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chapter three — part 2

Civil War Hits Close 
To Neal Home 

Preface: a fact, in June, 1862, little Sammie Neal, who was a main character in Part One of 
this chapter, was two months shy of his 20th birthday.  Cousin John R. McAteer was 24 years 
old.  They were on the way to Camden to enroll in the 33rd Arkansas Regiment being pulled 
together under the command of Camden attorney, Hiram Land Grinstead.  Both their families 
had held them back from the Confederate units pulled together the prior year right after the 
war between the states began.  As with Part 1, the names, locations, dates and events in Part 
2 are presented as being historically accurate.

The Neal Boys from Ouachita in the Civil War
 The American Civil War began in April 1861, a short time after Thomas received his fi nal land 
grant certifi cate from the Federal Land Offi  ce in Champagnolle.  The Union’s Fort Sumter was fi red 
on by the Confederate rebels on April 12, 1861.  
 The State of Arkansas seceded from the Union shortly thereafter.  Recruitment of an Army for 
the state occurred all across the state.  According to the Encyclopedia of Arkansas, soldiers were most 
often recruited by local communities; regiments were made up of companies formed from the indi-
vidual counties.  Reportedly men joined for various reasons one of which was to avoid “loss of honor 
and status within the local community.”  
 In mid-1861, 45-year old Tom Neal and his wife, Lucinda, of Ouachita County, had two sons 
of age to serve in the Arkansas militia units being organized.  Born in 1845, Robert was around 16 
and the oldest, Samuel, would turn 20 in August of that year.  Both men would eventually enlist in the 
Confederate Army; they both survived many battles but returned home wounded.
 Thomas Neal and his family were drawn up in the fervor surrounding the War.   By mid-
summer of 1861, Arkansans began to enroll in state military regiments.  Recruiters traveled the roads 
encouraging the young men to enlist.   
 Although not for certain, of the two Neal sons eligible to serve, Robert apparently enrolled  
fi rst—sometime in 1861.  He fi rst served under Evander McNair who did command a regiment in 
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Facing page: “On the morning of May 4, 1861, a company of Arkansas State Tropps 
known as the Hempstead Rifl es prepared to leave for the Civil War.  Standing in front of 
the Jones Hotel in Washington, Arkansas, the men of Company B were given a fl ag in 
a presentation ceremony.  That afternoon, accompanied by the town’s band, the Rifl es 
marched away, eventually joining Brigadier General Benjamin McCullough’s Western 
Army and fi ghting at Wilson’s Creek on August 10, 1861.  Mustered out shortly after the 
battle, many of the company’s members re-enlisted in other Confederate units. Photo 
from the archives of the Wilson Creek National Battlefi eld Park.
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1861.  Prior to the war, McNair was a businessman in the town of Washington, Arkansas.  But Robert’s 
name has not been identifi ed on any of the regiment’s muster roll.  
 Thomas’s oldest son, Samuel, and Cousin James McAteer’s son, John R., did not enroll until 
the summer of 1862.  No doubt the elder Neal son had assumed a greater and greater role around the 
Neal’s 320-acre cotton farm.  It was therefore logical for Robert to enlist fi rst. 
 If Thomas ever doubted the seriousness of the confl ict, he didn’t have long to wait long.  Slave-
owning, Leroy Purifoy, let his second oldest son, 17-year old Thomas J., enlist in Johnson’ 15th Arkan-
sas Infantry Regiment at Camden in October 1861.  The young man was captured in February, 1862, at 
Fort Donelson, Tennessee, and sent to military prison at Camp Butler, Illinois.  He died there on March 
29, 1862.
 As he tried to sympathize with Mr. Purifoy, his neighbor, Thomas realized with all serious-
ness that he might not see his son, Robert, again.  Likewise, the confl ict could not be avoided, and his 
second son, Samuel, needed to go to Camden, and enlist.  That he did, in June, 1862.  By his side was 
John R. McAteer, the second oldest son of Lucinda McAteer Neal’s Cousin James.  Another local man, 
Alexander P. Greer, 27-year old son of neighbor, John Greer, marched along side his longtime friends 
into Camden from northwest of old Caney, Arkansas.

