
 

 

 

 

 

Winner of the SCV National Best Newsletter Award 2016, 2017 & 2018 
Winner of Outstanding Camp 2021 at National Reunion 
Winner of Outstanding Camp 2022 at National Reunion 

Winner of the Texas Division Best Newsletter Award 2017, 2018, 2020 & 2021 
2021 Outstanding Camp & 2021 Best Website 

Winner of 4-Star Camp Award at 2022 Texas Reunion 
 

TABLE OF CONTENTS 
 

Commander’s Corner ............................................1 

Next Meeting…………………………………….1 

Upcoming Events………………………………..2 

Our Charge………………………………………2 

A Blast from the Past……………………….....2-6 

Last Camp Meeting………………………….......6 

Battles Fought During the Month…………….6-7 

Weather of the War………………...………….7-8 

Chaplain Comments……………………………..7 

Birthdays & Anniversaries………………….…..9 

Guardian News..…………………………….…..9 

Camp Song……………………………….……..9 

Camp Pictures……………………………...…..10 

Camp leadership...……………………………..11 

 

 

COMMANDER’S 

CORNER 
by Dennis Beckham 

 

 

 

Compatriots, we decided at our last meeting to 

go back to meeting at Old Union in September.  

The date is still the fourth Monday, September 

26
th

 at 6:00 pm.  We will be having the world 

famous KFC chicken pot pies for dinner. Past 

Commander Joe Reynolds plans to present a 

program on the Battle of Chickamauga.  We will 

return to meeting the third Monday of each 

month in October.  The Constitution/By-Laws 

Committee will propose some revisions to the 

Camp Constitution to be voted on at our 

Septermber meeting.  The proposed amendments 

will be sent out to each member in the near 

future.  I hope to see each member in the the 

near future.  I hope to see most of y’sll on the 

26
th

.  Continue to pray for those in sickness and 

distress.  Our condolences go out to Richard 

Hess and family for the loss of his son.  Also, 

Adjutant Love would like for each of you to 

send him a picture of yourselves(chest up) to his 

phone(903-733-0932) as he is making a sheet to 

put up in the Post Office on the wanted page.   

Deo Vindice!    

Commander, Dennis Beckham 

 

 
 

Monday, Sept. 26
th

 6:30 p.m. 

Start eating at 6:00 p.m. 

Old Union Community Center 

Hwy 67E, Mount Pleasant, TX. 

Chicken pot pies, iced tea and maybe a desert will 

be served. 

Please RSVP if attending so we will have enough 

for everyone and not too much. 
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UPCOMING EVENTS 

 
2023 SCV National Reunion 

www.2023scvreunion.org 

Hosted by The James McKeller Camp #648 

Hot Springs, Arkansas 

July 19,20,21,22
nd

 2023 

 

August 23, 2023 Camp Red Diamond will sponsor a 

Meeting of the Army of the Trans Mississippi in 

Texarkana at the Elks Lodge 

3702 New Boston Road 

Texarkana, TX. 75501 

 
 

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 

 

A BLAST FROM THE PAST 

Where I Was, What I Saw 

During the War 

[A journal kept by Elihu Chris Beckham 

during the War Between the 

States]Continued 

We had a little fight at 
Farmington on the 9th day of 
May. There were but a few men 
killed. The Federals retreated 
and left a few dead and 
wounded who fell into the 
hands of the Confederates. 

On the 28th, we were called 
into line and marched in line 

of battle to near the Memphis and 

Charleston Railroad, where 

we lay in line waiting for the 
enemy to come. They did not 
come but sent us plenty of 
messengers such as shells and 
cannon 
balls. We were lying low and they 
were shelling the woods. 

A shell happened to pass rather 
close when some of the boys 

bawled out: "Mind where your's 
shooting or you'll hurt somebody." 
Then they came thick and fast for 
a little while, until Col. 
Craven's sent a squad over on a 
high ridge to shoot and halloo 

a few times. They did so, then 
came back and the federals shelled 
that hill heavy for a while and 
not a man about there. 

