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NOTES ABOUT  PEOPLE:


                   …by Frank Kizer





Greetings from Bartlett, TN:


  I know you’ll be disappointed to see my name in this space rather than Millard’s news.  Millard says there’s no news to report, and he doesn’t like repeating himself.  So, I decided to include a couple of things under a different banner.  I figure at  my age, repeating myself is one of the things that people will have to bear up under. 





Foster:  I  had a letter from Candy (Foster) Hudson who, as many of you know, is the daughter of  Bonnie Foster.  Bonnie and Candy live in St. Louis.   I’m pleased to hear that Candy is interested in the family history.  That makes a total of two of us. 


Davis:  For those of you who don’t know him, I’d like to introduce you to Dave Davis.  Dave is a distant cousin, probably  third,  of ours who lives in Pocahontas.   He and I (Frank)   have recently been working together on tracing the Phillips ancestors.  He is a descendant of James J. Phillips, who was a brother of Benjamin F. Phillips.  Benjamin F.  is the father of Grandpa William H. Phillips.


Knotts:  Some time last year I had an e-mail from Aunt Beulah’s daughter Sharon.  It’s always a pleasure to hear from any of you.  My e-mail address and my street address are listed on the header of this newsletter.  





  That’s about it for now.   If any of you have news for next year, please send it to me some time around next December.  Until then, the best of everything to all of you.  





		***


Family  sketches.  Life and Times of James J. Phillips.


         *** by Frank Kizer


(I am indebted to Dave Davis for most of the information and all of the quotes included in this article.)


Long ago when I was a small child – much before logic and reason crowded out the mystery and wonder in my life – there was a belief in our family that if you split the tongue of a crow, the crow would be able to talk.


We even had a story – probably partly fable – to support this claim.  In that story, it seems that the Phillips family – I don’t know which generation – had a crow with a split tongue.  


  On the occasion of this story,  the family was gathered around  the kitchen table noisily  passing out  some sort of goodies ( or perhaps gifts) to various members of the family.  


    Jim Phillips had gone into one of  the back rooms (or maybe even the outhouse) while the stuff was being passed out.   While he was gone, there was a brief  lull in the noisy celebration, and according to the story, the crow shocked everyone by proclaiming, “left Old  Jim out.”


                          *   *    *


  That story was handed down to my mother, and from her to our family.  In this “enlightened” age,  we may doubt the facts of this story, but it’s this sort of vague memory that those of us who try to trace our ancestry cling to in the hope of piecing together the family history.  


     When I first started trying to piece our family history together, this was the only evidence I had that somewhere back in the family, there was a Jim Phillips.  


   So, when Millard and I were browsing through a cemetery near Attica and came upon the tombstone of  James J. Phillips, the first question in my mind was, is  this the “Old Jim” who was left out.


   Well, I’ve not yet solved the talking crow mystery, but, mostly through Dave Davis,  I have found out a lot about the James J. Phillips whose tombstone Millard and I saw.  As it turns out, he was the older brother of Benjamin F. Phillips,  our great-grandfather.


  James and Frank ( I believe Benjamin F. was called Frank) were two of the eleven children born to William and Rebecca Phillips.


  James was born on March 19, 1832 either in Tennessee or Alabama and Benjamin in Mississippi in about 1844 


At times during his teen and young adult years, James worked on the farms of both his father, who lived in Mississippi, and his married sister who lived across the state line in Tennessee. 


   At some time during this period, James met a young woman named Bersheba Mariah E.  Bryan(t), and in February 1853 the bed and horse which James owned was joined with the bed clothes, cow and calf, and land which Bethsheba got from her father, and James and Bethsheba became man and wife and moved into a cabin that James had built..


  James and Bersheba worked the farm and started a family which by  1860 included three children.  


  During that decade, the relations between  the North and the South had grown increasingly hostile and in the beginning of the sixties,  Southern states started seceding from the Union.  In that environment, according to one record, James joined Company B of the Tennessee 34th Infantry, presumably in August 1861, to fight the Union army. 