Samuel J. Neal’s Civil War Record 
 Muster rolls created by Samuel’s regiment plus his subsequent pension application provide a 
pretty clear picture of his involvement in the war.  Samuel went to nearby Camden and enrolled in 
Company B of the 33rd Arkansas Infantry on the very day it was established, June 17, 1862; the entire 
regiment consisting of 11 companies, was put under the command of Camden resident, Colonel Hiram 
Lane Grinstead.  At its inception in the summer of 1862, Samuel’s company was believed to be about 
100 men strong, and the entire regiment was something over a thousand men. (Exhibit 1 on page ___ 
provides a muster roll of 87 men in 1863, a year after Company B was formed).
 Samuel’s enrollment was for a three-year pe-
riod.  Over the next two years, the regiment would be 
engaged in three battles in Arkansas and two in Loui-
siana.   Its fi nal engagement was at the April 29-30, 
1864, Battle of Jenkins Ferry between Camden and 
Little Rock, one in which Col. Grinstead was killed.  
Samuel was injured severely enough to end his useful-
ness to the regiment.  Presumably he was sent home 
one year before the offi  cial end of the war.
 Exhibit 2 on page ___ contains three of the 
original muster rolls fi lled out for Samuel during his 
two years of service in the Confederate uniform.  The 
“muster-in” roll dated July 5, 1862, at “Camp” Hind-
man.  This camp was apparently about eight miles 
from Camden.  When there, the regiment was ordered 
to Camp White Sulphur Springs near Pine Bluff , Ar-
kansas.
 When Samuel’s 33rd Regiment was ordered to 
move out as part of Hindman’s 1st Army, they left one 
of their fellow soldiers too sick to go on.  He was 1st 

Above, Camp White Sulphur 
Springs Confederate Cemetery.  

Photo by Jennifer Price.
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Lieutenants
Newton, D. White, Wm. F. Webster, J.T.

Sergeants
Cawthon, W.P. Thompson, R. Burch, T.J. Manning, W.A.
Hornea, John

Corporals
Parr, T.U. Womble, T.F. Hogue, W.J. Burns, S.J.

Privates
Agee, R.P. Harrell, S.E. McAteer, J.R. Turner, W.S.
Allen, F.N. Harrison, T.J. McGill, Tom Tutt, S.O.P.
Arnold, A.J. Hesterly, M.S. McKelvey, J.W. Tyson, Carah J.
Bailes, Elijah High, Dixon McNary, Luke Warnock, W.H.
Bradshaw, J.B. Hodge, J.E. Millett, R.M. Webb, E.S.
Carroll, A.T. House, Hardy Moseley, B.F. Webb, E.W.
Cockerham, C.C. Hughes, E.H. Neel, S.J. Wells, A.J.
Crabtree, R.J. Hunter, J.B. Nelson, J.A. Wells, L.P
Crawford, J.W. Kirby, W.J. Nesbit, J.F. Wesson, W.E.
Cross, M.F. Klock, P.G. Otwill, W.S. White, G.W.
Deason, J.J. LaBeff , John Pedron, J.V. White, W.C.
Dupry, Thos. L. Langford, G.A. Pedron, L.E. Williams, M.V.
Dyer, A.J. Lapiter, C.J. Pile, W.W. Wilson, J.M.A.
Fincher, B.B. Lapiter, J.S. Ritchie, G.L. Worthington, S.B.
Fincher, D.S. Lee, B.F. Rodger, D.G. Wright, W.F.
Furr, J.E. Lee, L.E. Roseman, J.B. Yarbrough, N.C.
Gillespie, W.T.B. Legett, Allen Shirey, Joe Willett, R.M.
Greer, A.P. Legett, C.C. Steward, W.H.
Griffi  n, Jasper Marks, W.E. Strasmer, J.F.
Hardy, W.L. Martin, W.L Turner, E.L.

Exhibt 1 (Camden Newspaper—1931)
“ROSTER OF OLD COMPANY FOUND
Civil War Muster Roll Shows 87 Men”

