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—Don B. Cullimore 

Editor's Page

We wade into the perilous waters of political cor-
rectness with the focus of this issue, the subject being the 
plantation society and economy of the ante-bellum Boonslick 
Region and its post-Civil War transition into the twentieth 
century. The “Personal Memoirs of Ida Shackelford Hemen-
way” article (page 4) provides a window into the past that also 
is instructive of the present and, more than at any time since 
the end of World War I, presages the reemergence of cultural 
attitudes occurring as the specters of nativism and national-
ism have come to the fore of public consciousness. Political 
figures on the national – and international – level are dealing 
with large-scale migrations of populations fleeing war, the 
breakdown of civil society, and environmental degradation 
of human habitat that is seemingly linked to climate change. 
Inevitably, such crises 
play into the hands of 
populist politicians who 
sense an opportunity 
to exploit the fears of 
native populations as a 
base of support.

History, such as that 
portrayed in the Hem-
enway memoirs, helps 
us understand change 
and how the society we 
live in came to be. A 
second reason history is 
important as a subject 
of serious study follows 
closely on the first. The 
past shapes the present, 
and thus the future.

Ida Shackelford 
Hemenway of Glasgow 
was an educated, cultured, well-bred child of the slave-owning 
agrarian society that prospered in the Boonslick in the nine-
teenth century before the Civil War tore that society apart. 
Many of the plantation owners and local merchant princes 
were supporters of the Union despite holding onto the south-
ern ways and culture that had defined their ancestors before 
they moved west into Missouri Territory – then state –from 
the Upland South. Ida Hemenway’s memoirs are replete with 
personal characterizations that were then common to our soci-
ety, north and south—“darkie”, “colored”, and the grammati-
cally correct “Negro", now deemed politically incorrect and 
replaced by “African American.” But an accurate accounting 
and understanding of a historical period cannot be achieved 
by substituting present-day euphemisms for period language 

currently deemed unacceptable. As contributor James Denny, 
who edited the Hemenway memoirs, notes in his introduction: 
“…readers of the Quarterly might find the account highly 
interesting on the basis of the insights into Boonslick history it 
reveals.  Her vivid recollection of her girlhood days is a tale of 
growing up on the western end of the Old South.”

And in keeping with historical accuracy, the Hemenway 
memoirs are being reprinted in these pages as they were writ-
ten—period spellings, misspellings, punctuation, grammar, 
sentence structure and paragraph breaks true to the original 
typewritten manuscripts as edited by Denny.

The Hemenway memoirs article reinforces our view that 
historical study provides a window into the past that enables 
an understanding of the present and of how our society might 

develop in the future. 
Such historical review 
examines cultural, 
political, social, and 
economic influences 
across time and space 
and reveals how pres-
ent societies arose.

We as individuals 
are the sum of a vast 
range of past human 
experience—and also 
part of human evolu-
tion continually in 
the process of histori-
cal change.  In short, 
historical studies lead 
to greater personal in-
sight and comprehen-
sion of each person’s 
place in the long arc of 

the human story.

BHS 2020 Member Fees Now Due

Boonslick Historical Society annual membership fees 
for calendar year 2020 are now due. The dues year is Janu-
ary through December. Membership dues are $15-Individual, 
$25-Family, $50-Sponsor, $250-Patron, and $500-Life.

If you are not already a BHS member and wish to join, 
send a check made out to the Boonslick Historical Society, 
P.O. Box 426, Boonville, MO 65233. You will receive our 
publication, Boone’s Lick Heritage Quarterly, and be able to 
attend annual Society events highlighting the region’s history.

History Is a Window into the Past, Present and Future

Left to right, Ida's husband and father: The Rev. Charles Carroll Hemenway [Fig. 2] and 
Thomas Shackelford. [Fig. 16] Images courtesy of James Denny



Boone’s Lick Heritage Quarterly     •     Vol. 18, No. 3   •     Fall 2019 3

Boone’s Lick
Heritage Quarterly

Boone’s Lick Heritage Quarterly is published 
four times a year by the Boonslick Historical 
Society, P.O. Box 426, Boonville, MO 65233.

We encourage our members and others inter-
ested in history to contribute articles or other 
information of historical interest, including 
family histories, pertaining to the region. Please 
address all contributions and correspondence re-
lated to the periodical to the editor, Don B. Cul-
limore, 1 Lawrence Dr., Fayette, MO 65248, or 
email to: Don.cullimore40@gmail.com, phone: 
660-888-3429. Editorial guidelines may be ob-
tained from the editor. Publication deadlines are 
February 1 for the March (Spring) issue; May 
1 for the June (Summer) issue; August 1 for the 
September (Fall) issue; and November 1 for the 
(Winter) December issue.

The Boonslick Historical Society was founded 
in 1937 and meets several times a year to enjoy 
programs about historical topics pertinent to the 
Boonslick area. Members of the Society have 
worked together over the years to publish his-
torical books and brochures and to mark historic 
sites. They supported the founding of Boone’s 
Lick State Historic Site, marked the sites of 
Cooper’s Fort and Hanna Cole’s Fort and have 
restored a George Caleb Bingham painting on 
loan to The Ashby-Hodge Gallery of American 
Art at Central Methodist University, Fayette.

Membership dues are $15-Individual, 
$25-Family, $50-Sponsor, $250-Patron, $500-
Life. The dues year is January through De-
cember. Receive our publication, Boone’s Lick 
Heritage Quarterly, and attend annual Society 
events highlighting the region’s history.  To 
become a member, send a check made out to 
the Boonslick Historical Society, P.O. Box 426, 
Boonville, MO 65233.
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BHS Board Nominations
The two-year terms for five BHS board members are up for 

renewal, effective January 2020. The five are Carolyn Collings of 
Columbia, Don Cullimore of Fayette, Sam Jewett of Boonville, 
Jim Steele of Fayette and Mike Dickey of Arrow Rock. All have 
indicated their willingness to continue on the board for another 
two years.

Board membership is open to all members. Anyone wish-
ing to nominate someone for consideration as a board candidate 
should contact BHS President Jim Steele at 660-537-0484 or by 
Email: woodcreekmedia.com before the November 3 fall banquet. 
A brief bio of the candidate being nominated should be provided 
to Jim. Announcement of board candidates will be made at the 
fall meeting, and members will be asked to vote on them. Ten 
board members are the maximum allowed.

Ida Shackelford Hemenway
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Introduction
Although the Personal Memoirs of Ida Shackelford Hemenway (1852-1940)  [front cover] were intended primarily to be read by 
her children and grandchildren, to whom she speculated: "You may not be interested in [her memoirs] but your children will be when 
some of you celebrate your Golden Wedding."  Those many great grandchildren are now scattered far and wide. While many of them 
may not have any interest in the old Boonslick Region or the town of Glasgow in which Ida grew to maturity and returned to in later life, 
it occurred to the editor that many readers of Boone’s Lick Heritage Quarterly might find the account highly interesting on the basis of 
the insights into Boonslick history it reveals.  Her vivid recollection of her girlhood days is a tale of growing up on the western end of 
the Old South.

It proved too unsettling a recitation for her Yankee grandchildren, who didn't want even to hear about the slave-owning past of their 
grandmother's family.  Our age cannot buy her notion that the choice for her grandchildren was between being descended from slave 
owners or "white trash." Modern readers will be off put by her honeyed descriptions of an institution we now know to be cruel and op-
pressive.  Ida's warmly sentimental childhood memory of slavery is steeped in family legends of kindly and benevolent masters who 
inherited their slaves, and never bought or sold them.  Several slaves are remembered affectionately.  These memoirs are not the place 
to encounter a fully formed picture of slavery in Missouri.  For this the editor refers readers to one of his favorite studies on this subject, 
Diane Mutti Burke's On Slavery's Border: Missouri's Small-Slaveholding Households, 1815-1865 (University of Georgia Press, 2010), 
which is available in several formats.  

It might be initially tempting to conclude that Ida's account was some kind of unreconstructed Southern reminiscence, but her story 
was more complicated than that.  Ida's family came from a unique breed of southerners.  They both owned slaves and passionately sup-
ported the Union. Ida's father, Thomas Shackelford, was one of a number of powerful and influential Boonslick slaveholders who helped 
keep Missouri in the Union.  He played a leading role in preventing Missouri's secession, even though it meant the ultimate end of slav-
ery, a system in which he and his father-in-law, John Harrison, were invested.  After Ida, Thomas Shackelford's eldest daughter, attended 
Pritchett College, she married, on June 17, 1879, one of the teachers there, the Reverend Charles C. Hemenway, [Fig. 2] a native New 
Yorker who was probably considered thoroughly Yankee by Glasgow standards.  

Ida and the Reverend Hemenway spent a good portion of their married life in Auburn, New York.  The twelve years they resided 
there saw the arrival of three children followed over time by the several grandchildren who, judging from their horror at the prospect of 
slave-owning ancestors, were deeply imbued with northern values.  

Thomas Shackelford's wife, Sarah, died in 1891.  That same year Thomas enticed his daughter, Ida, to return home from Albany by 
offering her his entire property.  He gave Ida the family home, Boscobel, plus a large parcel of land, and her husband, Charles, was in-
stalled as president of Pritchett College that same year and held this position for the next thirteen years. Thus Ida resumed life in Glasgow 
and lived in Boscobel until the later years of her life.   

One of the things that makes Ida's memoir so interesting is that she concentrated on precisely the aspects of her life that so repelled 
her grandchildren—her southern girlhood in the midst of enslaved men and women who were owned by her father and grandfather.  She 
even had her own personal slave—Winnie.  When the time came to reflect on what aspects of her long and interesting life to pass on 
to her descendants, her personal account never made it past her girlhood memories of a deeply southern past as embodied in her child-
hood experiences at her grandfather John Harrison's large farm and its many slaves and of life and incidents of antebellum Glasgow that 
lingered in her memory.

Historians might note that this decade of the 1930s, when she wrote her memoires, was one filled with fond reminiscences by many 
women of their southern ancestry, culminating with Gone with the Wind, the fictionalized personification of the sentimental view of a 
chivalrous bygone day of kindly masters and loyal, cheerfully submissive slaves.  Closer to home, Berenice Morrison Fuller's Plantation 
Life in Missouri, 1937, is a richly laden description of life at the very top of the Boonslick plantation totem pole.  She described the lavish 
lifestyle achieved at Sylvan Villa, the plantation of her grandfather, James Morrison, who lived the next farm over from John Harrison.  
The gracious and lavish southern lifestyle at Sylvan Villa, as portrayed by Berenice, would not have to take a back seat to any notion of 
gracious Southern living described by Margaret Mitchell.

Ida's memoir is by contrast rooted in a considerably more modest version of Boonslick gentility.  Thomas Shackelford [Fig. 16] and 
his father-in-law, John Harrison, [Fig. 3] were both highly successful and much respected pillars of Glasgow society, but they did not live 
on the lavish scale of William Morrison, or Benjamin and James Lewis, Glasgow's true plantation/merchant princes.  

The memoir is inevitably loaded with the genealogy of her parents and grandparents.  Heritage and parentage were two important 
pillars of southern gentility.  The routes of her ancestors, from Pennsylvania and Virginia to Kentucky and Tennessee and then Missouri, 
were also shared with those of most neighboring families, who all arrived at the Boonslick after a generational trek across the Upper 
South. 

This memoir is presented verbatim as written by Ida and transcribed by her son, Charles Hemenway, who prepared the typescript 
version of her memoirs.  The editor has provided notes at various places in the text to add additional detail and background to some of the 
many incidents and characters that are described in the narrative. Following the memoir is a short autobiography of Ida's father, Thomas 
Shackelford, written in 1897, eleven years before his death.  It originally appeared in The Glasgow Missourian.

