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     “I can truthfully say of Confederate sympathizers (and 
their name was legion), that I found them as upright, 
straight and fair men to deal with as I have ever met in 
my long business career. I have many times confided to 
Watt Matthis thousands of dollars for safekeeping, and one 
accused Watt of being a very loud Union man. Watt, at that 
time, was not the man to betray confidence placed in him by 
a friend.” (Chapter 2)

     “When war was waging its wide desolation, Captain 
Turney of Plattsburg, was shot down while at the head 
of his company, gallantly defending the town, attacked 
by a straggling band of confederates, said to have been 
commanded by Thrailkill. The whole community was up in 
arms pursuing this band which had shot a militiaman near 
Turney.” (Chapter 3) (Note: Captain Turney and Plattsburg 
battle is also discussed in Chapter 75)

     “He (J. Q. A. Kemper) participated in the little battle 
at Camden Point, Missouri, as did his father-in-law, Ex-
Governor George Smith, and is one of the three or four of us 
left, who were in that fight. I will relate an incident of that 
brush fight which I omitted to record in another description 

of it. At the first fire of the 
confederates on us, several of 
our brave fellows, who were in 
the rear in that narrow lane, 
turned their back to danger 
and made themselves scare 
in that vicinity, and never 
stopped until they arrived 
in Cameron, and one or 
two in Kingston. They were 
the kind of men who were 
so industrious with cards of 
nights, and made the night 
hideous singing “Joe Bowers” 
in a major key (if they had any 
key at all).” (Chapter 12)

     “An incident which occurred the night we camped on 
the old Fair Grounds west of town, which scared many of us 
nearly as badly as we were the next day while under fire near 
Camden Point in Platte County….” (Chapter 75)
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     The parents of James Williams, Luke Williams and Louisa Beatty, 
were natives of Kentucky and came to Missouri early in the 19th 
century. They were married at Boonville, Mo., where James was later 
born on May 16, 1834. As a family, they moved to Cass County, 
Mo., and then to “Midway Place” (Cameron) on April 30th, 1842.
     Mr. Williams was educated in a log hut four miles outside of 
Cameron. His teacher was John S. Wells, who was later killed in a 
horse accident at Warsaw, Mo. 
      As for his later business career, James was amongst the first to 
ship livestock and grain to St. Louis from Cameron. He notes that 
although there were no banking facilities nearer than St. Joseph 
(where a strong military force was usually kept), checks were not 
often used, and currency was often carried around in the pocket.
     Being a Union man during the Civil War, James recounting of his 
war-related experiences in Platte County are of particular interest 
– and provide the modern reader with a first-hand perspective of 
this difficult time in our local history. Also discussed are experiences 
of life near his home, and brief mentions of travels to the mills of 
Platte City and Shoal Creek.
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     “Knowing that these biographical sketches grow 
monotonous and are interesting only to people who are 
descendants of the particular biography of some of their 
forefathers, hence, I believe a short story of some of the 
unwritten history of soldier raids, escapades, skirmishes and 
other incidents that came under the notice of the writer, 
who was more or less in camp along with the enrolled militia 
in several military excursions, or raids, south and west of 
Cameron, would interest the younger generations who have 
come on the stage of action since these tragic scenes have 
been nearly forgotten.
      The first that I was with was just a day or two before Col. 
Mulligan’s surrender at Lexington. A battalion of the Iowa 
Second Regiment, I think it was, got off the cars at Cameron 
and marched across the country south to Liberty Landing to 
intercept a large force of Confederate recruits commanded 
by Col. Patten and Raines. As well as I now recollect, a 
call was made for mounted militia men (volunteers) to 
go to Platte River bridge (as we thought) to guard the 
railroad, wooden truss bridges at that time, which were 