“The Muster Roll of Company “B”, 33rd Arkansas Regiment of the Confederate army from 
January 30, 1863 to August 1, 1863, has been found by Mrs. Dora T. Siff ord, daughter of 
Capt. T.D. Thomson, who was head of the Company.  The muster roll is in the original hand-
writing which is clearly legible and well preserved.” 
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Exhibit 2—Muster Roll Sheets
Samuel J. Neal in Company B, 33rd Arkansas Regiment of the Confederacy
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Sergeant Benjamin T. Horn, born 1829, who died at the camp on October 27, 1862, and was buried 
with others in the Camp White Sulphur Springs Cemetery. 
 A full account of the movements of the 33rd Regiment throughout the war may be found on the 
online at Wikipedia.org under the heading, “33rd Arkansas Infantry.”
Robert Stewart Neal’s Civil War Record  
 Unlike those discovered for his older brother, no offi  cial muster records have been found for 
Samuel’s brother, Robert Stewart Neal.  According to Robert’s grandson, the late Jesse Wood of Red 
Hill, Arkansas, while no military record has been found, Robert’s wife (Laura Stinnett Neal) received 
a widow’s pension beginning June, 1917.  As well, proof of service records signed by J.L. Jetton and 
J.R. McAteer attested that the two of them had known Robert since 1860 and that he was a Confed-
erate soldier belonging to "McNair’s Regiment and Hawthorn's Brigade of Infantry of Arkansas."  
Their proof of service claim also stated that Robert was wounded in the April, 1864, Battle at Jenkins 
Ferry.
 “McNair’s Regiment”  First a Colonel and later a General, Evander McNair was made an a 
Confederate offi  cer early in the war.  He was from Hempstead County and put in command of the 4th 
Arkansas Infantry Regiment in August 1861.  His regiment was made up of eight volunteer companies 
from southwestern Arkansas.  Two of those companies comprised of men from Hempstead County just 
to west of where Robert Neal was living when the war broke out.  
 If he joined then in Hempstead County, Robert would have travelled with the 4th Arkansas and 
be engaged in several battles in Kentucky, Tennessee and Mississippi.  Robert, being Tom’s youngest 
of two sons that was age eligible, could well have enlisted with McNair and been with his army east 
of the Mississippi for quite a period of time.  (A more complete description of McNair’s Regiment can 
be found at wikipedia.org, under the title, “4th Arkansas Infantry Regiment.” 
 Since Robert’s attestors state Robert was injured in the 1864 Battle of Jenkins, he must have 
been reassigned at some point and brought back west of the Mississippi River.  Unlike McNair’s Regi-
ment, Hawthorn’s Brigade, was in the Battle of Jenkins Ferry.
 “Hawthorn’s Brigade”  Unlike Samuel Neal’s 33rd Regiment which remained together for 
the entire war, the units in which Robert served were involved with consolidations and reorganizations 
as the war wore on.  When the war broke out, Alexander T. Hawthorn was an attorney in Camden.  In 
1861, he became an offi  cer in the newly organized 6th Arkansas Regiment.  Starting as a First Lieuten-
ant and eventually a Brigadier-General, he would lead his units in one battle in southwestern Tennes-
see and three battles in Arkansas including Jenkins Ferry. 
 During the Battle of Jenkins Ferry, Hawthorn led “Hawthorn’s Brigade”; it was assigned to 
Major General Churchill’s Division, the same one in which Samuel’s 33rd Arkansas Infantry Regi-
ment was assigned.  So, on that fateful April 30th day in 1864, the two brothers, Robert and Samuel, 
were defi nitely engaged in the battle with units side by side.  But the Churchill division included sev-
eral thousand soldiers, and they probably were not aware of each other’s presence. 
  Like Samuel, Robert was wounded during that one-day battle.  Whether his wound was serious 
enough to muster him out of the service is, as yet, unknown.  Regardless, Jenkins Ferry would be the 
last battle in which Churchill’s Division would be engaged.  Afterward, all of the Confederate units 
were ordered either back into Louisiana or to Marshall in eastern Texas to regroup.  The units were still 
out of Arkansas when the war ended in 1865.
 Based on what we know of the brothers’ involvement at Jenkins Ferry and from a quick study 
of that well-documented Battle of Jenkins Ferry, we’ve written a historically based but fi ctional story 
about the brothers at Jenkins Ferry.
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Evander McNair Hiram Lane Grinstead

Alexander Travis HawthornThomas C. Hindman

Confederate Offi  cers Under Whom the Neal Brothers Served
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Battle of Jenkins Ferry1

April 29-30, 1864
 
 In the spring of 1864, the Federals were on the off ensive.  The 
previous summer, Vicksburg had fallen to the Union and the Union 
had gained control of the Mississippi River.  The Union Army, under 
the command of a Lincoln political appointee, General Nathaniel P. 
Banks, was to come up through Louisiana from the Mississippi River 
to Shreveport and then into Texas.  At the same time, the troops of 
Brigadier General Frederick Steele, were to leave Little Rock which 
they occupied and head into southwest Arkansas toward Shreveport.  
 On April 16, 1864, Steele’s troops arrived in Camden, Arkan-
sas, and occupied it.   Hearing of corn stores west of Camden toward 
Washington, Steele sent out a foraging party of up to one hundred wag-
ons.  On April, 18, 1842, as it returning to Camden near a place called 
Poison Springs, the Federal’s foraging party was discovered by the 
Confederates and decimated.  No corn got back to Steele’s troops.
 Recognizing that his troops had no hope of going forward to 
Shreveport.  On the night of April 26, Gen. Steele slipped his troops 
out of Camden on the night of April 26.  When the Confederate forces 
learned of Steele’s fl ight, the combined forces of Gen. Kirby Smith, 
Sterling Price and J.S. Marmaduke gave chase with the hope of over-
running the Federals.
 On Friday, April 29, 1846, Steele’s troops reached the Saline 
River which was swollen from recent rains at a crossing called “Jenkins 
Ferry.”  Steele’s engineers began to build a pontoon bridge over which 
the troops wished to cross and escape back to Little Rock.  The Con-
federates would catch up with Steele’s rear guard; a battle commenced 
and it was a race for time.  
 Could the Confederates keep the Federals trapped along the 
Saline River and score a victory?  The battle raged into the second day 
under wet and muddy conditions.  By the afternoon, Steele managed to 
transfer his troops to the Little Rock side of the River and destroy the pontoon bridge.  The engagement became known 
as the Battle of Jenkins Ferry.  Reportedly there were 521 Union and 443 Confederate casualties.
 Steele’s troops would go on to Little Rock where they would arrive on May 2, 1864.  The Confederate troops 
would withdraw back into Louisiana and eventually into Texas where they disbanded at the end of the war in 1865.
 The battle site is now an Arkansas state park.

