
Edward Campbell 

Dear Compatriots: 
 
It is hard to believe that we have almost 
completed the first month of this new year.  
It is a beautiful day outside on this the 30th 
day of the month and a far cry from just a 
little over a week ago when we were all 
staying inside because of the ice storm. Just 
after the ice storm, we had our Lee-Jackson 
Dinner at Goldie's. It was a very cold day 
and night but we managed to get out and 
enjoy good fellowship and an inspiring talk 
by Speaker Dan Duggan. I hope that you all 
were inspired by his talk on "The Spiritual 
life of Stonewall Jackson". I would like to 
Thank Bobby and Vicki Breland who helped 
me to set up on Saturday morning. To all 
who came out on that cold night as well, I 
would like to thank you as well. February is 
fast approaching us and I hope that you can 
all come to our next meeting on Tuesday, 
February 6 at the DAV building at 6 PM.  
Our own Larry Holman will be speaking on 
the topic "Why DNA breaks down a brick 
wall". Larry recently presented this to the 
Vicksburg Genealogical Society and I know 
that we are all in for a great talk.  Thank you 
Larry for doing this.  I am currently in need 
of Speakers so if anyone has anyone in mind 
or if any of you have a talk that you would 
like to do, please let me know ASAP.  

Mr. Charles Pendleton is putting on his Civil 
War Relic Show the weekend of February 
16 and 17th. That is also Presidents Day 
Weekend. I am going to bring it up at the 
meeting to see if there is enough interest in 
our getting a table and selling a few items. 
Please be thinking about it and be prepared 
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to give me your thoughts. Also, if you 
would be able to help out that weekend, I 
would need to know that as well.  I do 
hope that some of you would be able to 
help out as well. We need volunteers and 
giving just an hour of your time would be a 
great help to the organization.  

With Spring Coming, I want to remind you 
all of upcoming activities. Saturday March 
2 is Confederate Flag Day. If you are able 
to fly any of your Confederate flags, please 
do so on this day. April 27 and 28th will be 
a very busy weekend. Please put it on your 
calendar now.  Our Spring Flea Market at 
the Old Courthouse will be on Saturday 
April 27 and we will have our tent set up 
to pass out Applications to prospects and 
also to sell a few items. We will need vol-
unteers for that day also. On Sunday the 
28th, we will have our Confederate Me-
morial Day Ceremony at Soldiers Rest at 2 
PM on that afternoon. This is always an 
inspiring time. I do hope that you can par-
ticipate in both activities that weekend. On 
the next day, Monday April 29 we have 
our Statewide Confederate Memorial Day 
Holiday so this is the perfect time to be 
having our activities the weekend before.  

I have heard nothing about any Heritage 
issues since the removal of the Arlington 
Monument in last December. I do not 
know if the Monument has been moved to 
the New Market Battlefield as of yet. I did 
hear that a Legislator has introduced legis-
lation to have the Robert E. Lee State Holi-
day removed from our state calendar. I 
know nothing more on that subject so if 
anyone has heard any news about any Her-
itage issue in the country, please share it 



with us on Tuesday. I know that the enemy will try and go 
after our Confederate Memorial Day Holiday and our Con-
federate Heritage Month Proclamation. They will not stop 
in their efforts to destroy and completely remake our coun-
try. We need to all be informed and do what we can to fight 
these attacks on our Heritage. Calling or emailing Congress-
men or state Legislators is the least that we can do. I like 
everyone get discouraged and tired of fighting but we must 
keep on for the sake of our future generations. I Pray every 
night for the South to be vindicated and for the truth to  
come out about the causes of the War and about Lincoln, 
the Great Dictator. Prayer is foundational and I encourage 
all of us to Pray without Ceasing for the vindication of our 
cause.  

I hope to see all of you on Tuesday and again, I want to 
thank Larry Holman for doing the program this month. I 
know that you all will not be disappointed.  

God Bless you all and God Bless the South. 

Deo Vindice, 

Edward Campbell 
Commander 
Lt. Gen. John C. Pemberton Camp, 1354 
Vicksburg, MS 

******* 

A MISUNDERSTOOD HERO  
Keith Redmon 

We Southerners  have our heroes, Lee, Jackson, Hampton, 
Longstreet, Hood, Pettigrew, and the list goes on. But few 
of us look to the likes of William Quantrill as hero material, 
most likely due to his fighting  tactics not being in line with 
with “gentlemanly” warfare. He is generally denigrated for 
his planning and execution of the raid on Lawrence, Kan-
sas.  I say that Quantrill is very much the Southern hero and 
deserves a place, in our history, alongside the aforemen-
tioned men. 

To understand Quantrill and  his perceived viciousness, one 
must look to what caused this young man, this teacher/book 
salesman/farmer, to  turn into one of the fiercest, and most 
respected among his men, guerilla warrior. 

