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Foreword

The remarkable story of Newton Knight is an American classic. After studying Newton Knight off and on for the past ten years I see Newt’s experience resonates today more than ever. He was just 150 years ahead of his time. Newt is one of those rare individuals who took a stand for what he believed was right then lived his truth for the whole world to see. He was so comfortable in his skin that he seemed to live without fear. In one of his only interviews, at ninety-one, Newt observed, “You know, There’s lots of ways I’d ruther die than be scared to death.”1

Just as the war divided Jones County into warring factions, these two books offer competing accounts of who Newton Knight was. Thomas Jefferson Knight published the first biography of his father, The Life and of Activities of Captain Newton Knight and His Company and the Free State of Jones County in 1934. Tom was seventy-four years old and he gets a few dates mixed up and confuses names like Maury with Lowry. Tom was Newt’s son with his first wife Serena. Tom relates stories his father told him and testimonies from people in the community. He portrays Newt as the good shepherd who loved children.

Tom knew his father to be a devout man who never drank, cussed, or used tobacco. Newt was also an avenging angel known for protecting the poor women and children against the tyranny of Confederate abuse. Tom writes that his father saved some black children from their white master who was trying to keep them in bondage after the war was over. After the war, Tom talks about Newt going to Jackson a lot on business. We know this is true also because Newton Knight was on the winning side of the war at first, and he held several key governmental and military appointments that would have required him to travel by rail to Jackson.

On the first page of his text Tom inserted an odd story about a young Newt killing a black boy and how his mother changed the date of his birth to protect him from being charged with murder (which was almost impossible). I believe Tom invented this story to demonstrate that his father was on the right side of the race issue. Tom never once mentions that Newton entered into a common law marriage with his wartime ally, a former slave woman named Rachel with whom he fathered many children. Tom’s book also contains the rare Meigs Frost’s interview with Newton.

The second book, The Echo of the Black Horn was published by Newton’s grandniece Ethel Knight in 1951. Ethel was a very smart, independent woman, whose dark eyes seemed to look right through you. She dropped a bombshell when she introduced Rachel in her book. Although she used Rachel’s character to denigrate Newt, Ethel’s book was the only public acknowledgement of Newton’s love for Rachel and their family together. Ethel alternately attacks Newt and Rachel with all of the racial venom she can muster because they had crossed one of the most taboo boundaries of white supremacy by mixing the blood of the races. Ethel seems to have a love-hate relationship with Newt, and she chronicles his skill as a military leader, his defense of the poor women and children during the war, and his alliance with blacks during the war and after.

When Mississippi’s slaveocracy led the state into war in 1861 they had made one of the most colossal mistakes in American history. Historian James Silver wrote, “At least three generations of Southerners have paid a terrible price for the erratic behavior of their Confederate ancestors.”2 One of the cherished tenets of the Lost Cause apologists was the idea that white Southerners were united in a noble war against overwhelming odds. The truth is the Confederacy was so divided against itself that it collapsed from within. Class antagonisms between small farmers and wealthy planters flared during the secession crisis, then exploded as the war dragged on. However, the yeoman farmers and cattle herders of Jones County had little use for a war over a “state’s right” to maintain the institution of slavery. Realizing it was a rich man’s war and a poor man’s fight, thousands of men deserted the Confederate service in 1863. In Jones County Newton Knight became the leader of a pro-American, anti-Confederate rebellion that was one of many hammer blows from within the heart of the Confederacy that helped bring about its collapse.

Confederate President Jefferson Davis knew of the Knight Company men. Davis was informed in March of 1864 that the deserters in Jones County were “in open rebellion, defiant at the outset, proclaiming themselves ‘Southern Yankees’, and resolved to resist by force of arms all effort to capture them.”3 A week later another letter from the Pine Woods warned Confederate Secretary of War James Seddon that the Jones County deserters have “raised the United States Flag over the Courthouse in Jones County.”4 One Confederate force, almost one thousand strong had just invaded Jones County with “200 cavalrymen, a battalion of sharpshooters, and a section of horse artillery.” Another Confederate detachment of nearly one thousand men led by Colonel Robert Lowry quickly followed. Lowry hanged nine or ten of the Knight Company men, including one or two who were just boys. Both raids were unsuccessful, and the Knight Company remained. Since the Confederates could not defeat Newt in battle they changed the names of the county and town.

Tom and Ethel’s books also contain the 1865 petition to change the name of Jones County to Davis County in honor of Confederate President Jefferson Davis and the name of the county seat (Ellisville) to that of Leesburg, to honor Robert E. Lee. This way Jones County’s


past history and name may be obliterated and buried so deep that the hand of time may never resurrect it, but by chance posterity should learn that there was a Jones county and the black part of its history. We would ask (not egotistically) that this petition, together with the names of those annexed, may be recorded in the journals of both Houses, that their mind (posterity) may be disabused of any participation on our part of any of its dark deeds, and in duty bound will ever pray.



Approximately one hundred people signed this petition. However, in 1866, Jones County Unionists petitioned to have the names changed back to Jones County and Ellisville. Approximately 233 names are on this petition.

Mississippi is now the last state to fly the Confederate battle flag and the governor recently proclaimed April as Confederate Heritage Month. Confederate Heritage has long been a misguided refrain of those whose perceptions were misinformed by “Lost Cause” mythology. After the war, white Southern politicians and ex-Confederates, including Jefferson Davis, set about sanitizing the memory of the war by glossing over the fact that the Confederates had committed treason to protect slavery. Unfortunately this falsified history was adopted into many American history textbooks and became the accepted version of events in the popular mind.

The upcoming release of the major motion picture The Free State of Jones has generated great interest in who Newton Knight was and what he was fighting for. There is no doubt that Newton Knight acted on principle as he fought for truth, justice, and the American way. One hundred and fifty years later he can rest in peace knowing that he was on the right side of history when many were not. He is buried on his old farm beside Rachel in their family cemetery. The inscription on his tombstone reads: “He Lived For Others.”

Jim Kelly

May 2016



1 New Orleans Item, March 20, 1921.

2 James W. Silver, Confederate Morale and Church Propaganda (Tuscaloosa: Confederate Publishing, 1957).

3 Lt. Gen’l Polk to Jefferson Davis, March 21, 1864, Official Records, 32 (3), 662-63.

4 W. Wirt Thomson, to James Seddon, March 29, 1864, Official Records, 32 (3), 711-12.


Part One

The Free State of Jones


Thomas Jefferson Knight’s Story of His Father, Newton Knight

Naturally, the history, or story, of the Newt Knight Company, should begin with a short sketch of the man who was known to many in this section of Mississippi as the “Great Chieftain.” This sketch is given by Thomas Jefferson Knight, son of the leader, as follows:

I will try to write a sketch of the life of Newton Knight, and I want to say that I will not be able to give it in full, as I would like to do, but will state the facts as I know them.

His father was Albert Knight, and his grandfather was Jacky Knight. His mother’s name was Mason Rainey, and in some way that I have not learned, was a Griffin. She was raised an orphan by Jacky Knight. My father, Newton Knight, had eleven brothers and two sisters, the latter named Kisey and Martha. His brothers were: the eldest John, then Tom, Reuben, William, James, Albert, Jesse, Sill, Leonard, Frank, and Tailor was the youngest. My father was born on November 10, 1830, though the family records show it was 1833. His mother changed the record after he shot a negro boy to get him out of being punished in court. He was the eighth of the twelve boys, and was raised a poor farmer boy, making his living farming, also building houses for his neighbors. In those days they would go out in the woods, cut their logs and haul them up. Then they would split those logs and ask in a few hands and put the logs up. Then my father would hew them down on the inside, and when it was finished, they would call it a fine house.