1 This summary of the Battle of Jenkins Ferry is based on the following articles: “Red 
River Campaign,” Encyclopedia of Arkansas; and “Jenkins Ferry, Engagement at,” Ency-
clopedia of Arkansas.

Union Gen. Frederick Steele

Confederate Gen. E. Kirby Smith
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NEAL BROTHERS TOGETHER AT THE BATTLE OF JENKINS FERRY
A story of historical fi ction

PREFACE—All the people mentioned the following story were in fact either engaged at the 
Battle of Jenkins Ferry on April 29-30, 1864, or present west of Camden during the Battle 
of Poison Springs.  In this story, we’ve tried to be historically accurate about the locations in 
which the events occurred.  We don’t know whether or not the Neal brothers, Samuel and 
Robert, met each other at Jenkins Ferry.  Also, we don’t know if the brothers’ injuries were 
discharged from service at that point and allowed to go home, or whether they were dis-
charged at a later date.

 Saturday, April 30, 1864—Forty-eight hours earlier, the offi  cers and foot soldiers of 
the 33rd Arkansas Infantry Regiment of the Confederate Army were in high spirits.  In the 
weeks prior, the “Federals” had gotten all the way to Sam’s beloved Camden, but were now 
having to retreat toward Little Rock, and Sam’s rebel army was in hot pursuit.  “We’ll teach 
them damn Yankees a lesson they won’t forget,” or “We’ll chase them all the way to hell,” 
were the kind of things the foot soldiers said to each other as they trudged on with a date with 
destiny.
 But now, on a miserable wet day, nothing seemed to matter anymore to twenty-two 
year old Sam Neal; he had never had a more miserable day than that of Saturday, April 30th.  
He was injured and half-starved, and his once nice gray uniform was now so wet and muddy 
that it weighed down his tired body even more.  He was among the many who were leaving 
the battlefi eld at Jenkins Ferry, injured, some mortally, to a fi eld hospital that had been set up 
in the rear.
 Sam’s mind felt like it could explode as he trudged along the road that, with thousands 
of soldiers passing over it, had become a complete quagmire.  No one had told him but his 
heart and soul sensed the day was lost.  Foot soldiers didn’t really get a lot of good informa-
tion about what was going on, but he just felt sure all was lost right after the battle started. He 
saw it happen, right before his eyes; his regimental commander, Col. H. L. Grinstead, who 
was so beloved by all the 33rd Arkansas Regiment, 
was shot off  his horse and was dead before he hit the 
ground.  That was information Sam didn’t have to hear 
about it from someone else; he witnessed it, personally.  
Federals and Rebels alike, nothing was more demoral-
izing than having their commander killed.  
 Sam’s reaction was to load up his musket that 
he’d brought from home, and start fi ring toward where 
he thought the enemy was located.  He guessed they 
were across the corn fi eld in front of him, but all but in-
visible from the smoke of gun and cannon fi re volleyed 
from both sides.  
 His musket loaded and ready, Samuel hoisted it 
into fi ring position when a “Minie-ball”  exploded into his 

A “Minie-Ball” like the one 
that struck Samuel
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left hand right where he was holding the musket’s barrel.  Immediately Samuel knew it—both 
his hand and his musket were ruined.  One of his fellow soldiers tore off  a piece of a dead 
soldier’s uniform, wrapped the hand for him as best he could and yelled over the din of gun 
and cannon fi re, “Git yourself outta here!”
 As he trudged to the rear, Sam glanced down now and then at his badly smashed 
hand covered with its increasingly bloody bandage.  The last hundred yards, he let a soldier 
with a badly injured leg use him as a crutch to fi nally get to the closest hospital tent.   

On April 30, 1864, Churchill’s Division, shown lined up in the lower middle section of the 
map, included Samuel J. Neal’s Company B of Grinstead’s 33rd Arkansas Infantry as well 
as Hawthorn’s Brigade in which Robert S. Neal’s was serving.  The fi eld hospital is shown 
at the bottom left corner of the map.
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 A medical orderly took the 
hobbled soldier from him just as 
Sam was starting to feel faint from 
his loss of blood; the aide glanced at 
Sam and his hand quickly and said, 
“You’ll live—go sit down over there 
with that group, and get yourself a 
proper bandage there.  Drink all the 
water off ered to you, soldier.”
 Sam was just about to sit 
down on the ground where a group 
of injured soldiers were being tend-
ed to when he heard someone yell 
excitedly, “Sam-man, Sam-man”.  
 Sam forgot all his troubles 
because he knew that could only be 
one person yelling, his little brother, 
Robert.  If “Robbie” hadn’t recognized him, Sam would certainly not if recognized him.  His 
brother had a bloody head wound and his temporary bandage covered a big portion of his 
face.  He also had a couple of shrapnel wounds to his torso.
 Moving over to him and giving him a half-hug, Sam exclaimed, “My word, Robbie, I 
never thought I’d see you again!  Now here we are in this terrible war and both just about shot 
to hell!”
 “Sam-man, I’ve been a long way away, over in Tennessee and down in Louisiana; 

