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   A call for help with two Confederate veteran’s graves was placed in The Bayonet in 
two issues prior to the graves clean-up, discussed in at least one Camp meeting, as well 
as e-mailed out on the internet to every single Camp member .  Four compatriots an-
swered the call, and were rewarded with quite a bit of hard, yet satisfying, work!  The 
graves of Capt. Nathan Bryan Whitfield and family in the Greenwood Hills Cemetery 
are close to the road, yet were not visible if you didn’t know they were there.  All of the 
markers are about level with the ground and were obscured by a tuft of grass that had 
grown around them (photo on page-6).   
   Commander Brent Jacobs, Lt. Commander Dan Burch, compatriot Bryan Jacobs, and 
Brent’s 14-year old son, Zane Jacobs, visiting from Texas (and member William H.L. 
Wells Camp #1588 in Plano, TX) decided that the best course of action would be to take 
a square-point shovel or a large garden spade and clear about a three to four inch strip 
around each marker, about three or four inches deep.  By digging a little deep, we found 
that each stone had originally been sitting on a concrete base.  The stones had slowly 
been covered with silt over the years and had actually moved  --  (continued on page-6) 

(L to R) Lt. Commander Dan Burch and Camp Treasurer Bryan Jacobs 
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Camp OfficersCamp Officers  
   “Esprit-de-corps”, that’s where it’s at, brothers!  This is 
the preeminent goal I have as your Camp Commander this 
term.  My most fervent and sincere desire is for an ineffable 
pride to build within our ranks, as the proverbial “band of 
brothers” we ought to be!  Our heritage and what our ances-
tors stood for, fought for, sacrificed for, should transcend 
any and all obstacles in our way! 
   How do we build this esprit-de-corps?  With an unwaver-
ing belief in our Camp and Cause!  First, Learn all you can 
about your own Confederate ancestors; who they really 
were and what their individual stories are.  And share them 
in the form of a presentation to the Camp or as an article for 
the newsletter.  Nothing builds pride like the pride we have 
in our own family members!   
   Second, stop making excuses.  Seriously.  Come on down 
and be counted!  If I have to push you, pull you, or other-
wise harangue you to get involved, I’m going do it!  Partici-

pate in your Camp!  Go to meetings, help with a project, join a committee, run for an of-
fice, attend Camp events, volunteer for something...anything!  Just remember what your 
ancestors did for you, roll your sleeves up, join your compatriots, and get involved.  It’s 
our duty, and it is rewarding, meaningful, and often even fun!  Showing up is at least half 
the battle, and once you actually join-in with the Camp you joined, you’ll be amazed at the 
sense of pride you never knew you had, as well as how many friends you will gain.  
   Third, you’ve heard it all before, recruiting and retention.  We always need to be recruit-
ing as individuals, and as a Camp.  But we must change our focus and add new venues for 
our recruiting and PR efforts.  In addition, we must always keep our attention on the mem-
bers we have.  Retention isn’t just trying to harass a member who showed up to a meeting 
or two a few years back into coming back to our Camp, it’s paying attention to the mem-
bers we see at meetings, events, and functions.  Without the core, we’re nothing, and that’s 
who we need to build off of to create and maintain a solid foundation on which to build 
from.  This is a perfect segue into my fourth point. 
    Fourthly, We must care for the man on our left and the man on our right, just as our 
Confederate ancestors did.  When a member falls, pick him up.  When a friend is hurting, 
comfort him.  When a compatriot calls you, answer him.  Only when we care for each 
other like brothers can we achieve that esprit-de-corps that propels organizations and 
causes forward! 
   Fifthly, in a word, recognition.  When members head projects, form committees, set up 
events, run for office, achieve goals, etc, they need to be recognized.  We have a compre-
hensive awards program being created right now that will recognize member’s contribu-
tions, from the seemingly trivial to the immeasurably priceless.  Several awards will be 
handled by a committee and given out in strictly limited numbers annually, others will be 
merit-based and have specific criteria that must be met, as well as approved by a commit-
tee.  One of these is a special pin that members will earn once they recite the Salute to the 
Confederate Flag and the Charge to the SCV in front of the Camp at a meeting.   
   And last, but definitely not least in any way, shape or form, is what we can do for others.  
For example, let’s provide guest-speakers to other non-profit historical and heritage-based 
organizations, this will open up doors for us and hopefully these other groups might recip-
rocate.  Let’s create a scholarship for a local student or ROTC cadet.  Giving like this can 
only assist us in recruiting and public relations, and will fill our hearts with pride!  We 
have a lot to off other groups and our community, not just each other! 
   We also have a lot of fun social events planned for the Camp members to simply “hang 
out” at.  We should have specific events where we get together just to socialize and get to 
know each other.  All of these things build that esprit-de-corps that we want and need.  So, 
give a little to the Camp, and you will get back much in return!   -- Brent Jacobs, Cmdr. 

Commander’s ReportCommander’s Report  

Camp Commander Brent Jacobs 



Page 3 Volume 4, Issue 7 

   First of all, let me say what an honor and privilege to serve as your new Lt. 
Commander.  We hear those two words often don’t we; honor and privilege.  
I looked up honor in my handy thesaurus, and I found one of its closest rela-
tives was “respect.” I liked that.  That should be a cornerstone of what the 
Sons of Confederate Veterans is all about.  That respect takes several forms. 
   Respect for each other.  Without respect for one another, we cannot accom-
plish a thing.  Much to our credit I think, there is a great deal of respect for 
each other…but as anything, we can always use more.  We can, and in some 
cases, should disagree and look at all different sides of an issue…but always 
with respect for the person…the first thing I noticed when I was considering 
joining Camp #458, was that the membership cared and had respect for each 
other.  Sadly that is a rare commodity among organizations such as ours, and I 
was attracted to that…as will be other potential members. 
   Respect our heritage.  We are the literal descendants of Southern heroes.  
You’ve heard it thousands of times before, I know.  How our ancestors, Great, 
Great, Great, Grandfathers and great, great, great, great, uncles not to mention 
cousins and other relation who left their farms and families to defend them 
from invading armies; how they sacrificed years, health, wealth and their lives 
in defense of their country.  All I can say is…I hope we hear it ten thousand 

more times.  I am so proud of my heritage, and I want to be able to share the truth about these Southern patriots.  That 
would be an honor.  That would be respect. 
   Respect our Community/Country.  We are an organization located in a diverse, yet beautiful community.  Most people 
have no idea who or what we are.  They have been taught that the St. Andrews cross of the Battle Flag is a symbol of 
hate and racism.  They don’t know any better.  I don’t blame them.  But I do want to share with them the truth.  How?  
Well, by providing educational opportunities to acquaint them with who we are.  The old saying of “Know what you be-
lieve” is very appropriate.  Let’s show our community that we do NOT PREACH HATE, but heritage.  We are proud of 
who we are.  And you know what, there are hundreds of “Closet Confederates” like myself who likewise respect Con-
federate heritage but similarly never dreamed there was actually an organization out there who shared my beliefs.  We 
just need to let them know we are here, and that we offer a great way to express their respect for their heritage.  We do 
that with offering activities and education to provide opportunities to “learn and do”.  By the way, learning and doing go 
hand in hand.    
   Finally, I looked up the word “privilege”.  One of its closest associations is opportunity.  I mentioned that word before.  
I know our Commander and staff are committed to offering opportunities for each of us to participate in protecting our 
Southern heritage and preserving our traditions.  It’s an exciting time to be a part of Col. Isaac W. Smith Camp #458!  I 
hope we all feel privileged to be a part of a great organization as much as I do.  Thank you!  Dan Burch -- Lt. Cmdr. 

