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COMMANDER’S 

CORNER 

by Larry “Joe” Reynolds 

 

This year is rapidly coming to end, 

along with it is my appointment as your Camp 

Commander.  I want to personally thank each and 

everyone of you for this privilege.  It has been a 

great honor to serve this camp and represent it at 

the many events and functions that I have 

attended during the past 2 ½ years. It is with 

mixed emotions that I hand the rains over to 

Commander Rex McGee.  I know that he will do 

an outstanding job as the Camp Commander, it’s 

just that this camp seems a part of me. 

 

As we celebrate this Holiday season, let us 

remember the reason for the season, and let us 

treat all of our fellowmen like true Southern 

Gentlemen. 

 

Our last meeting for the year, December 18th, is 

going to be our Annual Christmas Dinner.  As the 

last meeting that I will precede over as 

Commander, I would like to make it special. I’m 

asking everyone of you to attend.  If you were 

ever a member of this camp, please join me this 

one last time. 

 

Our Guest Speaker will be Lieutenant Command 

in Chief for the Sons of Confederate Veterans, 

Paul Gramling and his wife Linda.  Let’s have a 

good turnout. 

 

If you have a uniform, please wear it as we will 

be doing a “Roll Call” of our Confederate 

Ancestors. 

 

From Keesie and me, we wish you a very Merry 

Christmas and a Happy New Year. 

 

UPCOMING EVENTS

 

Monday, December 18, 7:00 p.m. 

Old Union Community Center 

Hwy 67E, Mount Pleasant, Texas 

Annual Christmas Party 

 

Ore City Christmas Parade 

Saturday, December 2nd, 11:00 a.m. 

Muster at 10:00 on Peach Street 

Trailer Available 

Christmas in Dixie 

Thursday, December 21st, 2017 

Potpourri House 

3320 Troup Highway 

Tyler, Texas 

Social Hour 5:30 – Meal 6:00 

See Attached Flyer 

 

DAVIDRREYNOLDS.ORG 

This month the following changes have been made 

to our web site: http://www.davidrreynolds.org 

• I’ve updated our Events page to include all 

known events by the Camp and its members. 

Please let me know when you do anything for 

the SCV, this includes attending other camp 
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meeting, public speaking, or even putting 

flags on graves. 

• I’ve updated our Calendar of Events. 

• I’ve added a Scholarship page, complete with 

instructions and application. 

I’m still looking for biographies of your Confederate 

Ancestor.  Please try to come up with a short bio that 

we can put on-line.  

If you have any suggestions, recommendations or 

comments you can send me an email to: 

Joe.Reynolds@davidrreynolds.org and I promise to 

give it my full consideration. 

 

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."   
 

Lt. General Stephen Dill Lee, Commander General, 

United Confederate Veterans, 

New Orleans, Louisiana April 25, 1906 

 

Remember, it is your duty to see that the true 

history of the South is presented to future 

generations! 

 

 
CHRISTMAS IN THE 

CONFEDERATE WHITE HOUSE 
Written by Mrs. Jefferson Davis 

for Sunday World Magazine, Dec. 13, 1896 

 

While looking over the advertisements of the toys 

and everything else intended to make the children 

joyful, in the columns of the great city papers, I have 

been impressed with the contrast between the present 

time and the condition of the Southern country thirty-

one years ago, but not withstanding the great 

facilities of the present time, have been unable to 

decide whether to the young it was not as joyful then 

as now. That Christmas season was ushered in under 

the thickest clouds; everyone felt the cataclysm 

which impended, but the rosy, expectant faces of our 

little children were a constant reminder that self-

sacrifice must be the personal offering of each 

mother of the family. How to satisfy the children that 

nothing better could be done than the little 

makeshifts attainable in the Confederacy was the 

problem of the older members of each household. 