Newton Knight’s father died while he was yet a boy, and he did not get the benefits of any schools as schools were scarce in those days. Poor boys and girls were reared without an education. I have been told by those who knew him that he was a quiet and peaceful boy, being liked by all of his boy associates. They looked upon him as being a leader among them. He believed in peace, and was never known to be rough and rowdy, as some boys were. He was never known to have any trouble with anyone after he shot the negro boy. He was strictly business and did not believe in any kind of foolishness. When he was nineteen years old, he was married to my mother, who was Serena Turner, daughter of John Turner; her mother was a Duckworth, and as well as I can remember they were both reared in Jones County, Mississippi. After they married, my father purchased some land in Jasper County, Mississippi, about one mile from the Jones County line, about three or four miles north of where Soso is now located. He built a log house on this land, and he and Mother moved into it and went to work clearing the land for a farm, and they farmed there for some time, and three of their children were born there.

At about the time the war was declared between the North and the South, their home was burned and everything they had in the home was destroyed; so they moved back into Jones County, near where my father’s mother lived, on a creek, near Old Hebron, a mile or two east of the Reddoch Ferry on Leaf River.

After war was declared, the Confederate States passed a conscription law, taking all men from eighteen years up to thirty-five, and in this they took my father and carried him off with lots of other good citizens who had voted to stay with the Union and would not enlist to go and fight the Union, and when they took my father, he told them he would go with them since he had to go, but he would not fight the Union.

So during the war and after the war, my father won a great name. He was considered one of the bravest and best men that ever lived. He was a kind-hearted man, and he was a man of good judgment, and was looked upon as being the leader in his community in matters of schools and other local affairs. Newt Knight was called on to lead in all these matters, though he had no education. My mother taught him to read and write after they were married, which was all the education he had. Yet with all that, he was looked upon as being a very smart man.

Following the surrender, he was appointed Provost Marshal and this gave him the power of Brigadier-General, with authority to call out troops of the United States Infantry to put down any riots or any other troubles which he could not stop. He served for several years during these reconstruction days, and people came to confer with him from many sections of the state, asking assistance in their troubles. I remember seeing an old negro man and his wife come crying one day to see my father and to get his assistance in effecting the release of his boy, who had belonged to Mr. Tom Mayfield. When the negroes were freed, they wanted to leave, and Mr. Mayfield refused to allow the boy to go. My father made arrangements for the boy’s release, and the old couple left rejoicing and thanking him for his kindness. So, the next day Mr. Mayfield came to see my father. He wanted to keep the boy as he was raised on his place and he felt he had the right to keep him. But my father told him that as long as the negroes were slaves he had the right to keep him, but since they had been freed he had no further right to hold the negroes or their boy. Mr. Mayfield went away very much disappointed. I only mention this instance of settling a slave matter, though there were many more. Newt Knight was also appointed Federal Revenue Collector and handled the affairs of this office for some time. He had a great deal of government business to attend to, and was often in Jackson for three or four weeks, and I remember his account of an experience which befell him when five or six men attempted to catch and kill him at Newton, Mississippi.

My father had gone to Newton to catch a train, and while he was waiting he heard two men talking. One of them told the other that “that is Newt Knight; let’s go and get some more men and take him out and kill him.” My father waited until they had gone away. Then he went out to the cotton platform and arranged the bales so that he could hide behind them. Here he waited until the train pulled in. The men returned and stood very near him, so that he overheard them talking among themselves and telling how they wished they could kill him. When the train arrived, he slipped from beneath the cotton and caught it just as it was pulling out, but he overheard one of the men saying that “if we don’t catch him now, we will wait for him and get him on his return trip.”

Newt Knight told the governor of his experience at Newton, and the governor said: “We will trick them when you go back.” When his business was concluded the governor gave him a good pistol and told him to buy a good double-barreled shotgun, and for him to shave off his beard and have his hair cut, and he would guarantee him that he would make the return trip in good shape. He had his long beard and his hair cut according to the governor’s instructions, and when he stepped from the train at Newton with his new gun shining no one seemed to know him neither did they ask any questions. So, when he arrived at home, we children did not know him.

When my father went to Jackson or other places after that he carried his gun and was never bothered. He said he learned that it was best to go prepared for trouble and never wait until he got into it and it was too late. When he went to church he carried only his pistol, though he was a very quiet and peaceful man and never had any trouble with his neighbors. They looked upon him as a great man and a leading citizen.

I remember an occurrence when I was about twelve years old. My father and all other people for several miles around made occasional trips to Shubuta, Mississippi, to market their chickens, wool, and other kinds of produce which they had for sale in the springtime when my father, who was a poor man, needed supplies. It required six days to make the trip, going and coming. On this occasion he took me with him, and we rode behind a team of oxen. We would travel all day until late in the afternoon we would come to some big hollow that ran up near the road. Here we would stop and turn the yolk of oxen loose in the hollow, where I would keep after them until about dark. Then I would tie them up until just before daylight next morning, when I would turn them loose again, and in an hour or two they would be filled up again, so we would drive on.

So, it happened that one morning after we had left Shubuta the day before, we were traveling back towards home, and it was about ten o’clock, I suppose, when, as my father walked along beside his oxen, we saw a man riding a horse and coming in our direction. Father knew this man, but the man did not know him. Father said it was Babe Eaton and he was considered a very bad man. Eaton rode up to Father and pulled out of his saddle-bags the biggest pistol I had ever seen. He cursed and asked Father if he could dance. Father said, “yes, a little, sometimes.” The man cursed again and told Father to go at it; he wanted to see if he could. So, Father danced some for him, so Mr. Eaton laughed heartily and said that was fine. He then put his pistol back into his saddle pocket. Father laughed a little and said “that would do to take a drink on, wouldn’t it?” “Yes,” said Mr. Eaton, “bring out your jug.” Father stepped back to the end of his wagon which had a covered bow-frame on it, and instead of pulling out a jug he pulled his double-barreled shotgun out and aimed it at Mr. Eaton, asking him if he ever danced. The man said “No, but I guess I will have to try.” “Yes,” Father said, “dance or I will shoot you off your horse.” Mr. Eaton very politely alighted from his horse and began to dance, jumping and skipping around until he was very hot and almost dead, and at last Father said to him, “that will do now, Mr. Eaton; when you get back home, tell your folks that you met Newt Knight today.”

Mr. Eaton said to Father, “I thank you, Uncle Newton, I did not know it was you.” He had married one of my father’s nieces, but did not know him, although he had heard of him many times, and he was now learning who Newt Knight was. This incident has been told a great many times as a joke, but it was an actual occurrence. My father was a good, easygoing, kindly spoken man and would do anything for his neighbors. He was a shoemaker. I have known him to make shoes all day and into the night for his neighbors, and any time they needed assistance he was always ready to help. I have known people to come from miles away to get his advice on business or other matters. Some people were never able to understand how he could have been that sort of man when he had such a wide reputation over this part of the South as being such a dangerous man. A few years ago, when this country went into the Great War, a great many young men went to him for advice as to what they should do. He told them invariably that his advice was for them if they were drafted to go ahead as good citizens and do their duty, as it was not like the Civil War.

Newt Knight was a man who believed in peace, in obeying the law of our country, and when the law for dipping cattle was enacted to eradicate the cattle tick, they dug a dipping vat about one-half mile from his place, and he assisted them in digging the vat. When it was finished and the people around about were notified to dip their cattle, some were opposed to it, and they sent a man to my father, asking him to meet them at the vat on the following night, when they would hold prayer meeting and blow up the vat. He said, “Boys, that is wrong; don’t do that. I will never go into anything like that.” And I want to say that his old friends never did go back on him as long as they lived. They always spoke well of him as being a great man. I remember carrying one of his old friends, Mr. Jim Thigpen, to see him about a year before he died. They had not seen each other for about fifty years. My father hired him to teach a school for our community when I was a small boy. So, when Mr. Thigpen wanted me to take him over to see my father, both were old white-headed men. I will never forget when I drove my car up to my father’s home, Father recognized Mr. Thigpen and said to him, “Get out, Jim, and come in. I’m awful glad to see you.” Mr. Thigpen got out of the car and grabbed my father around the neck and they hugged and patted each other for some little bit, crying and laughing at the same time. It made me shed tears to see these old tottering heads meet and be so happy to see each other. We stayed with Father until after dinner. My sister prepared a good dinner which we enjoyed very much. I sat and listened to those two old men talk about their adventures which they had in their young days and about the Civil War, and it was very interesting. As we went back to Laurel, where we both lived, Mr. Thigpen told me he thought as much of my father as he did of any of his brothers, having known him for more than seventy years, knowing him to be honest and reliable in all his dealings with other people.