Lieutenant Commander’s ColumnLieutenant Commander’s Column  

      Bettie is starting a local chapter of the Order of Confederate Rose!  The OCR is an Bettie is starting a local chapter of the Order of Confederate Rose!  The OCR is an 
independent support group to the SCV and local camps thereof, governed by its own independent support group to the SCV and local camps thereof, governed by its own 
bylaws and standing rules.  The OCR is nonprofit, nonracial, nonpolitical and non-bylaws and standing rules.  The OCR is nonprofit, nonracial, nonpolitical and non-
sectarian. The OCR assists the SCV with their historical, educational, benevolent sectarian. The OCR assists the SCV with their historical, educational, benevolent 
and social functions. Special emphasis is placed on the preservation of Confederate and social functions. Special emphasis is placed on the preservation of Confederate 
symbols.  As there are few rules and restrictions to stifle the creativity of its mem-symbols.  As there are few rules and restrictions to stifle the creativity of its mem-

bers, each OCR Chapter is free to focus on the activities important bers, each OCR Chapter is free to focus on the activities important 
to its local SCV Camp along with supporting their efforts on the state and national to its local SCV Camp along with supporting their efforts on the state and national 
levels.  You do not need a relative in the SCV, nor an ancestor in the CSA.  All you levels.  You do not need a relative in the SCV, nor an ancestor in the CSA.  All you 
need is a desire to support our Confederate Heritage, and to be at least 12 years of need is a desire to support our Confederate Heritage, and to be at least 12 years of 
age!  All spouses of current Camp members, all Camp Associate Members, and the age!  All spouses of current Camp members, all Camp Associate Members, and the 
families and children of all regular members and associate members should join!  families and children of all regular members and associate members should join!  
Please contact Bettie at kahlles@aol.com or 360Please contact Bettie at kahlles@aol.com or 360--687687--3330 for more info!3330 for more info!  

Local “Order of Confederate Rose” Chapter Being Formed!Local “Order of Confederate Rose” Chapter Being Formed!  

Camp Lt. Commander Dan Burch 
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Adjutant’s AdditionAdjutant’s Addition   

Compatriots: 
   Another year has passed so fast.  Summer finally arrived and our schedule is going to be 
full.  We have a lot of activities ahead and if we all pull together, this Camp will see much 
success.  I want to thank the outgoing officers for all the work they did...And for the work 
they will continue to do.  I am looking ahead and anticipating working with the newly elected 
officers.  We need to get motivated for all we hope and will accomplish.  Let's not forget to 
invite folks to our meetings and let them see first hand what we are about.  Keep in touch with 
our fellow members and make sure that the entire Camp turns out. 
   We have done well this last year.  I am proud of the Camp.  I hesitate to use the "end" word.  
I would like all of us to address "The Beginning" of the year ahead.  Beginning: Commence, 
start.  We are beginning to go down a new path, we are starting a new way of doing business.  
We shall begin this new year with more energy, more involvement, more accomplishments 
than ever before.  This Camp is buzzing as it never has before.  I have missed some time with 
the Camp but I sincerely feel the spirit of this new beginning.  Members are getting involved, 

members are giving great input.  We will make this year the BEST year ever in the history of SCV Camp 458.  We, all 
of us individually and collectively, are going to make this Camp grow and be recognized across the country. 
   We feel pride in our ancestors, our Camp, The Cause, and we are proud of each other and what each individual means 
in our endeavors.  We must support all things within our Cause, don't forget to support each other.  Communicate those 
thoughts and ideas that you have.  One small thought can lead to many great things. 
   We have much hard work ahead, there are many committees to be involved in.  If you haven't volunteered for a com-
mittee, step up.  We need you.  If you are already on a committee and can take on more, find another committee!  Know 
that you'll be welcomed and appreciated. 
   Dues are due!  Please attempt to be prompt in payment.  National dues are $30.00, Camp dues are $25.00.  Please send 
your dues directly to me for "Proper Recording":  Glen Edens - P.O. Box 222 - Condon, OR 97823.  In this beginning 
we need to follow "established procedure."  I will record the dues you send, the day I receive them and they WILL be 
sent out to the Treasurer that same day.  I guarantee it!  I thank you for your attention to this important matter! 
   A very special THANKS to Gary Johnson for accepting the Commander's appointment for Chaplain.  We all appreci-
ate Gary and will support him in this very important position!  See you at the next meeting, 
   Glen L. Edens -- Adjutant 

Letter to the Editor:  Letter to the Editor:  Sons of Union Veterans of the Civil WarSons of Union Veterans of the Civil War  

   On Saturday May 30 2009 Brother Brent Jacobs, one hundred and forty four years after the end 
of the War of Rebellion, and in the spirit of reconciliation and respect attended the dedication of 
the new, replacement statue at the GAR Cemetery in Portland.  The members of the Col. Edward 
D. Baker Camp #6, Sons of Union Veterans of the Civil War had worked for over a year to re-
place damaged or missing grave markers and secured a grant from the state to replace the stolen 
statue.  Brother Jacobs was there representing the Sons of Confederate Veterans in the spirit of 
friendship and support.  His reward for his efforts was the same sort of attitude and treatment vis-
ited upon his descendents by my ancestors, one of distain and exclusion.  It’s too bad there a 
those who haven’t figured it out yet that you can’t change history but if you don’t learn from it, 
your doomed to repeat it.  
   One does not invite someone into their home and then treat them as shabbily as Brent was 

treated by my so called brothers of Camp Baker.  These are not the only SUVCW members in Oregon, nor the only 
Camp.  I and members of the Cpl. Louis Renninger Camp #1, SUVCW were unable to attend the dedication ceremony 
because we were conducting a Memorial Day ceremony at Fir Grove Cemetery in Cottage Grove.  It is with great disap-
pointment and embarrassment to learn of the treatment of my Confederate Brother by my so called Union Brothers.  
Their attitude and demeanor was petty, mean spirited and totally uncalled for.  I will not apologize for Baker Camp, but I 
will assure Brother Jacobs that not all SUVCW members have such a crass and small minded attitude towards their Con-
federate Brothers.   
   Brother Jacobs, thank you for your kindness and respect.  There are those of us in the SUVCW which are grateful for 
your attitude and will continue to return that respect in kind.    
 

   Harold J. Slavik, Jr., Commander - Cpl. Louis Renninger SUVCW Camp #1 - Springfield, Oregon 

Associate Harold Slavik 

Camp Adjutant Glen Edens 
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Camp 458 NewsCamp 458 News  
��� �  In Memoriam - Long-time friend of the Oregon SCV, Russell Darden, passed away re-
cently.  Russell served in many capacities over the years including Camp 1471 Commander 
and Commander of the Army of Northern Virginia.  Russell had travelled to Oregon many 
times as his daughter lives in Hillsboro, and he would always stop by Camp meetings, start-
ing way back when many of us were still in the Salem Camp, years before Camp 458 was 
formed.  Russell was a life member of the SCV and had joined in 1952 when he was 18 years 
old.  He was also one of the primary caretakers of the last Confederate widow, Mrs. Alberta 
Martin, and a charter member of the Point Lookout Descendants Association.  He is now bur-
ied in the Riverside Cemetery in Courtland, Virginia.   
 