I guess if we’re lucky it’s that we’re now not more than 
a two-day walk home.  Do you think they will let us go 
home now?”
 “Robbie, I been with my outfi t going on two years.  
Lots of guys I started in with over in Camden ain’t with 
us anymore; it ain’t looking good for the outfi t today.  I 
started the day with Cousin Johnny (John R. McAteer) 
but I don’t know his fate and I don’t guess he knows 
mine.  Say, didn’t you end up in the 4th Arkansas?  I 
didn’t know that outfi t was with us today.”
 “Oh, Sam-man, I’m not with McNair’s Regiment 
now—they were sent into Tennessee and I don’t think 
they’re back if they ever will be.  I’m in Hawthorn’s Bri-
gade but to tell the truth we’ve been shuffl  ed in and out 
of so many diff erent units, I ‘bout lost track of what com-
pany of his I’m in.  Maybe my head’s still rattled from that 
piece of shrapnel.  But I didn’t know you even enlisted.  
You know I was supposed to be the one who went in for 
the family and you stay at home and help the folks get 

on.”
 “Well, Robbie, about a year after you went off  with 

Saline River at Jenkins Ferry Battlefi eld State Park

Robert Stewart Neal
Photo from his great-

grandson, Jesse Wood
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your unit, the recruiters came around and they were really needing more men, and did 
you hear that Tommy Purifoy got captured over in Tennessee and died in a Yankee pris-
on?  Pa and I decided I had better go on; we needed to go all out to win or at least get this 
thing over with.”
 About mid-afternoon, the road by the fi eld hospital had dried a little bit and based 
on all the commotion on the road, Sam & Robert Neal knew the Confederate Army was 
pulling out, headed back southwest toward Camden.  Once in a while they could get a 
little information about what was going on.  
 Best they could fi gure out was that Steele’s Yankees had some kind of a pontoon 
bridge across the Saline River and had fi nally got their men and equipment across it.  
Then they burned the bridge to where the Rebels couldn’t follow them.  So the day was 
lost but they were still so proud that they had run the Yankees out of southwest Arkansas 
never to return.
 During the withdrawal, offi  cers would come through the tents checking on mem-
bers of their family.  Sam Neal was found by one of Grinstead’s, offi  cers, Lieutenant Dee 
Newton.  He got the details of Sam’s hand injury and said, “Well, lad, looks like the best 
thing you should do is head for home.  You done your duty, soldier.”  Lieutenant Newton 
fi lled out a discharge paper for Samuel and handed it to him.
 “Yes sir, Lieutenant,” Samuel said.  Before he started to salute, he said, “Oh, Lieu-
tenant, know anything about my cousin, Johnny McAteer?”
 Immediately, the Lieutenant turned back toward the road where Company B was 
apparently about to pass.
 “McAteer!” he yelled toward the line of foot soldiers plodding by.
 An incredibly weary and mud-caked soldier fell out of line and stumbled over to the 
Lieutenant.
 “Say hello to your cousin for a short minute and then back in line, Mr. McAteer,” 
Lieutenant Newton said as he 
was leaving.
 John R. McAteer expect-
ed to see Samuel Neal but not 
his younger brother too.  Hugs 
were passed around plus a bit 
of back slapping. 
 Johnny spoke fi rst, “Boy, 
am I glad to see that you two 
may live to see another day.  
Sammie, I guess you know 
we got shot up pretty bad over 
there.”
 “Yes, Johnny, I was near 
General Grinstead when he was 
killed.  I don’t know how to say 
this but they let me out—if I live 
through this hand deal, I’m being 
allowed to go home.” Samuel 

Above, a Confederate ambulance wagon being load-
ed.  Photo from the photo archives of Wilson’s Creek 
National Battlefi eld.