Quantrill came of age in the late 1850’s up through 1860 
when John Brown was committing his acts of violence in the 
name of abolishing slavery. He wrote to his mother on Janu-
ary 26, 1860, “They all sympathize for old J. Brown, who 
should have been hung years ago, indeed hanging was too 
good for him. May I never see a more contemptible people 

than those who sympathize for him. A murderer and a robber, 
made a martyr of, just think of it.”  Unfortunately, Quantrill 
was soon to meet such a “contemptible people.” 

Quantrill, raised as an abolitionist, became disillusioned when 
he and William Gregg, one of his earliest followers, were on a 
wagon train headed for Pikes Peak. Along with them was was 
an unnamed  “negro boy.” Quantrill and his group were at-
tacked by Union Col. James Montgomery’s Jayhawkers while 
camped on the Kaw River. Gregg tells us that his brother was 
killed, the “negro boy” was taken along with the wagon, and 
that he had been shot and left for dead. Quantrill also was 
wounded in this attack. Gregg states that “Montgomery’s band 
was known to get one hundred dollars for every negro caught” 
and that the blacks were taken to New Orleans, and sold. 

Quantrill began to plan his revenge and for several months, 
rode as a Jayhawker, to learn the name of each one who at-
tacked his camp on the Kaw River. One by one, each one of 
those Jayhawkers mysteriously ended up with a bullet to their 
head. From this moment on, Quantrill became a leader and 
began gathering his army. He trained them how to ride horses, 
how to shoot, how to travel light, how to fight and how to get 
away and back to safety. Quantrill eventually was given rank as 
a Confederate officer by the Confederate leadership in Rich-
mond. 

Quantrill’s actions are too numerous to mention here, but he 
is best known, and hated by those uninformed, for his raid on 
Lawrence, Kansas. In order to understand Lawrence, one must 
look to what caused Quantrill and his men to commit to such a 
raid. The cause was, the acts of the other side.  The brutality of 
the Union, and especially Jayhawkers, against Missourians was 
horrendous, such acts equaling those of   Sherman and his 
March to the Sea. Suspected Southern sympathizers were being 
murdered and their homes plundered by Jayhawkers, mostly 
operating out of Lawrence. One example of such brutality 
would  be 13 year old John Fox, shot and killed by the Federals 
while his mother and sister held him, pleading for his life. His 
crime was that he had fed his brother, one of Quantrill’s men. 
Federals murdered 14 year old James Nicholson because his 
brother was a Confederate soldier under CSA General Sterling 
Price’s command. During these Jayhawker raids, women  were 
tortured, and sometimes raped, their men often executed on 
their doorsteps, in front of the wives and children. 

But the proverbial straw that broke the camel’s back, was the 
collapse of the “jail,” the Thomas Building, in Lawrence. Im-
prisoned in this jail, on the top floor, were eleven women and 
young girls, their only crime being, they were related to 
Quantrill’s men. While imprisoned there, the Union guards 
sabotaged the supports to this building, causing it to implode 
upon itself. Of the 11 women imprisoned, 5 were killed, in-
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cluding “Bloody Bill” Anderson’s sister, Josephine. (Anderson 
was riding with Quantrill at the time.) Josephine, buried in 
the debris, could  be heard calling for help to “take the bricks 
off her head.” Eventually her cries stopped. Little Martha 
Anderson, also “Bloody Bill’s” sister, tried to escape out a 
window. She lived, but her legs were horribly crushed. 

Before executing his plan on Lawrence, Quantrill met with 
all his top aids to get a vote on whether to raid or not.. All 
voted for the raid. Anderson’s words were, “Lawrence or 
hell but with one proviso, that we kill every male thing.” So 
on August 21st, 1863, Quantrill and his 300-400 man army 
set out on Lawrence Kansas to exact revenge for the deaths of 
those Southern women, and for the Jayhawker atrocities 
against Missourians, in general. Union sympathetic authors 
have told us that Quantrill ordered all men in Lawrence 
killed. Newspapers in the North reported women and chil-
dren killed as well. This is simply not true. Quantrill gave 
specific orders not to molest any women or children, but to 
kill every man wearing a Union uniform. Those men, not 
fighting with the Federals, were spared. 

Systematically, with lists of names, Quantrill’s men set out to 
destroy the Jayhawker stronghold. In four hours, it was com-
plete. By the end of the raid, most of Lawrence’s buildings 
were on fire and 120 of  Quantrill’s enemies lay dead. 
Quantrill lost about 40 men in the raid. By comparison, the 
Union raid on Osceola Missouri, led by Union officer James 
H. Lane, was four times more destructive than the Lawrence 
raid. 

Quantrill continued fighting the Union Jayhawkers and sol-
diers wherever he could find them in defense of his native 
state, and especially his county. He was shot in battle and 
died on June 6, 1865. He was only 27 years old. 