There were no currants, raisins or other ingredients 

to fill the old Virginia recipe for mince pie, and the 

children considered that at least a slice of the much- 

coveted dainty was their right, and the price of 

indigestion paid for it was a debt of honor due from 

them to the season’s exactions. Apple trees grew and 

bore in spite of war’s alarms, so the foundation of the 

mixture was assured. The many exquisite 

housekeepers in Richmond had preserved all the 

fruits attainable, and these were submitted for the 

time-honored raisins and cur-rants. The brandy 

required for seasoning at one hundred dollars a bottle 

was forthcoming, the cider was obtained, the suet at 

a dollar a pound was ordered - and the pies seemed a 

blessed certainty - but the egg-nog - how were the 

eggs and liquors to be procured, without which 

Christmas would be a failure to the servants. 

 

EGGNOG FOR THE SERVANTS. 

 

“If it’s only a little wineglass,” said the little dusty-

looking rubber in the stables who brought in the back 

log (our substitute for the yule leg). “I dunno how we 

going get along without no eggnog.” So, after 

redoubled efforts, the eggs and other ingredients 

were secured in advance. The little jackets, pieced 

together out of the cloth remaining when uniforms 
were turned out by the tailors, were issued to the 

children of the soldiers, amid the remonstrance’s of 

the mothers that the pattern of them “wasn’t worth a 

cent.” Rice, flour, molasses and tiny pieces of meat, 

mailto:Joe.Reynolds@davidrreynolds.org
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most of them sent to the President’s wife 

anonymously to be dispensed to the poor, had all 

been weighted and issued, and the playtime of the 

family began, but like a clap of thunder out of a clear 

sky came the information that the orphans at the 

Episcopalian Home had been promised a Christmas 

tree and the toys, candy and cakes must be pro-vided, 

as well as one pretty prize for the most orderly girl 

among the orphans. The kind-hearted confectioner 

was interviewed by our committee of managers, and 

he promised a certain amount of his simpler kinds of 

candy, which he sold easily at a dollar and a half a 

pound, but he drew the line at cornucopias to hold it, 

as sugared fruits to hang on the tree, and all the other 

vestiges of Christmas creations which had lain on his 

hands for years. The ladies dispersed in anxious 

squads of toy-hunters, and each one turned over the 

store of her children’s treasures for a contribution to 

the orphans’ tree, my little ones rushed over the great 

house looking up their treasures - eyeless dolls, 

three-legged horses, tops with the upper peg broken 

off, rubber tops, monkeys with all the squeak gone 

silent and all the ruck of children’s toys that gather 

in a nursery closet. 

 

MAKESHIFT TOYS FOR THE ORPHANS. 

 

Some small feathered chickens and parrots which 

nodded their heads in obedience to a weight beneath 

them were furnished with new tail feathers, lambs 

minus much of their wool were supplied with a 

cotton wool substitute, rag dolls were plumped out 

and recovered with clean cloth, and the young ladies 

painted their fat faces in bright colors and furnished 

them with beads for eyes. But the tug of war was how 

to get something with which to decorate the orphans’ 

tree. Our man servant, Robert Brown, was much 

interested and offered to make the prize toy. He 

contemplated a “sure enough house, with four 

rooms.” His part in the domestic service was 

delegated to another and he gave himself over in 

silence and solitude to the labors of an architect. My 

sister painted mantel shelves, door panels, pictures 

and frames for the walls, and finished with black 
grates in which there blazed a roaring fire, which was 

pronounced marvelously realistic. We all made 

furniture of twigs and pasteboard, and my mother 

made pillows, mattresses, sheets and pillow cases for 

the two little bedrooms. Christmas Eve a number of 

young people were invited to come and string apples 

and popcorn for the tree; a neighbor very deft in 

domestic arts had tiny candle moulds made and 

furnished all the candles for the tree. However, the 

puzzle and triumph of all was the construction of a 

large number of cornucopias. At last someone 

suggested a conical block of wood, about which the 

drawing paper could be wound and pasted. In a little 

book shop a number of small, highly colored pictures 

cut out and ready to apply were unearthed, and our 

old confectioner friend, Mr. Pizzini, consented, with 

a broad smile, to give “all the love verses the young 

people wanted to roll with the candy.” 