Several years after the war, according to a story my father told, two men came to him one day when he was in Ellisville doing some trading at J. P. Myers’ Store. They pretended to be great friends to him and were mighty glad to see him and soon began to talk about the war times. They told him how he was talked about as being the bravest man that ever lived, and about how easily he could fool the cavalry and get away from them. At last they proposed to him that he take his gun and go with them to the swamp and get into a thick place of bushes and show them how he would shoot his enemies, so that they might make some pictures while he was in the act of shooting. So, they pretended to be his best friends, and he agreed to go with them. However, just before they reached the place in the swamp, something seemed to tell him that he had better watch these men, as they might be luring him into the swamp to kill him. He said to himself that he would go with them but that he would keep his eyes open.

When they reached the spot selected by the men—a very thick place of bushes and undergrowth—here they had him back himself into the undergrowth with just a small opening for making the pictures. Here he posed for them with his gun in firing position, and the pictures were taken. Then one of the men stepped toward him and suggested that he hand him his gun and show him how he used to get away from the cavalry. My father said: “No, I’ll give my gun to no man, but I will give you both barrels of what is in it if you don’t leave here and do it now!” They left him in a considerable hurry. Instead of showing them how he got away he showed them how to get away and he returned to the store and completed his trading. My father said he never saw those men anymore—if he did, he did not know them. He returned home, and he said he did not go into the swamps to have his picture made anymore. He told his children, “Never allow any man to hug and pat you, for he is likely to be pretending to be your friend when he really intends to do you harm and deceive you.”

Just a few days ago I was told by a friend of mine that he heard a lady tell his wife that she knew old Newt Knight, that he was the meanest man she ever saw; said she knew of him killing lots of men after the war. I want to say the lady must have been dreaming. In best respect to this lady I want her to point out just one man he killed and leave the others off. I have known him all my life. I ought to know him, as he raised me, and if he ever killed any men after the war I sure would have known something about it. So such false accusations are why I am writing this book. I know and there are hundreds of others who know there was not a more peaceable man to be found than my father. He stayed at home attending to his own business unless he had business away from home, then he would return back just as soon as he could. He was never known to go about over the settlement stirring up trouble trying to attend to other people’s business. He always said he had no time to try to attend to other men’s business, that he had plenty to do to attend to his own business. The lady must have meant during the war when he killed those men she told about. So in all of my recollection of him I never knew of but one man he tried to hurt and he was somewhere near seventy years old then. It took place at Sunday School near his home. There was one man in the settlement who got mad with my younger brother about some hogs, and as my brother was fixing to move off in a few days he wanted to whip my brother before he left, so he got his brother-in-law and one more man so those three men plotted how they would get him off from home so they could get the advantage of him. After learning of he and his family going to the Sunday School they went and laid for him at the schoolhouse. My father was there too. And just as they closed their Sunday School it just so happened that I rode my horse up to the yard and got off of him and they came out of the house. I spoke a few words to my brother about his moving. So the man who was mad with my brother said to him, “I want to talk to you a minute.” He spoke kindly to him. I never had the least idea of him raising a fuss with him. So they walked off from the yard and he squatted down on a pine limb. About the second word he said he began cussing my brother so my brother turned to walk off from him. The man jumped up and grabbed that limb he was on and hit my brother and he fell. We all thought he was killed. We all went running to where they were and as soon as I got there I jerked the limb out of this man’s hand and threw it off to one side. Then I began working on him with my fist. So about that time his brother-in-law got a hold on me and then as my father was old he was the last man to get there so just as he came trotting up to where we were the third man picked up one of his feet and kicked my father with the toe of his shoe on his shin-bone and he peeled the skin off about 8 inches. So my father never said a word to anyone but made a hit with his knife at that man’s neck vein. The doctor said he only missed it about one-eighth of an inch. So that ended the fight. The cut man had to have a doctor to stop the blood. So my father said it looked to him like it was a free-for-all fight and he was old and had been crippled up and he just did not feel like being kicked about by anyone and especially by a big young man. He said he would learn him that it was Newt Knight he was kicking. So my father put him in bed for thirty days or more. So we all got into court about the fight. It was all settled in Justice Court except my father’s case, and he waived his right to the grand jury. So those three men, determining to have him put in the penitentiary, got three true bills against him as though he was some great murderer or some great outlaw. So when his case came up in court I was there and those three men swore some of the hardest things I ever heard, trying to send him to the penitentiary. So my father’s lawyer had him plead guilty to the charge of attempt of murder so the judge opposed the other two indictments. After the judge heard those three men make their statements he asked my father to stand up. I thought he wanted all the people in the court room to see him. So he began talking to him, telling him what a serious charge he was charged with. “Now, Mr. Knight, you are an old man and I have been told by some of the best old citizens of this county that you have been one of the best and quietest citizens ever since the war that can be found in Jasper County or anywhere else. So as you was out at Sunday School trying to serve your God and as it seemed those three men were strolling around hunting trouble and found it, I am going to make it just as light as I can. Twenty-five dollars, and if you have not the money you can make bond with the sheriff for twenty-five dollars. You can go home and send it to him,” said the judge. So I, the writer, made the bond and all went home. I want to say I sure was sorry this thing happened. Those three men were some of my best friends and neighbors, so after it was all over we just forgot the past, and I am glad to say we were still friends and neighbors just as we had been. So I would not have written this if the lady had not told what she did about my father.

My father was a Primitive Baptist. He joined at Zora Church, about three miles southeast of Ellisville, Mississippi, about 1885 or ’86 don’t remember just when. So when he died he was trusting in God of all power, both in heaven and on earth, who rules and super-rules all things according to his own will and purpose.


An Intimate Sketch of Activities of Newton Knight and “Free State of Jones County”

(AS TOLD BY HIS SON, THOMAS JEFFERSON KNIGHT, OF LAUREL, MISS.)

In presenting this brief historical review of the life of Newton Knight and the circumstances of his unusual position and stand in the time of the American Civil War (1861–65), I do not wish to stir up confusion, nor to mislead anyone as to the facts. The facts are what I want you to know.

There have been many histories, biographies, write-ups, and stories of our state and nation and of various sections of both. Mississippi has come in for her share of these writings; yet in it all, the story of the life and activities of Newton Knight and the so-called “Free State of Jones County” has been largely overlooked.

There are said to be two sides to all questions, and since much has been said and written in a general way about these events, I am asking my friends to allow me the same privilege, that I may give “the other side” as it was.

The following is a list of the company of United States Infantry organized and equipped at Salls Battery, Jones County, Mississippi, on the 13th day of Oct., A.D., 1863, and commanded by Captain Newton Knight, until the 10th day of September, 1865. The names of the company:

Captain Newton Knight, 1st Lieut., J. J. Collins, 2nd Lieut., W. W. Sumrall, 1st Serg.,; Sim Collins, Second Serg., W. P. Turnbow, First Corp., Alphus Knight, Second Corp., S. T. Owens.

Privates:

Tapley Bynum, P. N. Bynum, Montgomery Blackwell, J. W. Blackwell, J. M. Collins, B. F. Collins, M. C. Collins, K. J. Collins, M. M. Coats, S. C. Colman, B. F. Cawley, James Ewlen, J. M. Gunter, Tucker Gregg, B. H. Hinton, John Hogan, J. W. Hatchhorn, G. M. Hatchhorn, W. B. Jones, M. W. Kerven, S. W. Kerven, J. M. Knight, T. F. Knight, H. C. Knight, B. F. Knight, C. F. Prince, Laze Mathews, Ausbery McDaniel, Daniel Reddoch, J. J. Valentine, Patrick Valentine, M. B. Talentinie, Elija Welborn, Terrell Welborn, Younger Welborn, W. Y. Welborn, R. J. Welch, T. T. Welch, W. M. Welch, H. R. Welch, N. V. Whitehead, G. J. Whitehead, D. W. Whitehead, James Yates, Thomas Yates, Joseph Youghn, Mose Richardson, R. H. Valentine, Tom Colman, Dickey Knight, Levy Prints, Dave Prints, John Jones, Green Hoskins, Berry Jordan, Jeff Lee, Marge Michel, Jack Smith, Jesse Smith, Jack Arnol, Jim Blackledge, Allen Blackledge, Jim Tiner, Drew Gilbert, Archy Walter, J. L. Walters, Guss Lambert, Blake Lambert, Enoch Davis, Math Davis, Tom Flint, Colvan Reeves, R. C. Reeves. When enlisted: Oct. 13th, 1863.