Many of Quantrill’s men established new pursuits in well 
respected careers. One became a doctor in Johnson County, 
Missouri.  Some went into law enforcement, some into polit-
ical careers, and some, went on to a career of crime, robbing 
banks and trains, i.e., Frank and Jesse James, and the Young-
er brothers. But for many years those men gathered for reun-
ions, each telling stories of their days with Quantrill, their 
most prized possession being the button with Quantrill’s pic-
ture they proudly wore on their lapels. 

So, was William Quantrill a hero? Maybe not to those he 
fought, but to the South, and especially to Missouri, he most 
definitely was. 

******* 
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Mary Anna Jackson 

From Mary Anna Jackson, Memoirs of Stonewall Jack-

son (1895) in honor of “Stonewall” Jackson’s birthday. 

My own heart almost stood still under the weight of horror 

and apprehension which then oppressed me. This ghastly 

spectacle was a most unfitting preparation for my entrance 

into the presence of my stricken husband; but when I was 

soon afterwards summoned to his chamber, the sight which 

there met my eyes was far more appalling, and sent such a 

thrill of agony and heart-sinking through me as I had never 

known before! Oh, the fearful change since last I had seen 

him! It required the strongest effort of which I was capable 

to maintain my self-control. When he left me on the morn-

ing of the 29th, going forth so cheerfully and bravely to the 

call of duty, he was in the full flush of vigorous manhood, 

and during that last, blessed visit, I never saw him look so 

handsome, so happy, and so noble. Now, his fearful wounds, 

his mutilated arm, the scratches upon his face, and, above all, 

the desperate pneumonia, which was flushing his cheeks, 

oppressing his breathing, and benumbing his senses, wrung 

my soul with such grief and anguish as it had never before 

experienced. He had to be aroused to speak to me, and ex-

pressed much joy and thankfulness at seeing me; but he was 

too much affected by morphia to resist stupor, and soon 

seemed to lose the consciousness of my presence, except 

when I spoke or ministered to him. From the time I reached 



him he was too ill to notice or talk much, and he lay most of 

the time in a semi-conscious state; but when aroused, he rec-

ognized those about him and consciousness would return. 

Soon after I entered his room he was impressed by the woful 

anxiety and sadness betrayed in my face, and said: “My dar-

ling, you must cheer up, and not wear a long face. I love 

cheerfulness and brightness in a sick-room.” And he requested 

me to speak distinctly, as he wished to hear every word I said. 

Whenever he awakened from his stupor, he always had some 

endearing words to say to me, such as, “My darling, you are 

very much loved;” “You are one of the most precious little 

wives in the world.” He told me he knew I would be glad to 

take his place, but God knew what was best for us. Thinking 

it would cheer him more than anything else to see the baby in 

whom he had so delighted, I proposed several times to bring 

her to his bedside, but he always said, “Not yet; wait till I feel 

better.” He was invariably patient, never uttering a murmur 

or complaint. Sometimes, in slight delirium, he talked, and 

his mind was then generally upon his military duties-caring 

for his soldiers, and giving such directions as these: “Tell Ma-

jor Hawkes to send forward provisions to the men;””Order A. 

P. Hill to prepare for action;” “Pass the infantry to the front,” 

etc. Our friends around us, seeing how critical was his condi-

tion, and how my whole time was given up to him, deter-

mined to send to Richmond for Mrs. Hoge to come to my 

relief, and assist in taking care of my baby. Hetty had been 

faithful to her little charge, but the presence of Mrs. Hoge, 

who was of a singularly bright, affectionate, and sympathetic 

nature, and her loving ministrations in this time of sorest tri-

al, were of inestimable value and comfort. 

Friday and Saturday passed in much the same way -bringing 

no favorable change to the dear sufferer; indeed, his fever and 

restlessness increased, and, although everything was done for 

his relief and benefit, he was growing perceptibly weaker. On 

Saturday evening, in the hope of soothing him, I proposed 

reading some selections from the Psalms. At first he replied 

that he was suffering too much to listen, but very soon he 

added: “Yes, we must never refuse that. Get the Bible and 

read them. 

As night approached, and he grew more wearied, he request-

ed me to sing to him-asking that the songs should be the most 

spiritual that could be selected. My brother Joseph assisted 

me in singing a few hymns, and at my husband’s request we 

concluded with the 51st Psalm in verse: 

“Show pity, Lord; O Lord, forgive.” 

The singing had a quieting effect, and he seemed to rest in 

perfect peace. 

Dr. S. B. Morrison, a relative of mine, and Dr. David Tucker, 

of Richmond, had both been called in consultation by Dr. 

McGuire. As Dr. Morrison was examining the patient, he 

looked up pleasantly at him, and said, “That’s an old familiar 

face. 

On Saturday afternoon he asked to see his chaplain, Mr. Lacy, 

but his respiration being now very difficult, it was not thought 

prudent for him to converse, and an attempt was made to dis-

suade him. But he was so persistent that it was deemed best to 

gratify him. When Mr. Lacy entered he inquired of him if he 

was trying to further those views of Sabbath observance of 

which he had spoken to him. Upon being assured that this was 

being done, he expressed much gratification, and talked for 

some time upon that subject-his last care and effort for the 

church of Christ being to secure the sanctification of the 

Lord’s day. 

