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Chaplainõs Corner 

The Other Christmas Story 

The story of Christmas has been told and retold, taught and taught again. A mountain of books have been written and 

thousands of sermons have been spoken about that first Christmas so long ago. We sing songs about peace on earth 

and joy to the world. And we love to hear about Mary, Joseph, and the birth of the Christ Child in Bethlehem. But, 

there is the other Christmas story, a story that is often overlooked. 

When Christ was born in Bethlehem, the Bible tells us that an angel was sent to announce His long awaited arrival. 

(Lk. 2: 10, 11) It is important for us to notice that when the angel came, he did not come to the priests serving in the 

great Temple of God in Jerusalem. Nor did he come to the Rabbis who taught people about the coming Messiah, or to 

the Scribes who knew so much about the prophecies concerning the Messiah. The angel did not come to the very 

religious Pharisees or Sadducees, or make his announcement to the Sanhedrin, the judges of Israel. And the angel did 

not appear to King Herod. 

When the angel of the Lord came to bring the "good tidings of great joy," he passed by all of the religious leaders, 

rulers, and men of influence and power, and made the long awaited announcement to simple shepherds "keeping 

watch over their flock by night." (Luke 2: 8-20) Of course, this is not to say there is anything inherently wrong with 

being a leader, or having knowledge and influence. But it does tell us that God is not impressed with our degrees, 

titles, rituals, or position in the church or community. God looks at our heart. 

There was an old Bible teacher at a very large seminary who was highly regarded for his scholarly work, knowledge of 

Scripture and spiritual wisdom. One day some of his Bible students came to him and asked, "Professor, after all your 

years of study and great accomplishments in the field of Theology, what is the most important thing you've learned?" 

Without hesitation he answered, "Jesus loves me this I know, for the Bible tells me so." 

The Apostle Paul writes, "But I fear, lest by any means, as the serpent beguiled Eve through his subtlety, so your 

minds should be corrupted from the simplicity that is in Christ." (2Cor. 11: 3) God's word is not, nor was it intended to 

be, complicated. True Christianity is having simple faith in the simple truth. 

So, as we celebrate this Christmas, let us enjoy the old, old stories, and the well known Christmas songs. But, we 
should also be mindful of the other Christmas story. If a person asks Christ to come into his life in simple faith, He will 
come, and He will come as surely to a shepherd as He will a king. 

 

Bro. Len Patterson, Th.D 
Past Chaplain, Army of Trans-Mississippi 

1941-2013 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

         Peace on Earth and Goodwill among Men               

 

 

òIN ALL MY PERPLEXITIES AND 

DISTRESSES, THE BIBLE HAS NEVER 

FAILED TO GIVE ME LIGHT AND 

STRENGTH.ó  
 

               -GENERAL ROBERT E. LEE 



 

story, with a red brick circular driveway. 

 

  

Special Christmas Issue! 

This Belo Herald special issue features a 

compilation of many new and past 

articles about Christmas in the 

Confederacy ς all in one place!!   

 
 

 

 



 

 DUMFRIES RAID # 1  
 

The following is an account of the first Dumfries Raid given by a Ulysses R. 
Brooks, a veteran of Butlerôs Cavalry, many years after the war. 
 
ñA short time before the Christmas holidays in 1862 the scouts had brought 
information that quite a cavalcade of sutler wagons under military escort had left 
Washington or Alexandria for Burnside's Army in front of Fredericksburg 
moving  down the Telegraph Road. The wagons were loaded with Christmas 
things for the army at Fredericksburg and General Hampton decided that the 
sutlersô quartermasters and commissaries from Washington ought to make a fair 
and liberal division with the d_ _ _ ed rebels as we were a ffectionately called in 
those days; accordingly he crossed the Rappahannock late in the evening, 
bivouacked for the night and about midnight set out for Dumfries on the 
Telegraph Road.  
 



 

ñThe weather was intensely cold and the night as dark as Erebus. Reaching the 
neighborhood of Dumfries before daylight Hampton detached Butler with his 
own regiment the Second South Carolina and the First South Carolina to move 
into the Telegraph Road at or below Dumfries and attack any force in the town, 
while he made a det our to the left to strike the road above Dumfries towards 
Occoquan. As that would be the only avenue of escape for the enemy if defeated 
by Butler; he expected to cut them off and bag the game between the two fires.  
 