This is a copy of the muster roll of the officers and privates as shown in said muster roll of Captain Knight, in the organizing of said company.

These are the ones who enlisted after organization: Tom Holoman, Jim Holoman, Giles Loftin, Elisha Wade, Daniel Wade, Scott Bush, Mose Walters, John Willis Musgrove, Bill Holifield, Bill Cranford, Bill Elzey, B. F. Dykes, D. Prigen, Jack Holifield.

Those are all the names I have. There were more but I haven’t got them.

These are the names of men of the Newton Knight Company who were killed and those who were captured and carried off: Tapley Bynum, killed on picket at his home near Tallahoma Creek, January 10, 1864. P. M. Bynum, cut off by Lowry Company, re-enlisted at New Orleans in Colonel Tisdale’s regiment. J. M. Collins, captured on picket by Lowry Infantry, April 25, 1864. B. F. Collins, captured April 25, 1864. M. C. Collins, captured April 25, 1864. M. M. Coats, captured April 25, 1864. S. C. Coleman, run down by dogs and hung April 15, 1864. R. J. Collins, cut off by Lowry Company, April 25, 1864, re-enlisted in Captain Wolfe’s company, New Orleans, La. James Ewlen, captured in Jasper County by Lowry Company on picket, April 25, 1864. J. M. Gunter, captured in battle near Leaf River in Jones County, hung by Lowry Company Dec. 28, 1864. Tucker Gregg, shot and killed on picket in Covington County, Miss., Lowry Company April 11, 1864. B. H. Hinton, captured by Lowry Company on picket April 16, 1864. W. B. Jones, cut off by Lowry Company and re-enlisted in Captain Wolfe’s company, Colonel Tisdale’s regiment. M. W. Kirven, wounded in battle in Perry County, Miss., Dec. 10, 1864. B. F. Knight, run down by hounds and hung April 15, 1864, by Lowry Company. Lazarus Mathews, captured April 20, 1864, by Lowry Company. Daniel Reddoch, killed on picket by Lowry Company, April 15, 1864. J. J. Valentine, captured by Lowry Company April 25, 1864. Patrick Valentine and M. B. Valentine, captured April 25, 1864. Elijah Welborn, cut off by Lowry Company April 25, 1864, enlisted in Captain Wolfe’s company, New Orleans, La. T. T. Welch, captured April 25, 1864. W. M. Welch, captured April 25, 1864. H. K. Welch, captured April 25, 1864. Younger Welborn, captured April 25, 1864. W. Y. Welborn, captured April 25, 1864, Lowry Company, N. V. Whitehead, killed on picket in Covington County, Miss., by rebels, April 18, 1864. T. J. Whitehead, run down by dogs and hung, April 16, 1864, by Lowry Company. D. W. Whitehead, run down by dogs and hung by Lowry Company, April 16, 1864. Thomas Yates, run down by dogs and hung by Lowry Company, April 16, 1864. Moses Richardson, wounded in battle on Tallahala Creek near Ellisville, Miss., by rebels, December 24, 1864. R. H. Valentine, captured April 25, 1864, near Knight’s Mill, on picket by Colonel Lowrey Company. Seventeen were captured and carried off, and I have been told some of these escaped and came back.

According to my father’s old muster roll, here are the battles that were fought by him and his company:

The first battle was at Salesbattery, Jones County, Mississippi, near Smith’s Store, October 13, 1863.

Two, battles at Levi Valentine’s old field, on November 1, 1863.

Three, battles at Curry Creek, in Covington County, November 1, 1863.

Four, battles at Tallahala Creek, near Ellisville, December 24, 1863.

Five, battles at Rocky Creek, near Ellisville, April 26, 1864.

Six, battles at Reddoch’s Ferry. Seven, battles at Big Creek Church. Eight, battles at Cohay Creek in Covington County, April 15, 1864.

Nine, battles at Hebron Lodge. Ten, battles at Knight’s Mill, April, 1864. Eleven, small skirmishes on picket near Knight’s Mill, April 16, 1864. Twelve, captured a lot of rebel prisoners near Reddoch’s Ferry, Jones County, said to have belonged to Forrest’s cavalry, twenty-one in number. These were paroled in November, 1864.

Thirteen, battles at Big Creek, December 28, 1864. Fourteen, battles at Gunter’s near Leaf River, December 28, 1864. Fifteen, skirmishes January 10, 1865, at Salesbattery. In the last fight, J. M. Valentine was wounded by Miller’s cavalry; S. G. Owens was wounded by Captain Gillis’s company; J. M. Gunter, killed by Captain Gillis’s company; Tucker Gregg, killed by Colonel Lowry’s company near Cohay Creek.

These battles are the ones my father would write down on his muster roll, which he kept throughout the war.

One of the strange things about my father’s activities was that he would never tell anyone how many men they killed or wounded. All he would ever tell us was that when they were in battle they killed everyone they could. “It was to kill or be killed,” he would say, “so we did the best we could. We got lots of them, and for some cause they bothered us very little in the last year of the war.”

* * * *

As there has been so much said and written about the Free State of Jones County, and about Newton Knight and the company he helped to organize during the Civil War, and as there have been some facts and lots of erroneous statements concerning the same, I feel that it is my duty to try to write the facts about him and his company. As I am the only son of said Newt Knight, I can say that his company was composed of the very best citizens of Jones and Jasper counties; and I mean the BEST.

Therefore, in writing this statement, or account, there is no intention or purpose on my part to insinuate against the good name of anyone or anyone’s people.

Just the facts—that is my only aim. I wish to show the people who have accused my father and his Company of being bushwhackers, jayhawks, and deserters, lying out and keeping out of the Confederate army, that those accusations are false.

The truth is, my father never joined the regular army of either side. In the first place, Jones County never seceded from the Union, as some claim. The people held an election to see whether they would secede or not. So one Mr. J. D. Powell was the candidate for delegate to the convention. He favored remaining with the Union. Mr. J. M. Bayliss was the candidate of the secessionists. Powell received about 376 out of 400 votes and Bayliss 24 votes; so it can be seen how Jones County stood with regard to secession.

Therefore, when Mr. Powell went to the convention at Jackson, and after all of the counties had voted to secede, except Jones County, he reversed his vote and left his party and joined with the secession party. So the union party had no representative after Mr. Powell left them. Jones County still stood 375 for the Union and when Mr. Powell turned over with Bayliss, it gave them 25 for seceding.

This situation prevailed until the war was declared between the North and the South, and the Southern states passed a conscription law, which was to take all over eighteen years old and up to thirty-five years old. I learn that, by conscripting and some enlisting, three companies were organized, and that some help was given in raising four more companies in Jasper and Covington counties.

In this way my father was caught in the conscription, and a great many more citizens were carried along with him, off to war.

As my father had voted to stay with the Union, he told the officers he would not fight the Union but would go and wait on the sick and wounded soldiers. He was, therefore, placed in the Seventh Mississippi Battalion, as hospital orderly.

He went and did his duty as every good man should do. Everyone who knew him liked him. He was very kind to the soldiers in his care.

When the Southern States passed the “20-negro law,” so that a man having twenty negroes or more could stop fighting and go home, and if he had forty negroes he could get a brother out if he wished to, one Mr. Jasper Collins went to my father, they being good friends, and told him that he had quit, as it was a “rich man’s war and a poor man’s fight.” He said he was going home. It happened that my father had just received a letter from my mother stating that the Confederate cavalry had come to her home, and that one of the men had caught her horse out of the barn, placed the saddle upon it, and got on the horse, and cursed and abused her as she cried and begged that he leave her the much-needed animal. It was several miles to the nearest mill and there were several children to be fed.