Apprehending the nearness of his end, Mr. Lacy wished to 

remain with him on Sunday, but he insisted that he should go, 

as usual, and preach to the soldiers. When Major Pendleton 

came to his bedside about noon, he inquired of him, “Who is 

preaching at headquarters to-day?” When told that Mr. Lacy 

was, and that the whole army was praying for him, he said, 

“Thank God; they are very kind.” As soon as the chaplain ap-

peared at headquarters that morning, General Lee anxiously 

inquired after General Jackson’s condition, and upon hearing 

how hopeless it was, he exclaimed, with deep feeling: “Surely 

General Jackson must recover. God will not take him from us, 

now that we need him so much. Surely he will be spared to us, 

in answer to the many prayers which are offered for him.” And 

upon Mr. Lacy’s leaving, he said: “When you return, I trust 

you will find him better. When a suitable occasion offers, give 

him my love, and tell him that I wrestled in prayer for him last 

night as I never prayed, I believe, for myself.” Here his voice 

became choked with emotion, and he turned away to hide his 

intense feeling. 

Shortly after the general’s fall, and before his situation had 

grown so critical, General Lee sent him, by a friend, the fol-

lowing message: “Give him my affectionate regards, and tell 

him to make haste and get well, and come back to me as soon 

as he can. He has lost his left arm, but I have lost my right 

arm.” 

Mr. Lacy was truly a spiritual comforter and help to me in 

those dark and agonizing days. Often when I was called out of 
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the sick-chamber to my little nursling, before returning we 

would meet together, and, bowing down before the throne of 

grace, pour out our hearts to God to spare that precious, useful 

life, if consistent with His will; for without this condition, 

which the Saviour himself enjoins, we dared not plead for that 

life, infinitely dearer, as it was, than my own. 

In order to stimulate his fast-failing powers, he was offered 

some brandy and water, but he showed great repugnance to it, 

saying excitedly, “It tastes like fire, and cannot do me any 

good.” Early on Sunday morning, the 10th of May, I was called 

out of the sick-room by Dr. Morrison, who told me that the 

doctors, having done everything that human skill could devise 

to stay the hand of death, had lost all hope, and that my pre-

cious, brave, noble husband could not live! Indeed, life was fast 

ebbing away, and they felt that they must prepare me for the 

inevitable event, which was now a question of only a few short 

hours. As soon as I could arise from this stunning blow, I told 

Dr. Morrison that my husband must be informed of his condi-

tion. I well knew that death to him was but the opening of the 

gates of pearl into the inneffable glories of heaven; but I had 

heard him say that, although he was willing and ready to die at 

any moment that God might call him, still he would prefer to 

have a few hours’ preparation before entering into the presence 

of his Maker and Redeemer. 

I therefore felt it to be my duty to gratify his desire. He now 

appeared to be fast sinking into unconsciousness, but he heard 

my voice and understood me better than others, and God gave 

me the strength and composure to hold a last sacred interview 

with him, in which I tried to impress upon him his situation, 

and learn his dying wishes. This was all the harder, because he 

had never, from the time that he first rallied from his wounds, 

thought he would die, and had expressed the belief that God 

still had work for him to do, and would raise him up to do it. 

When I told him the doctors thought he would soon be in heav-

en, he did not seem to comprehend it, and showed no surprise 

or concern. But upon repeating it, and asking him if he was 

willing for God to do with him according to His own will, he 

looked at me calmly and intelligently, and said, “Yes, I prefer 

it, I prefer it.” I then told him that before that day was over he 

would be with the blessed Saviour in His glory. With perfect 

distinctness and intelligence, he said, “I will be an infinite gain-

er to be translated.” I then asked him if it was his wish that I 

should return, with our infant, to my father’s home in North 

Carolina. He answered, “Yes, you have a kind, good father; but 

no one is so kind and good as your Heavenly Father.” He said 

he had many things to say to me, but he was then too weak. 
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Preferring to know his own desire as to the place of his buri-

al, I asked him the question, but his mind was now growing 

clouded again, and at first he replied, “Charlotte,” and after-

wards “Charlottesville.” I then asked him if he did not wish 

to be buried in Lexington, and he answered at once, “Yes, 

Lexington, and in my own plot.” He had bought this plot 

himself, when our first child died, as a burial place for his 

family. 

Mrs. Hoge now came in, bearing little Julia in her arms, with 

Hetty following, and although he had almost ceased to notice 

anything, as soon as they entered the door he looked up, his 

countenance brightened with delight, and he never smiled 

more sweetly as he exclaimed, “Little darling! sweet one!” 

