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COMMANDER’S 

CORNER 
by Dennis Beckham 

 

 

 

 

     Compatriots: We had another great turnout at 

our September meeting.  It was great to have Kid 

and Richard with us.  Our Prayers still go out to 

them in the loss of their loved ones.  We all pray 

Rex will have an easy and quick recovery from 

his surgeries.  We also welcome Dexter Whatley 

to our ranks.   

     As we all know, our Heritage is under attack.  

When you respond to these attacks, I encourage 

you to do it in a civil and respectful manner. 

     As the holidays approach, let’s make this 

season about caring for others and not about self.  

We will begin discussing ways we can show our 

love for others during Thanksgiving and 

Christmas.      

 

Deo Vindice!    

Commander, Dennis Beckham 

 

 
 

Monday, Oct. 17
th

 6:30 p.m. 

Start eating at 6:00 p.m. 

Old Union Community Center 

Hwy 67E, Mount Pleasant, TX. 

 

 

 

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 

Vol. 8 No. 10                                                        Copyright 2022                                                           Oct. 2022 

http://www.2023scvreunion.org/
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Texarkana at the Elks Lodge 

3702 New Boston Road 

Texarkana, TX. 75501 

 

Watch "Commander's Comments"  

LIVE this Thursday at 7pm (CST) 

 

October 3, 2022 

 

Compatriots:  

 

I invite you to watch "Commander's Comments" 

LIVE this Thursday, October 6th! SCV 

Commander-in-Chief R. S. Jason Boshers will sit 

down with Chief of Heritage Operations Ron 

Kennedy to discuss the latest news from the GEC 

and across the Confederation.  

 

The show will begin at 7pm Central. To watch, find 

SCV Chat on either Facebook or YouTube. If you 

are not able to watch the show live, it will be 

archived on YouTube for viewing after the 6th.  

 

Deo Vindice!  

 

Adam Southern 

Executive Director 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 
 

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 

 

It was the skirmish line that 
was firing, but occasionally 

the skirmishers would rally on the 
main line, then fire brisk 
for a few minutes, then charge, and 
the Federals kept retreating, 

that line following and our line 
following them until late in 
the evening, when that line fell 
back and our line took up 
the front and threw out our skirmish 
line, they shelling us 

https://r20.rs6.net/tn.jsp?f=0012DVpgfPkOCAemFBQRw5b7ZPQk6CKdV6bEzbny363cz8Zuc-r1gFwdVu5PAEMwJBYl0xFwirqiCeuDBQsek8wS5Tc7eSJBTWzpeGYSWDKtK98RvYOGpcrFuK-P5K9ot04uzRrD4Jb5C7-82RNnCMGbQTjyPAiADhN&c=jd-DK-M61TMSd6_-ewdOYp5VjznMjQIx211NtN-x-Gsvts6CjCWQQQ==&ch=77zF1W_XJilWcYp4sCcLnLj5WhhPSent7m-nmkfOMwOJv-Qn_Ph9UA==
https://r20.rs6.net/tn.jsp?f=0012DVpgfPkOCAemFBQRw5b7ZPQk6CKdV6bEzbny363cz8Zuc-r1gFwdaI3kW5RCN5lPt0-ErYv5X7aSaUWXWhmJIl_jqpVzSTP0O1T8DeXv-Tkia2-3JIcKFu0U8lGOPiJwtmY3es4xiICLaKKcDE62xUJ3Y0GpLLe&c=jd-DK-M61TMSd6_-ewdOYp5VjznMjQIx211NtN-x-Gsvts6CjCWQQQ==&ch=77zF1W_XJilWcYp4sCcLnLj5WhhPSent7m-nmkfOMwOJv-Qn_Ph9UA==
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hard till sundown, when we withdrew 
and lay in line till 
morning. Our regiment lost one man, 
named Shirley, but I do 
not remember his given name. I was 
singled out that day and 
shot at by a wounded man. I had 
left the ranks and walked 
up a bank to look out for the enemy, 
when a gun fired and 

the ball whizzed by my head like a 
bee, and I got back into 
line. 