This was too much for my father, so he went to his captain and asked for a furlough, and he and Jasper Collins came back home. They found that the Confederate army had been all through Jones County, destroying everything they could. They would go into a poor woman’s home where they had cloth in the loom, trying to make clothing for their little children while their husbands were off in the war, and they would take the cloth and many other valuables.

When my father and Mr. Collins learned how the defenseless women and children and old men were being mistreated, they decided, as they had never joined the Confederate army, they had the right to quit when they so desired.

And it was not very long before a great many of the Confederate soldiers from this county and other counties left the army and came home, following the 20-negro law. They decided that if they had to fight, they would fight at home, trying to protect their families and their property.

Thus it was not long before the Confederates sent raiders into Jones County to capture those men who had come home and failed to return to their commands.

The result was that my father and Mr. Jasper Collins, and many other citizens (whom I may name later in this narrative), after realizing the fact that Jones County, almost 100 percent for the Union, was in for a fight, decided among themselves to organize a company of their own to fight for their rights and the freedom of Jones County.

These citizens came together with an obligation binding themselves to each other to fight for these rights and for each other to the last man; never to surrender to the Confederate States until the last man was killed, or until the war ended. The obligation was somewhat in this order: “As it has become necessary for us to organize a company of men to fight for our rights, for which we live, and to protect our families and also our property; Therefore, be it resolved that we select a captain and two lieutenants.” Newton Knight was elected as captain, Jasper Collins first lieutenant; W. W. Sumrall, second lieutenant; J. M. Valentine, first sergeant; Simeon Collins, second sergeant; Alphus Knight, first corporal; S. Y. Owens, second corporal.

These went before Mr. Vince Collins, he being a Justice of the Peace, and here they took oath of their various offices.

The next day they met, and Captain Knight gave his company instructions. A part of these instructions were that they were not to destroy or tear down property or anything that belonged to their enemies, treat them kindly just as long as they permitted such treatment; they were not to shoot to kill anyone except to protect their own lives or those of the company or families of same.

The men were then instructed upon an agreed password, so that all might be recognized at night by sentries, etc. One of these passwords was: “I am the Red, White and Blue.” And the guard or sentry would say: “I am a friend to you. Come up to camp and be recognized.”

The company had several camping places, and where cavalry was in other parts of the county, these members of the company would work around in one another’s cornfields in crop time, and they maintained watches. Many of these men had horns which they blew as signals which each and every member of the company understood.

My father, Captain Knight, had a solid black horn. It was the only black horn I ever saw and it had a different sound from any of the other horns, so that when he received any news about the cavalry coming in, he would go to a certain place with which all were familiar and blow his horn, and soon the other members of his company would gather around him for orders.

The company did not remain together and under orders except when Captain Knight or some of the scouts were looking for the cavalry to come in. But I want to tell you that sometimes they got mixed up and things got hot in those days. Sometimes the cavalry got Captain Knight’s company on the run, and sometimes Knight’s company had the cavalry on the run.

Before I go further into this narrative, I wish to say here that I am proud of the fact that none of the men who went into the Confederate army ever came back with any of the cavalry to destroy the property and cause distress among the poor people. I learned that it was a Company from the State of Louisiana Cavalry that came through Jones County destroying property, commanded by a Colonel Lowry who it seems had no mercy on the people here in Jones County. They were mighty rough on the boys they caught in Jones County. They caught one of my father’s brothers and one Mr. Whitehead and hung both of them. Lowry thought it was my father and had them hung without a cause. So he got things stirred up here in Jones County, and Newt Knight and his company got busy and made it too hot for them. After carrying those two men they had hung to our house and placing them on the floor, they all left for Ellisville, Mississippi, and stayed there the remainder of the day and all that night. Captain Knight and his company got word the Lowry company was coming back over where they caught the two men the day before. He and his company went to Rocky Creek where the cavalry was to cross and hid themselves by the side of the banks of the creek and it wasn’t long after they got orders how to shoot and had got comfortably located, until Lowry and Company came along at a gallop, seemingly in high spirits. They were talking in a high tone of voice, seemingly having a good time in pursuit of Captain Knight and his company. All at once and to the surprise of Lowry and his company, Captain Knight and his company rose up out of the creek and began shooting at Lowry and his men, then the leaders of Lowry’s company began falling off of their horses, dead or wounded. The rest of the cavalry that was behind turned their horses back toward Ellisville. One of the cavalrymen said several years afterwards talking about the war that he “picked his horse up with his spurs and flew back to Ellisville.” He said he had never been frightened so bad in all his life. There was about fifty cavalry in their company and Newt Knight’s company, I have been told by my mother, killed and wounded fifteen men and killed three horses in that battle at Rocky Creek. That wound up their work for that day. They had revenge for the way the cavalry had done them the day before.

Things seemed to be quiet for a few days until they got their dead buried. They went to other parts of the state and recruited their forces, and then came back. As I have stated, they had several camping places, and I remember hearing my father tell about camping one night, in the fork of the branch called Panther Branch, near the Jasper County line about three miles north of Soso. Where the two branches came together was very boggy and nobody could get through there except those who knew the place. They had out a watchman on the little path that led down into the forks of the branch. Just after breakfast the watchman came running to the camps saying the cavalry and their dogs were coming right down into the camps after them and sure enough the cavalry had them completely surrounded. There was a road that crossed the branch about one half mile from where they were camped. They began to ask Captain Knight what they must do to be saved. There were only about ten of Knight’s company present, so they knew they could not stand much chance to fight fifty or sixty cavalry. The dogs were coming barking on the trail of the watchman. Some of them began to say “My God, what can we do?” Captain Knight told them to follow him, he would help them to safety, God being their leader. “Let’s go. We will have to get out of here and try to get over into Etahoma swamp.” This was about one mile across hills and hollows, and they had to cross the road that led across the big branch. The cavalry thought that Knight’s company would come down the branch, and they had the road completely blocked. They were sure they would get all of them, but Captain Knight told his men to follow him, so they crossed one prong of the branch and went up a hollow and crossed the road upon the hill. Captain Knight gave his men orders if anyone saw any cavalry not to shoot until instructed. As they came out of the branch they saw a cavalryman drop down behind a big log. He did not say anything to them. They made it safe across the road and the dogs were in behind them. By the time the dogs got to the road and the cavalry got together Knight’s men were just about to the swamp. The dogs and cavalry kept coming on. They hiked out across the woods about two miles over into Clear Creek swamp and crossed the creek on logs. As the last man crossed he sprinkled some parched red pepper on the logs. When the dogs got there they stopped. It seems they did not like that red pepper. They began to cough and sneeze and turned back. That was the end of that hunt.

Next day the cavalry was out pretending to hunt Captain Knight’s company and about fifteen of the cavalry rode up to a lady’s house and asked her where her husband was. He being one of Captain Knight’s company, she told him she did not know where he was. He replied, “Yes, you do know. Tell us where he is.” “I told you the truth, I do not know,” she said, “but Sir, I can find out for you in a few minutes.” She turned and walked to the side of her house and took down a blowing horn that was hung up on a peg and blew it one time. Right down a big hollow below the house there was a horn answered and just over on the hill beyond there another horn blew, and another and another. Five or six horns answered her. The leader of the cavalry said, “My God, we will all be killed in less than 15 minutes.” I tell you they left NOW. They were not slow getting away. They never did come back to ask her any more questions about her husband but left and went to another part of the county.