��� �  New Media Features - The Camp Newsletter has been expanded from 12-pages to 16-
pages!  We’ve been having more and more new things to add that we had been reducing the 
size of things like Camp News and had eliminated some member favorites such as the 
monthly Featured Flag article and Southern’ Cookin’ column.  They’ll be back, along with 
some other great new regular features!  There are also some new features on the Camp website such as photo slideshows 
and pictures on our “Virtual Camp Archives”, and more will be added soon.  Please send Brent your thoughts, com-
ments, photos, etc.  In addition, Camp 458 is now represented on MySpace, FaceBook, and Twitter.  These might seem 
juvenile to some, but these are respectful representations of our Camp in an arena geared towards younger folks.   

 

��� �  Camp Executive Committee Meeting - The first priority of the newly 
elected Camp Commander was to call a meeting of all the elected officers 
together to map out the next year’s goals.  In addition, the officers saw it as 
their sworn duty to create a vision for the Camp with long-term goals that 
would extend well beyond the end of their terms in office.  The meeting was 
held in The Dalles at Cousin’s Country Inn & Restaurant as it was approxi-
mately half-way to Condon, where Glen lives.  It was attended by Com-
mander Jacobs, Lt. Commander Burch, Adjutant Edens, and Secretary Taylor.  
On the agenda were the forming of a camp Mission-Statement, the creation of 
a Camp motto, discussion on Committees to keep or create, and how best to 
move the Camp forward, get even more active, encourage even more partici-
pation, as well as grow our numbers.  There are many new and exciting 
changes in the works, all of which are aimed at giving the members a bigger 

stake in the Camp so that they feel a sense of ownership and pride!  Some of the more noticeable changes are a return to 
history and heritage, the changing of the monthly meeting format, a new guest-speaker initiative, an awards and incen-
tives program, more educational programs and opportunities, many more Confederate events and formal functions, and 
more fun social activities for the members and our families! 

 

��� �  First-Ever Camp Confederate Trivia Bee - What a blast!  Thanks 
for a really great idea and for hosting a really great time, Dan!  In lieu of 
a speaker, the Camp had its first Confederate Trivia Bee .  It was con-
ducted much like a spelling bee, only with Confederate history ques-
tions.  Dan is obviously on a different plane when it come to Confeder-
ate knowledge because his self-proclaimed “ridiculously easy” questions 
were really quite difficult!  In the end, Norm received 3rd-Place, Bryan 
came away with 2nd-Place, and Gary won the top spot with 1st Place!  
All three were awarded a nifty certificate, and 2nd -Place also received a 
$5.00 Subway card,  and 1st-Place also received a $10 gift certificate to 
Powell’s books!  We’ll have to do this again!   

 

��� �  Next Camp Meeting: August 8th - The next Camp meeting will be 
held at The Bomber in Milwaukie at 11:00am on Saturday, August 8th.  
Compatriot Harold Slavik, who was unable to give his presentation on 
Masons in the “Civil War” in June will be our guest speaker.  Brent will be fresh back from the SCV Reunion in Hot 
Springs and will give a detailed report, complete with photos, souvenirs, and wild stories!  This will be the final monthly 
Camp meeting prior to our August 21-23 Confederate gravestone dedication and veteran memorial service in Prairie 
City, and we’ll have to make most of our final preparations during the business session.  This will be a rock-solid meet-
ing, with reports, updates on member activities, preparations for Camp events, educational programs and more! 

Compatriot Russell Darden 

(L to R) Norm Ernst, Bryan Jacobs, Gary Johnson 

Cousin’s Restaurant in The Dalles 
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(continued from page-1) -- several feet from where they 
were  originally placed, as they were installed near the 
bottom of a fairly large slope.  It was then decided that 
we should continue clearing enough of the dirt so that 
we could uncover all of the original bases.  In doing so, 
another Whitfield family member was discovered! 
   There are now five Whitfield’s known to be buried 
there.  Three grave stones in a line in the Whitfield fam-
ily plot, and then a few feet in front of them on the right 
side of the plot was a newer Whitfield grave of a Korean 
War veteran, presumably a grandson.  In the line of 
Whitfield’s, Capt. Nathan Bryan Whitfield lies on the 
right, his wife Medora Whitfield is in the center, and a 
young daughter lies buried on the left.  We discovered 
that the oldest daughter, Medora A. Whitfield named 
after her mother, was buried directly in front of her 
mother, and her 
marker lies only a 
foot or so in front of 

her.  The newly located daughter’s grave was about five-inches below the surface, 
and peeled off of the grave stone like an old carpet, leaving a negative imprint on the 
underside of the removed piece of sod.  That’s a pretty bad drainage issue with about 
an inch of silt and dirt built-up each decade, and completely covering over some 
graves and pushing others several feet away entirely off of their concrete bases!   
   In the end, with the limited manpower and tools on hand, and the rain, we decided 
that the best option for now was to just make all of the markers visible and clean.  
What needs to happen now is another trip out to the cemetery with the right equip-
ment to place the loose markers in concrete, back in their original locations and in a 
nice straight line.  The cemetery has already OK’d this.   
   While out at the cemetery, a nice lady named Kate Follen who happens to be on the 
cemetery board along with her sister Mary, stopped by to chat with us.  She was very 
happy to see someone out at the cemetery cleaning.  The cemetery is completely non-
profit, has no employees or money, and relies solely on volunteers for maintenance 
and upkeep.  Kate advised us that it would be perfectly all right for us to dig up and 
move the markers as we saw fit, as well as to place the markers in concrete.  In addi-
tion, Kate mentioned that she would like to try and put together a class or workshop 

someday about how 
best to clean old 
grave markers and 
how to set them in concrete.  The light-bulbs went off 
in Brent and Dan’s heads as we either know how to do 
everything in that regard, or know someone who does.  
This is a terrific opportunity for our Camp to get some 
great positive exposure, make new friends, help out our 
community, and advertise our cause. 
   We need to not only follow through with the job we 
started with the Whitfield’s graves, but absolutely need 
to follow through with the cemetery workshop idea.  
It’s too great to pass up!  Anyone who wishes to be 
involved, help teach, or knows someone or some re-
sources that would be helpful in this endeavor should 
contact Brent at their earliest convenience.  Nathan 
Bryan Whitfield was born in Lenoir County, North  

Confederates Remembered:Confederates Remembered:    Nathan B. Whitfield & James M. Frazer   Nathan B. Whitfield & James M. Frazer         by Brent Jacobsby Brent Jacobs  

Grave of Capt. Whitfield prior to cleaning. 

Newly found grave of Capt. Whitfield’s oldest daughter, Medora. 