 

A CHRISTMAS EVE PARTY 

 

About twenty young men and girls gathered around 

small tables in one of the drawing-rooms of the 

mansion and the cornucopias were begun. The men 

wrapped the squares of candy, first reading the 

“sentiments” printed upon them, such as “Roses are 

red, violets blue, sugar’s sweet and so are you,” “If 

you love me as I love you no knife can cut our love 

in two.” The fresh young faces, wreathed in smiles, 

nodded attention to the reading, while with their little 

deft hands they glued the cornucopias and pasted on 

the pictures. Where were the silk tops to come from? 

Trunks of old things were turned out and snippings 

of silk and even woollen of bright colors were found 

to close the tops, and some of the young people 

twisted sewing silk into cords with which to draw the 

bags up. The beauty of these home-made things 

astonished us all, for they looked quite “custom-

made”, but when the ‘sure enough house” was 

revealed to our long gaze the young people clapped 

their approval, while Robert, whose sense of dignity 

did not permit him to smile, stood the impersonation 

of a successful artist and bowed his thanks for our 

approval. Then the coveted egg-nog was passed 

around in tiny glass cups and pronounced good. 

Crisp home-made ginger snaps and snowy lady cake 

completed the refreshment of Christmas Eve. The 

children allowed to sit up and be noisy in their own 
way as an indulgence took a sip of the eggnog out of 

my cup, and the eldest boy confided to his father: 

“Now I just know this is Christmas.” In most of the 

houses in Richmond these same scenes were enacted, 



V 
 

Vol. 3 No. 12                                                       Copyright 2107                                                                Page 4 
 
 

certainly in every one of the homes of the managers 

of the Episcopalian Orphanage. A bowl of eggnog 

was sent to the servants, and a part of everything they 

coveted of the dainties. 

 

At last quiet settled on the household and the older 

members of the family began to stuff stockings with 

molasses candy, red apples, an orange, small whips 

braided by the family with high-colored crackers, 

worsted reins knitted at home, paper dolls, teetotums 

made of large horn buttons and a match which could 

spin indefinitely, balls of worsted rags wound hard 

and covered with old kid gloves, a pair of pretty 

woollen gloves for each, either cut of cloth and 

embroidered on the back or knitted by some deft 

hand out of home-spun wool. For the President there 

were a pair of chamois-skin riding gauntlets 

exquisitely embroidered on the back with his 

monogram in red and white silk, made, as the giver 

wrote, under the guns of Fortress Monroe late at 

night for fear of discovery. There was a hemstitched 

linen handkerchief, with a little sketch in in-delible 

ink in one corner; the children had written him little 

letters, their grandmother having held their hands, 

the burthen of which compositions was how they 

loved their dear father. For one of the inmates of the 

house who was greatly beloved but whose irritable 

temper was his prominent failing, there was a pretty 

cravat, the ends of which were embroidered, as was 

the fashion of the day. The pat-tern chosen was a bee 

and on it was pinned a card with the word “amiable” 

to complete the sentence. One of the aides received a 

present of an illuminated copy of Solo-mon’s 

proverbs found in the same old store from which the 

pictures came. He studied it for some time and 

announced: “I have changed my opinion of Solomon, 

he uttered such unnecessary platitudes; now why 

should he have said; “The foolishness of a fool is his 

folly.” On Christmas morning the children awoke 

early and came in to see their toys. They were 

followed by the servant women, who one after 

another “caught” us by wishing us a merry Christmas 

before we could say it to them, which gave them a 

right to a gift. Of course, there was a present for 
everyone, small though it might be, and one who had 

been born and brought up at our plantation was vocal 

in her admiration of a pretty handkerchief. As she left 

the room she said: “Lord knows mistress knows our 

insides; she jest got the very thing I wanted.” 

 

MRS. DAVIS’S STRANGE PRESENTS. 