Things were quiet for a few days but in about one week they came back and as part of Knight’s company was camping in the forks of Horse Creek near Service they started another hunt with their dogs, on one prong of the branch that runs out where Soso is now. They started down to the branch with some on one side and others on the other side. They went on down near Knight’s camp, the captain being out at Sallie Dulancy’s house, getting some cooking done. When he heard horses running he looked out and saw the cavalry coming. He had to go a path through the field to the spring near their camp, and go about 200 yards through the field. As soon as he started the cavalry began shooting at him, but he made it back to the camp. They shot his shotbag strap in two and two holes in his hat, and three holes shot through his coat. A few minutes after he got to the camps one Mr. McGilbery and his dogs came right on down to the spring. He could not come any further on his horse but the dogs kept right on to the camps, so Knight’s company began killing dogs. Mr. McGilbery, sitting on his horse said, “You quit killing my dogs.” One of Knight’s company men stepped up to a big oak tree and laid his rifle upside of the tree and shot McGilbery off of his horse. Some of the boys went up to him where he was laying on the ground. He begged them not to shoot any more. He asked them to give him some water before he died. One of Knight’s army raised him up and another one dipped up some water and give him. They laid him down and one of the boys stuck his finger in the bullet hole where his brains were running out. They carried him to a house nearby where he died that night. The rest of his company formed a line and marched away and left him in the hands of Knight’s company. They did not make any further attempt to go to battle with Captain Knight and his army. On that occasion they had lost their leader and a number of their dogs and thought it safer for them to travel on until a better day. Knight and his company were well-trained soldiers and were well fixed with supplies and ammunition and knew the country, and the places to camp, so they whipped Lowry and his company on every occasion and won every battle.

On one occasion Captain Knight said the supplies began to get scarce, and about that time he learned there were big supplies of corn sent by the government to Paulding, Jasper County, Mississippi. So he and his company got up six wagons and went to Paulding. About fifteen of his boys went to guard the wagons and supplies. As soon as they got to Paulding Captain Knight went to the saloon keeper who at that time kept whiskey to sell and told him not to let his men have any whiskey that if he did he would shoot him. He did not want his men to get drunk because they might raise trouble up there. He then went to the man in charge of the store and asked him to let his men have some supplies. The man said he had no orders to let his men have anything. Knight asked him to open the door and he replied that he had no orders to open the door. So Captain Knight called to one of his men to bring him an axe out of the wagon, which he did, and Captain Knight took the axe and walked around to the side of the house and began to chop him out a door. The keeper of the store hollowed out, “Don’t do that, Captain Knight, I will open the door for you.” Captain Knight replied, “I asked you to open the door but you said you had no order to open up so you need not bother yourself. I will soon have a door open around here.” He kept on chopping, and soon had a hole chopped in the house. He told one of his men to drive the wagon around there, then to load it. So he loaded his wagon. They kept on driving up the other wagons and loading them until all six wagons were loaded. He said there was some Irish families that lived there at Paulding. They came to Captain Knight and told him that they were out of bread to eat for their families. He told them to get all they wanted. They did not want to go to the war and fight, so they would not let them have any supplies to eat. So my father kept his men there until the Irish people got all the corn they wanted, then my father, Captain Knight, bid them good-bye and bade the Lord to bless them. So they left for Jones County, and made the trip without any trouble. There they distributed corn out to all who needed it. They hardly ever ran short on ammunition, or supplies either. They would learn of wagons loaded with supplies coming through the county, and they would watch for them, and when they came upon them they would stop the driver and get as much as they needed. Then they would tell them to go on. In that way and in the spring and summertime by making a crop they got by. There were lots of good women who would cook for them. They felt like it was their duty to cook or do all they could, as Knight’s company was protecting them and their property, and they helped them in other ways. The cavalry had lots of dogs that would trail Knight’s men and run them to their camp and if the cavalry could catch a few of them away from the company they would run them down and catch them and hang them. But if they could outrun the dogs and cavalry by going through branches and swamps until they could get to the company they were safe.

The rebels would not follow them into the company’s camps. I suppose they thought it would not be healthy to go where there was so much powder and buckshot, ready and awaiting them. The ladies were sorry for those poor hungry dogs, so they would feed them, and naturally they would eat anything they gave them and they would eat so much of the good grub the ladies would give them that they would go off and die. They used a great quantity of powdered red pepper, mixed with other ingredients, so it would make the dogs so hot they would die. They soon got rid of all the dogs. Captain Knight’s company wasn’t bothered but very little more with the dogs then. The cavalry said it would be best to keep their dogs, to catch the runaway negroes. On another occasion my father said his cousin, Alpheus Knight, was to get married on a certain night in Christmas week and there was a certain woman in the settlement that didn’t like my father’s company of men. So she wrote a note to the rebels’ cavalry at Ellisville and delivered it to them. Captain Knight got word of her sending the note. At the time there wasn’t more than ten of Knight’s company together there, so my father told his cousin to go ahead and get married that he and the rest of them would be there on watch for the rebels. My father started about dark down to the river at the crossing to guard the crossing. Some of them said to him, “Captain, you will get mighty cold down there in the swamp.” He said no, he would not that God always lit up a fire into a man’s heart to keep him warm when he was doing the right thing. He went on to the river and walked up and down the river about 1 to 2 mile above the crossing then back down below the crossing then back. He said he kept up walking all night. It was awful dark and lonesome down there, and about sun-up he heard a rattling of chains up at the crossing. So he slipped up near enough to see them. It was about one hundred cavalry crossing the river on the ferry boat. He had to go about 1 to 2 mile to where Alpheus Knight and his bride was but he said he made that 1 to 2 mile pretty fast. He got in the house and they said, “You are just in time for breakfast.” He said, “You got lots of good eating but I have no appetite. There is a fight coming.” They kept on urging him to eat, so he said, “I will eat some pie and cake and drink a cup of coffee, but come on, we got to get out of here, there is about one hundred Confederates marching toward this house now.” So they got their guns and he and his cousin and other of my father’s men went another direction and were to meet at another point nearby. He and Alpheus and his wife and two other women started down through an old bay place and struck an old field. About the time they got 200 yards from the house they heard the horses running and the ladies began to get frightened and one lady had a baby in her arms carrying it, so she said, “I can’t carry this baby and keep up with you.” My father said to her, “I will carry your baby.” He took the baby and she said, “Captain, I will carry your gun.” “No,” said he, “no one carries my gun but myself.” The noise they heard was some colts running out. About the time they were getting over their scare they heard another noise and it was twenty of the cavalry coming ahead of the other cavalry. Just as soon as they saw my father and his little bunch with him they began shooting their guns to let the other cavalry know they had found them. My father told the lady, “Here is your baby.” The little fellow hung on to him when the guns began to fire. My father being a tall man he squatted down so the lady could reach her baby easily. Then he told his cousin not to shoot until he shot one barrel of his gun; then for him to shoot one barrel of his gun. Then he would shoot the other barrel of his gun; then for him to shoot the other barrel of his gun. As he looked around there was a big man, a captain, coming right straight toward him. My father raised his gun and said, “O Lord, direct this load of buck shot.”

So he popped down and the man fell off of his horse and Alpheus shot. Off went another man. Then father shot again and killed another man. Then Alpheus shot his other barrel and off went another man. The others ran back to the other part of their company. Just about the time my father raised his gun he hollered out as loud as he could: “Attention, battalion! Rally on the right! Forward, march! Fall in line! Attention! Rally to the right. Face forward! Attention! Forward march, and make ready for battle.” I tell you the truth, at that time there was no battle line. There was nobody there but Captain Knight and Alpheus and the three ladies, and the ladies had no guns. But the cavalry must have thought that the whole place around there was covered with men ready for battle. So you see God always helps the ones that are in the right. My father said they went on after loading their guns and wasn’t bothered by the cavalry anymore that day. Mrs. Martha Knight, an aunt of mine that married my father’s youngest brother, told me just a few days ago that she was one of the women that was with my father and Alpheus Knight at the time of the skirmish. She said she saw the cavalry fall off their horses, dead, when Captain Knight and Alpheus were shooting them. She told me they killed four men and one big gray horse in the skirmish. She said that she never would forget that sight as long as she lived. She told me after the cavalry got up their dead men and left, Alpheus and my father came back and skinned that horse and carried the hide to the swamp where they had a hole dug out in a big log where they tanned leather. They tanned that horse hide and my father would make shoes for the poor women and children to wear in the wintertime. She told me that she and other neighbor women would watch while he made shoes. She said she wore a pair of shoes he made out of that horse hide and they lasted a long time. She also told me that she did not know what would have become of the poor little children and women here in Jones County had it not been for Captain Knight and his company. She said that God must have sent him here to care for and protect the poor women and their little children. She said that he was a great man. Never did hear him swear an oath. He always meant business. When he was to do anything he did it in a nice, smooth way. On one occasion there was a young negro man lived in the settlement. They did not know just who he belonged to but he got to slipping around the white women’s houses after dark and was run off several times so they told my father about it and they gave him orders to stop his way of doing. He kept on, so in a few days he went down to a little creek fishing. That negro is still fishing; or at last he never came back. The people never were bothered anymore with that negro.