She was seated on the bed by his side, and after watching her 

intently, with radiant smiles, for a few moments, he closed 

his eyes, as if in prayer. Though she was suffering the pangs 

of extreme hunger, from long absence from her mother, she 

seemed to forget her discomfort in the joy of seeing that lov-

ing face beam on her once more, and she looked at him and 

smiled as long as he continued to notice her. Tears were shed 

over that dying bed by strong men who were unused to 

weep, and it was touching to see the genuine grief of his 

servant, Jim, who nursed him faithfully to the end. 

He now sank rapidly into unconsciousness, murmuring dis-

connected words occasionally, but all at once he spoke out 

very cheerfully and distinctly the beautiful sentence which 

has become immortal as his last: “Let us cross over the river, 

and rest under the shade of the trees.” 

Was his soul wandering back in dreams to the river of his 

beloved Valley, the Shenandoah (the ‘river of sparkling wa-

ters ‘), whose verdant meads and groves he had redeemed 

from the invader, and across whose floods he had so often 

won his passage through the toils of battle? Or was he reach-

ing forward across the River of Death, to the golden streets 

of the Celestial City, and the trees whose leaves are for the 

healing of the nations? It was to these that God was bringing 

him, through his last battle and victory; and under their 

shade he walks, with the blessed company of the redeemed. 

General Jackson had expressed the desire, when in health, 

that he might enter into the rest that remains for God’s peo-

ple on the Lord’s day. His wish was now gratified, and his 

Heavenly Father translated him from the toils and trials of 

earth, soon after the noon of as beautiful and perfect a May 

day as ever shed its splendor upon this world, to those 

realms of everlasting rest and bliss where 



The next morning I went once more to see the remains, 

which were now in the casket, and were covered with 

spring flowers. His dear face was wreathed with the 

lovely lily of the valley-the emblem of humility-his own 

predominating grace, and it seemed to me no flowers 

could have been so appropriate for him. Since then, I 

never see a lily of the valley without its recalling the 

tenderest and most sacred associations. 

On Monday morning began the sad journey to Rich-

mond. A special car had been set apart for us, in which 

were Mr. Lacy and the staff-officers, while Mrs. Hoge 

and Mrs. Chandler were my attendants, and proved 

themselves the kindest of friends and comforters. Upon 

reaching the suburbs of the city, the train stopped, and 

we were met by Mrs. Governor Letcher and other la-

dies, with several carriages, and driven through the 

most retired streets to the governor’s mansion. Kind 

friends had also in readiness for me a mourning outfit. 

These were indeed most thoughtful considerations on 

their part, and could not have been more gratefully 

appreciated. 

The funeral cortége then proceeded on its way into the 

city, and was followed for two miles by throngs of peo-

ple. 

Business had been suspended, and the whole city came 

forth to meet the dead chieftain. Amidst a solemn si-

lence, only broken by the boom of the minuteguns and 

the wails of a military dirge, the coffin was borne into 

the governor’s gates, and hidden for a time from the 

eyes of the multitude, that were wet with tears. 

The casket, enveloped in the Confederate flag, and lad-

en with spring flowers, was placed in the centre of the 

reception-room in the Executive Mansion. It was here 

that I looked upon the face of my husband for the last 

time. No change had taken place, but, the coffin having 

been sealed, the beloved face could only be seen 

through the glass plate, which was disappointing and 

unsatisfactory. In honor of the dead, the next day a 

great civic and military procession took place. The body 

was carried through the main streets of the city, the pall

-bearers being six major and brigadier generals, dressed 

in full uniform. The hearse, draped in mourning, and 

drawn by four white horses, was followed by his horse, 

led by a groom; next by his staff-officers; regiments of 

“Sabbaths have no end, 

And the noontide of glory eternally reigns.” 

Never shall I forget Mr. Lacy’s ministrations of consolation to 

my bleeding heart on that holiest of Sabbath afternoons. Seated 

by my bedside, he talked so of Heaven, giving such glowing 

descriptions of its blessedness, and following in imagination the 

ransomed, glorified spirit, through the gates into the city, that 

at last peace, the “peace of God,” came into my soul, and I felt 

that it was selfish to wish to bring back to this sorrowful earth, 

for my happiness, one who had made such a blissful exchange. 

But this frame of mind did not last, and many were the subse-

quent conflicts to attain and keep this spirit. 

The remains were carefully prepared by the loving hands of the 

staff-officers, the body being embalmed and clothed in an ordi-

nary dress, and then wrapped in a dark-blue military overcoat. 

His Confederate uniform had been cut almost to pieces by his 

attendants, in their endeavor to reach and bind up his wounds, 

on the night of his fall. Late in the evening I went into Mr. 

Chandler’s parlor to see all that was left of the one who had 

been to me the truest, tenderest, and dearest of all the relations 

of earth-the husband of whom I had been so proud, and for 

whom I thought no honors or distinctions too great; but above 

all this I prized and revered his exalted Christian character, and 

knew that God had now given him “a crown of righteousness.” 