 

For me there were six cakes of delicious soap, made 

from the grease of a ham boiled for a family at 

Farmville, a skein of exquisitely fine gray linen 

thread spun at home, a pincushion of some plain 

brown cotton material made by some poor woman 

and stuffed with wool from her pet sheep, and a little 

baby had been plaited by the orphans and presented 

by the industrious little pair who sewed the straw 

together. They pushed each other silently to speak, 

and at last mutely offered the hat, and considered the 

kiss they gave the sleeping little one ample reward 

for the industry and far above the fruit with which 

they were laden. Another present was a fine, deli-cate 

little baby frock without an inch of lace or 

embroidery upon it, but the delicate fabric was set 

with fairy stitches by the dear invalid neighbor who 

made it, and it was very precious in my eyes. There 

were also a few of Swinburne’s best songs bound in 

wall- paper and a chamois needlebook left for me by 

young Mr. P., now succeeded to his title in England. 

In it was a Brobdinagian thimble “for my own finger, 

you know,” said the handsome, cheerful young 

fellow. After breakfast, at which all the family, great 

and small, were present, came the walk to St. Paul’s 

Church. We did not use our carriage on Christmas or, 

if possible to avoid it, on Sunday. The saintly Dr. 

Minnegerode preached a sermon on Christian love, 

the introit was sung by a beautiful young society 

woman and the angels might have joyfully listened. 

Our chef did wonders with the turkey and roast beef, 

and drove the children quite out of their propriety by 

a spun sugar hen, life-size, on a nest full of blanc 

mange eggs. The mince pie and plum pudding made 

them feel, as one of the gentlemen laughingly 

remarked, “like their jackets were but-toned,” a 

strong description of repletion which I have never 

forgotten. They waited with great impatience and 

evident dyspeptic symptoms for the crowning 

amusement of the day, “the children’s tree.” My 
eldest boy, a chubby little fellow of seven, came to 

me several times to whisper: “Do you think I ought 

to give the orphans my I. D. studs?” When told no, 

he beamed with the delight of an approving 
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conscience. All throughout the afternoon first one 

little head and then another popped in at the door to 

ask “Isn’t it 8 o’clock yet?” burning with impatience 

to see the “children’s tree.” 

 

DAVIS HELPED SANTA CLAUS. 

 

When at last we reached the basement of St. Paul’s 

Church the tree burst upon their view like the 

realization of Aladdin’s subterranean orchard, and 

they were awed by its grandeur. The orphans sat 

mute with astonishment until the opening hymn and 

prayer and the last amen had been said, and then they 

at a signal warily and slowly gathered around the tree 

to receive from a lovely young girl their alloted 

present. The different gradations from joy to ecstasy 

which illuminated their faces was “worth two years 

of peaceful life” to see. The President became so 

enthusiastic that he undertook to help in the 

distribution, but worked such wild confusion giving 

everything asked for into their outstretched hands, 

that we called a halt, so he contented himself with 

unwinding one or two tots from a network of strung 

popcorn in which they had become entangled and 

taking off all apples he could when unobserved, and 

presenting them to the smaller children. When at last 

the house was given to the “honor girl” she moved 

her lips without emit-ting a sound, but held it close 

to her breast and went off in a corner to look and be 

glad without witnesses. “When the lights were fled, 

the garlands dead, and all but we departed” we also 

went home to find that Gen. Lee had called in our 

absence, and many other people. Gen. Lee had left 

word that he had received a barrel of sweet potatoes 

for us, which had been sent to him by mistake. He 

did not discover the mistake until he had taken his 

share (a dishful) and given the rest to the soldiers! 

We wished it had been much more for them and him. 

 

OFFICERS IN A STARVATION DANCE. 

 

The night closed with a “starvation” party, where 

there were no refreshments, at a neighboring house. 

The rooms lighted as well as practicable, someone 
willing to play dance music on the piano and plenty 

of young men and girls comprised the entertainment. 