On the night of May the 
29th we were awakened by the 
officers and told to get into 
line as quickly as possible and 
with little noise. We did so, 

thinking that we were going to 
have some fun with the boys. We 
expected a normal conflict. 

 

The general talk was that we were 
going to charge the battery that 
had been playing on us so brisk. 
We were ordered to move out and 

keep close up so after a while we 
started; but not in the direction 
of the battery, but filed left 
and struck out South; then we 
thought we were going to flank 

http://www.2023scvreunion.org/
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them. So, we marched South, till 
daylight, to there and then, on 
the 30th day of May, with an Army 
of 180,000 men, Gen. G. T. 
Beauregard evacuated Corinth and 
fell back to Tupelo, Miss., about 
65 miles from Corinth on the 
Mobile and Ohio Railroad. We had 
been in line of battle until we 
had eaten about all the rations 
we had in our haversacks, and in 
the morning, after marching all 
night, just before day, we were 
passing a house when a chicken 
ran through our ranks and Felix 

0. Pittman killed it with the 
butt of his gun. We carried it on 
a mile or two when we stopped, 
built a fire and had just got it 
to broiling when we were ordered 
to march, so we ate it partly 
raw, and I thought it was the 
best chicken I had ever eaten, 

and perhaps it was; for I never 
ate a raw chicken before or 
since--perhaps they are the best 
raw. 

We stopped at Tupelo the 3rd 
day of June and camped about a 
quarter of a mile east of the 
town, stayed there about a month, 

then moved over about a quarter 
of a mile northwest of town. 
While on the march from Corinth 
to Tupelo we had ordered not to 
fire a gun; but one man ignored 
that order and shot at a chicken. 
The ball glanced and killed a 
negro. He was court martialed and 
shot at Tupelo. I do not know his 

name or what company he belonged 
to. I never did think he ought to 
have been shot, though he knew he 
was disobeying orders when he was 
shooting; but I think his 
sentence was a little too hard. 

Gen. Cabell was commanding 
our brigade. We belonged to 
Bowen's Division, Price's Corps. 
We stayed at Tupelo during the 
summer of 1862. There was 
considerable sickness and several 
of the soldiers died. Those that 

died of our company were Tom C. 
Johnson and John A. Johnson, two 
brothers, who always seemed 
closely attached to each other, 
and were well liked by all their 
comrades. They died within a few 
days of the same time. Romulus S. 
Jennings, another fine young man; 
a brother of Leander Jennings of 
LaCrosse, Ark., died near the same 
time. William Overton died at 
Okiona, Miss., in Oct. of the same 
year. James Wofford died on the 
train as the sick were being sent 
south at the evacuation of 

Corinth. Dudley Gunn, Ambrose 
Walker and Monroe Pimberton were 
on the same train, and we suppose 
died, as neither of them ever 
returned to their command. 

The water was very bad, and but 
few soldiers that were 

well enough for duty, so the pickled 
beef that we drew did not 

agree with our appetites, and we had 
to do some foraging on 
our own hook. One time I remember, 
our company was detailed 

to guard headquarters, and it took 
half of the company at a 
time. There were six men in our 

mess, consisting of Abb Hamilton, 
John and Felix Pitman, Whit 
Whitfield and myself. While 
Hamilton and the two Whitfields 
were on guard duty, the two 
Pittman's and I would forage, and 
while we were on duty they would 
forage. One evening, late, I was 
out looking around, when I heard 

a pistol nearby, then, bang it 
went again; so I went down in the 
Hollow to see what was going on; 
and when I got there I saw Mose 
King snapping at a hog and John 
Campbell loading his pistol. The 
hog was crippled and standing up 
on the hillside about twenty 
yards distant. I fired at it and 
it fell, and John Campbell ran to 
it and was trying to get up, and 
John trying to kill it with a 
club; and I don't think I ever 
heard one hog and one man make 
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half so much noise in all my 
life. John was fighting and 
cursing manfully, and the hog, 
how it squealed. It seemed to me 
that all the patrols in the 
country would hear it. But John 
finally finished him up, and we 
skinned him and divided it up, 
and away we went to camp. 