By way of full disclosure, the editor must admit that he is related to practically everyone mentioned in this account including his 
great-aunt Ida, who died in 1940, a scant three years before the editor was born. And the editor would also like to acknowledge the as-
sistance of his writer/editor wife, Sue Denny, whose expert editorial guidance and editing were crucial in developing a polished final 
draft of this literary contribution. —James M. (Jim) Denny

Personal Memoirs of Ida Shackelford Hemenway
James M. Denny, Editor — All images courtesy of editor
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James M. (Jim) Denny was a historian with the Missouri Depart-
ment of Natural Resources for thirty-three years before retiring in 
November 2009. He received his education at the University of Mis-
souri, where he earned B.A. and M.A. Degrees in American History. He 
is co-author, with James D. Harlan, of the Atlas of Lewis and Clark in 
Missouri, and co-author, with John Bradbury, of The Civil War’s First 
Blood:  Missouri 1854 – 1861. He has also published numerous articles 
on a variety of topics, including historic architecture, Missouri’s Civil 
War, and the Lewis and Clark Expedition in Missouri. He and his wife 
Sue live in the Missouri River community of Lupus.

Glasgow, Mo Jan. 11 - 1930
My dear children & grand children:
You ask me to write my "Reminiscences" - and when I sit 

down to my desk to begin - I feel Just like Barrie's Sentimen-
tal Tommy1 - although early in the morning as I unfortunately 
awaken about four A. M. - my thoughts and reminiscences come 
to my mind in tumultuous waves - and then, by the time I give 
your father his breakfast and eat my own and turn on the radio for 
the morning news - and bring in the morning mail, etc., etc. - my 
mind seems a blank and the thoughts of the past fade out.

One evening, several years ago - when Ruth, Dorothy and 
Dorothy Jean were here - I felt in a story telling mood and sat 
down on the floor near the bookcase and drawer where I keep 
family records, etc. I began to tell some stories of Slavery Days.

I did not realize that my grandchildren had been influenced 
by their Northern ancestors and to my astonishment - Ruth 
became so indignant at the thought that my family ever owned 
slaves she said she did not want to hear about it.

I said, “All right then - I won't tell you about it."
So I closed the drawer and that ended that "Chapter".
But I am sure if she realized that in the South there were 

only two classes of people - the slave owning people and the poor 
whites - called "poor white trash". She would rather have for her 
ancestors - one who belonged to the former class.

1861
My mother's family and her marriage will be my starting 

point.  Her father and mother, John Harrison and Pemala Marr, 
were married in Howard Co. Mo. Sept. 2, 1830. They lived in a 
small home near the brick home - built by his father.  They had 

ten children - three boys and three 
girls growing up to womanhood 
and manhood.  My mother "Sarah 
Elizabeth" was born Sep. 18, 1832 
- her sister "Mary Fanny" was 
born Aug. 13, 1835 - Aunt Matilda 
b. June 8, 1838, d. Oct. 20, 1858 - 
John b. Apr. 8, 1840 - Orrell Marr 
b. May 11, 1841, d. Oct. 8, 1920 
- Geo. B., b. Feb. 16, 1844, d. Oct. 
5, 1911.

My grandfather "John" [Har-
rison] [Fig. 3] always felt the 
lack of an education and while he 
became a wealthy man for that 
time and age - he felt he could 
have accomplished more if he had 
had a good education. He was a 

natural mathematician and under-

Personal Memoirs Of Ida Shackelford Hemenway stood all kinds of machinery.  Once going to St. Louis on a boat - 
something happened to the machinery and he straightened out the 
difficulty. He ran a large "Gris Mill" in Glasgow and two water 
mills - in addition to running his four hundred acre farm.2

He was determined that his children should have every op-
portunity for an education that Missouri afforded at that time.  My 
mother and Aunt Fanny were sent to a boarding school at Monti-
cello - a little town north of Glasgow and older than Glasgow.

They were about six and eight years old - or younger.  They 
slept in a "trundle bed" - in the family living room of the teacher 
- a Mr. and Mrs. Wm. Henry Lewis.  A "trundle bed" was a low 
bed that was pushed under the large bed during the day time.

The home was only a few miles away and they were taken 
home Friday afternoons.

Then in the "forties" old letters show they were attending a 
school in Booneville, Mo. taught by a Mr. Tracy.  In a box of old 
letters I found an invitation to a masonic ball addressed to "The 
Miss Harrisons" dated 1848 - after this date 1848 - I found letters 
showing that they were attending Howard College in Fayette, 
Mo.  The old letters - school girl letters will interest the grand-
daughters - as they show that girls are the same at all times.

Aunt Fanny (Mrs. Montague) used to tell this story about one 
of her friends - One hot sultry spring day - during a study period 
- everything was quiet - suddenly a girl "crowed like a rooster" - 
everybody was at attention in a moment and the indignant teacher 
proceeded to question each girl individually to find out the cul-
prit.  When she came to the guilty one - she replied - "She heard 
it, but did not see it."

In the fall of 1850 my mother was taken out of school to 
accompany her grand-mother to Texas - to visit her two sons, 
William and Joseph.  They returned home the spring of 1851 and 
on June 17th, 1851 she was married to Thomas Shackelford - my 
father.

Fanny Harrison married C. R. Montague, a southern man.  I 
have a letter written by her from Mobile.

She had a very large beautiful wedding - I will tell Aunt 
Fanny's life story in the 1860 Decade.

1835 – 1850
I am trying to arrange my "memories" in Decades - as I 

always have so thought of my life.
This first 1850 Decade is retrospective - telling family his-

tory that was told to me.
My great-great-grandfather Harrison emigrated [immigrated] 

to the United States when a young man - he was born in the 
North of Ireland and was of Scotch-Irish descent.  It is said that 
a neighboring family - named Carlyle came at the same time.  
James Harrison settled in Bucks County, Penn. near Sunbury. The 
Carlyle family settled in Philadelphia.

James married Jane Carlyle and their son John went to 
Kentucky and married Elizabeth McClanahan and lived on a farm 
about four miles east of Paris, Ky. on the "Turnpike" road.  There 
was a law in Ky. which compelled people or the man who was to 
be married, to give Bond - this Bond is copied from files in the 
Court House at Paris, Ky.

COPY  OF CERTIFICATE
Marriage Bond of John Harrison to marry Elizabeth Mc-

Clanahan.
Know all men by these presents - that we, Thomas McCla-

nahan & John Harrison, Senior, are held firmly and bound with 
his Excellency, James Garrard, Esquire, Governor of Kentucky 
and his successors, in the full and just sum of Fifty Pounds cur-
rent money, will and truly to be made to our said Governor, to 

Fig. 3.  John Harrison. 
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his executors, and administrators, jointly and severally firmly by 
these presents sealed with our seals and dated this 20th day of 
September 1802.

The condition of this obligation between the above bound 
John Harrison and Elizabeth McClanahan of the County of 
Bourbon.

Now if there Is no lawful cause to obstruct the said marriage, 
then this obligation shall be void - also regaining in full force and 
virtue.

John Harrison (SEAL) 
Thomas McClanahan (SEAL)
Testified Samuel Taylor
END COPY

Thomas McClanahan was the grandfather of Elizabeth and 
was her guardian as her father, William, was dead.

Here their children, James, Margaret, Elizabeth, Mary and 
probably William were born. Joseph and Lucy were born in Mis-
souri.

In 1863 my grandfather, grandmother and my mother and I 
went to Kentucky.  Old letters to my father say we were consid-
ered refugees - as we were then in the midst of the Civil War.  

I must go back to my Decade - 1850-1860
Matilda

Aunt Matilda, [Fig. 4b] my father’s youngest sister, was a 
woman of a beautiful personality.  Everybody loved her. There 
was a tiny little letter in the house that I saw when I was a child 

- that she had written to me 
when I was born - June 7, 
1852.  She was attending 
school in Fayette.  I was the 
first grandchild. She expressed 
her joy over the event and 
said, "She can hold this letter 
in her hand and slobber over 
it."  I remember her devotion 
to me.

In the "Fifties" City rela-
tives visited the country rela-
tives in the summertime and 
the country cousins went to 
the city for the winter season. 
The Eastern Watering Places 
were not quite so popular then 
as they were at a later date, 
'tho' people went on wedding 
tours  to Saratoga Springs and 
Niagara Falls.

The most cordial and 
happy relations existed between my Uncle James Harrison's fam-
ily and my grandfather John Harrison. Uncle James' family con-
sisted of Edwin, Cordelia and twins Laura and Medora - called 
Dora for a nickname. Uncle James lived in a large fine three story 
brick house on the corner of 8th and Gratiot.[Fig. 5]  On an oppo-
site corner was The Mc Donel [McDowell] Medical College and 
next to it the Christian Brothers Catholic School.  Just back of 
Uncle James' house the Knapp's lived - the owner of the St. Louis 
Republican and just beyond them, the Way's.3

Visiting back and forth continued for at least twenty years - 
in the most intimate way. As a result my mother's brother, John, 
married his Cousin Laura. Lily Way came to Howard County one 

summer to visit with the 
Harrisons. As a result 
she married my mother's 
brother,  Orrell and in 
the Nineties, a grandson 
of the Knapps married 
Trimble Harrison, Uncle 
James' granddaughter.

Aunt Matilda had 
had a devoted lover 
since her Fayette school 
days - viz - Bruff 
Jackson, son of Gov. 
Claiborne Jackson.

In 1858 she went to 
St. Louis to get her wed-
ding trousseau. She had 
locked bowel - today we 
would call it appendici-
tis. She died. Her body 
was brought back to the 
old farm home for burial. 
I was a little girl of six years old and remember seeing her in 
her coffin as she lay in the Parlor.  Mr. Jackson was sitting in the 
living room in a big rocking chair. Friends came in to tell him to 
go and take a last look - it was pouring down rain.  As he got up 
from his chair he looked out of the window and said, "It is raining 
in my heart." Poor man - he must have been heartbroken for he 
died unmarried in an insane asylum.4

All the years of my childhood, folded in the big Family 
Bible, was a beautiful valentine [Fig. 6] he had sent her. It was a 
kind that opened out like a book - fold after fold - until you came 
to a little circular fold as large as a 50 cent piece and on it was, 
"The one of all the world I love best."  You opened it and there 
was a little looking glass and she saw her own face. This whole 
affair was to me as a child my knowledge of what love meant - - -

1851 to 1860 continued - Home in Glasgow
From 1851 to 1859 my father and mother lived in Glasgow 

near the River. The house stood on the site of the old Price Hotel. 
There was a stone wall along the street. Stone steps led up to a 
long porch which extended across the front of the house. There 
were three rooms in front - Guest Room - Wide hall - Parlor and 
back of Parlor another Guest Room and back of Hall a back hall 
- with a short flight of steps leading to the Ell which consisted of 
four or five rooms. The main one was my mother's bedroom back 
of that children's room: a long piazza extended the length of three 
of the rooms. From the back hall one door led to the yard on the 
South side of the home - another door led to the east yard. From 
this hall you went downstairs to the dining room and kitchen - all 
under the Ell but not real basement.

Bathroom
From the east hall door you went out into the yard to a 

bathroom.  There were two rooms - one a latticed well house - 
the other room had a tin bath tub in it and an arrangement for a 
shower - where the water could be taken from the well. Of course 
there was no heat.

Note the fact - that the first bathtub known to history was in 
Cincinnati in 1845.

Note the progressiveness of my father.  I have described the 
house minutely because it had to be a big house because of its 
required hospitality.

Fig. 4b. The only known image of 
Matilda, and the basis for Manuel 
de França's portrait, pg. 2.

