynolds 

Camp #2270 
Mount Pleasant, Texas 

 
Commander 

Steven Weldon Austin 
(903) 285-5192 

tfcvso67@yahoo.com 
 

1st Lt. Commander 
Danny “Kid” Tillery 

(903) 717-1593 
dkidtillery@gmail.com 

 
2nd Lt. Commander 

Talks With White Buffalo 
(903) 305-1874 

tbuffalo@ymail.com 
 

Adjutant 
Alvin “Rex” McGee 

(903) 577-3233 
AlvinRexMcGee@hotmail.com 

 
Treasurer 

Alvin “Rex” McGee 
(903) 577-3233 

AlvinRexMcGee@hotmail.com 
 

Judge Advocate 
Terry Lee Landrum 

(361) 453-8002 
terrylandrum@rocketmail.com 

 
Quartermaster 

Joe Reynolds 
(903) 575-8791 

Joe.Reynolds@DavidRReynolds.org 
 

Surgeon 
Vacant 

 
Chaplain 

Vacant 
 
 

Color Sergeant 
Vacant 

 
Historian 

Joe Reynolds 
(903) 575-8791 

Joe.Reynolds@DavidRReynolds.org 
 

Web Master / Newsletter Editor 
Joe Reynolds 

(903) 575-8791 
Joe.Reynolds@DavidRReynolds.org 

 
 
 
 

 

 

NEWSLETTER EDITOR 
 

Larry “Joe” Reynolds 
2520 Saratoga Drive 

Barksdale AFB, LA  71110-2172 
(903) 575-8791 

Joe.Reynolds@DavidRReynolds.org 
 

 
 

 
Opinions expressed by individual writers are their own and do 

not necessarily reflect official positions of the 
1st Lt. David Richard Reynolds Camp #2270. 

Letters and articles may be submitted to: 
Joe.Reynolds@davidrreynolds.org 

(Cutoff for articles is 20th of the month) 
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