On the evening of the 3rd, 
we lost James Walker. While we 
were marching up to take the 
place of the line that was 
fighting, he stopped to tie his 
shoe and we left him there, 
which was the last I ever hear 
of him. He might have been 
killed by a stray shot or 
shell; for there were plenty of 
them there. 

Now begins the most memorable day 
that I ever saw--Sunday, October 4, 
1862. With daylight came the roar of 
heavy artillery. When the sun was 
about an hour high I saw a courier 
coming at full speed, and, dashing 
up to Brig. Gen. Cabell, handed him 
a paper and disappeared as he came. 
Cabell yelled out, "Attention! 

Forward, March and away we went 
double quick. Being about a mile 
from town, we marched square to the 
front about a half mile, then turned 
by the left flank down a flat 
hollow, with two or three batteries 
playing on us at short range, but we 
were too low under the hill for them 
to hit us. We struck a little swampy 

creek, where the trees were small, 
but were thick; and lay down near 
the Mobile and Ohio Railroad, which 
is on a levee some fifteen or twenty 
feet high. While lying there, to 
keep anybody from thinking I was 
scared, I was mashing hickory nuts 
with the butt of my musket, when 
Capt. Hunt, who was near me said: 
"Beckham, your not scared?" I told 
him that was not particularly 
scared, but was sensible of our 
danger. He said: "now Sergeant, we 
are going into a hard battle, and 
some of us will never come out 

alive; and it is just as apt to be 
me as anybody else; and if I am 
killed in this battle you may 
remember that I was just 24 years 
old yesterday," which were the 
last words I ever heard him speak 
except words of command to his 
company. A braver man than Capt. 
James Hunt never saw the continent 
of America. 

Just at this time we were 
called to attention, forward, 
march, by the left flank, still 
we went on over the railroad. 
There was a siege piece throwing 

grape shot down that road, and 
it appeared to me that she was 
throwing about a half bushel at 
a time, and the times were not 
far apart. Two or three hundred 
yards after we crossed the 
railroad we wheeled by the right 
flank into line of battle, and 
then came the words: "Charge, my 
brave boys, charge!" 

Already the minnie balls were 
coming, it seemed to me, as thick 
as hail. The Federal lines were 
about two hundred Yards away and 
in their breastworks. The ground 
which lay between them and us had 
been heavily timbered, but they 

had cut it all down and left it 
lying, which hindered our 
progress. 

I saw Major Dowdie just 
ahead of our line on his horse, 
and just as I caught sight of 
him he threw up his hands, 
dropped his saber and fell 

backwards and lay on his horse 
till the horse ran about twenty 
yards, when he fell off. The 
horse ran but a short distance 
till he fell. 

John Black, a son of Thomas Black 
(deceased) of Melbourne, Izard 
Co., was our color bearer, and 
ours was the oldest company. John 

fell when about eighty yards from 
the Federal line, while bravely 
bearing his flag; his head was 
nearly all gone. Bill Garner then 
raised the colors, but did not go 
but a few steps till he fell with 
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one leg shot so near off that he 
cut it off with his pocket knife. 
I don't know how many times the 
flag fell, but it was raised as 
often as it fell, and I believe 
was carried off the field by Lt. 
Col. Matheny. When within about 
seventy-five yards of the Federal 
line I fell, shot through the neck 
just behind the ears, and lay 
there for a while, then went into 
a ditch where one or two other 
wounded men were. After I got into 
the ditch, Fayette Smith of our 
company came in, shot through the 
thigh. I didn't think I would live 
but a short time, but I don't 
think there is a man under the sun 
who could have helped laughing at 
Smith, as he lay there in that 
ditch. He would pray a minute or 
two, then curse a while. He would 
say: "Oh, Lord God, have mercy on 
me or I am lost--I am ruined--I am 
killed-and I wish that every G--d 

d--d Yankee out of hell was 
further in hell than a pigeon 
could fly in a thousand years." 
Then he would go on with his 
praying again. 

The battle lasted about half an 
hour, when the Confederates 

retreated. A little Federal 

soldier, a mere boy, came to me 
and started with me to the 
hospital. I found Abe Hamilton 

and he led me off the field, but was 
taken away from me as 

he was not wounded, and that little 
fellow went on with me. 