According to Dave Davis, James’ unit was in eastern Tennessee  at Cumberland Gap on the Tennessee-Kentucky border;  and at Bean Station  a little north of Morristown.   Later, we hear of the unit fighting at the Battle of Murfreesboro. 


    After  James came home for a while, his new unit was at Murfreesboro, southeast of Nashville, and then at Shelbyville, a little to the southwest of Murfreesboro.  Soon after that he was taken prisoner is Henderson County. 


  In the next few paragraphs, I will attempt – very briefly, I’m sure you will hope -- to weave these battles into the overall fabric of the Civil War as fought in this part of the country.  I do this with the hope that it will  give some idea of the possible time and distance scale involved and also of the hardships James  endured..  ( I might add that this involves quite a lot of guessing, and any errors are my own,  not those of Dave Davis.)


  In the winter of 1862, a Confederate force of   40,000 men defended a line stretching form Cumberland Gap (north of Knoxville), through Kentucky to Bowling Green and to Columbus on the Mississippi. 


 On January 19, 1862, the Union forces broke the defense line at Mills Springs, north of Cumberland Gap. It may be that James was involved in that battle or it may be that he was involved in Cumberland Gap later on .


 Over in western Tennessee, because of setbacks in several battles, Confederate forces fell back eventually to Corinth, Mississippi intending to defend that important railroad junction.


   Was James involved in this retreat?  I am inclined to believe that he was not.  The reason is that Dave’s account does not mention James’ unit at Shiloh, and if he had been involved in the retreat, he would most likely have been at Shiloh. 


   In the summer after the battle of Shiloh,  Confederate General Braxton Bragg took the army to the east, up into Tennessee, then continued through Tennessee and finally into Kentucky. 


It seems likely the action that James’ unit saw at Cumberland Gap was part of that operation into Kentucky. 


  Federal troops under a new general moved against the Confederate forces  and forced them to retreat toward Nashville. This pursuit culminated in the bloody battle of Murfreesboro (southeast of Nashville) beginning on December 31, 1862.  Dave’s account  mentions that James’ unit was at Murfreesboro.  This battle lasted for about three days.  As an indication of what James might have gone through, the Federals  lost almost 13,000 men here and the Confederates almost 12,000.  Murfreesboro is  roughly 225 miles from Bean Station where James is also reported to have been .   


  Dave also mentions that James’ unit was stationed at Shelbyville, roughly 25 directly south of Murfreesboro, and Tullahoma, a little under 20 miles southeast of Shelbyville.  


   Assuming that James had been with his unit all of this time, he had not seen his family for over a year and a half, and, if his unit was active in all of these battles, he had seen some vicious fighting and experienced great hardships, and some disheartening losses.    


  While in  the Shelbyville area, he was closer to home than he had been for a long time, so apparently he decided to come home for a while sometime in February,  1863 , and stayed to help with the farming. It must have been during that time that  another daughter who was born in November was conceived.  


*           *              *





  It is ironic that even though Bersheba and the children were left at home in what might have been thought to be comparative safety, they were almost within hollering distance of one of the bloodiest battles of the Civil War.  Shiloh was “almost in their back yard” as Dave Davis puts it.  


  The first day at Shiloh , it looked as if the Confederates would rule the day, but that night Federal reinforcements arrived, and after some fierce fighting the next day,  the Confederates decided to retreat back to their camp in Corinth, Mississippi. 


  One wonders if Bersheba and some of her children may have stood and  sadly watched as the long, dispirited line of Confederate soldiers  wound their way back to Corinth.  Perhaps they saw the wagon that hauled the body of  the Confederates’ general along with several bullets in his chest, he and nearly  11,000 other Confederates and 13,000 Union troops, casualties of that fierce battle at Shiloh. 


                   *       *        *


At any rate James did not stay at home. long  He was soon back in the army -- the cavalry this time.  He was taken prisoner at Heston (or Hester’s) Mills in Henderson Country on 27 July 1863.            After some moving around, he eventually ended up in a military prisoner-of- war camp  near Alton, Illinois that had been a fairgrounds in earlier times.  