Sam Weller’s soiry, consisting of boiled mutton and 

capers, would have been a royal feast in the 

Confederacy. The officers, who rode into town with 

their long cavalry boots pulled well up over their 

knees, but splashed up to their waists, put up their 

horses and rushed to the places where their dress 

uniform suits had been left for safekeeping. They 

very soon emerged, however, in full toggery and 

entered into the pleasures of the dance with the 

bright-eyed girls, who many of them were fragile as 

fairies, but worked like peasants for their home and 

country. These young people are gray-haired now, 

but the lessons of self-denial, industry and frugality 

in which they became past mistresses then, have 

made of them the most dignified, self-reliant and 

tender women I have ever known-all honor to them. 

So, in the interchange of the courtesies and charities 

of life, to which we could not add its comforts and 

pleasures, passed the last Christmas in the 

Confederate mansion. 
VARINA JEFFERSON DAVIS 

 

THE BRAVERY OF TEXANS 

This article was taken from: 

confederate.ultimateflags.com 

(Continued from Last Month) 

 

 
Chickamauga 1863 

 

It has long been assumed that the “distinguished 

English guest” was Wolseley, and we can place the 

colonel with R. E. Lee in this period.  I will let you 

decide.  Nonetheless, Lee’s statement gives a sense 

of his high regard for his Texans.  (And believe me, 

http://confederate.ultimateflags.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/10/Chicamauga-Battlefield-1863-2.jpeg
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this is hardly the only record we have of Lee’s praise 

of these men.) 

I will say one last thing.  Hood was severely injured 

at Chickamauga.  I have been to Chickamauga in 

northeast Georgia many times, and a more beautiful 

setting you will not find, but the sadness lingers to 

this day.  (Only Gettysburg was more bloody – and 

Hood was seriously wounded there, 

too).  At Chickamauga Hood was so badly wounded 

that the surgeon sent his severed leg with him as 

Hood went behind the lines, so it could be buried 

with him.   Hood’s last order to the Texas Brigade 

paints the picture: 

“Go ahead and stay ahead of everything.” 

His men took his advice.  Hood wasn’t finished with 

the war, though, so he stubbornly lived.   Missing 

his right leg, he was soon back leading his men in 

battle.  I suppose more than one Texan would say, 

“Well, sure, a man can ride with one leg.” 

There was one Civil War story that happened in 

Texas itself. 

 
Union Gunboat Mendota 

 

It was 1863, and the Yankees were pretty much 

having their way along the Texas coast.  Union 

gunboats were a real threat to the Texas interior 

because of the rivers that emptied into the Gulf of 

Mexico.  The commander of Confederate forces in 

Texas, General Magruder, quickly got a fort built at 

one of these vulnerable points:  Sabine Pass, where 

two rivers empty into the Gulf.  To man the fort 

Magruder sent the 42 men of the Davis Guards, an 

artillery unit. 

These fellows of the Davis Guards had a bit of a 

reputation.  Seems they liked their drink, enjoyed a 

good brawl, and were not the model of respectability 

that some thought they ought to be.  These were 

Irish-Texans, after all, and I might as well confess the 

rest:  their commander, Dick Dowling, was a saloon 

owner, and a lot of the men in his unit were his 

customers. 

A rowdy lot, indeed.  In fact, the Davis Guards had 

been ordered disbanded, but battle-hardened Gen. 

Magruder reversed that order.   He knew that while 

it might be ideal that a fellow was a fighter and a 

gentleman, it was not the manners of men that won 

battles. 

Well, the brawlers of the Davis Guards settled into 

the fort and took up target practice with their 

cannons.  Good thing, too, because it was not long 

before four Union gunboats appeared, escorting a 

bunch of troop transports up the river – a total of 

5000 Federals.  The fort was not supposed to be 

much of a challenge to this force. 

 
Richard W. Dowling 

 

The Texans sent a telegraph up to headquarters, but 

there was no way to get reinforcements in time.  The 

situation appeared hopeless, so top command 

ordered the Guards to destroy the fort and 

retreat.  But the way the order finally arrived to 

Dowling was that they had permission to 

http://confederate.ultimateflags.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/10/Gunboat-Mendota-Dahlgren-Gun-2.jpeg
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retreat.  Dowling talked it over with his men and they 

decided to fight.  After all, it was just a few thousand 

of ‘em. 