I had lost so much blood that I was 
very weak and could not 

walk far at a time. He got me some 
water and took me in the 
shade to rest, when he discovered 
that I had a pistol and 
asked me if I would give it to him, 
and I did so. I got to 
Hamilton again and he led me nearly 
to the hospitals, when 

we were separated, which was the 
last time I ever saw him. 
He made his escape, come home and 
died in a short time with 
brain fever. So I was left to walk 
the balance of the way 

unsupported, but it was not far. I 
don't think I could have 

gone ten yards further. I lay down 
on a good bunk and was 
well taken care of. I could not 
hold my head except with 
my hands and suffered a great deal 
and mended slowly. 

Bill Sloan died near me while I was 
lying there. He was 

shot in the thigh. Lieutenant 
Martin was wounded there. 

 

We stayed there until the 
11th of the month, when we were 
ordered to board the train, all 
that were able to walk, and it was 
but a short distance. I managed to 
walk to it and we were carried to 
Iuka, Mississippi. It was a cold 
drizzly evening and we got there 
just at night, and as many went in 
the Spring Hotel as there was room 
for and the balance were taken to 
private residences. I was the 

first man in the house, and when I 
got in I found nothing to sleep on 
but the floor, and my neck was so 
sore that I had to have my head 
raised, so I folded my blanket 
under my head, lay down and went 
to sleep. How long I lay there I 
don't know, but when I awoke I was 
nearly frozen and so sore I could 

hardly move, but I knew I would 
die if I lay there, so after two 
or three trials I got up. It was 
pitch dark, but I remembered 
seeing a little fire near the 
house that evening as I went in, 
and I went out there and found a 
few chunks with fire on them, got 

them together and was sitting by 
them when a man spoke to me. To my 
great joy, it was one of my 
company, by the name of Josh 
Garner. He went and got Isaac 
Northcut and they carried me to a 
fire, took their blankets and made 
me a pallet and sat by me all 
night, and, I believe, saved my 

life. I don't think I would have 
lived till morning without their 
assistance, and they did not think 
I would live till daylight after 
they got me to the fire; but next 
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morning I was better, and mended 
slow, but sure, until I got well. 

 

Hardy Walker was wounded in 
the hand or wrist and had it 
amputated, but it mortified and he 
died on the 23rd of October and 

was buried at Iuka, Mississippi. 
James McCarley got a leg broken 
and had it amputated, but 
recovered. Benjamin Taylor, 
another of our company, was shot 
through the lungs and came very 
near dying, but finally got well. 

I will always remember the 

ladies who visited that hospital 
and ministered to our wants. 
Several young ladies came from the 
Tuscumbia Valley and gave us 
clothing, cakes, pies, etc. They 
would sit beside a wounded soldier 
and talk to him an hour at a time. 
One little girl came and sat on the 
side of my bunk and talked to me 
several times, and cheered me by 
telling me that I would not die; 
that the good Lord would let me 
live to get home, and that I was 
too hardy and brave to die. I have 
forgotten her name. There would be 
sometimes a dozen or more ladies in 
the hospital at once, talking 
kindly and cheering the poor 

wounded men, and it did a great 
deal of good. 

Through the influence of a 
doctor who lived over in Tennessee, 
I got a furlough from the hospital 
and left there the 24th of October. 
I crossed the Tennessee River at 

Eastpost, Waterloo. Next morning I 
started early, went up Second Creek 
and a man by the name of Williams 
sent me on a mule to Ed Beckham's, a 
distant relative of mine, who had 
never heard of me. Next morning I 
walked on. It was a dark, cool day. 
On Leatherford's Fork of Indian 
Creek I found John Beckham, who took 

me home with him, and next morning, 
the 26th, carried me to my 
grandfather's in Wayne County, Tenn. 
i was then back to the place of my 
childhood, having been gone from 
there seventeen years, and of course 

they did not know me. I remained 
there until the 12th day of Jan. 
1863, when I left for my command in 
company with a man by the name of 
Andy Downing. We traveled on 
horseback to near Coffeeville, 
Mississippi, where we found 
Wheeler's Regiment. There Downing 
stopped and I went on foot to 
Grenada, on the Yallabusha River, 
where I found my command the 22nd of 
Jan., and we left there that day for 
Jackson, where we arrived the 24th. 
I had not yet been exchanged, so I 
stopped at Jackson, and the command 
went on to Vicksburg. I stayed there 
that night and the next morning the 
Provost Marshall informed me that I 
was exchanged and ready for duty. 
While I was waiting for the train to 
start, a train came in from 
Vicksburg, with my command on board. 
We camped there until the 4th day of 
February when we were ordered to Big 
Black Bridge, twelve miles from 