Compatriot Zane Jacobs 
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Carolina, April 7, 1835.  His parents and family moved, with all 
of their possessions and slaves, to Marengo County, Alabama, 
the same year.  He graduated from the University of North Caro-
lina with a degree in Engineering.  Nathan met and married his 
wife, Medora Shackelford, back in Marengo County, May 10, 
1862.  When the War started, Nathan volunteered for service 
with his home state, joining the 2nd North Carolina Infantry 
serving as a Corporal, later becoming Captain of a Company.   
   The 2nd Infantry Regiment of North Carolina State Troops 
was assembled at Garysburg, North Carolina, in May, 1861, 
with slightly more than 1,300 men.  Its companies were re-
cruited in New Hanover, Wilson, Surry, Carteret, Duplin, Guil-
ford, Sampson, Craven, Jones, and Pamlico counties.  After serving in the Department of North Carolina the unit moved 
to Virginia where it was assigned to G.B. Anderson's, Ramseur's, and Cox's Brigade.  It took an active part in the diffi-
cult campaigns of the army from the Seven Days' Battles to Cold Harbor, fought with Early in the Shenandoah Valley, 
and ended the war at Appomattox.  The regiment sustained 116 casualties during the Seven Days' Battles, 50 at Sharps-
burg, 21 at Fredericksburg, and 214 at Chancellorsville.  Of the 243 engaged at Gettysburg, twenty-five percent were 
disabled, and there were 2 killed and 2 wounded at Bristoe.  Only 6 officers and 48 men surrendered. 
   In November of 1868 Whitfield moved to Fresno, California and then to Portland, Oregon.  He continued working as 
an engineer and surveyor, and surveyed the Thule Lands in Alaska.  He died in 1914 in California. 
   The other Confederate veteran in the cemetery (photo above) is James Monroe Frazer.  He was born in born September 
1, 1828, in Stanford, Lincoln County, Kentucky.  The 1860 census shows that he and his wife, Mary, were living in 

Bollinger County, Missouri, and had four young chil-
dren.  James’ brother, John Leavel Whitfield, was liv-
ing in Texas at that time, and when the War started 
James and John both joined the 9th Regiment Texas 
Infantry.  John later transferred to Willis’ Battalion/
Waul’s Texas Legion and fought under Gen. Nathan 
Bedford Forrest.  James joined up with Granbury’s 
brigade and also fought in the Army of Tennessee.  At 
this time it is unknown when James moved to Oregon, 
or what his profession was.  He died October 17, 
1891, in Portland. 
   A big thanks goes out to Bryan, Dan, and Zane!  
Bryan for bringing the tools and a lot of the muscle, 
Dan for eagerly helping out in any way possible, and 
Zane for digging right in and getting dirty!   
   Thank you all, we’ll do it all again real soon when 
we finish the great job we started! 

Grave of Confederate veteran James Monroe Frazer.  He is buried with his wife and daughter. 

The few, the proud:  Bryan Jacobs, Brent Jacobs and Dan Burch. 

Close-up of the Frazer grave marker showing James’ inscription 
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   The positions of Chaplain and Treasurer have been filled!  Past Commander 
Gary Johnson has graciously stepped forward to fill the vital position of Camp 
Chaplain, and Past Adjutant Bryan Jacobs has been appointed to fill the vacant 
Treasurer post.  Look for some changes in these areas, especially with the Chap-
laincy.  Gary will be working with Commander Jacobs to enact new programs 
and procedures for honoring the Confederate veterans in Oregon and our own 
Confederate ancestors, ministering to our when needed, keeping track of  mem-
bers and their families who may be ill or in the hospital, etc.  He will be the point-
man for our Camp to arrange what support and aid might be needed. 
   Our Camp has had a few committees over the years, and look for some positive 
changes here, too.  Some of these committees will remain the same.   
   The By-laws Committee will be retained as it was; they are currently reviewing 
Sections 2-4.  This committee is headed by Glen, and also consists of Dan, Brent, 
and David Spigolon.   
   The Social/Entertainment Committee is also still active and is chaired by Erik 
Ernst.  Since we have officially dispensed with “committees of one”, we can look 
for him to add members to the committee in the coming weeks.   
   We will also be reinvigorating both the Graves Registration Committee and the Long-Term Planning Committee of 
which Brent is the chair of both, and counts Glen and Dan members of. 
   New committees are the Awards Committee which Dan chairs and consists of Brent, Glen and Bryan, the Programs 

Committee which Dan now chairs and will be filling with eager members soon, and 
the Jefferson Davis Park Committee that Jay Willis was volunteered for and now 
counts Gary and J.R. as members, though they may not be aware of it yet! 
   Committees that we are currently needing to form are a Fund-Raising Committee, a 
Recruiting Committee, and a Public Relations Committee.  We need fresh blood and 
new ideas for gaining new members, advertising our Camp, our Cause and our pro-
jects, as well as establishing ties with the local media and other organizations, and we 
have got to find methods of generating income on a regular basis.  Your handful of 
officers are busily working on many of these committees and projects, please join us 
in making all of these worthy goals realities, and living the Charge to the fullest! 
   Committees are the links in the chain that make this whole thing work.  Some com-
mittees will be formed simply for the preparations for a single event, and others will 
be established that will run the life of this Camp.  Either way, if you’re not on one 
that exists or that needs to be formed, please contact Commander Jacobs ASAP.  You 
can also start your own committee or Camp project!  Committees are the number-one 
way for us to get involved and build those links in the chain that is our Camp! 

Camp Officers Appointed & New Committees CreatedCamp Officers Appointed & New Committees Created  

Prairie City RoadPrairie City Road--Trip/Confederate Memorial Service! Trip/Confederate Memorial Service!   
We now have FIVE Confederate veterans to honor in the Prairie City Cemetery (and possibly up to seven in 
the county)!  We have an awesome program lined up with guest speakers, local singers, a rifle squad, lady in 
mourning, a proclamation from the local Mayor, a wreath & flower ceremony, a bugler, and much more!  
Please consider being a part of this awesome experience!  We will be traveling out to the Prairie City/John 
Day area to honor these men on Friday, August 21, and return on Sunday, August 23.  A dozen members have 
already signed up, this is going to be a blast!  It is a rare chance to honor some very deserving veterans a long 
way from Oregon’s population centers, and will be an incredible weekend of fun and fellowship!  Remember 
how awesome the Wingville trip was in 
2006?  Please join with us on this Confeder-
ate road-trip!  Contact Lt. Commander Dan 
Burch to sign up ASAP!  We need all the 
help we can get; each person that goes re-
duces the per-person costs of everyone else!  
Prairie City or Bust! 

New Camp Treasurer Bryan Jacobs 

New Camp Chaplain Gary Johnson 
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Book Report:Book Report:  The Life & Campaigns of Stonewall Jackson    The Life & Campaigns of Stonewall Jackson    Submitted by J.R.Submitted by J.R.——Vancouver, WAVancouver, WA  

Upcoming Events for Camp 458Upcoming Events for Camp 458  

July 22-25 - National SCV Reunion (Hot Springs, Arkansas) 
— 
August 8 - Meeting (Wings of Freedom Hall at The Bomber in Milwaukie) 
August 6 - Camp Social Event (Portland Timbers vs. Vancouver Whitecaps at PGE Park) 
August 21-22 - CSA Gravestones Dedication (Prairie City, OR) 
— 
September 5 - Meeting (Wings of Freedom Hall at The Bomber in Milwaukie) 
September 11-13 - Visit from ATM Cmdr. Todd Owens & ATM Field Rep. Curt Tipton 
September 19 - Camp Social Event (Oktoberfest at Mt. Angel) 
September 26-27 - Recruiting Event (“Civil War” Re-enactment at McIver State Park) 
— 
October 3 - Meeting (Wings of Freedom Hall at The Bomber in Milwaukie) 
October 16-18 - Recruiting Event (Collectors West Gun Show, Portland Expo Center) 
— 
November 7 - Meeting (Wings of Freedom Hall at The Bomber in Milwaukie) 
— 
December 5 - Meeting (Wings of Freedom Hall at The Bomber in Milwaukie) 
December 19 - Camp Christmas Party (Details TBD) 

“The Life and Campaigns of Lt-General Thomas J. (Stonewall) Jackson” 
By Professor R.L. Dabney D.D. 
Richmond Virginia 1866 
(Part #5 - Secession!) 
 