Page 66 

Segment of Colton’s 1865 Map of Arkansas
Area in Which the Neal Brothers Traveled to Return Home After the 

Battle of Jenkins Ferry Ended on April 30, 1864
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said.
 “I’m glad for you, I really am.  You know how it is; we don’t know much about what’s 
to happen to us.  But I heard a rumor they’re marching us back into Louisiana.  Good thing 
about that is there might be something to eat—certainly none around here—plus the Yanks’ll 
think twice before coming in here or down there in Louisiana either.  Got to catch up, fellows; 
say hello to my folks and tell them I intend to make it home as soon as they will let me go.”
 John R. McAteer hobbled back into the road and tried to pick up the pace to catch up 
with his unit.  Samuel and Robert continued to stay where they were, and no one came look-
ing for Robert. At fi rst the brothers thought they would just start walking for home whenever 
the hospital staff  closed operations.  The brothers talked between themselves about perhaps 
leaving the Camden and heading off  on a trail they knew that would lead them straight to the 
Neal homestead below the confl uence of Cypress and Caney Creeks.  
 The more they discussed it, the boys continued to be concern that Robert’s command 
didn’t know his whereabouts.  The Neal boys had been good soldiers and served well—they 
knew they must go onto Camden and have Robert report in to the commanders there to get 
offi  cial orders for him.  
 Both of the Neals could walk but Samuel was still weak from his blood-loss so they 
hoped they might get a ride in an ambulance wagon at least part of the way. About that time, 
one of the medical orderlies came around and told everyone what was to happen.  Appar-
ently  a hospital had been set up in a church in Princeton, a town about 15 miles back toward 
Camden.  [Note: fi nd a source that names the church that was used].  
 The orderly said he had been told that, at present, they needed the ambulance wag-
ons to transport those who couldn’t walk at all.  The rest of them who could walk was to start 
out toward Princeton with instructions to get as far as they could before dark and then pitch 
camp out of sight but still close to the road.  The following morning, the ambulance wagons 
would come back up the road picking up anyone they found along the way.  Each of the 
walking wounded was given some rations held back for the hospital’s use for such an occa-
sion.   Samuel, Robert and some others got within eight miles of Princeton before they made 
camp.  
 
 Sunday, May 1, 1864—The following morning, Sunday, May 1, 1864, their whole party 
was picked up by an ambulance wagon passing through Princeton on their way to Camden.  
 The ambulance wagon delivered the men to the hospital before returning north to pick 
up more injured.  When he got off  the wagon and looked around, Samuel said sadly, “Well, 
it don’t look a lot better than a couple of days ago.  The people have to feel good the Yanks 
are gone but still, when you’re starvin’...” and his voice broke off  with emotion.
 The brothers found that a fi eld hospital was set up next to the command headquarters 
right by each other.  They got in a long line at the fi eld hospital fi rst.  Eventually the brothers 
would have their wounds cleansed and fresh bandages put on.  Sam’s smashed hand didn’t 
hurt quite as bad but it still throbbed and bothered him.    A surgeon looked at it and said  
there was nothing he could do for it.  Time would tell.  He couldn’t move his mangled fi ngers 
at all, and he knew he probably never would.  Besides his head wound, Robert had wounds 
to his body that prevented him from raising his right arm over his head.
 Once dismissed from the hospital, the brothers found another line awaiting them at 
the command headquarters next door.  Eventually, Robert got to the offi  cer in charge; he 
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listened to Robert’s story, saw his 
wounds and learned he was only 
about 20 miles from his home; then 
suddenly he grabbed a form, fi lled it 
out, signed it and handed it to Rob-
ert.  “Go home, boy...you done your 
duty”  If he saw it, the offi  cer didn’t 
say anything about Robert’s Army 
issue rifl e he was holding.  The 
brothers gave the offi  cer a salute 
and a thanks and stepped back out 
of line.  Samuel had to mention it 
to Robert as soon as they were out 
of earshot, “That gun of mine ruined 
over at the battle was ours.  With us 
keeping this one, I guess us Neals 
broke even.”   
 With their discharge papers 
all in order, the boys stood there in 
the tent a little longer wondering if they should stay the night or start out for home.  Then they 
happened to overhear some offi  cers conversing.  Quietly but suddenly, Samuel said, “We 
need to head home tonight—get beyond Liberty if possible.”
 Command had come to realize that the Camden area was so devastated and devoid 
of food and fodder, that the Army had to move on.  At least part of the Army was to head out 
for eastern Texas where the Army could regroup and recover.
 Once they were outside the tent, Samuel continued, “We got to get ahead of them.  
Our chances of getting any food between here and Caney are pretty slim as it is but none, if 
he get behind the Army.  The Army will go down that same road as we will.  But we can’t get 
there by nightfall and there won’t be a moon tonight.  Let’s just get as far along as we can and 
make camp—sound fi ne with you, brother?”
 “Yes, that’s fi ne plus there may not even be a Liberty any more,” Robert added matter 
of factly.