Dowling had most of his men hide below as the 

enemy approached, making the Federals 

overconfident – and we already know that’s a 

mistake when facing a Texan aiming to fight. 

The gunboats started firing, the fort taking 

hits.  When the first gunboat got within 1000 yards, 

Dowling scrambled his men onto the battlements, 

and they opened fire.  One thing led to another, and 

the Texans blasted two of the gunboats, two vessels 

got grounded, and the whole thing was a mess for the 

attackers.  Most of the Union force withdrew, and 

two boats surrendered. 

Now this surrender was a problem for Dowling. He 

did not need hundreds of prisoners to march up to 

the fort, only to discover he had but a few dozen 

men.  So Dowling waded out into the river to accept 

the Union surrender and arrange for their custody 

without risk to the fort. 

The Texans had defeated an overwhelming force 

and taken no casualties, probably the most lopsided 

victory of the war.  And stopped an invasion to 

boot. 

 
 

The consequences to the Union were disastrous.  If 

the federals had managed to land a force of 

thousands, then the Texan heartland would have been 

at serious risk.  Instead, this Confederate victory 

made sure that the Union never got a foothold on the 

Texan interior, the only state to be able to make that 

claim. 

Forty-two Texans can sure make a statement. 

 

GUARDIAN NEWS 
By 1Lt Commander Rex McGee 

 

This is the Season that most people place a lot of 

emphasis on expressing thanks for all their blessings.  

Let us remember that the biggest blessing we all have 

occurred because of the death, burial & resurrection 

of our Savior, Jesus Christ.  Our Confederate 

ancestors, for the most part, were strong in their faith 

and walked it on a daily basis.  During this season we 

need to honor our Confederate ancestors by visiting 

their places of interment, making sure their resting 

places are properly kept and expressing our thanks to 

them for the service they performed to their country 

and us, their descendants. 

We need to show due respect for the 310,000 dead 

Confederate Soldiers who died from battle wounds, 

diseases & other causes during the course of the War 

of Northern Aggression.  Many of these soldiers still 

lie in unmarked & unknown graves.  This figure 

represents roughly twenty-five per cent of those who 

served the Confederacy and these losses touched 

nearly all Southern families for many decades after 

the war was over.  This is one of the primary reasons 

why the Guardian Program is as important to the 

descendants and to the nation as a whole---LEST WE 

FORGET. 

The Guardian Program in our Camp is strong and 

healthy.  We proudly report that we are responsible 

for caring for 203 graves, in 31 cemeteries, in 4 

counties attended to by 12 Compatriots.   

God bless our Confederate heroes. 

Here is wishing you all a Merry Christmas and a 

Happy, Safe & Prosperous New Year. 

http://confederate.ultimateflags.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/10/Gunboat-2.jpeg
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As usual, I’ll leave you with the question that Phil 

Davis, Upshur Patriots CDR and Chairman of both 

the National and Texas Division Guardian Program 

always asks,  

“Are you a Guardian?                If not, why not?” 

 

 

 

OUR PLEDGES 

 
PLEDGE TO THE U.S. 

FLAG: 

 

I pledge allegiance to the Flag 

of the United States of 

America, And to the republic for which it 

stands, One nation, under God, indivisible, With 

liberty and justice for all. 

 

PLEDGE TO THE TEXAS 

FLAG: 

 

Honor the Texas Flag; I pledge 

allegiance to thee Texas, one state under God, 

one and indivisible. 
 

 

SALUTE TO THE 

CONFEDERATE FLAG: 

 

I salute the Confederate Flag 

With affection, reverence, and 

Undying devotion to the cause for which it 

stands. 

 

 

 

BIRTHDAYS, ANNIVERSARIES 

& OTHER IMPORTANT DATES 
 

December 19th – Chaplain John Michael Mars   

December 31st – William Carroll Dixon   

December 10th – Michael & Tara Ashley Simpson 

December 21st – Randy & Mary Ann Brock 

December 6th – This date in 1889 President 

Jefferson Davis died.  President Davis was buried in 

New Orleans Louisiana.  In 1893 he was interred in 

Richmond Virginia. 