   In Chapter-five the author, R.L. Dabney, devotes 51 pages to the politics of secession.  Jack-
son's politics are described as “a states rights Democrat of the straightest sect”.  As a twenty-
first century reader I can not help but notice the liberal big government philosophy of the nine-
teenth century Republican as contrasted with the conservative limited government philosophy 
of the nineteenth century Democrat.  Much has changed in 150 years!     
   Dabney is quick to assert that the British Colonies emerged from the Revolutionary War as 
distinct and sovereign nations recognized by all the European powers.  The American people created the States and the 
States created as a servant unto itself a central government.  The thirteen independent nations would enter into a confed-
eracy.  The new confederation would draft articles of Confederation and would engage in interstate commerce very 
much similar to what we now call the European Union.  Each American state would retain it's sovereignty, share the bur-
den of defense and develop interstate commerce to the benefit of all.   
   In order to form a more perfect Union, the Sates retained all powers except for that which they specifically gave to the 
newly established Federal Government.  To insure the new Federal Government would always remain free of tyranny a 
separation of powers was established.  Then, to insure larger states would not impose their will on smaller states a Senate 
with two votes per state would be counterbalanced with a House of Representatives.  The number of Representatives in 
the House would be based upon the population of each State.  And to insure the rights of “we the people“ a Bill of Rights 
was created.  Years of debate followed and those states reluctant to join the Federal Government did so only after a Bill 
of Rights was added to the Constitution.  The first block of ten amendments was ratified December 15, 1791 and to this 
day remains our Bill of Rights.   
   The Tenth Amendment reads as follows: “The powers not delegated to the United States by the Constitution, nor pro-
hibited by it to the States, are reserved to the States respectively, or to the people“.   
   Our deceleration of Independence begins “ When in the course of human events it becomes necessary for one people to 
dissolve the political bands which have connected them with another...”  It goes on to say that “Governments derive their 
just powers by the consent of the Governed“.  Our Declaration further states that “ When ever any form of government 
becomes destructive of these ends it is the right of the people to abolish it and to institute new government“.   
   When President Lincoln raised 75,000 troops to invade the South, all the principles our founding fathers used in fram-
ing our Declaration of Independence, Articles of Confederation and the US Constitution had been violated.  Is it any 
wonder that men sired of these same founding fathers would take up arms and defend their homes, farms, cities and 
states?  While I found it impossible to describe all of the discourse set out in 51 pages in Chapter-five, describing the 
Southern secession, I have tried to consolidate the spirit of the Southern people as described by R.L. Dabney as he began 
this work in 1863.  Having said this, we all know that history is written by the victors of war.  It therefore should be no 
surprise that we find the above stated sentiment in glaring absence as we read American history in the 21st century. 



   At the corner of Bancroft and F Street in Old Bellingham Washington stands a house.  It 
was built by a young Army Captain George E. Pickett for his young Indian bride.  Built in 
1856, it was a simple two story house in which the main section measured only 15 feet by 
25 feet.  The first floor was composed of two bedrooms, beside the main room and the sec-
ond floor contained two more bedrooms, reached by ladder.  It was heated by a fireplace 
and on the west side was a lean to section which contained the kitchen and dining room.  A 
sign placed in front of the “oldest house in Bellingham” reads; “During the Indian war the 
same year [1856] he [Pickett] erected Fort Bellingham to protect to protect the settlers at 
Whatcom.  In this house he and his Indian wife lived.” 
   The story of Captain George Pickett is stuff of romance novels.  Supposedly, the story 
goes Captain Pickett was up at Semiahmoo Bay (now Blaine) one morning.  It was known 
that the young widower had an eye for a pretty lady.  Apparently this morning would be no 
exception.  He was smitten by a lovely maiden who was carting a jug of water. (Aren’t 
lovely maidens always carrying jars of water?)  She was a Haida Indian girl named Sakis 
Tigang, which means “Morning mist.”  They fell in love and married and the Captain built 
the pleasant home for them at the future address of 910 Bancroft.  The Pickett house is a 
historical landmark and maintained by the Daughters of Pioneers organization.  The build-
ing is open for viewing every second Saturday of the month from 1-4 or by appointment. 
   On December 31, 1857, George Pickett’s first son was born in this home.  He named him James Tilton Pickett, for his 
good friend, Major James Tilton.  Pickett’s joy was brief. The young mother never fully recovered from a difficult deliv-
ery.  Captain Pickett summoned his own personal physician for assistance but unfortunately he did not arrive in time and 

his young wife died within weeks.  The child’s Indian grandmother and local women helped 
the Army Captain in raising the boy in his first years, as when Pickett was assigned to San 
Juan Island and faced down the British in the infamous “Pig War.” However with the out-
break of the War Between the States, George Pickett was torn.   
   There was no doubt that his allegiance was to his native Virginia.  When Pickett decided to 
return to the east and secure a commission in the Confederate States Army, he was both 
pressed for time and concerned that his four year old, mixed blood toddler would not be ac-
cepted in “old Virginia Society.” To us, this would be unthinkable to leave one’s child, but it 
was not unheard of in Nineteenth Century America.  With the help of his friend, Major Tilton, 
Little “Jimmy” was placed with Isaac and Catherine Collins, a childless couple in Olympia. 
His son’s welfare assured, Pickett left for Virginia, and the future Confederate General would 
never see his little boy again.  
   There is some evidence that Jimmy’s grandmother was also involved in the boy’s rearing.  
Before he left, George Picket gave his son his U.S. Army commission, a family Bible, a letter 
about his mother and a lock of his baby hair.  His grandmother placed these items in a red 
leather chest along with his baby clothes, so “he would know who his father was.  This red 

chest was owned by Morning Mist, having brought it from “Russian America.” It was a 
typical Chinese tea Chest brought to the north coast by Russian traders.  This trunk or 
chest now resides in the Washington Capitol Museum in Olympia. 
   Young Jimmie Pickett was said to have been a painfully shy child, often hiding in his 
room when the Collins’ entertained friends.  He had few friends, and buried himself in 
art, which became his main interests. 
   George Pickett deeply cared for his son.  He kept in contact with Jimmie through let-
ters and supported financially until his death in 1875.  After George Pickett’s death, his 
stepmother, LaSalle Corbell Pickett continued to support Jimmie financially, and corre-
sponding with him, even sending him his father’s cavalry saber. 
   The family felt his talent should be developed, savings funds to send him to Union 
Academy in Olympia, in the fall of 1876 when Jimmie was nineteen.  He was a good 
student.  His artistic work indicated obvious talent, especially with nature subjects such 
as birds, mountain and seascapes.  His instructors soon put him to work giving regular 
instruction in design to younger pupils in the academy. 
    Latter, Pickett attended an art school in California and during these art school days, 
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James Tilton Pickett: Rarest of Geniuses and Son of a General  