Fig 6.  The valentine given by Breathitt 
Jackson to Matilda Harrison. 
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My grandfather's farm was four miles east of Glasgow and 
my uncles and aunts came to my mother's very often to meet 
their young men friends and to enjoy the gayeties of the town.  
The nicknames of the family were Sis - for my mother. Duck  for 
Aunt Fanny - and Puss for Aunt Matilda.

Let me say here that the dresses of my mother and her sisters 
looked just like the pictures in the old Godey Ladies' Book - I re-
member a leghorn that I had. It was a wide brim with lace around 
it, and a narrow ribbon was attached to the crown, which you 
pulled to make the brim 
shade the eyes.

My chief pleasure 
was to chew it.

The bonnets the la-
dies wore were like coal 
scuttles with the brims 
filled with the gayest of 
flowers - ruffled dresses 
- lace shawls and lace 
mittens.

Steamboats
There were many 

steamboats on the 
River between 1850 and 
1860. When we heard 
the whistle everybody 
rushed out to see it.

When I was about 
five years old - in 1857 - 
my grandmother was in St. 
Louis, at Uncle James' home - under the care of a doctor.

She wanted to see me - so my grandfather gave me my first 
boat trip. When I saw "Show Boat" in the movies at Long Beach 
last summer (1929) some of the scenes looked quite familiar. 
Grandmother had her portrait painted by a Frenchman - De Fran-
cis - at this time - I went with her to the Artist's Studio.

                                      Indians
Another exciting event on the River was when Indians came 

down in their canoes.  One time I remember particularly was one 
day - Aunt Medora, my father's sister, came into the hall from 
a shopping expedition with her arms full of bundles. The front 
door had been left open and an Indian had come into the hall and 
hidden behind the front door and "booed" at her. You can imagine 
how she screamed and the resulting commotion. Somehow we 
got him out of the hall and shut that door and barricaded all the 
other doors.

And then the Indians went all around the house peeping in 
the windows.

Winnie
In my Christmas letter with the photographs of the grand 

mother and her four sons I told you about a little colored girl my 
father bought as a play-mate for me. She was a very ignorant lit-
tle girl. One day she answered a knock at the front door. Someone 
wanted to see my father. She was heard to say, "I spec he at office 
- I spec he downtown" - It became a slogan for the uncertainty of 
one's whereabouts.

One time in going to visit some relatives south of town we 
were in a "Rock-a-way" - a tin seated conveyance - the second 
seat a low seat in front. She and I were sitting on the low seat as 
we went down that steep "Turner Hill" she bounced out - my fa-
ther could not stop the horse instantly.  She jumped up and began 
screaming - "Massa Tommie, wait for me I aint dead!"

I could go on and on telling of funny little episodes - but to 
make progress in my story I must hasten to get to the most thrill-
ing decade - I860 to 1870 - The Civil War Period.

Thomas Shackelford - 1776-1835
My Father's family - Note the notebook giving the geneology 

of the family - copied from family bibles.
The Shackelford family lived in Farquier [Fauquier] County, 

Virginia.  My grand¬father, Thomas Shackelford was born June 
1, 1776 in Virginia and died of cholera in St. Louis in 1335, 
where he had gone on business.

He left home because "he was tired working for so many 
negroes". He first went to Kentucky.  His two sisters had married 
brothers - Metcalf's, a brother of whom was Governor of Ken-
tucky. The Shackelfords settled in Mason County, Kentucky and 

Fig. 7.  Manuel de França's portrait of 
Pemala Marr Harrison. 

Fig 8b.  The Thomas Shackelford Sr. farm as depicted in the Illustrated Atlas Map of Saline County, Mo. (St. Louis, Missouri: Missouri Publishing 
Company, 1876), p. 75.
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in Bourbon County.
I do not know the year but my grandfather left Kentucky 

and went to Nashville, Tennessee. One of the things he did in 
Nashville was to build brick houses. He married first - Agnes 
Clopton - and had two sons, James and William.  His second wife 
was Eliza Cheves Pulliam - they had two daughters when they 
left Nashville for Missouri in 1819. My grandmother and her two 
little girls were driven to Missouri in a carriage. My grandfather 
loaded his household goods in flat boats and with the help of his 
slaves poled the boat down the Ohio to the Mississippi River and 
up the Missouri River to a small place called Old Jefferson - not 
far from Miami in Saline County.  Here my father was born on 
February 6, 1822. Then my grandfather bought a large farm - 
about 1000 acres.  Gilliam is on part of the farm - about two 
miles north of the present Gilliam he built a large brick home. 
[Fig. 8b]

From what I have seen of some of the old furniture and from 
what I have heard, it must have been handsomely furnished. 
Here the large family of children were born.  (See geneology in 
notebook)

On the south end of the home a large room was used for a 
school room. Private teachers were employed.  I never heard of 
any of the children being sent away to school until my Uncle 
John went to Yale, where he graduated in 1851.  Uncle Leonidas 
entered Yale, came home for the vacation after his Freshman year 
and died at New Albany, near Louisville, Kentucky on his return 
to Yale. He died of cholera.

You can judge something of the financial condition of the 
family by noting how my grandmother and Aunt Martha are 
dressed in the portraits.

Their portraits were painted by Bingham in 1837.  A unique 
thing about my grandmother's portrait is a white card about three 
inches square that she is holding in her hand.

On the card she wrote in her own handwriting –
"To my children" - "When deprived of my council - forget 

not my precept - shun vice - love virtue." then follows reference 
to several verses in the Psalms and dated 1837. [Fig. 9]

My father was only 14 years old when his father died.  He 
was devoted to his mother and often spoke of her in the highest 
terms of love and admiration of her ability as a business woman.  
She certainly must have been to manage a thousand acre farm - a 
large number of slaves and bring up and educate nine children - 
the oldest one being 14 years old and the youngest a baby girl.

I would like to tell you what I know of the life history of 
their children but it would take too much of my time.  But I will 
mention a few.

Aunt Martha Jane - whose portrait Thomas is to have - mar-
ried a wealthy man - W. F. Dunnica, who was first a merchant at 
Old Chariton, a town that was thought to rival St. Louis. In fact 
lots were exchanged equally - but the Missouri since overflowed 
and the town had to move to the hills and became Monticello. 
When I knew Mr. Dunnica he was a banker in Glasgow, associ-
ated with Mr. Thompson.6  One of Aunt Martha's daughters had a 
tragic death (Cousin Eliza).

She had gone to New Orleans on one of the big Mississippi 
River boats with a cousin. On their return the boat burned near 
Memphis, Tennessee and "Cousin Eliza" was lost - her body was 
never found. Her cousin, Miss Kennedy, hung on to a piece of 
wreckage and was rescued - tho badly burned - had to wear a wig 
afterward.  This is one of my tragic memories.

People often 
stopped at my 
grandmother's as 
they went west. 
Joseph Smith, the 
Mormon, spent 
a night there and 
when he left he 
gave the family a 
Mormon Bible.

Aunt Mary
Aunt Mary 

(my father Shack-
elford's sister) was 
born Jan. 23, 1328 
- married Thomas 
M. Finney, a 
Methodist minister 
of St, Louis. His 
family had be-
come wealthy by 
having city prop-
erty that increased 
in value as the city 
grew.  He was a 
handsome, blue-
eyed dark haired 
man.  As a child 
he represented 
the city man to 
me.  He visited us 
frequently and al-
ways brought me handsome and beautiful toys. His two daughters 
were Lily and Mollie. Lily about my age - Mollie younger.

Aunt Mary died at the birth of a little boy - (Letter).
Aunt Medora

 Aunt Medora (another sister) had married a Col. R. H. 
Musser, Col. in the Rebel army. She went to St. Louis to take 
care of the family until Mr. Finney married again. Aunt Medora 
had no children. I will finish her story here - She was an intimate 
friend of my mother's sisters - Fanny and Matilda - she had red 
hair.  Col. Musser was with Gen. Price and in Price's last raid to 
Missouri was in the battle of Lexington, Mo. Col. Peabody of 
the Federal army surrendered his sword to him. He came to our 
house after the battle and gave the sword to me.7 It is one of the 
swords upstairs in the boys' room.

Slaves
I do not know how many slaves my grandfather Shackelford 

owned - but a large number.8

One time a negro man was accused of doing something, and 
the neighbors came to my grandmother and demanded that she 
should punish him.  She was convinced that the negro was inno-
cent - but to satisfy "public opinion" she had some one take him 
into the smoke house and whip a post.  The man acted his part 
and cried out like bloody murder. The neighbors were satisfied.  I 
should think the negro man too was satisfied with his punishment.

This shows the justice of my grandmother.
Diversions

The main diversion and pleasure of country people at this 
time were family dinings - it was nothing to a housekeeper to be 

Fig. 9.  Eliza Cheves Pulliam Shackelford.  Por-
trait painted in ca. 1838/1839 by George Caleb 
Bingham, in E. Maurice Bloch, The Paintings of 
George Caleb Bingham (Columbia:  The Univer-
sity of Missouri Press, 1986), p. 43. 
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notified that a lot of near relatives were coming to spend the day. 
I can testify to the big dinners at my grandfather Harrison's home.
[Fig. 10] One time a cousin was going to drive to Texas with his 
young wife and baby boy in an ambulance.  Fifty relatives gath-
ered for a dinner at my grandfather's to see them off.

Then another pleasure was the Camp Meetings. The grounds 
were something like the chautauqua grounds of a later day. The 
buildings consisted of a large open shed with very primitive seats 
and small one or two room cottages - tho they were so simple you 
could hardly dignify them with the name of cottage.

People would come from any distances - bringing their food 
with them - those living nearer would go for the day. The meet-
ings were held in the summer after the wheat harvest when the 
busy farmers were at leisure. My grandfather always had his ice 
house filled with watermelons during watermelon time and a lot 
of them would go to the "Camp Meeting". Of course his meat-
house was full of old hams and bacon and my grandmother's yard 
was full of turkeys and chickens.

The preaching was of the emotional kind - there was shout-
ing and singing.   I knew one man (Mr. Pope Bond) who in his 
ecstasy lost his mind and did not ever gain it entirely.

I remember going to one of these meetings with my Harrison 
grandparents. The shoutings frightened me and made me very 
nervous.

Of course between times of preaching and singing the young 
men and women found great pleasure - as only youth knows how 
to find it.  

Dogs And Pets
My first dog was a little white poodle named Ponto.  I did not 

enjoy it very much.  I was afraid of him so after a short time my 
mother gave him away to a lady living in Monroe County near 
Paris, Mo.  I went one time with my grandfather and grandmother 
to visit friends in Hannibal, Mo. We stopped with the lady over-
night who had my little dog. I never saw such joy as the little dog 
exhibited when he saw us.

My Uncle George [Billings Harrison] and Ollie [Olive Har-
rison] had two dogs - one named Carlo, a large dog, and a little 
terrier named Fido. One day my little brother, Eldon, and I were 
spending the night with my grandparents.   We were roasting 
eggs in the ashes of the fireplace in my grandmother's room. 
We wrapped the eggs in paper, then wet them thoroughly and 
put them on the hot hearth and covered them with ashes and hot 
coals.  While they were roasting we went out in the yard to play.  
Old Carlo was asleep. Eldon began to play with him and he woke 
suddenly and snapped at him, sticking his sharp teeth through my 
little brother's nose, close to his cheek. There was a great commo-
tion. When  we found my little brother was not seriously bitten 
we went in the house and found our eggs had popped or exploded 
and from that day over 70 years ago I never smell anything like 
the smell of burning paper and sulfurated hydrogen without 
thinking of this accident.

My mother and father soon arrived coming out to spend the 
night.  My mother was greatly alarmed over the dog bite and 
wanted my uncle to kill Carlo immediately.  I remember how 
they pleaded for him and said they knew he thought my brother 
was Fido bothering him. They won and old Carlo was not killed 
and only a little scar told where the bite was on the nose.