Yet how unspeakable and incalculable was his loss to me and 

that fatherless baby! Dead! in the meridian of his grand life, 

before he had attained the age of forty years! But “alive in 

Christ,” for evermore! 

All traces of suffering had disappeared from the noble face, 

and, although somewhat emaciated, the expression was serene 

and elevated, and he looked far more natural than I had dared 

to hope. 

That night, after a few hours’ sleep from sheer exhaustion, I 

awoke, when all in my chamber was perfect stillness, and the 

full moon poured a flood of light through the windows, glori-

ous enough to lift my soul heavenwards; but oh! the agony and 

anguish of those silent midnight hours, when the terrible reality 

of my loss and the desolation of widowhood forced itself upon 

me, and took possession of my whole being! My unconscious 

little one lay sweetly sleeping by my side, and my kind friend, 

Mrs. Hoge, was near; but I strove not to awaken them, and all 

alone I stemmed the torrent of grief which seemed insupporta-

ble, until prayer to Him, who alone can comfort, again brought 

peace and quietness to my heart. 
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infantry and artillery; then a vast array of officials-the President, 

Cabinet, and all the general officers in Richmond-after whom 

came a multitude of dignitaries and citizens; and then all re-

turned to the Capitol. 

Every place of business was closed, and every avenue thronged 

with solemn and tearful spectators, while a silence more impres-

sive than that of the Sabbath brooded over the whole town. 

When the hearse reached the steps of the Capitol, the pall-

bearers, headed by General Longstreet, the great comrade of 

the departed, bore the corpse into the lower house of the Con-

gress, where it was placed on a kind of altar, draped with snowy 

white, before the speaker’s chair. The coffin was still enfolded 

with the white, blue, and red of the Confederate flag. 

The Congress of the Confederate States had a short time before 

adopted a design for their flag, and a large and elegant model 

had just been completed, the first ever made, which was intend-

ed to be unfurled from the roof of the Capitol. This flag the 

President had sent, as the gift of the country, to be the wind-

ingsheet of General Jackson. 

During the remainder of the day the body lay in state, and was 

visited by fully twenty thousand persons-the women bringing 

flowers, until not only the bier was covered, but the table on 

which it rested overflowed with piles of these numerous tributes 

of affection. 

At the hour appointed for closing the doors the multitude was 

still streaming in, and an old wounded soldier was seen pressing 

forward to take his last look at the face of his loved commander. 

He was told that he was too late-the casket was then being 

closed for the last time, and the order had been given to clear 

the hall. He still endeavored to advance, when one of the mar-

shals threatened to arrest him if he did not obey orders. The old 

soldier hereupon lifted up the stump of his mutilated arm, and 

with tears streaming from his eyes, exclaimed: “By this arm 

which I lost for my country, I demand the privilege of seeing my 

general once more.” The kind heart of Governor Letcher was so 

touched by this appeal that at his intercession the old soldier’s 

petition was granted. 

The tears which were dropped over his bier by strong men and 

gentle women were the most true and honorable tributes that 

could be paid him, and even little children were held up by their 

parents that they might reverently behold his face and stamp his 

name upon their memories. 

While all these public demonstrations were taking place in the 

Capitol, how different was the scene in my darkened chamber, 

near by! A few loving friends came to mingle their tears with 

mine, among whom was my motherly friend, Mrs. William 

N. Page, and my eldest brother, Major W. W. Morrison, 

arrived that day from North Carolina. Both of these dear 

ones accompanied me on the remainder of the sad pilgrimage 

to Lexington. I also received a precious visit from the Rev. 

Dr. T. V. Moore, whom I had never met before, but his 

winning gentleness of face, his selections of the most com-

forting passages of Scripture- such as the 14th chapter of 

John, beginning, “Let not your heart be troubled; ye believe 

in God, believe also in me”-and his fervent, touching prayer 

could not have been more grateful and soothing proving 

balm, indeed, to my wounded, crushed heart. I never saw 

him again, but he, too, has long since joined that “army of 

the living God,” 

“Part of whose host have crossed the flood, And part are 

crossing now.” 

Little Julia was an object of great interest to her father’s 

friends and admirers, and so numerous were the requests to 

see her that Hetty, finding the child growing worried at so 

much notice and handling, sought a refuge beyond the reach 

of the crowd. She ensconced herself, with her little charge, 

close to the wall of the house, underneath my window in the 

back yard, and there I heard her crooning, and bewailing that 

“people would give her baby no rest. 

On Wednesday morning we again set out on our protracted 

funeral journey, going by the way of Gordonsville to Lynch-

burg, and all along the route, at every station at which a stop 

was made, were assembled crowds of people, and many 

were the floral offerings handed in for the bier. His child was 

often called for, and, on several occasions, was handed in and 

out of the car windows to be kissed. 

No stop was made at Lynchburg, but a vast throng was there 

to attest their interest and affection, and to present flowers. 