 Monday, May 2, 1864—The post offi  ce at Liberty was over 10 miles outside of Cam-
den and the Neal brothers got about half way before they decided they had better make 
camp.  The following morning, with their rations all gone, the brothers broke camp and start-
ed out again.  
 They smelled it before they saw it—the road went right by Poison Springs where al-
most two weeks earlier Confederate troops ambushed a Federal supply train, and many men 
and animals were killed.  The brothers saw the aftermath of the battle, the fresh dirt from 
many graves but some of the animals were never buried.  “Let’s get out of here, Robbie.  I 
don’t know what all happened here but it’s no place for us to hang around.”

 Noon Monday—Arrival at Liberty Post Offi  ce—when the brothers got to the Liberty 
post offi  ce they found the store building was still standing but totally empty of goods.  In fact 

Above, the Ouachita County Courthouse in Camden 
Arkansas that burned in 1875.  Photo from the Ouach-
ita County Historical Society
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the whole place seemed deserted.  
 Suddenly a man came out from a grove of trees and they recognized him as the store 
owner, George Adams.1 
 Mr. Adams recognized Samuel but not Robert for the head bandages.  “Well, hello.  Is 
that you Samuel Neal?  It’s been awhile—don’t think I’ve seen your dad since the war started.  
Come over here out of sight, won’t you?  Can’t be too careful right now.”  
 Adams had a little camp hidden in the grove of trees, and he told the brothers to settle 
in and join him.  Adams knew they were starved for food, and he just casually reached in 
a sack and handed each brother a couple of biscuits.  They gobbled them down.  Samuel 
wondered if he should admit to Mr. Adams that it was the best food they had for some time—
rations were slim to none since they marched out of Louisiana a couple of weeks before.
 Adams wanted to know and the Neal brothers told him all about the big battle two days 
earlier at Jenkins’ Ferry—plus they alerted him that thousands of Confederate troops might 
be coming by his place in 48 hours or less.  That seemed to trouble the store owner.  Then 

1 The Liberty Post Offi  ce opened on February,1852, with George Adams as its fi rst 
Postmaster.  He would continue in that role until February, 1867.  Adams had several 
hundred acres of land patents in Sec. 36, Twp. 12, Rng. 19—that was where the Poison 
Springs battle was fought.

Battle of Poison Springs—April 18, 1864

 Union Gen. Frederick Steele had sent a 
train of 100 wagons west of Camden to gath-
er food and forage for his Army.  On their way 
back down the Camden—Washington Road, 
the wagon train was ambushed by the troops 
of Gen. J.S. Marmaduke and Gen. S.B. Maxey.  
With the Confederate troops was a brigade of 
Choctaw Indians.
 Included among the Union troops was the First Kansas Colored Infantry, all former 
slaves.  A number of the black soldiers were captured alive but later accounts from both 
the Confederate and Union sides confi rm that they were all executed.  Other accounts 
indicate that the Choctaw Indians then scalped the Union soldiers.  Thus, this battle has 
remained controversial.  The events leading up to the battle and the battle itself is detained 
in a book entitled “All Cut to Pieces and Gone to Hell,” by Ouachita Baptist University his-
torian, Mark K. Christ.
 During the battle the Confederates captured the entire supply train; this turn of 
events prompted Gen. Steele to sneak his troops out of Camden in an attempt to get back 
to Little Rock.  He and his troops got as far as Jenkins Ferry on the Saline River before the 
Confederates caught up and the Battle of Jenkins Ferry was fought there on April 29-30, 
1864.  
 None of the troops to which Samuel and Robert Neal were assigned were engaged 
in the Battle of Poison Springs.  
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he explained his dilemma.
 Adams told his story, “Back about three weeks ago when I learned the Yanks were in 
Camden, I got old Stepto Adams about three mile south of here to help me—we put all my 
stock and supplies in two wagons, what there was of it, and we hauled it down into the woods 
south of his place—be really hard for someone to fi nd there.  When the Yanks came through 
here a couple of weeks ago looking for fodder and foodstuff s, they didn’t fi nd a thing here and 
went on.
 “Did you hear?  Those Yanks had probably a hundred wagons come through here and 
loaded it up with our corn, grain, anything they could fi nd.  Well our boys caught up with them 
over at Poison Springs (right near my farm) and routed them; got all those Yank wagons and 
the goods in them.  
 “Don’t guess you boys were part of that—kinda hope not, heard it got really ugly.  I 
heard said there was some colored boys from Kansas with the Yanks, and well, I heard it 
got real mean and ugly.  Our boys had some Choctaws with them, and they...”, and the store 
owner made a motion to indicate they were scalped. 
 Samuel looked a little troubled at that, “You know, I don’t know how I feel about that—
sure don’t like those colored boys fi ghtin’ against us, but I don’t much care for Choctaws 
either.  Now that fi ts in with something I heard in my regiment.  Seems like those Choctaws 
weren’t much to fi ght, but they were the fi rst to swoop in after it was over to plunder and act 
like they did it all.” 
 The store owner shook his head, and said, “Now with what you’re telling me about 
what’s about to happen—I got a big decision to make.  Question is should Stepto and me 
haul my stuff  back up here and give it to the Army as they come through?  Or do I let them 
pass and try to put my life back together once they are gone.”
 Samuel understood, “Mr. Adams, I wouldn’t blame you either way.”
 The man stood up and stretched, “Listen, why don’t you spend the night here, get 
a good rest and start out early in the morning.”  You can be over to Caney and headed up 
Cypress Creek toward your place before noon.  Will Mr. and Mrs. Neal ever be happy folk to 
see you two.”
 A couple of hours before sunset, Mr. Adams said he had something to do, and he 
hustled off  in a brisk walk down the trail to the south.  He hadn’t returned when the Neal boys 
fell asleep.