Pigs
I must tell you one funny story about my Aunt Matilda.
In that day - between 1850 and 1860, Glasgow was like the 

City of Washington - in that pigs ran at large all over the town. 

One day Aunt Matilda came to town all dressed up to call upon 
her town friends. She was walking sedately along and a pig rose 
under her and gave her a short ride.

I must hasten on to my second decade - for if I do not I will 
be "like him who left half told the Story of Combustion bold".

1859 - New House
My father bought ten acres a mile east of Glasgow and built 

the house we are now living in. There were many beautiful trees 
in the yard. He sent a man to cut a few trees from the site he had 
selected for the house. The man ignorantly cut a few fine trees in 
another part of the yard.  

I had two little brothers at this time - Eldon, born 1856, and 
Tommy, born 1858, John H. died as a baby. There were four chil-
dren between 1851 and I860.

I remember our great pleasure in coming out to watch the 
building of the new house and the happy times I had with my two 
beautiful little brothers. (See cover photo.)

The Christmas of 1859 we were all having a Christmas 
dinner at my grandfather's. - There were many outhouses - wash-
room - cabin - chickenhouse - a row of rooms running north from 
the house.

One of the carpenters did not want to stop working on Christ-
mas Day. He had his work bench and a stove in one of the rooms.  
In some way he turned over the stove and the shavings caught on 
fire - the houses were soon burned to the ground. Our two ser-
vants America and Winnie9 were the only ones in the house and 
they could not shout very loud and our nearest neighbor was Mr. 
Hayden (the house where the Bruck's now live).  He came and a 
few others and by using Mrs. Hayden's blankets in the corner of 
the brick house - they saved it.

We were sent for and we came home and found a desolate 
looking back yard.

The two negro women worked faithfully and carried buckets 
of water to the old man - the carpenter. He was so excited - when 
they brought him a bucket of water to threw bucket and all into 
the fire.

The arrangement of the out-houses was quite different from 
these that were rebuilt.

Looking Backward
All these memories of the Fifties are "looking backward”.

Preaching to Negroes
My family on both sides were Methodists - "Southern Meth-

odists". The church had a gallery at the back - where the negro 
carriage drivers sat during the service and where other negroes 
were welcome to come.  Some time during this Decade the Meth-
odists built a new church and gave the old building to the negroes 
for their exclusive use.  But the white pastor was their pastor and 
preached to them in the afternoons on Sunday. I have heard the 
statement made that one reason for the oratorical ability of the 
southern preacher resulted from his having such an emotional 
audience. And they could shout!

The negro women in my grandfather's family had a lot of 
fine clothes given to them by my aunts and the St. Louis cousins.

"Patsy", the cook, I particularly remember seeing as she 
came over the "Stile" beginning to unbutton her nice dress as she 
hurried to her cabin. They used to say by the time she reached it 
she had it over her head and was soon ready to get the Sunday 
supper.

Very frequently the young folks of the family were visiting 
friends and in that case she had a real holiday as my grandfather 



Boone’s Lick Heritage Quarterly     •     Vol. 18, No.  3    •   Fall 201910

Hemenway Memoir

and mother usually had a supper of mush and milk in their sitting 
room.

Of one thing I am very sure, southern people did not regard 
the institution of slavery as northern people did.

They thought that the bible gave them a warrant for it and 
quoted St. Paul.  

My immediate ancestors were the second or third genera-
tion to own slaves and they were inherited and a lot of them were 
handed down and were never bought nor sold.

A Tragedy
I told you of the marriage of Nancy.  Her first baby was not 

a strong child and was not very active when her second baby 
came. It was "hog-killing" time and there was great activity in the 
kitchen as the lard and sausage were made.  Nancy was not well 
enough to help but she wanted to be in the midst of the fray, so 
she left her two little children in the cabin - one in a cradle near 
the stove and the youngest on the bed.  I was playing around the 
yard and heard the children crying. I came to the house and told 
her her children were crying. She did not hurry to go and my 
mother told her to go to them. She opened the cabin door and 
smoke came out in clouds and she came out screaming.

A coal of fire had popped out of the stove into the cradle.  
The child was badly burned and the little baby was almost smoth-
ered.

My mother worked over these children and did all that was 
possible for them. The oldest one died but the little baby recov-
ered.

My father’s mother died in 1850 and the home in Saline 
County was broken up.

Our old colored man was cared for by my father - his duty 
was to rub up the brass candle sticks.

My father’s sister also took care of another old man - "Uncle 
Strother".

My father placed an old couple - Aunt Laura and Uncle Billy 
- on a few acres of ground in Saline County to encourage them to 
make a living for themselves.

"Aunt Laura" would come to see my mother frequently, beg-
ging for clothes or anything. One time she wanted to convince 
my mother of her poverty and put her sunbonnet on wrong side 
out to make it look shabby.

After the negroes were free - which is in my second decade - 
a woman who had worked for us came to see us. She liked a lawn 
dress I had very much and wanted to buy it from my mother. 
My father was horrified to think of selling anything to them and 

quoted to my mother - "The poor ye have with you al-
ways." I never forgot the lesson.

1860
The great event of this year was Aunt Fanny’s wedding 

in November1860.
My mother was not able to attend the wedding because 

of the little baby Pemala - who was born November 23.  
She expressed regret that Aunt Fanny had selected a time 
when she knew that she could not attend.
      Aunt Fanny met Uncle Rodney (Caesar Rodney) Mon-
tague in St. Louis at the home of Uncle James Harrison. 
He was from Vicksburg (I think) in Mississippi. His family 
were considered very wealthy.  The wealth consisted of a 
large cotton plantation and many, many slaves. The family 
consisted of five or six boys and only one daughter - Alice 
Montague - for whom your Aunt Alice was named. I knew 
her well - she was a lovely woman.  [Fig. 12]

When the war was just beginning and it became unsafe 
to live in Miss. the whole family came to Missouri. The 
"old gentleman" was dead at this time.  The mother and 
Miss Alice came to Glasgow to live with Aunt Fanny and 
her family.  There is no doubt but the Montague family was 
a wealthy family in the south "before the war"

Uncle Rodney attended eastern schools - Princeton 
at one time. He was a lawyer - a handsome distinguished 
looking man.

As Aunt Fanny felt she was marrying such a wealthy 
southern gentleman she wanted a "Big" wedding.

I was only eight years old but I remember it perfectly. 
It was a "double" wedding.  A niece of my grandfather, 
named Anne Mary Blackwell, was married at the same time 
to Marshall McIlhaney. Aunt Fanny had six bridesmaids 
and six groomsmen, and Cousin Annie had the same num-
ber.  Rev. W. G. Caples performed the ceremony.

The parlor was kept closed until time for the wedding 
party to enter.  The ladies came down from upstairs and 
met the men in the back hall. They came to the parlor and 
arranged themselves in a circle - or rather an ellipse –

The Minister stood in the center, The house was 
lighted up with sperm and wax candies - instead of tallow.  
I remember standing around in the room upstairs watching 
the ladles dress.  I thought they looked like dolls.  One little 
woman was named "Pinkey Bascome".  I certainly thought 
she was a doll in her beautiful dress.

I came downstairs with a little boy cousin named John 
League - he was resplendent in a suit of blue. I do not 
remember what I wore.

Then the dining room:  How can I describe that? A 
long table filled with good things to eat - glass stands - two 
or three deep so Lemon jelly was made and molded into 
cornucopias little horns and then turned out on to these 
glass stands. There were two of them. The "jelly" wiggled 
and moved and it seemed to me it was alive and it made the 
deepest impression on me of anything else.

It was a beautiful wedding and Aunt Fanny had the 
clothes to fit the occasion.

She went south to live.  I have one letter written from 
Mobile to my mother. Grandfather gave her "George" and 
"Lydy" as servants to take with her.

The Montague servants thought "Mas" Rodney had 
gone north and married a dressmaker, because Aunt Fanny 

Fig. 12.  Caesar Rodney Montague and Francis "Fanny" Harrison Mon-
tague.  Portraits by William B. Cox as displayed by the Ashby-Hodge 
Art Gallery, Central Methodist College, (now University) Fayette, Mo. 
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could "sew" - 
(If I have time 
I will copy 
this letter.)  
Sad times 
followed. 
The Mon-
tagues lost 
their slaves, 
their cotton 
plantation, 
their all. Aunt 
Fanny and 
Uncle Rodney 
came first 
to St. Louis.  

Uncle Rodney was unable to make a living.  My grandfather had 
Aunt Fanny come home.   Alice was born in the old farm house. 
Then grandfather bought the "Vaughan Place" - the brick house 
opposite the Presbyterian Church [Fig. 13] for them and gave 
Uncle Rodney a "job" at one of his "Water" Mills near Keytes-
ville. He did not adapt himself to his changed circumstance. He 
did not know now to make money or to keep it. He was a proud, 
high strung man with a key high temper.  He had difficulty with 
men who brought their grain to his mill and one of them shot 
him.  I well remember the early morning in August when we were 
awakened by a messenger calling for my father and my father 
going out to the lot to catch his horses to go on the sad mission of 
notifying Aunt Fanny and driving her up to the mill.

I made a wreath of white day lillies for his coffin.
Before they came to Glasgow to live, Uncle Rodney was in 

New York City when everybody was buying and selling "Gold".  
He speculated just as people did during the ups and downs of the 
stock market in 1929.

He invested his gains in diamonds, which accounts for your 
Aunt Alice Hemenway’s having so many diamonds.

To continue the diamond story - After Aunt Fanny’s death 
her daughter, your Aunt Alice, had all the jewelry. There was a 
large breast-pin, diamond earrings and many rings.  When Alice 
and John first went to New York to live John deposited the set - 
breast pin and earrings in the safe of the Hotel (Pierpont) where 
they were living. One day Alice wanted them - John brought up 
the box and the diamonds were gone.  The Hotel recognized their 
responsibility and allowed them board for so long a time.

One other story before this one - I find after 70 or 75 years 
one’s memory is not all in sequence.

One summer night, after Uncle Rodney’s death, I think, some 
time in the eighties, Aunt Fanny was awaked by two men stand-
ing over her with a pistol and demanding her diamonds and told 
her if she screamed they would shoot her.

She screamed as loud as she could - a neighbor heard her and 
she called louder and the robbers were frightened and left.  After 
they left she dragged herself to Harry’s room and he had slept 
through the whole commotion.

Aunt Fanny felt the effect of her fright for a long time.10

1860 To 1870 - The War
 Aunt Fanny's Personality

I am loath to leave the Fifties.
Aunt Fanny developed into a woman of great strength of 

character.  In her later life she was a leader in both church and 
society in Glasgow.

She sang beautifully and could play anything on the piano.  
At one time she taught the Music Class at Pritchett "Institute".  
Her house was the gathering place for the young people of the 
town. She was Pres. of the Missionary Society at the Methodist 
Church.  She was the one always chosen to represent the Society 
at distant conventions. She would fit into any social groups.

I am glad to pay this simple tribute to her memory.
Odds and Ends of Little Memories

One time Aunt Fanny came up from St. Louis - a negro man 
named "Thompson" was sent to Glasgow for the trunk. He had 
been drinking and is the only one of my grandfather’s slaves who 
I remember of hearing of as being a drinking man.  A little bridge 
at the foot of the hill, on the road just before you reach the "lane" 
to the farm, was the scene of the catastrophe to the trunk. Thomp-
son let his team in some way go wrong at the bridge and the trunk 
rolled off into the deep ditch and most of the beautiful clothes 
and jewelry rolled out.  I distinctly remember Aunt Fanny’s anger 
- and the whole family, at least her brothers going with her to 
"search" the road for jewelry and little things.