 

LAST CAMP MEETING 

We held a very productive Business Meeting during 

our last Camp Meeting.  New Officers elected were: 

• Commander – Rex McGee 

• 1st Lt. Commander – Kid Tillery 

• 2nd Lt. Commander – Dave Davey 

• Adjutant – Rodney Love 

• Treasurer – Joe Reynolds 

• Judge Advocate – Bill Guy 

• Quartermaster – O. M. Adams 

• Surgeon – Jerry Lester 

• Chaplain – Michael Mars 

• Color Sergeant – Richard Hess 

• Historian – Mike Simpson 

If anyone still has can goods or other stables for our 

Christmas Baskets, it’s not too late, please bring 
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them to our next Meeting.  We will be giving the 

baskets out during the week of December 18 – 

December 22. 

 

BATTLES FOUGHT DURING THE 

MONTH OF DECEMBER 

 

Battle of Prairie Grove - Prairie Arkansas 

7 December 1862 - General Thomas C. Hindman 

verses General James G. Blunt. Casualties: 1317 

Confederate, 1251 Union! 

Battle of Fredericksburg - Fredericksburg 

Virginia 

13 December 1862 - General Robert E. Lee verses 

General Ambrose E. Burnside. Casualties: 5309 

Confederate, 12,653 Union! 

Battle of Nashville - Nashville Tennessee 

15-16 December 1864 - General John Bell Hood 

verses General George H. Thomas. Casualties: 5962 

Confederate, 3061 Union! 

Battle of Holly Springs - Holly Springs Mississippi 

20 December 1862 - General Earl Van Dorn verses 

General Ulysses S. Grant. Casualties: {Unknown} 

Confederate, 1,000 Union! 

Battle of Chickasaw Bluffs - Bayou Mississippi 

28-29 December 1862 - General Joseph E. Johnston 

verses General William T. Sherman. Casualties: 207 

Confederate, 1776 Union! 

Battle of Stone River - Murfreesboro Tennessee 

31 December 1862 - 2 January 1863 - General 

Braxton Bragg verses General William S. Rosecrans. 

Casualties: 11,739 Confederate, 12,906 Union! 

 

Christmas Poem, 1862 
 

The wintry blast goes wailing by, 

the snow is falling overhead; 

I hear the lonely sentry's tread, 

and distant watch-fires light the sky. 

 

Dim forms go flitting through the gloom; 

The soldiers cluster round the blaze 

To talk of other Christmas days, 

And softly speak of home and home 

 

My saber swinging overhead, 

gleams in the watch-fire's fitful glow, 

while fiercely drives the blinding snow, 

and memory leads me to the dead. 

 

My thoughts go wandering to and fro, 

vibrating 'twixt the Now and Then; 

I see the low-browed home again, 

the old hall wreathed in mistletoe. 

 

And sweetly from the far off years 

comes borne the laughter faint and low, 

the voices of the Long Ago! 

My eyes are wet with tender tears. 

 

I feel again the mother kiss, 

I see again the glad surprise 

That lighted up the tranquil eyes 

And brimmed them o'er with tears of bliss 

As, rushing from the old hall-door, 

She fondly clasped her wayward boy - 

Her face all radiant with the joy 

She felt to see him home once more. 
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My saber swinging on the bough 

Gleams in the watch-fire's fitful glow, 

while fiercely drives the blinding snow 

aslant upon my saddened brow. 

 

Those cherished faces are all gone! 

Asleep within the quiet graves 

where lies the snow in drifting waves, - 

And I am sitting here alone. 

 

There's not a comrade here tonight 

but knows that loved ones far away 

on bended knees this night will pray: 

"God bring our darling from the fight." 

 

But there are none to wish me back, 

for me no yearning prayers arise 

the lips are mute and closed the eyes - 

My home is in the bivouac. 
William Gordon McCabe, Christmas Night, ‘6 
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