A few days after we killed 
the hog, Abe Hamilton and James 
Whitfield found a gang of about 
twenty sheep that slept in an 
old house on high ground in an 

old field. They watched till the 
sheep went in, they went up, one 
to each door, and Abe downed 
one. They wrapped it in a 
blanket and Jim took it on his 
shoulders, and away they went 
for the woods (for where the old 
house was standing was too 

public a place to butcher a 
sheep). A few days afterwards 
our two Pittmans killed a good 
fat sheep, scalded it and took 
it boldly into camp and claimed 
that they had bought it. You 
see, it would not do for Capt. 
Hunt to know that we were 
foraging. 

Curious to say, but in 
digging a well at Tupelo, we 
struck a solid rock, where there 
is not another rock to be found 
for miles, probably none in 
fifty or seventy-five miles, but 
there is a rick there, sure, 
about one-quarter of a mile from 

Tupelo, some eight or ten feet 
underground. I am not sure, but 
I think it is a limestone. 

Several of the 

soldiers went across the 
Mississippi while we were 
there, and old Walter H. 
Clarke left us at Tupelo, 

loaded with letters for 
Arkansas. 

On the 13th day of Sept. we struck 
our tents, shouldered our Enfields 
and knapsacks and fell into line 

and started northward for Iuka. On 
the 14th a wagon broke down, and I 
was left in command of a squad of 
ten men to mend, guard and bring 
in on. Soa about dark we had the 
axle mended and a started on, but 

had not gone far until we found 
another wagon broken down, and 
Lieut. Rushing and about ten more 
men waiting for us with orders to 
mend it and come ahead. About 10 
o'clock next day a citizen came 
along and told us that there were 
about forty Federal Cavalry about 
five miles in our rear, and coming 

that way. Lieut. Rushing sent me and 
my squad about a quarter back to 
stop the Feds and hold them in check 
if I could conveniently do so until 
the wagons were ready to start. I 
was to stay until I got orders from 
him. In about an hour he sent me 
orders to come ahead, and you bet I 

obeyed in short order and double-
quick time. Away we went, the mules 
in a trot, and the soldiers keeping 
well closed up till about midnight, 
when we stopped, posted our pickets 
and lay till about daybreak, when a 
man came along and told us that 
there were about forty Federal 
Cavalry in a half mile of us, but 

were in a camp and did not know we 
were there. They had been following 
us and had intended to find us in 
camp, but had stopped a little too 
soon, and you may guess that we 
pulled out on double-quick time and 
got to Iuka about 12 o'clock, being 
the 15th day of September. 

We were worn out, foot-

sore, tired and sleepy, and just 
as I had got into camps and 
stretched my weary limbs out on 
my blanket, Capt. Hunt called 
out: "Company K, fall in!" 

I never did hate to hear the 

words "fall in" half so bad in all 

my life. I asked the Captain if he 
would excuse me. He said he could 
not, but if I was unable, to lie 
still and rest. But after seeing 
them fall in, I got up and went 
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into line. We marched but a short 
distance and lay in line till next 
day. We then moved out north of 
town and meandered around there 
till the 19th day--when we had a 
right sharp little battle, but our 

regiment did not get into it. That 
night we marched back to town, then 
back to the woods about a half mile 
north of town and lay till just 
before day, when we were ordered to 
fall in with as little notice as 
possible so we went marching easily 
to town. 
About daylight we started out 
and the shells came in. We had 
just got to the top of a high 
hill when I saw a line of 
Federals coming marching in line 
of battle. We expected to have 
some more fun with the boys, as 
the soldiers used to say. 
Several of the boys claimed to 
be sick that day and not able 
for duty, especially the kind of 
duty that was expected to be on 
hand. The wagons went out in 
abreast thirty or forty yards 
wide and the mules in a lope, 
and the fellows that claimed to 
be sick after them, holding on 
to the hind gates of the wagons, 
and you bet they were making 
long strides. Old Gen. Price was 
sitting there on an old sorrel 
horse with a white spot on his 
side as large as a sheep skin. 
Just as we got even with the old 
General he hollered at the top 
of his voice: "Drive those 
wagons out, G--d d--n it, drive 