One negro man, named "Smith" was asked after he was free, 
"if he did not have a better and an easier time before he was free". 
His reply was, "Now there is nobody to hinder."  Could anyone 
give a better definition of Freedom.

1860 to 1870 - Second Decade
This is such a sad Decade in my life that I almost hesitate to 

go back in memory to it.
The two little brothers - Eldon and Tommy - with whom I 

played and enjoyed the new house and the little sister Pemala - 
who came to us in the fall of 1860 - all died of dyphtheria. The 
two little boys within three weeks of each other and the little 
sister a few months later.

It was not known that it was such a contagious disease.
So I was left alone for awhile - then a little sister came but 

she lived only a few weeks.
I was alone again.
My mother's heart became so bad that it was decided to have 

her take a trip to Kentucky and on the way stop by St. Louis to 
see a noted doctor - Doctor Pope.  She was a heartbroken woman 
and only 31 years old!

We visited the loghouse in which my grandfather was born 
and found many relatives.

At one place there was a Parrot.  One day some pigs got in 
the yard and rolled her cage over - She shouted, "Damn the pigs - 
drive them out."

At one house in Lexington I was put to bed early - because 
they were going to have a "Seance" - a spiritual seance - where 
they were going to call up spirits and have table tipping, etc.  I 
was considered too young to see it - but was told about it after-
wards.

Letters here in an old box of letters, are from my mother to 
my father and will probably tell in detail of this visit.

Having children in those days was not such an expensive 
proposition as it is today.

Last night I was reading of an interview of some one with 
Mrs. Horace Greeley.

She was giving some one advice as to how to bring up 
children. She was asked "how many children have you?" "I 
have two", she replied, "How many have you had"?  "Nine", she 
answered. Then "thank you" the lady replied, "I think I will bring 
up my children my own way" - "Oh, very well”, Mrs. Greeley 
replied,

Fig. 13.  The Montague House, Glasgow, Mo. ca. 1942.  
HABS photograph courtesy of Library of Congress.



Boone’s Lick Heritage Quarterly     •     Vol. 18, No.  3    •   Fall 201912

Hemenway Memoir

"I did not raise children for this world, but for the next."
This must have been the general belief in those days.
I heard Bishop Hendrix of the Methodist Church preach a 

sermon - in which he said - to reach the Kingdom of Heaven the 
only way was passage through this world, - so it was considered a 
blessing to be born into the world.

This doctrine may explain why there were so many large 
families in the early days.

1861 - Jan. 29
The admission of Kansas as a free state was the main topic at 

this time.  Northern people came by our house in caravans, going 
to Kansas to vote to bring Kansas in as a free state.

Some of the wagons - to which were hitched fine horses had 
the slogan - "To Kansas or bust"- painted on the wagons.  A few 
months later many of those same wagons came by the house, go-
ing east with the slogan "Busted" on them and their horses a pack 
of bones.

At this time began what was called the "Border Warfare" 
- constant fighting was going on between Kansas and the other 
counties in Missouri bordering upon Kansas. The men who 
fought were called "Kansas Red-legs" and Kansas Jayhawkers 
and the Missourians were called "Guerillas" and were led by 
Quantrel [William Quantrill].

This was the period when John Brown figured - it was an aw-
ful time. I wish you could read at this period of my story -

"A Certain Richman" - by William Allen White & "Order 
No. 11" - by a Jackson Co. woman - I do not remember her name.  
[She was Caroline Abbot Stanley]

The order "No. Eleven" was given by a Federal General 
that a strip of land 10 miles wide in Missouri should be vacated 
- people were commanded to leave their homes and the homes 
were burned.

Our Missouri artist - Bingham - painted a picture illustrating 
this order and called it "Order No. 11".

The scene was a family on a flat boat with all their posses-
sions piled around them and a blazing house in the distance.11

Not far from Kansas City - near Independence, Mo. the 
"James" family lived. The sons were the notorious "James Boys".

The hatred between the Missourians & Kansas at this time 
was most intense. The Missourians were fighting for their prop-
erty and the Kansans were fighting for a principle.

The atrocities committed on both sides were terrible.
Finally, the "Warfare" extended beyond the ten mile border. 

The southern men who had been so badly treated became outlaws 
and were called "Bush-whackers".

Everybody feared them - they became so desperate that no 
one felt safe. The "Younger Brothers" who were associated with 
the Younger brothers lived about 8 or 10 miles north of Glasgow 
in Chariton Co.

One notorious "bush-whacker" was named Bill Anderson.  
He came to Glasgow one night and went to Mr. Ben Lewis' house 
- the place known as "Glen Eden".

They demanded money of him.  His banker in Glasgow was 
Thompson & Dunnica. The Bush-whackers pulled Mr. Lewis out 
of bed and bumped him down a long flight of steps - bumping his 
head on every step. They aroused Mr. Dunnica and Mr. Thomp-
son and took them to the bank where they made them open the 
safe and give them a large amount of Mr. Lewis' money.12 

Mrs. Thompson took a young colored girl with her and went 
with Mr. Thompson. The bush-whackers assaulted the negro girl - 

right in the presence of Mrs. Thomson.
Mr. Lewis died from the result of the harsh treatment.
A family named Kavanaugh lived in Saline Co., Mo.  One 

night the father answered a knock at the door and was brutally 
shot.

The widow and children came to Glasgow to live.  I went to 
school with the daughter Kate, who later married a Glasgow boy 
- Frank Henderson.

There were many, many terrible things done.
Finally Federal soldiers were sent to Glasgow.  They began 

to suspect all southern people who were or supposed to be rebel 
sympathizers.  If they were suspected even of befriending the 
bush-whackers they were terribly treated.

Mrs. Harton's husband was brutally shot.
I could tell a lot more of such awful deeds.  Finally both 

sides acted so dreadfully you could not tell whether a deed was 
committed by a bush-whacker who was supposed to be a rebel - 
or a Federal soldier.

You can imagine how southern people felt towards the Fed-
eral soldiers.

Most of the people in Glasgow came from Kentucky, Vir-
ginia and Tennessee.  They had passed the "log cabin" stage in 
Kentucky and Tennessee and most of the people we knew were 
slave owners. And you can see how hard it was for them to see 
the efforts made to take their slaves, their property from them.

My grandfather Harrison's family were Southern Democrats.  
My father was a Union man, that is he did not want to see the 
Union dissolved.  He with Judge Hall and Sterling Price made 
speeches in the different towns in Chariton Co., Howard Co. and 
Randolph in an effort to keep Missouri from Seceding.  Being a 
southern sympathizer did not keep my grandfather from being 
visited by the Bush-whackers.

As he had a large farm he had a lot of horses. He hid a num-
ber of them somewhere on his farm but feared to hide all of the 
best horses. He put a screw in the foot of one of his good horses 
which made him temporarily lame.  When the Bush-whackers 
came they were rejoiced to find such a good looking horse but 
they soon found out that to was too lame for their use.

One summer afternoon we were sitting on the front porch.  
Four Federal soldiers dashed up into the yard.

They hitched their horses and came in and demanded supper. 
The commander of the force in Glasgow had given an order that 
the soldiers could not go to private homes for meals.  My father 
knew of the order and told them he could not give them any sup-
per and my mother who at this time had lost all of patriotism for 
the "Union" said she would not get supper for them.

They swore and tore around and told my father that "Hell 
was paved with such Union men as he was".   My grandfather 
was sitting on the porch - he had his fist doubled up and had 
decided which man he would knock down. In the midst of this 
discussion two or three soldiers were seen on the road.  We heard 
one say - "Here they are."  They came up to the house and or-
dered the men to mount their horses and marched them off to the 
guard house for disobeying orders.13

Mr. Pritchett, who lived near Fayette at this time, who was 
a Union man - slept in the woods for many weeks because he 
feared both sides.14

The Battle in Glasgow
I am not sure of the exact date but I think it was Oct. 14 or 

15, 1864 the Battle of Glasgow took place.15
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(She left pages blank here - probably expecting to add more)
Feb. 12, 1930
1850 to 1860

I am finding it very difficult to find time to write these mem-
ories. I agree with Virginia Wolf - that to write, a woman should 
have a "room of her own" and be able to retire to it and stay there 
when she felt the spirit move her to write.

When I feel like writing, I have something else to do, and 
when I have nothing to do - I do not feel like writing.

This morning, about 4:30 A.M. my mind wandered back to 
the "Fifties" and I thought of the Christmas time on the old farm 
in the old days - and hog killing time.

Southern people, unlike northern people, always showed 
their joy at Christmas by noise and anything to make a noise.

The little negroes always found the "Bladders" at Hog Kill-
ing time. They would put a quill in the little hole and blow them 
up and then tie a string around it and hang it up to dry. They 
would be as large as a red toy balloon.  A number of them would 
be tied together and hung up to dry.

Then - Christmas morning all around the house you would 
hear loud noises like pistols going off. They would jump on the 
bladder or strike it and it would burst with a loud noise. Then the 
negroes, big and little would come out the house shouting –

"Christmas Gift", "Ole Miss" -"Christmas Gift old Master". - 
"Christmas Gift" "Miss Fanny", etc. all around the family.

And if you did not shout "Christmas Gift" first and they got 
ahead of you - you had to pay the forfeit and give a gift.

The night before Christmas an immense backlog was brought 
in and put into the big old fashioned fire place in my grandmoth-
er's room.

One Christmas Aunt Fanny and Cousin Dora Harrison 
worked for weeks before Christmas to get things ready for a big 
Christmas Tree.  I have now an embroidered watch pocket they 
made at that time for my father. It was not to wear but to hang 
near the bureau where he could put his watch at night.

I have also now a needlebook they made for my mother. I do 
not remember what they gave me but I remember I was a naughty 
little girl and tried hard to get into the room where they were 
working.  When I found I could not get in, I blew my "goose-
quill" whistle at the keyhole of the door - so it would not have 
been surprising if they did not give me anything.

But that could not have been possible to a little girl who was 
so loved and petted by all the family.

When the Christmas came the Tree was a joy to be seen and 
left an unforgettable memory.-

To feed the big family on the farm my grandfather killed 
many hogs, beef and sheep. You could imagine he would have to 
do so to feed so many people.

The spare-ribs, backbones, etc. were better than those I get 
today, to my mind, and there is nothing to be compared to the 
"old hams".

But in my memory lingers the odor of the cooking pigtails 
- hung up before the fireplace on a string and as it twirled and 
whirled the odor that penetrated the house was indescribably 
good - and you can believe Charles Lamb knew what he was 
writing about when he wrote his "Dissertation on Roast Pig".

And this is the song we used to sing when the pigtail was 
nicely brown and well done -

"Pigtail done 
Pick it up and run

If you don’t come quick You shant have none."
The tallow from the sheep was used to make candles and I 

was often scolded for shaking a mould - often it was put aside to 
dry.

Of course the wool was washed - carded and spun - and the 
yarn was used to knit socks for the negroes and make lindsey 
dresses for the women.

Mary John was the seamstress.
Mary Black turned the spinning wheel and made the yarn. 

She used to let me try to do it - but my memory is that I only suc-
ceeded in breaking the nice carded rolls.

My grandmother taught me to knit. I knit a big pair of socks 
for a negro man. The whole family was so pleased with my ac-
complishment that every one paid me something - from 10 cts. to 
25 cts.  I still have the money - put away and kept for 75 years!!

Apples were kept for winter use by making a deep pit and 
boxing it up at the side and covering it up with earth.  The cellar 
was first filled and when that was empty they began to use the 
apples from the Pit. The apples had an earthy taste.  Fruit was 
also dried for winter use and made into Preserves - which were 
made so sweet they would keep without being "sealed".