very important from a military standpoint. Well, forty of us 
patriots came to the front. Our horses and accoutrements 
were loaded on cars and run to Platte Bridge, a good deal 
faster than we liked on that rough road. We were unloaded 
and ordered to “Forward, march” to form a junction with 
the Illinois 16th Regiment (about as rough a lot of almost 
brigands as I came in contact with during war time). In the 
meantime, we learned that the Confederate forces of Raines 
and Patten were just a few hours ahead of us.
     So, tired as we were, we made a forced march that same 
day to New Market in Platte County. Raines’ men had 
completely cleaned the County of stuff to eat, and the militia 
were without commissary and had to depend on foraging 
on the enemy, which were mostly women, their men being 
either hid in the brush, or with Raines’ army ahead of us. 
Our scouts ran on to a flock of sheep, killed what they 
needed, and roasted some of the choice pieces, and we ate it 
half done without salt, bread or anything else, and turned in 
for the night, and such a night! I took Cholera Morbus and 
was awful sick from eating that half rare mutton, and had 
it not been some one had a little brandy, or whiskey along, 
I might not now be writing my soldier experience of fifty 
years ago. The Quartermaster’s Sergeant of the Illinois troops 

gave us a little share of their rations for breakfast. Meantime, 
the Illinois 16th Infantry were, many of them, mounting 
on the fine saddle horses of Buchanan and Platte counties, 
some horses carrying two men. Early next morning the 
bugle sounded “mount”. Rather a strange call for an Infantry 
regiment.
      Next call, “Forward, march, double quick”, but the 
double quick was not executed. It had rained a short time 
before, and General Raines’ two thousand raw mounted 
recruits, besides several hundred of our crowd were 
mounted, together with one company of regular Cavalry 
(the best drilled soldiers I saw during the war), as well as a 
battery of artillery (the only one I ever witnessed unlimber in 
action in my little war experience) with the great crowd, all 
on one road going helter skelter, we made very little progress.
     Arriving late in the day at the bridge across the Platte 
river at Platte City, we found near the bridge some long 
ricks of cord wood piled up and “Si Gordon’s” so called 
bushwhackers hidden behind them. On the approach of 
our vanguard, they opened fire on us and killed one man, 
and I think wounded one or two others, then fled across 
the bridge, through the town to the woods beyond. ‘Twas 
then the artillery rushed past where I was, to the front, 
unlimbered and commenced shelling the woods northeast of 
town. The bombs, smoking fuse shrieking through the air, 
bursting in the woods frightened our green militia, I have an 
idea, a great deal more than they did Col. Gordon’s seasoned 
partisan soldiers.
      Talk about a town being looted! I’ll just say, up to that 
time I had but little idea of what war meant. The worst 
elements in the country were turned loose; the enraged 
soldiers were hungry as wolves without commissary and 
transportation, hence, had to carry on their backs, through 
mud, their blankets and what little commissaries were issued 
to them before leaving St. Joseph. The blankets getting wet 
with no tents, were mostly thrown away, and the provisions 
eaten up. This was what was the matter with that tired mob 
that night. Was it any wonder that they looted the town?
     I’ll give only one incident I remember as it was so 
ludicrously funny. The soldiers had run on to a lot of very 
fine canned fruit and other good things to eat, besides a lot 
of home spun and woven blankets, in the home of a wealthy 
family. There was no one there keeping house but an old-
like, ponderous negro woman, and I’ll never forget the fury 
of that old woman servant when she contemplated the ruin 
of her good (she said) master’s and mistress’s home, saying 
with gestures suitable to the occasion, that she’d always been 
Union, but if this was Union, she’d not be Union “no mo’”.
    When morning came, we were routed out early, a courier 
having arrived urgently requesting our command to hurry 
up to Liberty with all possible speed, saying a disastrous fight 
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had occurred on the north bank of the Missouri River near 
Blue Mills Landing, in which Col. Scott’s battalion of Iowa 
Infantry had been entrapped in an ambuscade, together 
with some Missouri militia, and badly cut to pieces, losing a 
good many men in killed and wounded, as well as a part of 
their artillery. Col. Scott’s brave men managed to cut their 
way out and saved one or two cannon, the postilion and 
gunners cutting the dead horses loose and drawing the pieces 
off the bloody field in the face of a furious fusillade, which, 
however, was discharged from only farm rifles and fowling 
pieces of Gen. Raines’ raw recruits at long range, doing very 
little execution. The Union forces received the first onslaught 
from the ambuscade (they foolishly rushed into it) at point 
blank range of those fowling pieces, and in their frantic 
attempt to unlimber and bring their guns into action, many 
of them were shot down. When the bugle sounded their 
recall, they left their dead and wounded on the bloody field.
     Some of my neighbors were killed, others wounded in 
that little battle. The most dead and wounded men I saw in 
my militia experience through the Civil War was after this 
fight (in which the Confederates were the victors) at William 
Jewell College Hall which was converted into a military 
barracks and hospital.
     Our command hurried full speed, after the news of the 
disastrous repulse at Liberty, without any regard to military 
tactics, arriving in squads all forenoon, and the footmen all 
through the afternoon and evening. Liberty was a worse torn 
up town, if possible, than Platte City was when we left it. 
Stores, shops, and many residences were completely gutted 
of everything whether useful or not.
     It is a shameful truth that I am sorry to put on record 
that many seemingly good Unionists of that period appeared 
to be more anxious to secure plunder, especially good horses 
or mules as Government contractors were paying big prices 
for, then they were to face the Confederate bushwhackers or 
anything else where there was a danger in the locality. The 
rank and file were good men; the trouble was higher up.” 
(Chapter 27)