ñWhen Butler charged into the old town about the dawn of day he found 
everything and everybody asleep. The wagons were packed in vacant lots with 
their teams, the teamsters and escort of about twenty five troopers sound asleep 
under a large shed near the principal street. The first salutation t hey received 
was a volley from Butler's force which had charged up and surrounded wagons 
teamsters escort and all. To be thus rudely awakened was no doubt regarded as 
a very unceremonious performance. The stationing of videttes some distance in 
all directi ons from the town to keep a look out while the prisoners and wagons 
were cared for was the work of a very short space of time.   
 
ñButler immediately dispatched a courier to Hampton, informing him of the result 
of his onslaught and General Hampton very soon  joined him from three or four 
miles up the road with the other regiments and battalions of his brigade. Butler 
had picketed along the Telegraph Road and Potomac River in the fall of 1861 and 
winter of 1862 while in command of the four companies of the Ham pton Legion 
Cavalry and was therefore very familiar with the highways and byways of the 
country.   
 
ñThe wagons were loaded down with almost every variety of goods: eatables, 
drinkables, confectionaries, buckskin gauntlets, boots, shoes, hats, choicest 
unde rwear, etc. As soon as General Hampton joined Butler from up the road a 
division of spoils began and whatever could not be carried off was destroyed. Of 
course the animals, wagons, prisoners, and as much of the plunder as would not 
impede the return march were brought safely out.   
 
ñIt is never safe to linger long so close to the enemy after an escapade like that 
and as little time as possible was taken in getting back to the crossing of the 
Rappahannock. The next day there was a division of the spoils and the Rebel 
Cavalry had never been so well supplied with gloves, boots, shoes, nicknacks of 
all kinds. Where Burnside's cavalry was while this mischief in his immediate rear 
was going on, nobody has ever found out.ò  
 
Travis [><] 
 
Source: Butler and His Cavalry 1861-1865, By Ulysses Robert Brooks, published 1909, page 85 
Link to free e-book: https://books.google.com/books?id=dxFCAAAAIAAJ&pg 
Photo used: Artwork of Don Stivers, The Christmas Raid (www.donstivers.com) 

https://books.google.com/books?id=dxFCAAAAIAAJ&pg
http://www.donstivers.com/


 

 

The Christmas Raid 

Painting by Don Stivers 

December 26, 1862. 

 

J.E.B. Stuart leads his cavalry across Kelly's Ford looking for Federal supplies to 

liberate. 

On this fine mission, Stuart took over the railroad telegraph and sent a message to 

the Union quartermaster general, informing him that the quality of the Yankee 

mules was very poor and interfered with moving the wagons his cavalry had just 

captured. He politely requested that next time; they have better mules on hand. 

 

https://www.facebook.com/915359741888244/photos/a.915732021851016.1073741828.915359741888244/1543678429056369/?type=3&ifg=1


 

"Christmas letter from General Robert E. Lee to his wife, Mary" 

by Chaplain Bob Slimp 

A very Merry Christmas to all of our compatriots. 

 

I want to share with all of your Camp members and friends this very lovely Christmas letter from General Robert E. Lee to his 

wife, Mary. It gives us many insights into Lee's thoughts and priorities:  

 

Fredericksburg  

December 25, 1862  

 

I will commence this holy day dearest Mary by writing to you. My heart is filled with gratitude to almighty God for His 

unspeakable mercies with which He has blessed us in this day, for those He has granted us from the beginning of life, and 

particularly for those He has vouchsafed us during the past year. What should have become of us without His crowning help and 

protection? I have seen His hand in all the events of the war. Oh if our people would only recognize it and cease from their vain 

self-boasting and adulation, how strong would be my belief in final success and happiness to our country. For in Him alone I know 

is our trust and safety. Cut off from all communication with you and my children, my greatest pleasure is to write to you and them. 