out!" (which was the only time 
we ever heard him curse). Then 
they went whooping and popping 
whips, for the shells were 
already coming into town, and 
town ladies looking out of the 
windows shouting, "Get out, get 
out!" And we got about half a 
mile out of town. The roads 
forked and we took the left 
hand, but the right was the main 
road. Instinct or something else 
had told Price that it was not 
healthy to travel the main road, 

for there was a division of 
cavalry on that road in ambush 
waiting for us. 

Our bass drummer, Tiger 
Tom, as he was called, was left 

asleep in the woods, and when 
he awoke the Federals were 
thick all around there, and he 
alone, and did not know where 
his command was. He was dressed 
in citizen clothes, so he left 
his drum and walked boldly into 
town, stayed there a day or 
two, slipped out and left and 
made his way south, and joined 
his command in a short time, 
safe and sound. 

We went on forced march until 
10 or 11 o'clock, when the word 
came, "Halt, rent"! I laid down on 
an old wagon bed that was lying 

bottom up by the roadside. I had 
been there about two minutes when 
I heard a cannon fire about three 
or four hundred yards in the rear, 
followed by another, then another 
in quick succession. Then the 
small arms began to play, with the 
battery playing forty-two shots a 
minute. We fell into line and ran 
back about two hundred yards and 
formed in a line of battle. Then 
we heard the hallooing and knew 
that the Rebel cavalry supporting 
the battery were charging. In a 
few minutes all was quiet again, 
and we resumed our march. We had 
just passed through a long lane 
that ran across a valley, when 

they saw the enemy's cavalry 
coming and Bledsoe planted his 
battery on the hill opposite the 
end of the land, and just as the 
foremost ones got to the end of 
the lane opened fire. They tried 
to form, but the Rebel cavalry 
charged on them and they went back 
through the lane under heavy fire 

of grape and canister. The rebels 
lost one man, and I never heard 
how many were killed on the side 
of the enemy. 
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We marched on all day without any 
difficulty. About an hour after dark 
we halted, and I heard Col. Gravens 
tell Capt. Hunt to detail one non-
commissioned officer for picket, and 
knowing that it was about my time to 

go on duty, I just tumbled over 
behind a log and told Felix Pittman 
to lay down and be still, and if 
they called my name not to answer---
that I was bound to sleep, picket or 
no picket. "We will sleep right 
here, and if they march, let them 
march; we will take the chances of 
overtaking them in the morning." So 
there we slept. Next morning we 
marched, but more moderately; 
stopped on the Tombigbee River, 
killed and issued beef, built fires, 
cooked and ate, then went ahead and 
stopped 

near Saltillo, Miss., the next day, 
which was the 22nd day 
of September. We lay there, 
resting, until morning of the 
last day of September when we again 
took up the line of 
march, passed by Ripley, marched in 
the direction of Pocahontas, 

Mississippi, which place we passed 
on the evening of the first day of 
October. On the 2nd day we marched 

all day in 
the direction of Corinth. We camped 
about four miles west 
of the town. That night and next 
morning, the 3rd just after 

sunrise, we heard in the distance 
the roar of musketry and 
the hoarse notes of artillery 
sounding continuously, which 

told us too plainly that some of us 
were marching to our long 
home, "from whose bourne no 
traveler ever returns." When 

within a half mile of the line that 
was fighting we formed 
in line of battle and marched square 
to the front. 