My grandfather raised "hemp" and patented something to use 
in breaking it.

There was a "Rope Walk" in Glasgow where they made rope.
One of my father’s negro women worked at it. Her name was 

"Aunt Sally Dee" - I remember seeing her when I was taken to 
see them make rope.

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

Memo by C.F.H.  [Charles Francis Hemenway], Ida's son.
Here is where Mother’s "feeling" like writing must have 

ended as she did not add anymore.  Also Father died on January 
16, 1931.

This was printed for the family as a Christmas present in 
1929. In the pamphlet were reproduced copies of the paintings 
of Great Grandmother Elizabeth McClanahan Harrison and her 
four sons, James, John, William & Joseph.

Christmas 1929 
To my grandchilren for their children –
I have had copies made of the painting of my great grand-

mother and her four sons, which I am sending to each family 
group of my children.

I want to emphasize my belief that the most worthwhile thing 
in life is to be the mother of men, and if you do not have sons 
then make your daughters worthwhile.

The women of my family on both sides were remarkable 
women - I wish my pen could do justice to them - but I must go 
into the details of this great grandmother.

Elizabeth McClanahan - born in Virginia - Apr. 15, 1785. She 
was the daughter of William McClanahan and Elizabeth New-
man. Her grandfather was Thomas McClanahan.  The family 
migrated to Kentucky and settled in Bourbon Co. Ky. On Sept. 
23, 1802 Elizabeth McClanahan married John Harrison - son of 
James Harrison and Jane Carlyle of Sunbury, Pa.. Through this 
James - you can become Daughters of the Amer. Rev. or D.A.R.

John and Elizabeth settled on a farm four miles west of Paris, 
Ky.

In 1863 - when a child of eleven years old - I went to Ky. 
with my mother and her father and mother.  I saw the large log 
home where my Grandfather John Harrison was born and where 
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all of his brothers and sisters, except Joseph and Lucy were born. 
John and Elizabeth had ten children - two William and Carlyle 
died young - eight grew up - four boys and four girls. In 1819 
the family - consisting of Mother, Father and six children and 
many slaves came to Howard Co., Mo. and settled on a farm 4 
miles east of Glasgow, Mo. The three girls married very young. 
The daughter of one married her cousin and went to St. Louis 
to live and at one time was Pres. of the Federated Clubs of Mo.  
All had large families but none equaled their mother. The four 
boys - whose pictures I am sending you - all became eminent and 
wealthy men in that early day.

John, father of these boys, died in 1825, leaving his widow 
with a 
family 
consisting 
of the four 
unmarried 
sons, one 
about 5 
years old 
and a baby 
girl Lucy, 
a farm of 
four hun-
dred acres 
and a large 
number of 
slaves.

James 
was 
married 

in 1830.  My grandfather John was married Sept. 2, 1830. He 
married Pemala Marr.  He built a small house on the farm where 
he began his married life.  I do not know the date as to when he 
moved with his family into the large brick house. His mother 
- this Elizabeth McClanahan - evidently became tired of widow-
hood. She told her son, "She wanted a companion".  When he 
asked her "why" she wanted to marry again - he replied to her, "I 
have nothing to say madam".

So she married a man ten years older than herself - one 
Thomas Eddens [Eddins] - who died in 1848. One item of my 
genealogy record says the companionship was of short duration - 
and I suppose they were married between 1840 and 1848.

In 1850 she, accompanied by her granddaughter Sarah - my 
mother, went to Texas to visit her one son - William and his fam-
ily, and her unmarried son Joseph.

In 1857 she died on the old farm - she was 72 years old.
And here is where my knowledge of her begins.
I remember her very well. I called my own grandmother 

Nannie and I called her "Old Nannie".
Now I am going to tell you my memories of the old home.  

[see Fig. 10]
It was a household teeming with work and workers - it is 

a day that is past and will never come again. It was the period 
between 1852 and 1863.  There were many slaves on the place - I 
have no idea how many. Once I heard my uncle say there were 75 
or more.16

The custom was if a negro man married a woman belonging 
to another man his master bought the woman and the children 
became his property - "Slaves for life" - as the old deeds used 

to say. My first knowledge of the Presidents of the U. S. came 
from their little colored namesakes. Here are some of the family 
groups. -

"Tom and Patsy" - Tom was the trusted family carriage driver 
- when the girls of the family went to parties "Old Tom" drove 
them to and from the party with their escorts.  Patsy was the 
cook. I remember distinctly the good light rolls she used to make 
and how the tables groaned with good things to eat.

There was a stove in the kitchen in my day and also a very 
big fire¬place - and the lights were tallow candles and a "rag" in a 
dish of lard or grease.

Here are a few of the names of Patsy's children - George 
Washington - Zackary Taylor - Franklin Pierce - Cordelia - Dely 
for short, and James K. Polk.

One family was "Woolly" John and Mary "John".  Twins 
came to them bearing the names of Lincoln and Jeff Davis.

"Aunt Cely" was the family nurse - as the Harrison children 
married she always went to live with them "to give them a start". 
Her husband did not belong to my grandfather and came to spend 
"week ends" with his wife.

My mind is teeming with memories.
Many of the old men and women boasted that they never 

had been bought or sold - but had come with their masters from 
Virginia to Kentucky and then to Missouri. One woman whom I 
well remember lived with my Uncle James Harrison in St. Louis. 
I remember "Aunt Anne" well.   When she died she was buried 
in the family lot in Belfontain [Bellefontaine] Cemetery in St. 
Louis.

There was a Missouri law that you could not teach slaves to 
read and write. I remember seeing two young negro boys going to 
my uncle's room in the evening to be taught to read and write.

One woman - Mary John - cut and helped my grandmother 
make the clothes for all these men, women and children.

My grandfather bought a Grover and Baker [sewing] ma-
chine - turned by hand - the first in the town.  It was a chain stitch 
machine. My grandfather owned a large flouring steam mill in 
Glasgow. [Fig 15] "Liddy made the flour sacks - which she made 
by the hundreds - what fun I used to have turning them!

One night sometime in the fifties I was with my mother 
spending the night at my grandfather's.  My father (Thomas 
Shackelford) came home from Court and brought home a little 
negro girl - whom he had bought . - the only one he had ever 
bought.  (His family were slaveholders on both sides and he in-
herited his servants or slaves.) They told me this little girl "Win-
nie" was a little girl to play with me. She was with us in St. Louis 
(where we were living when the war closed). My father began to 
pay her wages immediately when she became free.  Our cook at 
that time was "America". She also received "wages".

I must tell you a story about her and then I will hurry my 
long story to a close.  We came back from St. Louis to Glasgow 
in 1865.  A cousin from Kentucky, "Cousin Aggie Flanagan" 
came to visit us.  She was a great novel reader. She was a busy 
old lady - wore a cape and had little gray curls hanging at the 
side of her face. She was always embroidering and making quilts.  
She took the "Ledger" - a paper that published in serial form the 
stories of Charles Reed and Wilkie Collins.  She was served in 
the evening in her room. I read the Ledger stories to her as she 
served. The two negro women, America and Winnie, got into the 
habit of coming to the room after their work for the day was over. 
America became so interested in the continued stories that after 

Fig. 10.  John Harrison House, ca. 1827.  
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Cousin Aggie went back to Kentucky she asked my father to sub-
scribe for the Ledger for her and my cousin Henry Shackelford 
and I used to read the stories to her.  I remember so well when the 
"Ledger" came in the mail - my mother would not let me read it 
until I had taken it to the kitchen to read to America first - it was 
her paper. I remember standing over her one time when she was 
working and reading those stirring stories to her.

We had a young woman named Nancy.     She married a 
young negro in Glasgow.  My mother and Aunt Fanny made her a 
white dotted swiss wedding dress.

I have heard from Winnie once since she left us.  She wrote 
asking all about the family.  I answered the letter and sent her a 
picture of our dear old home.  She wrote in reply, "that she was so 
glad to get the picture because she had often told her daughters of 
what a beautiful home she had had.

I could go on, on, and on my dear grandchildren with my sto-
ries. You may not be interested in them but your children will be 
when some of you celebrate your Golden Wedding.                                                                                                                                      

Put these photographs of the ancestors of long ago in a safe 
place so that your children’s children may see what the source of 
one side of the family looked like.

The story of the Shackelford family is just as interesting and 
someday I may tell you something about that family.

With Christmas Greetings and love 
Your Grandmother
Ida E. Shackelford Hemenway
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
Written 4/1/1897 by Thomas Shackelford (1822-1908)

You ask for some personal reminiscences in connection with 
my residence in Glasgow. In my early boyhood I used to visit 
Old Chariton, where the business of the surrounding country was 
transacted. The first steamboat I ever saw was the Iatan.  I was 
crossing the ferry at the Point and saw the steamer come down 
the Missouri and steam up the Chariton river, and was landed 
near where Major Lewis used to have a mill.

The stores which did business in Old Chariton were located 
near where the corn pens are now located. Just opposite was the 

hotel of John Moore, the father of our fellow-townsman, Robert-
son Moore. The place where Glasgow is now located was cov-
ered with timber. Old Chariton was the county seat of Chariton 
county, with E. B. Cabell as Clerk of the Court.

About 1834 or '35 it was thought that it would be best to 
locate a town on the hills, but on the Missouri river, on account 
of the sickly location of Old Chariton. The site of Glasgow was 
selected and named after James Glasgow, an old merchant of 
Chariton. Judge James Earickson and Mr. Talton Turner owned 
the land on which the town was located.  The original town site 
only extended to a little beyond the top of the hill. Commerce 
street was designed to be the business street of the town, being 80 
feet wide.

William F. Dunnica, in conjunction with K. L. Barton, had a 
store on the corner where Price's Hotel now stands. John Bull had 
a store on Water Street, and Christopher Blackwell had a store 
where Nivert's shop now stands. Prices for property were held so 
high on Commerce street that improvements began to be made 
south. To give some idea of the value of property on Commerce 
street, I will state that some Jewish merchants purchased a lot 
where the depot stands, paying $1,000 for it, and erecting a brick 
house on it. In my boyhood I stood in the store of William F. 
Dunnica, and swept and cleaned out the store-room every morn-
ing. There were then no cisterns or wells in the town, and the 
whole population obtained water from a spring, the outlet being 
near where the culvert on Market street comes out. The supply of 
wood was obtained on the town tract and was free for all.

While in the store I learned bookkeeping, which has been of 
incalculable benefit to me in my profession. After I had remained 
in the store several years I recalled the fact that my father had 
incidentally said to me when very young that he wished me to 
be a lawyer. I then determined to try and get an education. My 
mother first employed a private teacher, and afterward I went to 
Fayette and studied and boarded with Mr. Archibald Patterson. 
The school house was located in the yard of the old Central 
College building. I remember that I, with others of the scholars, 
were required to answer the questions propounded in our own 
language. We had been accustomed by former teachers to commit 
everything to memory. He was the first teacher in this country 
that taught his pupils to think.

After completing my education I commenced the study of the 
law with Mr. Abiel Leonard, of Fayette, to whom I am indebted 
for the principles which has governed me in my practice. I shall 
never cease to revere his memory. I was required to read Black-
stone, Coke, Crews and Kent, supplemented by a close study of 
English history.  One principle he inculcated was that law was 
founded in justice and right, and he said to me, "study well the 
principles of right and justice, and when a case is presented first 
study it well from the standpoint of right, form your conclusions 
and then look for authority.  Do not," said he, "be a mere case 
lawyer."