Yet I have no time to indulge in it. You must tell them so, and say that I constantly think of them and love them reverently with all 

my heart. They must write to me without waiting for replies. I shall constantly think of them and love them feverently with all my 

heart. They must write to me without waiting for replies. I shall endeavor to write to Mildred from whom I have not heard for a 

long time. Tell dear Charlotte I have received her letter and feel greatly for her. I saw her Fitzhugh this morning with his young 

aid, riding at the head of his brigade on his way up the Rappahannock. I regret he could not get to see her. He only got her letter I 

enclosed him last evening. She ought not to have married a young soldier, but an old "exempt" like her papa, who would have 

loved her as much as he does. Fitzhugh and Robert were very well. But what a cruel thing war is war. To separate and separate and 

destroy families and friends and mar the purest joys and happiness God has granted us in this world. To fill our hearts with hatred 

instead of love for our neighbors and to devastate the fair face of this beautiful world. I pray on this day when "peace and good 

will" are preached to all mankind, that better thoughts will fill their hearts of our enemies and turn them to peace. The confusion 

that now exists in their counsels will thus result in good. Our army was never in such good health and condition since I have been 

attached to it and I believe they share with me my disappointment that the enemy did not renew the combat on the 13th. I was 

holding back all that day, and husbanding our strength and ammunition for the great struggle for which I thought he was preparing. 

Had I divined that was to have been his only effort, he would have had more of it. But I am content. We might have gained more 

but we would have lost more, and perhaps our relative condition would not have been improved. My heart bleeds at the death of 

every one of our gallant men. Give much love to everyone. Kiss Chass and Agnes for me, and believe me with true affection.  

 

                                                                                                                                   

                                                                                                                                                          Yours, R.E. Lee  

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

CHRISTMAS IN THE CONFEDERATE WHITE HOUSE 

 
 

FROM: The New York WORLD, Sunday, December 13, 1896 (p. 26): 

Written especially for the Sunday World Magazine by Mrs. Jefferson Davis. 

NOTE:  The  left  margin of this clipping is  ragged  in  places. 
Missing  or fragmentary words that could not be puzzled  out  are indicated as "[missing]." 

 
While  looking  over  the advertisements of  the  toys  and 
everything  else  intended  to make the children  joyful  in  the 
columns  of  the  city papers, I have  been  impressed  with  the 
contrast  between the present time and the con-[missing]  of  the 
Southern  country thirty-one years ago, but not withstanding  the 
great facilities of the present time, have been unable to  decide 
whether for the young it was not as gay then as now.  
 
For as Christmas season was ushered in under  the  darkest 
clouds, everyone felt  the cataclysm which impended but the rosy, 
expectant  faces of our little children were a constant  reminder 
that self-sacrifice must be the personal offering of each  member 
of  the family.  How to satisfy the children when nothing  better 
could  be  done  than  the little  makeshift  attainable  in  the 
Confederacy  was  the  problem  of  the  older  members  of  each 
household.  There were no currants, raisins or other  ingredients 
to  fill the old Virginia recipe for mince  pie, and the children 
considered that  at  least  a slice of  that  much-coveted dainty 
was their right and the price of indigestion paid for  it  was  a 
debt  of  honor  [missing]  from them to the  season's exactions. 
Apple trees grew  and  bore  in  spite of war's  alarms,  so  the 
foundation   of   the  mixture  was  assured.  The  many  excited 
housekeepers in Richmond had preserved all the fruits attainable,  
and  these  were  substituted for the  time-honored  raisins  and 
currants.   The   brandy required for seasoning  at  one  hundred 
dollars a  bottle   was  forthcoming,   the  cider  was obtained. 
Suet  at  a  dollar a pound  was  ordered  --  and  the [missing] 
seemed   a  blessed  certainty --  but  the  eggnog  -- [missing] 
were  the  eggs  and  liquors  to  be procured  --  without which 
Christmas would be a failure to the negroes. 
 

 

          EGGNOG FOR THE NEGROES. 
 