Vicksburg, and stayed there till the 
16th day of April, when we went to 
the Four Mill Bridge, stayed there 
till the 20th. When we marched to 
near Port Gibson to do picket duty 
near the mouth of Bayou Perry. On 
the last day of April, near Port 
Gibson, as hard a little battle 
was fought as was fought during 

the war. 

That night we were called 
into line and started on a forced 
march the first day of May. Col. 
Gravens was ordered to Big Black 
Bridge, a distance of about forty 
miles, on a forced march. We 
would march from just before day, 
halting but a short while at a 
time; when night came on we 
stopped but an hour, then fell 
in. Col. Cravens rode steadily on 
till about daylight, when he 
reached his camping ground with 
only one man in sight, and that 
was James Whitfield, son of 
Benjamin Whitfield. On the 13th 
we marched out near Edward's 
Depot, lay in line of battle till 
the 13th when we marched to and 
across Baker's Creek. 
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Next morning the artillery 
was playing heavily and we 
marched closely by one of our 
batteries, which was fighting a 
Federal battery at short range. 
Both batteries I suppose, were 
well supported, and we passed 
just in the rear of our battery 
and felt considerably relieved 
when we got past, for the shot 
and shell were flying thick 
there. 

We soon heard small arms 
begin to play about a mile in 
our front, and marching 

straight to the music, we were 
soon there. One man in our 
regiment was shot when, I am 
sure, we were three-fourths of 
a mile from the lines that 
were fighting. I do not know 
whether he was killed or not. 
We were in Bowen's division, 
with Lowring on the left and 

Stevenson on the right, and 
were soon engaged in the 
fight. The Federals out-
flanked us on both ends of the 
line. 

Our division drove the 
Federals, and being in the center, 
while the right and left wings swung 

till the two lines resembled a 
horseshoe with the corks very close 
together, when the 

Federals came, with a double 
line in front, and we retreated 
and had but a very small gap to 
get out at. 

Our company lost that day, 

killed on the field, Alexander 
Frieze and Cress Broyn. So ended 
the battle of Baker's Creek, 
which is reckoned the first day 
of the siege of Vicksburg. That 
night we marched to and across 
Black River. 

Next morning, the 17th, with 

the sun came the roar of cannon, 
and we went across the river to 
where we had rifle pits thrown up 
across a bend of the stream, but 
they were full and we could not 
get in. Lieut. Col. Matheny 

went along the works trying to 
find room for our regiment, but 
could not, so we lay down under 
the bank for reserve. Two of 
our company, however, went in 
Tom Murry and John C. Miller. 

The Federals came in double 
line, when a Mississippi and a 
Tennessee regiment, near the 
center, ran, leaving a long gap 
unsupported, and the Federals 
came through without any trouble 
and gobbled up about 3,500 of us. 
We had crossed on the hull of an 
old steamer turned across the 
river, and it washed away during 
the battle, so we could not cross 
back without swimming. Capt. 
Wasson and Capt. Gus Taylor swam 
the river and made good their 
escape into Vicksburg. 

We were guarded there until 
next morning, when they 

marched us to the mouth of Yazoo 
River, where we were put aboard a 
streamer and landed on the west 
side of the Mississippi about six 
miles above Vicksburg, near where 
there were several boats shelling 
Vicksburg all the time, day and 
night. We lay there until the 27th, 
when we were placed aboard the 
Gladiator and landed at Cairo, 
Illinois, the last of June, took 
the train, stopped at Indianapolis, 
Indiana, the 2nd and left on the 
11th. At Indianapolis, we left 
James Dowdy and George Haynes, 
sick. We passed Columbus, Ohio, on 
the 12th, Pittsburg, PA.,the 13th, 
Harrisburg the 14th, Phil., the 
15th, and on to the Ft. Delaware, 
by water, June 16, 1863. 