James Pickett, age 18 

Jimmie, age 3 

James Pickett, age 20 
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his half brother, George E. Pickett, Jr., came west to visit him.  No one knows 
what transpired but apparently there was some words exchanged about 
Jimmie’s Indian blood which he never forgave Young George.  There is no 
record of any further meeting between the two young men. 
   Although there was never any invitation given to join his Virginia family, in 
later years LaSalle Pickett was so impressed with her stepson’s art ability, she 
offered to bring him east for additional formal art training, which Jimmie de-
clined.  It is interesting to note that in a book written in 1908, nineteen years 
after James T. Pickett’s death, by LaSalle Pickett that her stepson was pre-
sented as being a “gift” from a grateful Indian chief to George Pickett.  This 
may have been what George had told her or her way of dealing with the pros-
pect of a half breed stepson.  Also the marriage of Morning Mist and the birth 
of James “Jimmie” Pickett seem carefully omitted from many biographies and 
linage charts of the Pickett family. 
   Finishing his art studies, Jimmie took a position as an artist for the Seattle Post-Intelligencer and later with the Portland 

Oregonian, as both artist and occasional reporter.  Some of his drawings 
appeared in advertising copy.  Additionally he painted seafaring scenes, 
landscapes, and portraits.  Indeed, Jimmie Pickett became quite the art-
ist.  Several of his paintings may be found today in the museums of 
Washington. 
   Jimmie never married and all records indicate that he had few friends. 
He was said to feel keenly society’s stigma of his mixed blood parent-
age.  At the same time he was recognized among his art peers as being 
an exceptional artist.  In adulthood, he became a brooding artist, regard-
ing his painting as “his children.” 
   By the summer of 1889, Jimmie was a sick young man.  He was liv-
ing in a boarding house kept by a Mrs. Jones.  By August, he was sick 
with a combination of TB, then known as consumption and typhoid.  
Still he worked on his last painting with a fanatical zeal.  He said it 
would be his masterpiece.  It was the painting of a shipwreck, probably 

the S. S. Alaskan wrecked off the Alaskan coast.  Most 
of the crew was lost, and when the survivors were 
brought into Portland, they went to the Jones boarding 
house.  Here they told their stories to Jimmie as he 
painted.  Before he died, he completed the picture, and 
had it brought to his bedside, along with his father’s 
sword.  There…on August 28, 1889, thirty one year old 
James Tilton Pickett died.  His shipwreck picture was 
sold for the almost unheard of sum of $600 for a Local 
painting, to pay for board and funeral expenses.  The 

sword has never been found. 
   For a relative unknown, in an 
area far removed from the ac-
cepted center of the arts, James 
Tilton Pickett left his mark as 
an artist in the Northwest.  Sev-
eral days after his death, the painter was remembered in eulogy by David Wexler in the Portland 
Oregonian.  Running almost a full newspaper column, Wexler summed up the feelings of many 
when he wrote: 
 

      James Pickett will ever live in the memory of those who knew 
      Him best as one of the truest, purest, manliest of men, as well 
      As one of the rarest geniuses this Northwest as ever produced. 
 

   Young Pickett is buried in River View Cemetery in Portland, not far from the Chapel near a 
spot it is said he visited often to paint pictures of Mt. Hood, Mt. St. Helens, and sunsets over the 
Columbia and Willamette Rivers. 

Charcoal "death portrait" of Edna Mae Young by 
James Pickett, 1885 

Oil painting of Mount Rainier by James Pickett in the 
Whatcom Museum of History and Art, Bellingham, WA 

James Pickett’s grave 

Sketch of Mt. Rainier, 1881 



   Last month (June), I went to L.A. for partly business, but mostly to 
hang with my youngest daughter, Sarah and have some fun.  And fun we 
had!  And I might add, after a day of touring studios, checking out some 
of the coolest record/CD and book stores, (my favorite thing to do), I 
wore my “movie star” daughter out.  No, my daughter is not a movie 
“star”…yet, but she does work in the industry and can be seen in several 
TV shows, the most recent was the pilot for “Glee”.  Oops, sorry, a proud 
daddy started gushing…enough about that.  I want to tell you about 
something really important I found. 
   While we were out walking about Hollywood Forever cemetery, across 
from Paramount Studios, among the final resting places of Tyrone Power, 
Douglas Fairbanks, both senior and junior, Mel “That’s all folks!” Blanc 
and Cecil B. DeMille, was a tall rock monument that stood a bit out of 
place frankly with the ornate, overdone monuments of past Hollywood 
stars.  It serves its purpose, for it catches the eye.  I was very surprised 
and excited when I walked over with my daughter and read the green 
with age plaque; 
 

In Memory of the Soldiers of the Confederate States Army  
Who have died or may died on the Pacific Coast 

Erected by the 

Confederate Monument Association 
Lord God of Hosts be with us yet. 

Lest we forget-lest we forget! 
1861-1865 

 

     At the base of this monument was placed a small Battle flag, and surrounding it were several flat markers, declaring 
that a platoon of Confederate veterans lay at rest here.  How motivating this was for me.  That here, in the middle of Hol-
lywood, in one of the most liberal sections of our country was a proud monument to our Confederate ancestors, and not 
only that, but a small Battle Flag, stood guard over the graves of dozens of veterans in one of the busiest cemeteries in 
California.  A small Battle Flag, undisturbed by the hundreds of 
tourists daily, who drudge up and down this sacred place, (including 
yours truly) to find a grave of a famous star, in my case, Mr. De-
Mille. 
   I found this monument very encouraging.  I hope you do too.  We 
can be proud of our Southern heritage and of our Southern history.  
Our sisters and brothers in Hollywood were certainly proud of theirs.  
Here, not far from the main entrance, this monument stands witness 
to the sacrifice and valor of our ancestors among the rich and fa-
mous…true heroes among the celluloid ones. 
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Confederate Heroes Among Hollywood Stars                              Confederate Heroes Among Hollywood Stars                              Contributed by Dan BurchContributed by Dan Burch  