(To be continued) 

 

LAST MEETING 

Due to electrical problems along Hwy 271, we were 

not able to meet at Herschel’s Restaurant.  We 

gathered at the Old Union Community Center.  5
th

 

Brigade Texas Division Commander Bill Elliot 

reported on the National Reunion and the Guardian 

Program.  Camp Commander Dennis Beckham 

received a certificate for Full Guardianship of 11 

Confederate Veterans graves.  Pat Tomberlain 

received his War Service Medal.  Pat and visitor, 

Dexter Whatley, would not share their chicken with 

anyone so we all suffered from the alluring odor of 

fried chicken.   

 

SOME BATTLES FOUGHT 

DURING THE MONTH OF 

SEPTEMBER 

Battle of Chantilly - Chantilly Virginia 

1 September 1862 - General Thomas J. "Stonewall" 

Jackson verses Generals Stevens and Kearny. 

Casualties: 800 Confederate, 1300 Union! 

Battle of Cheat Mountain - Cheat Mountain 

Western Virginia 

10-15 September 1861 - General Robert E. Lee 

verses General Joseph J. Reynolds. Casualties: 120 

Confederate, 81 Union! 

Harper's Ferry Western Virginia - Harper's 

Ferry Western Virginia 

12-15 September 1862 - General Thomas J. 

"Stonewall" Jackson verses D.S. Miles. Casualties: 

500 Confederate, 11,783 Union! 

Battle of South Mountain - South Mountain 

South Carolina 

14 September 1862 - General Robert E. Lee verses 

General George B. McClellan. Casualties: 2685 

Confederate, 1813 Union! 

Battle of Turner's Gap and Crampton's Gap - 

Turner's Gap and Crampton's Gap Maryland 

14 September 1862 - General Robert E. Lee verses 

Generals Burnside and Franklin. Casualties: 4343 

Confederate, 2325 Union! 
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Battle of Munfordville - Munfordville Kentucky 

14-17 September 1862 - General Braxton Bragg 

verses General J.T. Wilder. Casualties: 288 

Confederate, 4133 Union! 

Battle of Luka - Luka Mississippi 

19 September 1862 - General Sterling Price verses 

General William S. Rosecrans. Casualties: 1516 

Confederate, 782 Union! 

Battle of Chickamauga - Chickamauga Georgia 

19-21 September 1863 - General Braxton Bragg 

verses Generals Thomas and Rosecrans. Casualties: 

18,454 Confederate, 16,170 Union! 

Third Battle of Winchester or Opequon - 

Winchester Virginia  

19 September 1864 - General Jubal A. Early verses 

General Philip H. Sheridan. Casualties: 3921 

Confederate, 5018 Union! 

Battle Fisher Hill - Fisher Hill Virginia 

22 September 1864 - General Jubal A. Early verses 

General Philip H. Sheridan. Casualties: 1235 

Confederate, 528 Union! 

Battle of Athens - Athens Georgia 

23-24 September 1864 - General Nathan B. Forrest 

verses General George H. Thomas. Casualties: 30 

Confederate, 950 Union! 

Battle of Poplar Springs or Peeble's Farm - 

Poplar Springs Virginia 

30 September 1864 - General Robert E. Lee verses 

General Ulysses S. Grant. Casualties: 900 

Confederate, 2889 Union! 

 

WEATHER OF THE WAR 
 

Time Line 

1849: The Smithsonian Institution, by volunteering 

to donate weather-recording devices, established an 

observation network. 

1850: Many scholars agree that this date marks the 

end of the meteorological period known as the Little 

Ice Age; a time of general warming followed. 

July 21, 1861: The First Battle of Bull Run was 

fought in temperatures in the 90s with high 

humidity, causing serious issues with heatstroke 

among the soldiers. 

January 29, 1862: The battle of Mill Springs was 

impeded by heavy, unrelenting rain. 

April–June 1862: During the first half of the 

Peninsula Campaign, Union general George B. 

McClellan continually complained that he could not 

advance to Richmond because of rainy weather and 

flooded rivers, among other impediments. 

June 25-July 1, 1862: McClellan finally moved the 

Army of the Potomac to the Virginia Peninsula in 

an attempt to take Richmond, the Confederate 

capital. Torrential spring rains caused the terrain to 

flood and the Virginia soil turned into a mass of 

sticky mud, culminating in the failure of 

McClellan's campaign. 