  According to sources, life was very hard at the camp in Alton. “The sheds where horses and cattle had been shown and the agricultural products had been exhibited were turned into barracks for the prisoners.  The buildings…were penetrated by snow, wind, and rain.  A part of the time, fuel was insufficient.  Sanitary conditions were bad.  Sewage flowed through an open ditch.  


  James did have one advantage:  According to one of his grandchildren, “James had some relatives that lived near  the camp.” Apparently they were “well enough off to provide him with money to help better stay alive.” He eventually was released through a prisoner exchange at Point Lookout, Maryland.


  After the war  James returned home, but  life was not the same for the family.  Listen to the voice of Mary Young, one of James’ granddaughters.  “ … mother was told what Grandmother Phillips and Aunt Minnie told her and that she thinks he (James) was a pretty food farmer until he went off and got into prison.. After he came back home it seemed like he couldn’t hardly get a handle on things and he seemed to drink quite a bit and at times would just climb on his horse and ride off.  Grandmother had no idea where he went.  He’d stay a day or two or longer than that.  Then he’d just come back, no explanation as to where he’d been or anything..”


  Nevertheless, James and Bersheba continued to raise the children they had and have more, and they prospered moderately in their farming business.


  Shortly after their last child was born in 1875, James’ father died and it may be that his mother died soon after that.           Anyway in a short time ,  “James was a virtual alcoholic,” according to court records, and “he began chasing lewd women and was reportedly seen entering houses of ill repute, and he began neglecting the needs of his family, taking money the family made and spending it on high living.”  


  In 1879, Bersheba filed for divorce.  James rambled around for a while and eventually ended up with his brother, Benjamin F. Phillips,  in Randolph country, Arkansas.  


  Frank’s second wife, Mary McNeese had a younger sister, Babe NcNeese, who James became acquainted with.  Despite the 26 years age difference, they were married in September, 1882.


  Apparently James overcame his drinking problem , did his best to care for his family in Tennessee, and became a respected citizen in Randolph count.   


This from a report of his death.   “J. J. Phillips, an old and well-known citizen of this country and soldier of the lost cause, died at his home near Attica, Wednesday.  Uncle Jimmy was 78 years old and lived in this county for  more than thirty years, emigrating from Tennessee.  He leaves a large family of children, all of whom are highly respected citizens.”





Addendum:  There was another Jim Phillips:  James F. Phillips, the son of Benjamin F. Phillips and brother to Grandpa William H. Phillips.  It’s possible that that Jim may have been the object of the talking crow story. 


The facts in my description of the sequence of battles that James was in have  various levels of certainty.  Rather than interrupt the narrative with many detailed explanations, I have left that all out.  Perhaps another time for the a more complete story.





****************************





Family Gatherings and Activities:


  Here’s a note from Lyda Davidson about the Phillips family reunion usually held in Doniphan, MO.  


“  Speaking of the family reunion, this year at the park at Doniphan, we discussed the possibility of changing the place, due to the distance for some, and also because the pavilion my be unavailable on the date of our reunion.  Charlotte, Alvin’s daughter, was checking out other possibilities for a place and we discussed the possibility of changing the reunion day to a Saturday.  When she gets information from the possible places, she will let a family member know, and that person will be responsible for letting their siblings and children know.”





Odds and Ends:


     Here’s a copy of my latest mailing list for the Newsletter.  If you know of someone who would like to be added or, for that matter, if there’s someone already on the list who has no interest in the newsletter, I’d appreciate a note from you.  Here’s the list:  Davis:  Dave.   Foster:  Bonnie.   Harris:  Aldena, Eugenia, Rayburn.  Kizer:  Bob,  Julie, Mary, Millard, Wanda, Bob Morgan.   Milam:  Grover, Lyda Davidson.  Phillips:  Woody, Marilyn Morgan. 





Bye for now and best of everything to all of you.





                                 Frank
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