Camp Compatriots to Attend National SCV Reunion!Camp Compatriots to Attend National SCV Reunion!  
   Norm, Erik, & Karl Ernst and Brent Jacobs will be riding together to the 
2009 National SCV Reunion being held at the historic Arlington Hotel in Hot 
Springs, Arkansas!  The 3-day road-trip to Hot Springs ought to be a grand 
adventure in itself, and they will make sure to send lots of photos and e-mails 
from the road, as well as put together a big slideshow on their return.  Many 
of our Camp’s friends and supporters will be there like Ed Funchess, Todd 
Owens, Chuck Rand, Chuck McMichael, and others we have yet to meet! 
   Afterwards, The Ernst family will continue on to Texas to see family in 
Victoria, as well as attend a family reunion in Dickinson (near Houston).  
They will also be seeing some other relatives in Arkansas and Mississippi, 
and are expecting to drive more than 6,000 miles on their trip!  Commander 
Jacobs is going to fly home to Portland after the Reunion.   
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   Dan and I had the brilliant idea of going around the Portland area and trying out the so-called and self-proclaimed 
“Southern” restaurants, or at least the restaurants advertising “Southern” fare.   Somewhat surprisingly, there are actually 
quite a few to choose from in Portland, Oregon.  So, every month Dan and I (and others who wish to join us in critiquing 
these Southern food establishments) will visit one of these fine purveyors of Southern deliciousness and offer a fair and 
balanced review of the place.  We will definitely get really specific about the food, and we promise to try a wide variety 
of dishes, but we will also give an overview of the atmosphere, the pricing, and an overall rating.   
  Dan and his wife Brenda met Brent and his son Zane at The Delta Café located at the corner of SE Woodstock and 46th 
for dinner.  The café was unique and clean, but nothing spectacular.  Brenda liked the old-fashioned feel...the colors and 
weird paintings...the music was definitely a bit loud...not really eye catching but a good functioning cafe. 
   And on to the food…  Appetizers consisted of fried okra, hushpuppies, and catfish bites.  Now, as a born and bred 
Texan, I absolutely love okra, and fried okra is one of the top-ten foods on planet earth.  Fried okra also happens to be 
one of Dan’s favorite foods.  Being in Oregon though, it can be hard to come by, so I was super excited...up until I ate 
some.  I hadn’t had any in so long I was not too picky, and it still failed to hit the mark.  The breading was almost non-
existent!  The catfish and the hushpuppies, as well as the okra kind of set the tone for the whole dinner.  Some things 
may have been better than others, but in general everything was really 
bland.  The thought that came to mind was that the food must have 
been meant for the folks at a nursing home since absolutely nothing 
had any zip or even enough salt.  The catfish itself was fantastic and 
well cooked, it was the breading again that was the problem.  It had no 
flavor at all.  The hushpuppies were on the dry side and again...bland.  
Dan didn’t care for them at all.  If there had been something nifty to 
dip them in, like a zippy sauce, they would have been OK.   
   As for the main course, Brenda really liked her pork chops...she did 
NOT like her biscuits and gravy because she, “couldn't taste the bis-
cuits because they were covered with yucky gravy…”  Yep, you 
guessed it...it wasn't country gravy.  It was some kind of funky brown 
gravy!  Heavy demerits on that one, if this happened in Texas I think 
someone would have been either shot or arrested... 
   Dan thought the jambalaya was fairly good.  He ordered spicy, and thought it would have been more so, but it was 
very meaty with plenty of chicken, shrimp and sausage.  The beans and rice were a bit plain, but Tabasco jazzed it up.  
Brenda did not care for the “tater-tot casserole”.  It just, “did not taste right.”   
   Zane ordered the fried chicken, which was really good, very moist and tasty, but was covered in really thick and 
crunchy...stuff.  It had nuts and odd things in the breading.  Kind of funky.  The same can be said about their really odd 
mac-and-cheese.  It was stuck in the oven to heat up and melt, so some of the noodles were crunchy instead of soft, and 
the cheese turned into something other than a dairy product. 
   I had the “special”, which was a moderately priced blackened chicken that came with a side of potato salad that was 
made in-house.  If you like vinegar, and I do, then it was really good.  One of the better things I had.   
   But, no matter how good a meal is (or not) much depends on the service.  The burly jock-type guy that waited on us 
never looked us in the eye and acted impatient.  He offered no refills on the Diet-Rite.  We sure don’t expect much as 
simple-folk, but he barely did the minimum that he had to do.  But everything went out the window when it came time to 
pay.  When asked to split the bill, he very noticeably hesitated...he did not want to have to do any math.  When offered a 
tip...he snapped, “Is that for me?”  And then never even acknowledged with a simple thank-you.  Very poor.  You can 
have the best food and a beautiful restaurant, but poor service and the whole experience will be ruined.   
   On top of that, it was rather “spendy”, to use the common vernacular.  Even if the meal had been better, it still would 
not have been worth the money.  Overall, the food was middle-of-the-road, with some serious disappointments, a couple 
of Southern sins committed, and terrible service.  Though Dan and Brenda were pretty nice with their review, all in all 
none of us would recommend it to anyone.  Bottom line:  Save your money!  The Delta Café is more for the trendy 
“hipster” PBR-drinking crowd, namely those who are not from or who have never even been to the South!!! 

“Southern” Restaurant Review: “Southern” Restaurant Review:   Delta Café       Delta Café         Reviewed by Compatriots Dan Burch & Brent JacobsReviewed by Compatriots Dan Burch & Brent Jacobs  



   Ok, this month’s story for Post the Colors is one I found while perusing old newspapers.  That’s how I get a good deal 
of my stories.  Well, I came across an article entitled, “A Strange Flag Story,” and after reading it, I tend to agree that it 
is aptly titled.  To fully appreciate this story, imagine if you will, (with apology to Rod Sterling), a formal dinner setting 
with guests seating around a table with find dinnerware and crystal glasses.  In fact, let’s throw in a chandelier for emi-
nence sake.  They are a well dressed and well mannered lot more money than sense.  It is the turn of the 20th Century 
and an old gentleman is entertaining his guests with stories of far off exotic places, which few have even heard of and 
still fewer will visit…. 
 

This article was first published by the “Washington Star,” and reprinted by the “Fort Wayne Sentinel,” May 11, 1901.  
P.2 Col. 4-5 
 

A STRANGE FLAG STORY 
A Confederate Ensign is found among the Natives of the Samoan Islands 
 

   Soon after Judge Chambers, who is now a member of the Spanish War Claims Commission, was sent to Samoa by 
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Post The Colors: Post The Colors:   A Strange Flag Story                                      A Strange Flag Story                                        by Color Sergeant Dan Burchby Color Sergeant Dan Burch  

Local Hero:  Local Hero:  Marine Corporal Matthew Lembke Marine Corporal Matthew Lembke   

   Matt Lembke may or may not have any Southern ancestry or 
Confederate heritage, but he is a local boy deserving of our ut-
most admiration, respect, and gratitude.   
   Cpl. Matthew Lembke, a Tualatin Marine serving his third 
combat tour, died Friday at Bethesda Naval Hospital from com-
plications from his blast injuries he suffered in Afghanistan. 
   The 22-year-old Marine sniper had been patrolling on foot June 
22 when an IED exploded.  He lost both his legs and sustained 
internal injuries.  Lembke's wounds proved to be catastrophic.  
Doctors began performing surgery every other day to combat in-
fection, which observers say is a common complication because 
of the debris associated with such blast injuries.  He was mostly 
sedated, but at some points, had blinked his eyes and squeezed 
the hands of his mother, father and sister.   
   First Lt. Joseph Cull, his platoon commander, wrote the family 
from Afghanistan.  He had met Lembke last year when Lembke 
was one of 50 Marines to try out for a specialized platoon. He 
was one of seven who passed all examinations, and events, and 
was selected. Cull wrote that he was 100 miles away, at another 
position with a different team; when he received the message that 
Lembke was wounded. 
   "We had been operating for about 4 days straight, and sleep was short at hand for myself, and other Marines in the pla-
toon.  I came back from the radio, with Staff Sergeant Bustamante and we just sat down, silent and very much awake, 
regardless of fatigue.  Soon word spread, our actions where mimicked by others all around, not due to the degree of 
Matt's wounds, but because of the severity of his character, his bond with others and more importantly the profound re-
spect all within our battalion have for your son's professionalism and solid character. 
   "You have 26 sons, who are praying for his recovery every day, regardless of what we do, what hostilities are encoun-
tered in our day he is with us, in our actions and thoughts."   
   Lembke is survived his parents, Claudia and Dale, of Tualatin; and his sister, Carolyn Lembke, of Sherwood.  Services 
will be held on Monday, July 20, and the details can be found at www.marinematt.com.  Please attend if you’re able.   
   Cards, letters and other tokens of our sympathy for Matt’s parents and appreciation of their son’s service to our country 
should be sent to Brent Jacobs at 12800 NE Sandy Blvd. #33 Portland, OR 97230, so that they may be forwarded to 
the family in the same package along with an official letter from our Camp.  Please feel free to seal the cards and letters, 
they will not be read by anyone but the intended recipient. 
   Thank you to all who sent cards and letters to Cpl. Lembke before he passed.  Though he may not have received them 
himself, it can be assumed that his family appreciated the gestures of support and condolence.   
   If  able, please stop by any US Bank branch and donate to the Cpl. Matt Lembke fund.  It is our duty, he has done his. 