Here we took the canal-boat which was to convey us to Lex-

ington, and on Thursday evening, with our precious burden, 

we reached the little village which had been so dear to him, 

and where his body was now to repose until “the last trump 

shall sound” and “this mortal shall have put on immortality.” 

At Lexington our pastor, Dr. White, and our friends and 

neighbors met us in tears and sorrow. The remains were 

taken in charge by the corps of cadets of the Virginia Military 

Institute, and carried to the lecture-room where General 
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The truth about the South's struggle to form a new nation is 
under attack as never before. The National Battlefield Parks 
have be taken over by the “it's all about slavery” provoca-
teurs. Museums have changed their collections and interpre-
tations to present what they call the cultural history of the 
War for Southern Independence. In reality this new perspec-
tive is nothing more than South bashing. The forces of politi-
cal correctness have gone into high gear. They attempt to 
ban any and all things Confederate through their ideological 
fascism. 

There needs to be at least one place where the people of the 
South and others can go to learn an accurate account of why 
so many struggled so long in their attempt to reassert gov-
ernment by the consent of the governed in America! 

The General Executive Council of the Sons of Confederate 
Veterans  made the commitment in October of 2008 to start 
the process to erect a new building that will have two pur-
poses. One of the uses of this new building will be to give us 
office space and return Elm Springs to its original grandeur. 
However the main function is to house The Confederate 
Museum. We are planning a museum that will tell the truth 
about what motivated the Southern people to struggle for 
many years to form a new nation.  At the SCV Reunion in 
July of 2009 the GEC set up a building fund for this purpose. 
One of the goals is to provide an accurate portrayal of the 
common Confederate soldier, something that is currently 
absent in most museums and in the media. 

These plans have now become a reality. The ground breaking 
has taken place and the museum is now open.  

Jackson, while professor, had taught for ten years, and were 

guarded during the night by his former pupils. 

On Friday, May 15th, the body was again escorted by the offic-

ers and cadets of the Institute, together with the citizens, to the 

Presbyterian Church, in which he had so loved to worship, 

where the services were conducted in the simplest manner by 

the pastor and other visiting ministers. Conspicuous among 

these was General Jackson’s valued friend, Dr. Ramsey, of 

Lynchburg, who offered a prayer of wonderful pathos. The 

hymn “How blest the righteous when he dies!” was sung, after 

which Dr. White read the 15th chapter of I. Corinthians – that 

sublime description of the resurrection of Christ and of the be-

liever; and then delivered an address, which was as just and ap-

propriate as it was heartfelt and affecting. The casket, followed 

by a long procession of people, from far and near, was borne to 

the cemetery, and, with military honors, was at last committed 

to the grave. 

The spot where he rests is “beautiful for situation”–the gentle 

eminence commanding the loveliest views of peaceful, pictur-

esque valleys, beyond which, like faithful sentinels, rise the ev-

erlasting hills. 

My pastor took me to his own home, and never could the loving

-kindness and sympathy of true hearts be exceeded by that of 

himself, his family, and the good people of Lexington to me, in 

this hour of deepest affliction and bereavement. When the time 

came for my sad departure from my once happy, married home, 

the noble people of Virginia extended to me every kindness. I 

was provided with two escorts to convey me to my father’s 

home in North Carolina; one of General Jackson’s staff being 

detailed by the military authorities to attend me; and the Virgin-

ia Military Institute, wishing to do honor to the name of its late 

professor, also sent one of his colleagues upon the same mission. 

I mention these facts simply in token of gratitude, and realizing 

that these and all the tributes paid to my hero-husband are but 

evidences of the love and veneration in which his name and 

memory are enshrined in the hearts of his countrymen, and of 

the good and noble of all lands. 

Mary Anna Jackson (1831-1915) was the second wife and 
widow of Thomas J. "Stonewall" Jackson. After the War, 

she was called the "Widow of the Confederacy.  
 

******* 
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Take this journey with us and support the museum as a donor or 
join the Friends of the Museum today! 

Send Donations to: 
Sons of Confederate Veterans 
Attn: National Confederate Museum 
P.O. Box 59 
Columbia, TN 38402 

Or you can call 1-800-MY-DIXIE to pay by credit card. 

www.theconfederatemuseum.com 

 

******* 

BEAUVIOR 

Beauvoir, the historic post-war home of President Jefferson 
Davis, is owned and operated by the Mississippi Division of the 
Sons of Confederate Veterans.  There are several ways that you 
can participate in the continued preservation of this beloved 
landmark  located in Biloxi, Mississippi. 
 

Friends of Beauvior 

For as little as $25 annually, you can become a member of the 
Friends of Beauvior.  Membership includes tour admission and a 
10% discount at the Beauvior gift shop. 

Bricks for Beauvior 

Honor your Confederate ancestors while supporting Beauvior.  
Each brick that you purchase will be engraved with your ances-
tors rank, name, unit, and company. The memorial bricks will 
be laid creating a sidewalk from the UDC Arch to the Tomb of 
the Unknown Confederate soldier. 