"If  it's  only a little wineglass,"  said  the  [missing], 
dusty-looking  negro rubber in the stables who [missing]  in  the 
back log (our substitute for the [missing] eggnog).  "I dunno how 
    we  gwine  git  along without no eggnog."   So,  after  redoubled 
    efforts,  the  liquors  and other  ingredients  were  secured  in 



 

    admirable quantities.  The little jackets, pieced together out of 
    such  cloth  remaining  when  uniforms were  turned  out  by  the 
    tailors,  were issued to the children of the soldiers,  amid  the 
    remonstrances  of  the mothers that the pattern of  them  "wasn't 
    worth a cent." 
 
          Rice, flour, molasses and tiny pieces of meat, most of them 
    sent to the President's wife anonymously to be distributed to the 
    poor,  had  all be weighed and issued, and the  playtime  of  the 
    family began, but like a clap of thunder out of a clear sky  came 
    the  information  that the orphans at the Episcopalian  home  had 
    been promised a Christmas tree and the toys, candy and cakes must 
    be  provided,  as well as one pretty prize for the  most  orderly  
    girl  among  the  orphans.   The  kind-hearted  confectioner  was 
    interviewed  by  our  committee of managers, and  he  promised  a 
    certain  amount  of  his simpler kinds of candy,  which  he  sold 
    easily  a  dollar  and a half a pound, but he drew  the  line  at 
    cornucopias  to hold it, or sugared fruits to hang on  the  tree, 
    and all the other vestiges of Christmas creations which had  lain 
    on  his hands for years.  The ladies dispersed in anxious  squads 
    of  toy-hunters,  and  each  one turned over  the  store  of  her 
    children's treasures for a contribution to the orphans' tree,  my 
    little ones rushed over the great house looking up their treasure 
    eyeless  dolls,  three-legged  horses, tops with  the  upper  peg 
    broken off, rubber tops, monkeys with all the squeak gone  silent 
    and  all  the ruck of children's toys that gather  in  a  nursery 
    closet.  
 

 

MAKESHIFT TOYS FOR THE ORPHANS 
 

         Some  small  feathered chickens and  parrots  which  nodded 
    their heads in obedience to a weight beneath them were  furnished 
    with  new  tail  feathers, lambs minus much of  their  wool  were 
    supplied  with a cotton wool substitute, rag dolls  were  plumped 
    out and recovered with clean cloth, and the young ladies  painted 
    their  fat faces in bright colors and furnished them  with  beads 
    for eyes. 
 

         But  the tug of war was how to get something with  which  to 
    decorate  the orphans' tree.  Our man servant, Robert Brown,  was 
    much   interested  and  offered  to  make  the  prize  toy.    He 
    contemplated a "sure enough house, with four rooms." His part  in 
    the domestic service was delegated to another and he gave himself 
    over in silence and solitude to the labors of the architect. 
  
          My sister painted mantel shelves, door panels, pictures and 
    frames  for  the walls, and finished with black grates  in  which 
    their  blazed  a roaring fire, which was  pronounced  marvelously 
    realistic.  We all made furniture of twigs and pasteboard, and my 
    mother made pillows, mattresses, sheets and pillow cases for  the 
    two little bedrooms. 

http://www.nebraskahistory.org/images/exhibits/doll_show/00ga.jpg


 

          Christmas Eve a number of young people were invited to come 
    and string apples and popcorn for the trees; a neighbor very deft 
    in  domestic arts had tiny candle moulds made and  furnished  all 
    the candles for the tree.  However the puzzle and triumph of  all 
    was  the construction of a large number of cornucopias.  At  last 
    someone  suggested  a  conical block of  wood,  about  which  the 
    drawing paper could be wound and pasted.  In a little book shop a 
    number  of  small, highly colored pictures cut out and  ready  to 
    apply  were  unearthed,  and our  old  confectioner  friend,  Mr.  
    Piazzi,  consented,  with a broad smile, to give  "all  the  love 
    verses the young people wanted to roll with the candy." 
 