I remember my mother telling about a man named Morgan, who married my father’s sister. It seems that he was a bad man. He would keep the Confederates’ cavalry posted about my father and his company. He made himself mighty busy attending to other people’s business. He also lived in our home with mother and we three little boys, and mother said nearly every time I went to the table to eat that man would bounce on me and whip me just because he could and wanted to show off smart. So my mother got tired of it and told my father. So father went to him and asked him to move out of his house, and he did not want to hear of him whipping his children anymore, but he didn’t try to get out, and he didn’t quit whipping us children. So one night, after supper, he was sitting by the fire rocking his baby. His wife was sitting by him and someone poked a gun into the window and shot his brains out. My aunt grabbed the baby out of his arms and he fell out of the chair dead, so we never were whipped any more by him and he never told the cavalry any more news about Newt Knight and his company. Times ran on quietly for a while and Captain Knight got word that Colonel Lowry’s company was making another raid with his cavalry coming through Jones County. The cavalry had before tried to get some of the people to give them a dance so my father’s company fixed up a dance, for Lowry’s men to have a good time, with Mr. Levy Valentine, who was too old to go to the war. They wanted Captain Knight to make it up with Mrs. Valentine and the girls to let them know the night they was to give them the dance, so Knight’s company would be there too; also agreed that just as soon as the first gun was shot, all of them were to run out at the back door to keep from being shot themselves. So everything being ready, Lowry and his company came around and asked them again to let them have the dance. They set a certain night for them to have the dance, and they agreed to be back on time. They got my father and his company word the night it was to be, so Knight’s company got themselves ready. They were little late; just in time to get in the fight. The cavalry was there on time and they were having a big time. They brought a negro fiddler to play for the dance. They had out guards watching for them while the rest were in the house carrying on the dance. While they were in a big way all at once Captain Knight and part of his company walked up on the guards that were out watching and the guards began to shoot at them.

Knight’s company began to return fire so they had a hot little battle. The women went out at the back door and the cavalry came out on front, shooting. That ended the dance. After the shooting stopped, Knight’s company reloaded their guns, the cavalry got on their horse and left and never asked for any more dances. They left, one of their men hot dead and one died next day. Mr. Malton Valentine told me he and his sister carried the two in an ox wagon to Ellisville the next day after the battle was over. Knight lost one of his men, John Parker, who was killed in the battle. No one else was hurt during the fight. Another time the cavalry made a hunt on Dry Creek east of where Laurel is now and as Knight’s company wasn’t looking for cavalry to come in the settlement at that time, they were scattered. Some of them were on or near Leaf River, others in other parts of the county. The cavalry caught four of Knight’s company on Dry Creek and carried them up near Errata and started to hang all four of them. Then they found a white feather in the hat band of one named Mitchell. The captain said to Colonel Lowrey, “Don’t hang the man that has the white feather in his hat band; it may mean something.” So they hung Jack Smith and Jessie Smith and Jack Arnal, and they carried Mitchell to Ellisville. After questioning him for a long time they hung him too. There were a few more of the boys with those four but they got away and made it back to Knight’s company and told the rest of the company what the cavalry had done. So Captain Knight got his company together and made a march over the hills, hollows, swamps, and creeks to Errata hoping to get there before the cavalry left. They felt like exchanging a few shots with them, but they had left with Mitchell for Ellisville where they hung him. Knight’s company kept together close around Ellisville, hoping to catch the cavalry out of Ellisville, but the cavalry stayed some time waiting for Knight’s company to scatter out before they left Ellisville. Some of the Knight Company wanted to go right on into Ellisville, after them. My father told them it would not do as they would have all the advantage of them and there was about five of the cavalry to one of his men, so they disbanded but kept close watch. The cavalry slipped across Tallahala Creek and went upon the east side back up on Dry Creek, hoping to catch some more of the men. They asked a lady where her husband was. She told them she did not know. She knew if they caught him they would hang him. So she denied knowing where he was. She got her blowing horn and blew it one time. That was to let him and others know that the cavalry was there. Her husband was then in a big briar patch near the house. As soon as she blew the horn the cavalry started out with their dogs in another direction from the briar patch. As soon as they got out of sight she and two other women went to the briar patch and told her husband the cavalry was after him with their dogs. So he and the three women started out. They didn’t go far before they came to a field. The man climbed the fence and went through the field and the women went around the fence. It wasn’t very long after they separated at the fence until they heard the dogs barking. The cavalry had made a circle around the house and the dogs struck the trail of those three women. So here they came right on to the fence and they kept right on trail of the women and ran them down, so the cavalry never knew about her husband in the briar patch. He got away all right and the cavalry left for other parts of the county. They were bothered but very little after that. They would come around some times and catch up some of the boys not old enough to be carried to the regular army, and some of the old men, and keep them in their company and question them pretty hard, trying to make them tell about my father’s company and where they were. There was a strange thing that happened several different times. Every time the Knight Company learned that Lowry’s bunch was coming into Jones County, he would get busy and get his company together in order to give Lowry’s cavalry a nice reception of powder and buck shot. They would get word somehow, I suppose someone would tell them and they would go the other way. The cavalry kept posted about Knight’s company and when they would learn of them being scattered they would go after them but never would go up to Knight’s company to have a sure enough battle. They would go some other way. I remember hearing my father tell about some trouble his men had with the cavalry on Tallahala Creek, about seven miles north of Ellisville, just below Laurel and near Mrs. Sallie Parker’s place, near the swamp. She was a widow and a mighty good woman. She would cook for my father’s company, and they had a camping place near her house. So one evening the cavalry came and began shooting into them, and in a few minutes the guns were firing all around the place. My father said that they had a real battle there for a few minutes. The cavalry seemed to think it was getting to be too much for them, so they left with some wounded cavalrymen. He never learned just how many there were, but they left one or two wounded men and one dead. He got three of his men wounded, John Valentine shot in the leg, Mr. Whitehead hit on the heel, and Moses Richards was shot on one leg. As soon as they could they fixed up three litters out of some blankets and carried them to Salbaty camp near where Soso, Mississippi, is now, about eight miles. As soon as they got there they stretched up a tent to keep those wounded men in. Then they put a man on a horse and sent him to Ellisville after a doctor, and when he told the doctor what he wanted him to do the doctor says “I can’t go.” The man says “you will have to go or take what will follow you.” The doctor decided that he would rather go and administer to the wounded men than to be shot, so he went. The men left word for Lowry’s cavalry to come too, told them they would be found at Salbaty camp in the forks of Horse Creek Swamp about two miles east of where Soso is now, near old Aunt Sallie Dulacy’s place. Those cavalrymen showed those wounded men very fine respect. They never carried them anything to eat or to drink, but the doctor kept on going to see them and administered to the wounds until they got well. He treated them awfully nice. Someone asked Colonel Lowry why he and his men, who numbered about one hundred, did not go and make a charge on that camp where Knight and his company were camped. He told them that it would take several hundred men more than he had to go in that swamp where Captain Knight and his company was camped and take them. Colonel Lowry said he was not afraid of the swamp but that he was afraid of them old shot guns that they had there in their camps, and the way they used them. Those men in Knight’s company sure knew how to shoot them guns, believe me. So there was a long time they had no trouble. Those wounded men got well and got out of the camps and were able to go on duty again. They never were bothered while they were in camps.