     “But these are not all of Missouri’s glory. She is the 
birthplace of a Clemens (Mark Twain), of a Kit Carson, F.X. 
Aubrey, the telegraph of the plains, whose trips on horseback 
from Westport to Santé Fe in less than 100 hours have 
never been equaled in history. The writer can well remember 
when Aubrey made these trips, although the exact date is 
forgotten. Missouri is the birthplace of General Sterling 
Price, and has been the home of the greatest military hero 
of all history, General Grant. Of a David R. Atchison, A 
Doniphan, A Benton, a Clark, a Daniel Boone, a David R. 
Francis; of John Sappington, Jas. H. Birch, Willard P. Hall, 

George Smith, Governor 
Woodson, Claiborne F. 
Jackson, of whom the writer 
many years ago, heard it told 
that he, Gov. Jackson, married 
three of Dr. John Sappington’s 
daughters, one after the other, 
and when the last marriage 
took place, there being no 
more daughters for Claiborne 
to marry, the old doctor 
expressed his fear that if this 
last girl should unfortunately 
die before her mother, Claiborne would want the old 
woman.” (Chapter 51)

      “It is a matter of history that in the first breaking out 
of the great Civil War many young men (good men) were 
persuaded and feasted, and by the alluring smiles of their 
young lady loves and friends, were enlisted and rushed off 
into General Sterling Price’s army with the hue and cry 
that the Dutch and “Black Republicans” had invaded the 
sacred soil of Missouri. So when it came to the test, these 
young bloods found by their experience on the bloody fields 
of Wilson’s Creek, Pea Ridge, Cowskin Prairie, and many 
other hard contested fields, that war, instead of dress parade 
and picnics with the alluring smiles of their sweethearts 
and intended mother-in-laws, was an awful reality, and was 
well named, many years after by General Sherman……
There were several militiamen, including one or two of the 
Nicholson boys, who then belonged to a company of so 
called “pawpaw” militia. The so called “pawpaw” militia 
were mostly those returned Confederate soldiers before 
mentioned, and there was, at that time, no great deal of love 
for them among Union soldiers, as we all who participated 
in the struggle know. (Chapter 78 – Memory of the Killing 
of James Pawley and one of the Nicholson Brothers of 
Centerville, Now Kearney, Clay Co., Mo.)
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