For more information on these opportunities, please 
visit www.visitbeauvior.org or contact Beauvior direct-
ly at (228) 388-4400 

 

******* 

SOLDIERS REST 

The city of Vicksburg served as a major hospital center in 
the early years of the Civil War. A section in the Cedar Hill 
Cemetery was set aside to provide a fitting burial place for 
Confederate soldiers who died of sickness or wounds. 
Known as "Soldiers' Rest," the plot in Cedar Hill Ceme-
tery is the final resting place for an estimated 5,000 Con-
federate soldiers. 

A local undertaker, Mr. J.Q. Arnold, was hired by the 
Confederate government to bury Southern soldiers, and 
carried out those duties throughout the siege of Vicksburg. 
Mr. Arnold meticulously maintained records of the soldiers 
he buried, assigning each one a grave number. Regrettably, 
his list and map of the cemetery disappeared after the siege, 
although a portion of his list was re-discovered in the early 
1960s, giving the name, rank, company, unit, and date of 
death for 1,600 soldiers. Approximately 3,500 names are 
unknown. The document is now part of the archival rec-
ords at the Old Courthouse Museum in Vicksburg, MS.  

Due to the disappearance of Mr. Arnold's records, only a 
few private headstones marked the plot until 1893. On 
April 26 of that year, the ladies of the Confederate Memo-
rial Association dedicated a beautiful stone monument fea-
turing the standing figure of a Confederate Soldier. It was 
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Beauvior - Post-war home of Jefferson Davis.  
Biloxi, Mississippi 

A soldier of stone stands guard over the resting place of  
Confederate Heroes. 

Soldiers Rest - Vicksburg, Mississippi 
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not until the early 1980s, following the discovery of the partial 
list, that the headstones were erected through the combined 
effort of the United Daughters of the Confederacy and the 
Veterans' Administration. The stones were arranged with mili-
tary precision and placed in state groupings. In 1998, an addi-
tional 72 headstones were erected by the Sons of Confederate 
Veterans to honor soldiers whose identities were established 
on a second list which surfaced in the collection of the Old 
Courthouse Museum. 

Soldiers Rest also contains memorial markers for those who 
died at Cooper's Wells in Hinds County, as well has the sailors 
who perished on the CSS Arkansas.  Unfortunately, stones 
could not be placed at the actual resting places for the soldiers 
in both of these groups, so a decision was made to honor their 
memory by placing memorials for them in Soldier's Rest.  

Discoveries continue to be made about the history of Soldier's 
Rest.  As recently as August 2018, a new list of more than 150 
previously unknown soldier and widow burials was discovered 
and is in the process of being added to the records.  Ms. Anna 
Fuller, in cooperation with several other volunteers, research-
es and maintains the information about those Confederate he-
roes who are interred there.   

More information about Soldiers Rest, as well as infor-
mation about events and new memorials can be found at 
their website: http://Soldiersrestvicksburg.com/  or on Face-

book: https://www.facebook.com/SoldiersRestCSA 
 

The “Old Douglas” memorial at Cedar Hill Cemetery 
near Soldiers Rest. 



The Sons of Confederate Veterans (SCV) is a hereditary organization for male de-

scendants of Confederate veterans. It was formed in 1896 as the direct heir of the 

United Confederate Veterans and serves to preserve the history and legacy of the 

Confederate soldier. There are ongoing programs at the local, state and national 

levels in the form of preservation work, marking Confederate soldiers' graves, his-

torical re-enactments, scholarly publications, and regular meetings to discuss the 

military and political history of the War Between the States and the colorful and 

heroic men who fought it.   

Membership is open to all male descendants of any veteran who served honorably in 

the Confederate armed forces, and can be obtained through direct or collateral fam-

ily lines which must be documented genealogically. 

 

For more information, please visit www.scv.org 216 Miller Street 
Vicksburg, MS 39180 

http://www.scv-camp-1354.com 

JOHN C. PEMBERTON 

CAMP 1354 

UPCOMING MEETINGS 

DEFENDING HISTORY SINCE 1896 

WWW.SCV.ORG 

F IND  U S  ON  F ACEBOOK  AT  

WWW . FACEBOOK . COM/ SCVCAMP1354 

Edward Campbell 

Commander 

Larry Holman 

Adjutant/Membership 

 

To you, Sons of Confederate Veterans, we submit 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 he loved and which made him glorious and which you also cherish.  

  
From the stirring speech delivered by Lt. Gen. Stephen Dill Lee, Commander General of the United Confederate Veterans at the New Orleans, Louisiana 

UCV Convention of 1906.   

 
 

Tuesday February 6th—Camp Meeting at DAV Building—Vicksburg, MS 

Tuesday March 5th —Camp Meeting at DAV Building, Vicksburg, MS 

If you are interested in presenting at future meetings,  
please contact Commander Edward Campbell : ewccrystalsprings@yahoo.com 