Mr. Reeves told me a good joke he got on the cavalry. Said he and a negro boy were picking pears in the field at Aunt Sallie Parker’s place on Tallahala Creek near the Captain Knight camp just back of her field when the cavalry, looked to him like about one hundred, came up to the fence where he was picking pears and asked him if he had seen any of Newt Knight’s company down there anywhere, Reeves said to them: “Do you see that fence down yonder?” “Yes,” they replied. “Well, there is two men in every corner of that fence ready to shoot.” The captain of the cavalry said, “Boys, we better be leaving from here.” He said they sure left too, and that quick. He told me him and the negro boy took a big laugh, to see how bad they scared them cavalry. He said he could not recollect them ever coming back to see about Knight and his company. If they did he never saw them anymore. The cavalry had been going to Aunt Sallie Parker’s place, taking her chickens and her hogs, and her corn, and at one time they took an old horse that wasn’t any good, almost dead, and carried it into her lot and caught out her good horse and took it, and left her their old deadhead horse. But after my father and his company got to camping there in the swamp near her home they quit coming around her place. The cavalry was camping at an old gin house near Ellisville, and Knight and his company got around them one night and killed one man and wounded two others. So they moved their camping place up to Jim Knight water mill, about sixteen miles northwest of Ellisville, on the Raleigh and Ellisville road, and it was there they caught two of Knight’s men and hung them to a big limb that reached over the road. They were Sill Colman and Tom Yates. They went to Mr. Parker’s house and Joe Gunter being there in the house, they shot and killed him. Captain Knight would get in a little boat that Jim Knight had there in his mill pond and after dark he would paddle it around to a little island in the pond near where the cavalry was camping. He would lie in there and listen to them talk about how they would like to catch Captain Knight and he was in about fifty steps of them. He could hear them plotting how to catch him, and when he got all their plans to get him, he would get in the boat and go back to his company and tell them. The cavalry fixed up to go down where my father lived on a little creek called Mason Creek, one morning. They started down there and Captain Knight knew their plans, so my father got part of his men in a thick place in the swamp near my father’s house. It wasn’t very long until they came and surrounded the place believing that my father was there in that swamp. He was there and he wasn’t by himself. Two of his brothers were there and several other men of his company. As the cavalry were slipping in on them, one of the cavalry saw Uncle Albert and Uncle Jessie saw the cavalryman raise his gun to shoot his brother, Albert, so Uncle Jessie threw up his gun and pop down at the cavalryman. He fell dead on the spot, but his gun went off as he fell. His bullet went astray in the air, so that started the shooting. There was about fifteen or twenty shots fired there in that little place just about 2 or 3 acres square, and under the excitement one of the cavalrymen was running trying to get out of there. He made it out and just as he got out he looked back and saw a man coming running trying to get out too. He, thinking it was Captain Knight after him threw up his gun and shot the man. But it was not Captain Knight. It was one of his own company’s men that he shot. He was so frightened he never took time to see who it was. They soon got to their horses. All of them except six left that place. It seems like they didn’t like that place very much. They left in a right smart hurry. They did not take time to pick up their dead men, but left them for the people around there to get them up and bury them. So their plans they had made the night before to catch Captain Knight didn’t work out just as they had planned it would. Captain Knight was on the little island in the mill pond the night before and heard their plans how they would catch him the next day. So they didn’t like to get into a big crowd and they left for some other place. As I have stated before, if they could catch a few of the men that belonged to Knight’s company they would treat them without mercy. Lonnie Flynt told me his grandfather Flynt, who was a good man and a fine citizen, who was drafted into the Confederate army said he didn’t know how long he stayed with them but some time in 1863 he received a letter from his family back at home saying that his wife was sick and wanted him to come home. He showed the letter to his captain and asked him for a furlough to come home. The captain of his company granted him a furlough to come home to see his sick wife, and while he was at home the Confederate States passed that 20-negro law. He had no negroes to fight for, so he had decided if the man that had the negroes could stay at home he would stop too. So it wasn’t very long until the cavalry was after him. One morning he took his gun and fishing pole and went down to the creek called Big Creek, near where he lived, trying to keep out of the way of the cavalry. But somehow they slipped up on him before he knew it. He grabbed his gun and threw it into the creek. They asked him what he was doing there and why he hadn’t gone back to the army. He told them that he was aiming to start back tomorrow morning; that his folks had been sick and had just got able for him to go back. So they put a rope around his neck and led him out of the swamp, to hang him. He told them to send to the house after his wife and mother; that he would prove by them that he was telling the truth, and that he was going back the next day. So they sent after them and just before they got to him they had the knot tied around his neck, and if they had not got there just when they did they would have hung him. They begged so hard for them to give him a chance to go back that they took the rope off Rim and turned him loose. After they left him he studied over how they had treated him and decided that he would never go back, so he had been trying to locate my father’s company. The next day he found them and joined the Newt Knight Company, and stayed with them until they surrendered. The cavalry made it back to Ellisville, to their old camping place. One morning they started up Tallahala Creek and went on up near old Aunt Sallie Parker’s place. Knight’s company had its camping place near her home in the swamp. The cavalry left their horses and took their dogs and went on up near Knight’s camp. Only part of Knight’s company was there. Some of them were fishing; others were out at Aunt Sallie’s getting some cooking done, and the cavalry caught two of those who were off from the rest of them, handcuffed them, and tied a rope on them, intending to carry them out. Knight’s company heard them and went to them, and as soon as they saw the cavalry they began to shoot into them and the cavalry turned back on Knight’s men. They say it was a sure enough battle for some time, and while they were shooting at Knight’s men, one of the men that they had hand-cuffed slipped his hand out of the cuff, so both got in the creek and swam across and got away from them. Knight’s men stepped across the creek and kept making it so hot for the cavalry that they decided to make it back to the rest of their company at Ellisville. Captain Knight’s company followed them about three miles down the swamp, shooting at them every time they could get in sight of them. Not a man of Knight’s company got killed or hurt in the battle, so the cavalry left Ellisville for a few days, for other parts of the country. Knight’s company would scatter out, some in one place and some in another place watching and protecting their families and property, so before long they got to Ellisville and someone went and told them that there was a few of Knight’s company at their camp up at Aunt Sallie Parker’s place whom he thought would be easy to catch. So they got their dogs and hit out for the camp. They rode their horses up near the camp, and got off, aiming to shut right up on them. But instead of them being asleep they were watching and saw them coming in on them. As there was so many more of the cavalry than there was of them they decided to try to get away, so they lit out running up the swamp to where there was a foot log. They all got there and began crossing and all got across except Warren Walters. He fell off the foot log into the creek and got wet. He said, “Damn if I run any further.” So he crawled out on the bank and got in some bushes and Meg Walters was the last man to cross the foot log. He had some ground red pepper with him and he sprinkled the log with pepper. When the dogs ran up to the log and got a sniff of the pepper they were through. Warren Walters, sitting over on the other side of the creek where he had crawled out of the water, fired on the dogs and killed two of them, so the boys went on about their business and the cavalry went back disappointed. Everything got quiet for a few days and my father decided while things were quiet he would leave the company, and go home, which was about six miles from the camp, and see his family. He had been walking for some time and got in about two miles of his home going down through the piney woods. He got down close to the head of a little branch when all at once he heard the noise of horses running. He stopped and looked back and there were about ten or twelve cavalry coming right on after him. He just knew his time was up. He said he knew it would not do to run. All at once it came to him to blow his horn three shorts and began to holler, “Here they are boys. Fall into line, boys,” as long as he could and at the same time he shot into them with both barrels of his gun. The cavalry turned their horses and left him right there by himself. Just as soon as they got out of his sight it came his time to run. Believe me he ran about one mile as fast as he ever ran in his life. He ran until he reached a little swamp, where he stopped and loaded his gun and went on to the house and stayed a while with his family. He then went back to his company. He sure had something to tell the men when he got back to the camps. I tell you the truth, he never left the boys by himself any more as long as the war lasted. He never learned whether he wounded any of the cavalry or not. He sure was glad when they got out of his sight. He was almost sure his time was up. He knew if they caught him they would hang him, without giving him time to say the Lord’s prayer, but it seemed to him that something told him not to run, so he stood still and saw the power of the Lord demonstrated in his favor. He felt that it was God’s power that delivered him from the enemy, the ones that were trying to take his life.
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