Adams Family Meets the Neal Boys
 Early the next morning, the Neal brothers woke at the crack of dawn; they smelled 
coff ee brewing and something frying that they didn’t hardly know existed any more—it was 
bacon.  Looking over by the campfi re that was ablaze was a young girl tending the coff ee 
and the bacon.  An older man in a broad-brimmed hat sat nearby and when he saw the men 
awake, he walked right over to them and extended his hand.
 “Stepto Adams2 is my name—no kin to George that we know of—I’d be glad to claim 
him though.  That slip of a girl over there is my Jamima.  Well, we made a decision over-
night—brought half of the store goods back to give to the troops, and the other half is being 
kept back so as to get the store back in business after the Army moves on.  He fi gures, for 

2 
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good or bad, this war is about over, and we’ve just all 
got to get on our feet again.  I got some other younguns’ 
down at my place; they got to be fed and it’s been hard 
on us.”
 Jamima brought cups of coff ee and plates of ba-
con and biscuits over to the men.  Samuel took his from 
her, tipped his hat, and said, “Thank you, miss, you’re 
about like an angel to us this morning.”  Twelve-year old 
“Mime” Adams smiled and went back to her duties.
 About that time, the store owner came out of his 
store building and joined them.
 “Listen, bring your packs over to the store when 
you fi nish eating.  I want you to load up with things for 
yourselves and your folks.  Then you boys had better 
get on the road.  Be sure to say hello to your dad.”

The Home Stretch
 Well, the Neal brothers headed out from Liberty 
and got to Caney before noon.  The store owner, William Marsh3, was there but he had next 
to nothing to sell or give away.   Marsh was glad to see the Neal boys again and gave them 
what news he had about their parents and the people up Cypress Creek.  Mr. Neal, he said, 
would come down to the store every couple of weeks hoping to get mail from or about his 
boys; but mail service had become so unreliable since the war started.
 Before heading a little farther west and then up Cypress Creek, the Neals told him 
about the Army coming through in a couple of days.  Like Adams over at the Liberty store, he 
was going to do what he could for the boys coming through.  He just didn’t know how much 
it would or should be—didn’t have a lot to off er them anyway.

Happiness Returns to the Neal Place
 Thomas and Lucinda’s 18-year old daughter, Elizabeth, working in the garden, was 
the fi rst one to look up and see her two brothers walking up the trail together.  She let out a 
whoop that the rest of the family heard, and in less than a minute, Thomas, Lucinda, and the 
rest of the children were running to them.   
 Lucinda shouted out, “Praise the Lord!”  Tears of joy burst from all, and through their 
hugs, the Neal family found the tender wounded places on the Neal boys’ bodies that needed 
care.
 Samuel looked at his dad, “Pa, they got me in this hand pretty bad, but I still got two 
legs, two arms, and one good hand.  Give me a day or two and I’m ready to go to work. 

3 In March 1860, William Marsh became Postmaster of the Caney Post Offi  ce in place 
of the fi rst Postmaster, John McNeely.  Marsh, who held patents on land nearby, was in 
charge throughout the Civil War.  It was discontinued for a short while in 1867 but was 
opened up again by William’s 17-year-old daughter, Mary Marsh.  William died in 1885 and 
was buried in the White Church Cemetery.  John McNeely’s family was on the August 1860 
Ouachita County census but may have left the state before the Civil War.  

James “Stepto” Adams
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Old Soldiers Reunion, October 20, 1916, in Chidester, AR.  
On the far left was John R. McAteer, who served with Samuel Neal in Company B, 33rd 
Arkansas Infantry Regiment.  Others, left to right, were T.J. Clingan, Co. H, 33rd Arkansas; 
W. C. Lee, Alabama; J.C. Wood, Co. K, 69th Alabama; J.L. Scott, Turner’s Co., Fagan’s Bri-
gade, Crawford’s Regiment, Cavalry; J.C. Rhodes, Co. C, 15th Arkansas; W.L. Webb, Co. D, 
33rd Arkansas.  Samuel died in 1906; otherwise, he would probably have been present with 
his cousin.  His brother, Robert Stewart Neal, who lived close to Chidester, died in 1891.