September 1, 1862: Confederate General Thomas J. 

"Stonewall" Jackson clashed with Union General 

Isaac Stevens at the Battle of Chantilly during a 

heavy thunderstorm.[34] 

September 16, 1862: Fog influenced the outcome of 

the Battle of Antietam. 

September 19, 1862: Battle of Iuka was 

mismanaged due to an atmospheric acoustic 

shadow. 

December 31, 1862: The USS Monitor sank off the 

coast of Cape Hatteras, North Carolina, during a 

monstrous gale. 

January 20–22, 1863: Union General Ambrose E. 

Burnside led troops on the Mud March, a failed 

winter offensive in Virginia, during torrential rains 

and heavy mud, lowering Union morale. 

May 2, 1863: At the Battle of Chancellorsville, 

Confederate General Thomas J. "Stonewall" 

Jackson's men were shielded from view during their 

famous flanking maneuver, thanks to the absence of 

dust because of earlier rain showers. 

https://www.essentialcivilwarcurriculum.com/weather-and-the-civil-war.html#_ftn34
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November 24, 1863: Pickets froze to death in rifle 

pits at Mine Run. 

March 22, 1864: The "Great Snowball Battle" took 

place between regiments of the Confederate Army 

of Tennessee in Dalton, Georgia. 

May 5–6, 1864: During the Battle of the 

Wilderness, hot weather contributed to the spread of 

forest fires. On the subsequent march to 

Spotsylvania Court House on May 7, men 

experienced heat stroke and exhaustion as the 

temperature rose. 

May 15, 1864: At the Battle of New Market, a 

terrific downpour occured. While crossing a wheat 

field, Confederate soldiers' feet get stuck in the 

mud, earning the field the title the "field of lost 

shoes." 

February 1865: Union general William T. Sherman 

and his men successfully marched into South 

Carolina despite massive storms. Sherman 

proceeded to take Columbia and Charleston.[35] 

1870: Former general and then-President Ulysses S. 

Grant signed a law creating the first national 

weather service, utilizing the technology of the U.S. 

Army's Signal Service 

1957-1958: The International Geophysical Year 

began to track carbon dioxide in the atmosphere, 

starting the field of historical climatology. 

 

 

 

 

 

          

                       
      
 

I have seen my last tomorrow 

I am holding my last breath 

Goodbye, sweet world of sorrow 

My new life begins with death 

I am standing on the mountain 

I can hear the angels' songs 

I am reaching over Jordan 

Take my hand, Lord, lead me home 

All my burdens are behind me 

I have prayed my final pray 

Don't you cry, over my body 

'Cause that ain't me, lying there 

No, I am standing on the mountain 

I can hear the angels' songs 

And I am reaching over Jordan 

Take my hand (Take my hand) 

Lord, lead me home 

I am standing on the mountain 

(Lord, I am standing, on the mountain) 

I can hear the angels' songs 

(I can hear the angels' songs) 

I am reaching over Jordan 

(Over Jordan) 

Take my hand, Lord, lead me home 

(Lead me home) 

Take my hand, Lord, lead me home 

Source: Musixmatch 

Songwriters: Randy Houser / Craig Monday 

 

God Bless, Chaplain Shawn Tully 

 

 

https://www.essentialcivilwarcurriculum.com/weather-and-the-civil-war.html#_ftn35
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BIRTHDAYS  
September 8

th
 – Bill Guy  

September 9
th

 – Shawn Tully  

 

 

ANNIVERSARIES 

September 11
th

 – Terry & Bonnie Landrum 

 

 
 

GUARDIAN NEWS 
 

 

Our camp #2270 has 280 graves attended by 14 

members.  Remember to be a full Guardian your 

grave must have a Confederate headstone, a 

Confederate footstone or some other device to 

identify grave as Confederate Veteran.  Be sure to 

start to look into completing your responsibility to 

your veteran’s graves.  As usual, I’ll leave you with 

the question that Phil Davis, Past Chairman of both 

the National and Texas Division Guardian Program 

always asks,   “Are you a Guardian?              