 

           A CHRISTMAS EVE PARTY 
 

           About  twenty  young men and girls  gathered  around  small  
    tables  in  one  of  the drawing rooms of  the  mansion  and  the 
    cornucopias  were begun.  The men wrapped the squares  of  candy, 
    first reading the "sentiments" printed upon them, such as  "Roses 
    are  red, violets blue, sugar's sweet and so are you,"   "If  you 
    love  me  as I love you no knife can cut our love in  two."   The 
    fresh  young faces, wreathed in smiles, nodded attention  to  the 
    reading,  while  with  their  small  deft  hands  they glued  the 
    cornucopias and pasted on the pictures.  Where were the silk tops 
    to come from?  Trunks of old things were turned out and snippings 
    of silk and even woolen of bright colors were found to close  the 
    tops, and some of the young people twisted sewing silk into cords 
    with  which to draw the bags up.  The beauty of  those  home-made 
    things  astonished us all, for they looked  quite  "custom-made," 
    but when the "sure enough house" was revealed to our longing gaze 
    the  young people clapped their approbation, while Robert,  whose 
    sense  of  dignity  did  not  permit  him  to  smile,  stood  the 
    impersonation  of successful artist and bowed his thanks for  our 
    approval.   Then  the coveted eggnog was passed  around  in  tiny 
    glass cups and pronounced good.  Crisp home-made ginger snaps and 
    snowy lady cake completed the refreshments of Christmas Eve.  The 
    children  allowed  to  sit up and be noisy in  their  way  as  an 
    indulgence took a sip of eggnog out of my cup, and the eldest boy 
    confided to his father: "Now I just know this is Christmas."   In 
    most  of the houses in Richmond these same scenes  were  enacted, 
    certainly  in  every  one of the homes of  the  managers  of  the 
    Episcopalian  Orphanage.   A  bowl  of eggnog  was  sent  to  the 
    servants, and a part of everything they coveted of the dainties. 
 

          At  last  quiet  settled on the  household  and  the  older 
    members  of  the family began to stuff  stockings  with  molasses 
    candy,  red apples, an orange, small whips plaited by the  family 
    with high-colored crackers, worsted reins knitted at home,  paper 
    dolls,  teetotums  made of large horn bottoms and a  match  which 
    could  spin  indefinitely, balls of worsted rags wound  hard  and 
    covered  with old kid gloves, a pair of pretty woolen gloves  for 
    each, either cut of cloth and embroidered on the back or  knitted 



 

    by some deft hand out of home-spun wool.  For the President there 
    were   a  pair  of  chamois-skin  riding  gauntlets   exquisitely 
    embroidered on the back with his monogram in red and white  silk, 
    made, as the giver wrote, under the guns of Fortress Monroe  late 
    at  night for fear of discovery.  There was a  hemstitched  linen 
    handkerchief,  with  a  little sketch in  indelible  ink  in  one 
    corner;  the  children  had written  him  little  letters,  their 
    grandmother  having  held  their  hands,  the  burthen  of  which 
    compositions  was how they loved their dear father.  For  one  of 
    the  inmates  of  the  home, who  was  greatly  loved  but  whose 
    irritable  temper was his prominent failing, their was  a  pretty 
    cravat, the ends of which were embroidered, as was the fashion of 
    the  day.  The pattern chosen was simple and on it was  pinned  a 
    card  with the word "amiable" to complete the sentence.   One  of 
    the  [missing]  received  a present of  an  illuminated  copy  of 
    Solomon's  proverbs  found in the same old store from  which  the 
    pictures came. He studied it for some time and announced: "I have 
    changed  my  opinion  of Solomon,  he  uttered  such  unnecessary 
    platitudes  -- now why should he have said 'The foolishness of  a 
    fool  is  his folly'?" 
 

         On Christmas morning the children awoke early and came in to 
    see  their toys.  They were followed by the negro women, who  one 
    after another "caught" us by wishing us a merry Christmas  before 
    we  could say it to them, which gave them a right to a gift.   Of 
    course, there was a present for every one, small though it  might 
    be,  and one who had been born and brought up at  our  plantation 
    was  vocal in her admiration of a gay handkerchief. As  she  left  
    the room she ejaculated: "Lord knows mistress knows our  insides; 
    she jest got the very thing I wanted." 
 