After reading law several years in Fayette, I returned to my 
mother's home in Saline county, where I was born.  I continued to 
read law and teach a country school.  I again returned to Fayette 
to continue my studies.  I attended the court and listened with rapt 
admiration to the discussions of such able lawyers as Abiel Leon-
ard, John B. Clark, Peyton R. Hayden and Joseph Davis.  My old 
friends Andrew J. Herndon and Robert T. Prewitt were admitted 
to the bar a little in advance of me.  It was then I first heard the 
eloquent James S. Rollins of Boone.

Fig. 15.  Photograph of Harrison Mill, Glasgow, Mo.  Courtesy of Glasgow 
Museum.
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I must here pay a tribute to my mother; before I had gone 
out into the world she placed her hands on my head and asked 
me to promise that I would never enter the doors of a saloon, and 
never use ardent spirits as a beverage or get in the habit of using 
tobacco.  I bless her memory to this day for this advice.  Another 
incident in my life I shall never forget.  I had been left without a 
father in early life and I had to assist my mother in the business 
of the estate.  We had a law on our statute books that a slave who 
insulted a white man should receive 40 lashes save one.  One day 
the Constable, Benjamin Ayres, of Saline county, came to arrest 
a slave of ours for insulting a white man.  I was requested to go 
to the trial by my mother.  The evidence was that the white man 
cursed the negro and the negro cursed him back.  The Justice, 
who was the grandfather of our townsman, H. C. Grove, took me 
aside and said the negro ought not to be whipped but I am forced 
to order him whipped by the pressure of public opinion.  I was in-
dignant, but just then Benjamin Ayres came up and said, "'Squire, 
must I whip him publicly?"  The 'Squire said "no; take him in the 
smoke house."  He was taken into the smoke house and the crowd 
counted the licks.  When he came out the Constable told the ne-
gro and me not to tell what had occurred.  He had whipped a post.  
I went home and told the incident to my mother, and asked her 
what it meant that the negro had to be punished when not guilty.  
She said to me,  "My son, I cannot explain it to you, but such 
incidents will involve this nation in a bloody strife unparalleled in 
the world's history."  When our fratricidal war commenced I was 
prepared for the terrible contest, and then resolved that if possible 
the blood should not rest on my shoulders.

After studying my profession I located in Glasgow in 1842. 
In politics I was a Whig, and there were only about a dozen of us 
in the township; among them was Capt. W. D. Swinney, Talton 
Turner, W. F. Dunnica, Stephen Donohoe, John Wilhoit and 
Adam C. Woods.  I witnessed the memorable contest of 1844, 
when Clay was defeated by James K. Polk, and the great con-
test of 1848, when Gen. Taylor defeated Gen. Cass.  I carefully 
abstained from seeking any political office.  I located at Glasgow, 
as stated above, having been licensed by Judge Leland.

One of my first cases was given to me by Mr. John Harrison, 
afterwards my father-in-law, which will illustrate a case in which 
the letter of the law was against manifest justice.  Our law adopts 
a policy of limitation of actions in order to encourage diligence 
and to provide for cases where the evidence may be lost.  This 
limitation of actions on accounts was two years. Mr. Harrison 
had an account of over two years' standing which he wished me 
to sue upon.  I said the man would plead limitations.  He said 
let him do it.  We went to trial.  The defendant said,  "'Squire, I 
plead limitations."  The 'Squire said "You do, but first answer me 
these questions: did you buy the flour?"  "Yes."  "Did you eat it?"  
"Yes".  "Did you ever pay for it?"  "No."  "Then you can't plead 
limitations in my court.  I give judgment against you."

I took no part in the political contests after 1848 until the 
war clouds began to arrive.  I became a candidate for the conven-
tion of 1861 to try to avert the calamities of war.  Gen. Sterling 
Price, William A. Hall and myself were the candidates to prevent 
the secession of the State.  During the canvass Gen. Price argued 
against secession but in favor of revolution in case the rights of 
the States were abridged.  We were elected.  During this canvass I 
became intimate with Gen. Price, and he related to me a humor-
ous incident which happened to him while Governor.  I relate it 
for the benefit of office-seekers.  He said that a prominent politi-

cian of the southwest of the State came to him and said he was 
continually besieged by applicants for office asking for recom-
mendations.  He said to the General, "Now, when you receive a 
letter from me that has a certain word in it, the man is no good, 
however much I may praise him otherwise."17

After the deposition of Claiborne F. Jackson, as Governor, 
Judge Hamilton R. Gamble was elected Provisional Governor.  
An incident showing his sense of justice as well as the goodness 
of Abraham Lincoln may not be inappropriate.  The military 
commander of the district including Saline and Chariton had pro-
mulgated an order making an assessment on suspected Southern 
men in order, as avowed, to reimburse Union men for damages 
sustained from guerillas.  The order was manifestly without au-
thority of law.  I went to Jefferson City, conferred with Governor 
Gamble and he told me that he would go to Washington and see 
Lincoln about it and have the order revoked.  The order was soon 
after revoked and few persons knew whence came the informa-
tion that caused the revocation.

I must in this connection, do justice to another official in 
Saline county, because I have heard some adverse criticisms of 
the then Prosecuting Attorney of the State, the Hon. Horace B. 
Johnson, now of Denver.  While he was State's Attorney and a 
large portion of the citizens were disfranchised from voting and 
sitting on juries, the Rev. A. P. Williams was indicted for preach-
ing without taking the oath provided under the Drake constitu-
tion.  I defended Mr. Williams.  Johnson came to me and said 
he was not disposed to prosecute Mr. Williams, but for me to let 
him give bond from time to time until the Supreme Court passed 
upon the question. This was quietly done and no one knew about 
the arrangement but Mr. Williams and myself.  Mr. Williams was 
never imprisoned.

I was a member of the Democratic convention and was a 
member of the committee that arranged with the Claybank Re-
publican convention in session at the same time, to unite and de-
feat the radicals and repeal the disfranchising clause in the Drake 
constitution.  I was a member of the convention that framed the 
present constitution [1875], which has stood the test of public 
criticism and met the many attacks upon it without shaking it in 
the estimation of the people.  With the assistance of our other 
lawyers I wrote and had passed the present charter under which 
Glasgow is now running.  I have been President of the Glasgow 
Savings Bank since its organization in 1873.  It is a matter of 
pride that while this bank has had due regard to safety of deposi-
tors, it has never been a source of oppression to its many patrons.

And now, Mr. Editor, these reminiscences may be seemingly 
too personal. I can assure you that the manifest approval of the 
great mass of my fellow citizens in the course of a long life is 
worth in my estimation far more than any thoughts of personal 
consideration. If I shall continue to have this evidence of ap-
proval in the future as in the past, I will indeed be thankful and 
surely content.

T. Shackelford.
_________________

The Missourian deems this article incomplete without at 
least a brief biographical sketch of one who has been so promi-
nently identified with the history of our city.  Thos. Shackelford 
was born in Saline county, Mo., February 6, 1822.  He was a son 
of Judge Thos. Shackelford, a native of Virginia, and a man of 
marked ability, who removed to Missouri in 1821, and settled in 
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Saline county, where he continued. to reside up to the time of his 
death. Hon. Thos. Shackelford, in addition to being one of the 
leading members of the bar in Missouri, has been remarkably 
successful as a farmer and stock raiser. His farm is a model one 
and Mr. Shackelford gives it his close personal attention. He is 
public-spirited and enterprising, and to him is due much of the 
advancement and prosperity of Glasgow. On June 17, 1851, he 
was married to Sarah E., daughter of John Harrison, one of the 
early settlers of this county. To them were born three children, Ida 
E., wife of Pres. C. C. Hemenway, Maud, wife of Prosecuting At-
torney Denny, and George Carlisle.  Mr. Shackelford is a leading 
member of the M. E. Church, South, and has always been promi-
nently identified with church work. Few men in any community 
stand higher in the estimation of the people than Mr. Shackelford.

FOOTNOTES
1  The Editor discovered that Barrie's Sentimental Tommy can be 

found through a Google search and read in its entirety for free.  The 
same will be true for many other contemporary citations of publications 
or authors mentioned by Ida in her memoir.

2. According to Florence Harrison Bill, "Grandfather John [Har-
rison] combined banking and milling with his farming activities, all 
very successfully. He had a natural aptitude for machinery, and could 
construct from the foundations any of the most complicated mills and ar-
range the machinery completely. He was a hemp grower, and invented a 
machine to put up superior hemp bales which won a certificate and silver 
cup awarded by the Massachusetts Mechanical Association in 1847. 
The Czar of Russia later sent an agent to learn Grandfather's method of 
baling hemp, but unfortunately the building in which the hemp was baled 
had burned, and the machine had been destroyed and never rebuilt."  In 
Bulletin (July, 1950, Vol. VI, No. 4: Missouri Historical Society). p. 527.

3 James, the eldest son, as described by Florence Harrison Bill:  
"James, my maternal grandfather, was, like his brothers, intensely 
ambitious, and by 1833, was engaged in what would seem to be an 
early "chain store" business of his own organization, with headquarters 
in Jonesboro, Arkansas. In 1840, he moved to St. Louis, and became a 
member of the firm of Chouteau, Harrison, & Valle Iron Works, and later 
President of the Iron Mountain Company. My husband and I detoured 
on a trip south to visit Irondale, and saw the church which Grandfather 
James built there, and what remains of the hearth of the great furnace, 
and the store, which still stands.... Like the rest of the family, Grandfa-
ther James Harrison was a slave owner, but he was not in sympathy with 
the secession of the Southern states; in fact, he regarded it as criminal 
and tragic folly. His firm, Chouteau, Harrison, & Valle, built and sold a 
monitor to the Federal Navy which was, I am sure, used in the battle of 
Vicksburg, and for which, incidentally, the firm was never paid, although 
Congress acknowledged the indebtedness."  op. cit. p. 525.

4.  According to a document written by Florence Harrison Bill, "her 
aunt (my great-aunt) Margaret Harrison married William Jackson and 
had a large family, some of whom were brilliant but some (I have no idea 
how many-but at least one, Laura (Mrs. Wilhite) were insane, so when 
Matilda fell deeply in love with Breathed Jackson - a nephew of William 
Jackson, and I think, son of the Governor, Grandfather told her he was 
not willing for her to run the risk of marrying into the Jackson family.  
After enduring the situation for a year, Matilda finally told her father that 
she was determined to marry Breathed, so Grandfather told her not to 
do anything foolish like running away, that he would give her a wedding 

and wish her well, but that he did not approve." 
The Bruff, or Breathed Jackson referred to was in actuality John 

Breathitt Jackson, son of deposed Missouri governor, Claiborne Jackson.  
According to Claiborn Jackson's biographer, Christopher Phillips, John 
Breathitt was Claiborne's oldest son, born in 1836.  In 1860 he, along 
with his brother William, were managing the Governor's large plantation, 
supervising the work of 48 slaves.  There must have been something to 
the insanity legend, because census records reveal that Breathitt died at 
age 31 in the asylum in Fulton.  Christopher Phillips.  Missouri's Confed-
erate:  Claribone Fox Jackson and the Creation of the Southern Identity 
in the Border West. (Columbia and London:  University Press, 2000) pp. 
76, 217.  For reference to Breathitt's death in asylum see https://www.
geni.com/people/John-Jackson/6000000003772532605 

5. [The portrait of Pemala Marr Harrison was painted in 1858 by 
a French artist, de Franҫa (pronounced de Fransay)...Grandmother took 
me to the artists' gallery when she went for her sitting.  I even remember 
some of the jokes he told her to make her smile.  She was a very lov-
able woman and ruled a large household on the farm, four miles east of 
Glasgow.]  The portion of the description set in brackets was written by 
Ida on December 3, 1938, and is included for the more detailed descrip-
tion of Pemala's sitting it contains. The artist was actually a Portuguese-
born society painter.  Manuel de Franҫa migrated to America and settled 
first in Philadelphia before relocating to St. Louis.  He evidently was 
one of the most popular portrait painters of the mid-19th century in the 
city.    De Franҫa also painted a portrait of Matilda Harrison, based on a 
photograph.  For more information on De Franҫa see Karen McCoskey 
Goering, "Manuel De Franҫa:  St. Louis Portrait Painter," (Gateway 
Heritage, Vol. 3, No. 3:  Winter 1982-1983) pp.  30-35.