 If not, why not? 

 

 

 

 

CAMP SONG 
 

Sons of Confederate Veterans 

By: Harry King 

 

We are the Sons of Confederate Veterans 

We wear the grey with Southern Pride 

In honor of our great forefathers 

Who went to battle, who fought and died 

 

We are the Sons of Confederate Veterans 

In every camp we take a stand 

To preserve our Southern Culture 

The memory of every fighting man 

 

We guard the Heritage of God and Family 

The cornerstone of our History 

From old Jeff Davis to Stonewall Jackson 

And our commander Robert E. Lee 

 

We are the Sons of Confederate Veterans  

who shed their blood and stood their ground 

From Manassas to the fields of Shiloh 

Until they drove old Dixie down 

 

We are the Sons of Confederate Veterans  

from the Heart of Texas to the Caroline’s 

Shenandoah Valley and the Blue Ridge Mountains 

Louisiana to the Georgis Pines 

 

So all you Johnny Rebs give a Rebel Yell 

Like your forefathers when duty called  



V 
 

Vol. 8 No. 8                                                       Copyright 2022                                                                 Page 10 
 

 

 

And hold your head up high in sacred honor 

of the fighting heroes who gave it all 

 

We are the sons of Confederate Veterans  

We wear the grey with southern pride 

In honor of our brave forefathers 

Who went to battle who fought and died 

 

Who fought for Dixie  

Who fought and died! 

 

 
 

CAMP PHOTOS 

 

 

5
th

 Brigade Texas Division Commander Bill Elliot reports 

on National Reunion and Guardian Program 

 

 

 

Texas Division Guardian Program Chairman Bill Elliot 

presents Full Guardianship for 11 Confederate soldiers to 

Camp Commander Dennis Beckham 

 

Camp Commander Dennis Beckham presents War Service 

Medal to Marvin Patrick Tomberlain 
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Camp Leadership 

 

1
st
 Lt. David Richard Reynolds 

Camp #2270 

Mount Pleasant, Texas 

 

Commander 

Dennis Mack Beckham 

(430)342-5852 

dennis.beckham@outlook.com 

 

1
st
 Lt. Commander 

Steve Austin 

(903) 285-5192 

Tfcvso67@yahoo.com 

 

2
nd

 Lt. Commander 

Talks with White Buffalo 

(903)305-1874 

tbuffalo@ymail.com 

 

Adjutant 

Rodney Glen Love 

(903) 756-7264 

snakemon@aol.com 

 

Judge Advocate 

Michael Mars 

(903)374-3321 

Jmmars74@gmail.com 

 

Quartermaster 

Steve Austin 

(903) 285-5192 

Tfcvso67@yahoo.com 

 

Surgeon 

Joshua Wayne Beckham 

(903)799-8872 

joshua.beckham@outlook.com 
 

Chaplain 

Shawn Tully 

(903) 563-1097 

marie6925@outlook.com 

 

Sergeant at Arms 

Charles "Richard" Hess 

(903) 434-9839 

No E-Mail 

 

Historian 

Rodney Glen Love 

(903) 756-7264 

snakemon@aol.com 

 

Newsletter Editor 

Rodney Glen Love 

(903) 756-7264 

snakemon@aol.com 

 

Treasurer & Web Master 
Joe Reynolds 

(903) 575-8791 

Joe.Reynolds@DavidRReynolds.org 

 

 
 

 

 

NEWSLETTER EDITOR 
 

Rodney Glen Love 

305 Florida Street 

Linden, TX  75563-9517  

(903) 756-7264 

(903)733-0932 

snakemon@aol.com 

 

 
 

Opinions expressed by individual writers are their own and do 

not necessarily reflect official positions of the 

1
st
 Lt. David Richard Reynolds Camp #2270. 

Letters and articles may be submitted to: 

snakemon@aol.com  

(Cutoff for articles is 20
th
 of the month) 
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