 

MRS. DAVIS' STRANGE PRESENTS 
 

          For  me there were six cakes of delicious soap,  made  from 
    the  grease of ham boiled for a family at Farmville, a  skein  of 
    exquisitely fine gray linen thread spun at home, a pincushion  of 
    some  plain  brown cotton material made by some  poor  woman  and 
    stuffed  with  wool  from her pet sheep, and a  little  baby  hat 
    plaited  by the orphans and presented by the  industrious  little 
    pain  who  sewed  the straw together.   They  pushed  each  other 
    silently  to  speak,  and at last mutely  offered  the  hat,  and 
    considered  the  kiss  they gave the sleeping  little  one  ample 
    reward  for the industry and far above the fruit with which  they 
    were  laden.   Another present was a fine, delicate  little  baby 
    frock  without  an inch of lace or embroidery upon  it,  but  the 
    delicate  fabric was set with fairy stitches by the dear  invalid 
    neighbor who made it, and it was very precious in my eyes.  There 
    were also a few of Swinburne's best songs bound in wall-paper and 
    a  chamois needlebook left for me by young Mr. P., now  succeeded 
    to his title in England. In it was a Brobdinagian thimble "for my 
    own finger, you know," said the handsome, cheerful young fellow. 



 

           After breakfast, at which all the family, great and  small, 
    were present, came the walk to St. Paul's Church.  We did not use 
    our carriage on Christmas or, if possible to avoid it, on Sunday. 
    The saintly Dr. Minnegerode preached a sermon on Christian  love, 
    the  introit was sung by a beautiful young society woman and  the 
    angels  might have joyfully listened.  Our chef did wonders  with  
    the  turkey and roast beef, and drove the children quite  out  of 
    their propriety by a spun sugar hen, life-size, on a nest full of 
    blanc mange eggs.  The mince pie and plum pudding made them feel, 
    as one of the gentlemen laughingly remarked, "like their  jackets 
    were  buttoned," a strong description of repletion which  I  have 
    never  forgotten.  They waited with great impatience and  evident 
    dyspeptic  symptoms for the crowning amusement of the  day,  "the 
    children's  tree."   My  eldest boy, a chubby  little  fellow  of 
    seven, came to me several times to whisper: "Do you think I ought 
    to give the orphans my I.D. studs?"  When told no, he beamed with 
    the  delight  of  an approving conscience.   All  throughout  the 
    afternoon first one little head and then another popped in at the 
    door  to ask: "Isn't it 8 o'clock yet?," burning with  impatience 
    to see the "children's tree." 
 

 

DAVIS HELPED SANTA CLAUS 
 

          When  at last we reached the basement of St. Paul's  Church 
    the tree burst upon their view like the realization of  Aladdin's 
    subterranean orchard, and they were awed by its grandeur. 
           The  orphans sat mute with astonishment until  the  opening 
    hymn and prayer and the last amen had been said, and then they at 
    a  signal warily and slowly gathered around the tree  to  receive 
    from  a lovely young girl their allotted present.  The  different 
    gradations from joy to ecstasy which illuminated their faces  was 
    "worth two years of peaceful life" to see.  The President  became 
    so  enthusiastic that he undertook to help in  the  distribution, 
 

    but  worked such wild confusion giving everything asked for  into  
    their outstretched hands, that we called a halt, so he  contented 
    himself  with unwinding one or two tots from a network of  strung 
    popcorn  in  which they had become entangled and taking  off  all 
    apples  he  could  when unobserved, and presenting  them  to  the 
    smaller children.  When at last the house was given to the "honor 
    girl"  she moved her lips without emitting a sound, but  held  it 
    close to her breast and went off in a corner to look and be  glad 
    without witnesses. 
 

          "When the lights were fled, the garlands dead, and all  but 
    we  departed" we also went home to find that Gen. Lee had  called 
    in  our absence, and many other people.  Gen. Lee had  left  word 
    that he had received a barrel of sweet potatoes for us, which had 
    been  sent  to him by mistake.  He did not discover  the  mistake 
    until  he had taken his share (a dishful) and given the  rest  to 
    the soldiers!  We wished it had been much more for them and him. 