 
 (To be continued) 

 

LAST MEETING 
 

     We had a surprise when we arrived at our last 
meeting.  Someone had broken into the building.  

Fortunately they did not get into our meeting room 

but they did cause some minor damage to the other 

rooms.   
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     Our meal consisted of KFC chicken pot pies, and 

iced tea.   

     We had one new member (Dexter Whatley) join 

and one visitor (1
st
 Stg. 5

th
 Brigade Color Guard 

George Linton). George displayed the brigade’s 

new bugle that can be used at various events.  

     Compatriot Pat Tomberlain spoke on battlefield 

preservation.  

     It was reported that Compatriot Rex McGee had 

knee surgery.  We each pray him a speedy recovery.  

 

 

SOME BATTLES FOUGHT 

DURING THE MONTH OF 

SEPTEMBER 

Battle of Corinth - Corinth Mississippi 

3-4 October 1862 - General Earl Van Dorn verses 

General William S. Rosecrans. Casualties: 4233 

Confederate, 2520 Union! 

Battle of Allattoona - Allatoona Georgia  

5 October 1864 - General Samuel Gibbs French 

verses General John Murry Corse. Casualties: 799 

Confederates, 707 Union! 

Battle of Perryville - Perryville Kentucky 

8 October 1862 - General Braxton Bragg verses 

General Don Carlos Buell. Casualties: 3396 

Confederate, 4211 Union! 

Battle of Cedar Creek - Cedar Creek Virginia 

19 October 1864 - General Jubal A. Early verses 

General Philip H. Sheridan. Casualties: 2910 

Confederates, 5665 Union! 

Battle of Ball's Bluff - Ball's Bluff Virginia 

21 October 1861 - Colonel Nathan G. Evans verses 

Colonel Edward D. Baker. Casualties: 149 

Confederate, 921 Union! 

 

 

WEATHER OF THE WAR 
Weather was influential in shaping events during 

the War of Northern Aggression (1861 – 1865).  For 

instance, concerns about weather helped determine 

overall strategy as well as tactics on the battlefield.  

Generals looked to the skies to decide when to 

begin spring campaigns, cursed at flooded rivers for 

impeding progress, and pushed their men to endure 

the extremes of the Southern climate.  Weather also 

colored the war experience for soldiers and 

civilians.  Becoming a veteran soldier meant being 

seasoned by the weather as much as being 

transformed by combat.  Meanwhile, men and 

women in Virginia and across the nation religiously 

recorded meteorological events in diaries, letters, 

and newspapers, knowing how decisive this force of 

nature, so completely beyond human control, could 

be on wartime events. 

 

 

 

          

Acts 3:19 

King James Version 

19 Repent ye therefore, and be converted, that your 

sins may be blotted out, when the times of 

refreshing shall come from the presence of the 

Lord. 

There is nothing like getting in the presence of our 

Lord  & Savior. No greater refreshing of the soul & 

mind will you find than when you submerge 

yourself self in the presence & will of God. We do 
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this by seeking Him, get our fleshly desire & self-

will out of the way.  
 

God Bless, Chaplain Shawn Tully 

 

 

 

BIRTHDAYS  
 

October 10
th

 – Carole McGee 

October 31
st
 – Charles Merka 

 

 
 

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 
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So all you Johnny Rebs give a Rebel Yell 

Like your forefathers when duty called  

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 

 

 

Left to right  front to rear 

Dennis Beckham, Larry Joe Reynolds, Talks with White 

Buffalo, Danny “Kid” Tillery, Shawn Tully. 

Pat Tomberlain, Dexter Whatley, Richard Hess, Steve 

Austin 

Photographer: Rodney Love 

 

 

 

 

1
st
 Stg. 5

th
 Brigade Color Guard George Litton 

 

 

New Member:  Brian Phillip Love 
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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 

1st Lt. David Richard Reynolds Camp #2270. 

Letters and articles may be submitted to: 

snakemon@aol.com  

(Cutoff for articles is 20th of the month) 
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