6. For more on William Dunnica and James Thomson, see James 
M. (Jim) Denny, "Last of Gilded Age Mansions,"  Boone's Lick Heritage 
Quarterly (Vol 17, No. 2 Summer 2018). pp. 4-12.

7. This account doesn't quite add up.  While Col. R. H. Musser 
was indeed a Confederate officer, he could not have received this sword 
from Col. Peabody who was an officer at the First Battle of Lexington, 
Sept. 1861, and killed not long afterward at the Battle of Shiloh.  This 
was during Price's first "raid" in the fall of 1861, not his more ambitious 
Second Raid of 1864.  Records show that Musser was in the Mo. State 
Guard, but do not specify in what role.  By the fall of 1862 Musser had 
developed a reputation as a capable commander.  Musser had a distin-
guished and action filled career as the Commander of "Musser's (8th) 
Battalion."   See James E. McGhee,  Guide to Missouri Confederate 
Units, 1861-1865 (Fayetteville, The University of Arkansas Press:  2008) 
pp. 217-218, 250.

8. According to Shackelford's will of 1835, he owned approximate-
ly twenty-nine slaves.

9. According to the 1860 census, Thomas owned two slaves aged 18 
and 10, both listed as house slaves, obviously America and Winnie.  He 
also shared three adult males aged 45, 42 and 40 with his father-in-law, 
John Harrison.

 
10. What follows is a longer version of the Aunt Fanny and the 

burglars story in As I recall...Stories of and for the family by Florence 
Harrison Bill, Christmas 1950: 

One hot summer night in the early Eighties, my Aunt Fanny 
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Montague (Mrs. Caesar Rodney Montague) escorted by her son, Robert, 
walked from her house to the Lewis Library, in the lower floor of which 
a lecture was to be given, followed by a reception.

The lecturer being a person of considerable note, and the affair be-
ing planned to be one of elegance, she was wearing as embellishments to 
her summer dress, the lovely set of diamond clusters (brooch, ear-rings 
and ring) which had been Uncle Rodney's wedding gift to her.

As she and Rob neared the entrance to the hall, she was startled to 
see a group of three rough looking men - unfamiliar in Glasgow - who 
were watching the gathering of the guests. Conscious that her diamonds 
were fully visible in the brilliant moonlight, she was so uneasy all 
through the evening, that when she and Rob returned home, she insisted 
that he check on the locks of all downstairs windows and doors.

All windows, both upstairs and down, came to the floor. She or-
dered that if locks were not working properly, Rob should nail them fast. 
This he did, with considerable reluctance, as .it was a very hot night, and 
it was the custom to leave the windows open to cool off the house.

Reassured, she went to her room on the second floor, and by the 
time she was ready for bed, had quite thrown off her uneasiness about 
the three roughs, and left her pin and ear-rings lying in full sight on the 
dresser by the window that opened on a small iron balcony. Still wearing 
her rings, Uncle Rodney's diamond cluster and one other, she went to 
bed and read until she became drowsy, blew out the lamp, and went to 
sleep.

Perhaps, also, her fears were lulled by the knowledge that her three 
sons were sleeping across the hall from her. Cousin Alice, her daughter, 
was away on a visit. Her room adjoined Aunt Fanny's on the east side of 
the hall.

Aunt Fanny wakened in the night to the consciousness of light.   
Her bedside lamp was burning. Her first thought was that she had 
neglected to put it out as she turned to do this, she was startled by a 
movement, and glancing up saw a man standing by the lamp, with a 
drawn pistol aimed at her. He wore a soft hat pulled down to meet a dark 
handkerchief that masked his face. Hearing a movement from the foot 
of the bed, she saw that a second man, similarly masked, was resting his 
elbow on the footboard, also aiming a pistol at her and, to her terror, a 
third man was at her left. The man at her right moved closer and said, 
"Mrs. Montague, if you make a sound it is at your own peril."

She told me later that if anyone had asked her what she would do 
under such circumstances, she would be as quiet as a mouse.  What she 
did, was to quietly slip off her rings under the sheet, raise herself to a 
sitting position, and scream as she had never supposed it was in her to 
scream.

Disconcerted, the men made for the window, expecting, no doubt. 
that her sons would come to her rescue. She doubtless, hoped the same, 
but there was no stir from across the hall.

The Montague house, by the way, stands in the center of a city 
block, so the nearest neighbor is fully a half block away.  One neighbor, 
a crippled veteran of the Civil War, crawled from his bed to his window 
and called to her, "Mrs. Montague, for God's sake, what is the matter?"  
To her own subsequent amazement, she got out of bed, followed the men 
to the window (they were climbing over the railing onto a ladder which 

a painter had left conveniently handy) and called back, "There are three 
burglars in my room and the boys are sound asleep."

As the last man ran to the ladder, he turned and fired at her, but 
missed.  The shot having aroused other neighbors, some gave chase, but 
the burglars ran down the two steep terraces to the lower gate and got 
away.  She found her brooch and ear-rings untouched on the dresser. 
Then she rushed across the hall and shook the boys awake. Their excuse 
was and remained that they had been helping Uncle Tom Shackelford 
put up hay on his farm all day. (Aunt Sarah Shackeford used to say that it 
took all Lawyer Shackelford made to keep Farmer Shackelford going.)

Aunt Fanny told me that she fully expected to. find her hair white 
after this experience, but it was as black as ever.

11. Unlike Great Aunt Ida who probably had no references im-
mediately to hand to verify her memory of the contents of the Order No. 
11 painting, the Editor can readily consult the internet, which reveals 
that the evicted family in the foreground is standing on solid ground with 
their goods piled in wagons.  Their former home was in the process of 
being set afire by Union soldiers while columns of smoke from several 
burning farmsteads stretch across the horizon.

12. The often told story Benjamin Lewis's terrible visit by Bloody 
Bill Anderson, was discussed most recently in  James M. (Jim) Denny, 
"Last of Gilded Age Mansions," op. cit.  see also Boone's Lick Heritage 
Quarterly (Vol 14, No. 3 Fall 2015). p 7.

13. Not all of the Shackelford family interaction with the Federal 
soldiers could have been so negative.  Witness a statement from a letter 
written in August 1864 by a twelve year old Ida to her father who was 
absent in St. Louis: "The soldiers have not troubled us much since you 
left, One came a little while ago for some milk and he actually came to 
the front door and because he did ma let him have some milk and gave 
him a plate of sweet cakes."  Despite friction between Glasgow's south-
ern unionist slave holders and Federal soldiers, who could be overzeal-
ous, the local loyal residents depended completely on Federal soldiers to 
provide protection from Bushwhackers who were a constant threat.

14. For the wartime travails of Carr W. Pritchett see, Lawrence O. 
Christensen, "Carr W. Pritchett and the Civil War Era in Glasgow and 
Fayette" Missouri Historical Review (vol. 103, No. 1, Oct. 2008.  pp. 
41-55.

15. For a recent account of the Civil War Battle of Glasgow see 
James Denny, "The Battle of Glasgow,"  Boone's Lick Heritage Quar-
terly (Vol. 17, No. 3 Fall 2018). pp. 4-18.

16. Actully, according to the 1860 slave schedule, John Harrison 
owned 27 slaves.

17. For a longer account of Shackelford's involvement with the 
State Convention see Thomas Shackelford, "The Shackelford Amend-
ment" Missouri Historical Review, (Vol. 1, No. 2 January, 1907) pp. 
121-128.  

www.boonslickhistoricalsociety.org
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News in Brief

Well-known human geographer and Missouri storyteller 
Larry Brown will be the featured presenter at the Boonslick His-
torical Society (BHS) fall meeting, November 3, at the historic 
Hotel Frederick in Booneville.

The BHS fall meeting begins at 5:30 
p.m. with a social hour, followed by the 
dinner at 6:30 p.m. and then the program. 
Dinner reservations (due by October 24) 
are required. Attendees are requested to 
return the reservation form (with a check) 
included in the magazine to: Boonslick 
Historical Society, P.O. Box 426, Boon-
ville, MO 65233. For more information, 
contact Jim Steele at 660-537-0484 or by 
email at jsteele@woodcreekmedia.com.

Cost is $27 per person. Soft drinks 
and coffee or tea are available for $2 a per-
son, desserts are $5. Beer, wine and other 
alcoholic beverages may be purchased 
from the hotel bar. Seating is limited to 65 
persons.

The title of Brown’s presentation is 
"Campbell's Connections: Consequences 
of Alexander Campbell's 1852 visit to 
Boonslick Country." Alexander Campbell 
(1788 –1866) was a Scots-Irish immigrant who became an or-
dained minister in the United States and joined his father, Thomas 
Campbell, as a leader of a reform effort that is historically known 

Storyteller Larry Brown Guest Speaker
 at Boonslick Historical Society Fall Meeting

November 3 at Historic Hotel Frederick in Boonville
as the Restoration Movement, and by some as the "Stone-Camp-
bell Movement."

“Although Campbell's trip was across Missouri I will take a 
look at the churches, communities, and persons directly related to 

his speeches, sermons, fundraising, and 
contacts in the Boonslick region,” Brown 
notes. “He was one of the most popular 
theological speakers of that time, and 
drew large crowds in several Missouri 
towns. I will put the trip in context and 
discuss some of the results of his visit.”

Brown is a retired assistant professor 
of human geography at the University of 
Missouri-Columbia. He earned a bach-
elor’s degree in sociology from is the 
University of Nebraska, Lincoln; a master 
of divinity degree from Christian Theol-
ogy Seminary, Indianapolis; a master’s 
degree in geography from the University 
of Missouri-Columbia; and a doctorate 
from the College of Education, University 
of Missouri-Columbia. 

In addition to teaching at MU, he 
taught at Stephens College and the Mis-
souri School of Religion. 

  He served as pastor of several congregations in Nebraska, 
Indiana and Missouri for 30 years before becoming a full-time 
professor.

     Brown is a former president of MO-TELL 
(Missouri Storytelling Inc.), former board member 
of the National Storytelling Network (NSN), for-
mer chair of the Storytelling in Higher Education 
Special Interest Group of NSN, and a member 
of the national board of the Network of Biblical 
Storytellers International. He has been telling 
these tales for 35 years all over the country and 
is regularly featured on the Mid-Missouri public 
radio program “Radio Friends with Paul Pepper.”

The Boonslick Historical Society was 
founded at the Hotel Frederick in November 
1937. The hotel is a significant local and state 
historical landmark, and is a classic example of 
Romanesque Revival architecture in the region. It 
was built in 1905 by Charles A. Sombart, a local 
miller and banker. It was constructed by W. J. Co-
chran and Sons Construction Company for a cost 
of $40,000. It is listed in the National Register of 
Historic Places.

 The historic Hotel Frederick in Boonville will be the site of the annual fall meeting of 
the Boonslick Historical Society, which was founded in the fall of 1937 during a meeting 
at the hotel of area historians and other interested citizens. Photo by Don Cullimore www.boonslickhistoricalsociety.org



P.O. Box 426
Boonville, MO 65233

Contemporary photo of Boscobel, the ancestral Shackelford home in Glasgow. It was built in 1859 by Thomas Shackelford, Ida 
Shackelford’s father. See article on page 4. Photo by Don Cullimore