Lance Corporal Matt Lembke 
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President Cleveland, he attended one of the great gala festivals and feasts so famous among the natives of these Pacific 
Islands.  The natives come from many miles around the islands.  Most of them reach Apia, where the feasts take place in 
boats.  Sometimes there are over 500 boats, with from two to eighty-four oars each, and containing people enough to fill 
them. 
   The feasts might be called picnics for they are held in open air but instead of pies, pickles, cakes, sandwiches and lem-
onade, the natives kill and roast hundreds of pigs, geese, chickens and other fowls, besides having many varieties of fish.  
The scene is one of the most picturesque to be found in the world.  The occasion is a delightful one to people unaccus-
tomed to it. 
   “All the native chiefs bring flags of some kind when coming to the feasts, and take the greatest care of them,” said 
Judge Chambers in describing a Samoan feast to a group of friends the other day.  “They are fond of any kind of flag.  
Those chiefs who cannot secure the flags of nations use fancy pieces of cloth and tattered garments.  He is a poor and 
unimportant chief who does not own a flag.  Looking out on the beautiful scene in the harbor of Samoa on this gala day 
that I have spoken of I noticed a boat flying a flag that I could not make out.  I took a glass and saw what I thought was a 
Confederate flag.  I could not believe it possible, however, and waited for the boat to come nearer.  Then I saw plainly 
that it was a genuine flag of the Confederacy.  I naturally was great interested, and sent one of my servants to ask the 
chief to come see me. 
   “When he came I began questioning him about the flag, but he would give me 
no information.  He was a man of great features and was apparently a chief of 
consequence in his neighborhood.  I, of course, wanted to get possession of that 
flag, and did not suppose that I would have the least trouble in doing so, par-
ticularly as the natives were fond of exchanging flags and that of the United 
States was a favorite with them, the flag of England being next, and of Germany 
next.   
   “I offered the chief a flag of the United States for his Confederate flag.  He 
said quietly that he could not make the exchange.  I then offered him a new flag 
of England or of Germany.  He refused these also, and I suspected that he was 
trying to drive a shrewd bargain with me.  I next offered him a bolt of cloth 
worth considerable money, and when he refused that I offered him a barrel of 
meat, the most tempting  and costly thing in the mind of a native.  As nothing 
could induce him to make the exchange, I asked him his reasons for refusing. 
   “In reply he said that one day long ago a white man came to his hut.  He supposed the man had come from Apia.  He 
had several bundles in his possession and preserved them with the utmost care.  The stranger, the chief told me, was a 
man of great dignity and of an amiable disposition.  The natives soon came to love him much and took pleasure in pro-
viding him with every delicacy they could obtain.  The chief himself became deeply attached to him and when the white 
man’s health began to fail there was universal regret among the natives.  When the stranger saw that his end was near he 
called the chief to him and directed that one of the bundles in his possession be opened.  Then there was displayed a 
beautiful silken flag, but worn by handling. 
   “’See that flag,’ said the stranger, ‘well, it was the flag of my nation – a great people.  It went down in defeat, but I 
decided that it should never be surrendered.  So I left home, kinsmen and friends and came here with it.  I am going to 
give it to you.  Never let a white man have his hands on it.’ 
   “That was the dying injunction of the stranger and the chief had sworn that the flag should always remain with him.  
He had made his tribe swear to keep it and never part with it; that when he died the succeeding chief should take it and 
bury it where no human being would ever know of its hiding place. 
   “The chief’s story was told in simple but affecting words.  I made many other offers to secure the flag, but he was firm 
to the end and went away that afternoon with the flag in his boat.  I instituted some inquires later and sent several trusted 
natives to the chief’s home to make offers but they were unsuccessful. 
   “When I came back to this country and told the story to some Confederate friends they agreed to take steps to recover 
the flag if possible.  Some years later they began a systematic effort, but the old chief had passed away, the flag had dis-
appeared, and the members of the tribe would give no information as to its whereabouts. 
 

     So there you have it.  A strange flag story indeed.  Is it true?  Who knows?  It’s a story a bit on the “far fetched” side, 
and a bit melodramatic at that, but it is a darn good yarn just the same; the stuff of legends as they say.  And…everyone 
knows that legends have elements of truth in them, so who knows?  Maybe an unreconstructed sailor did come to the 
Samoan Islands after the war…or a Confederate ship made a brief layover giving gifts, one being a Confederate silk flag, 
which frankly, would not have lasted long in the elements as an ensign.  So the strange flag story remains just that…but 
a valuable piece of Confederate folklore just the same that I was happy to share with you. 



 

   In the Winter of 1860-61, shortly after the election of Abraham Lincoln as the 16th President of 
the United States, seven Southern states seceded from the Union and formed the Confederate 
States of America.  On February 8, 1861, the Provisional Confederate Congress met in Montgom-
ery, Alabama for the purpose of choosing their first president. Their unanimous selection was Jef-
ferson Davis, a man who was highly regarded by the North and South alike as a distinguished war 
hero, statesman, and patriot. Later that month, the Congress authorized the leasing of an execu-
tive mansion. An offer came from Colonel Edmund S. Harrison of nearby Prattville, Alabama 
who had recently purchased a newly renovated house in Montgomery. He offered to rent the 
house fully furnished and staffed for the lofty sum of $5,000 per year. 
   The house, built in the 1830's by a well known contractor and owned by a series of prominent 
Montgomerians, served as the first White House of the Confederacy from February, 1861 until 
late May, 1861 when the Confederate Capital was permanently moved to Richmond, Virginia.  
During that time, the White House was the setting for many lavish parties and receptions hosted 
by Mrs. Davis. 
   Following the Civil War, the house passed through the hands of several owners before April of 
1897, when the newly organized United Daughters of the Confederacy proposed that the State of 
Alabama should preserve the house. On July 1, 1900, 27 ladies dedicated to the cause formed the 
White House Association of Alabama and took over the project. During the next 20 years, the 
White House Association worked to raise the funds necessary to purchase the house. Finally in 
1919, Governor Thomas E. Kilby appropriated $25,000 for the purchase and relocation of the 
house. On June 3, 1921, the restored First White House of the Confederacy was reopened in a lav-
ish ceremony in which the White House Association gave the house to the people of the State of 
Alabama. Today, the First White House of the Confederacy is maintained jointly by the White 
House Association and the State of Alabama and is open year-round for public view. 


