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I never dreamed I would marry a 

Yankee.  I had never given much thought to 

them one way of the other, until they started 

pushing themselves into our lives.  There I 

was. Mary Margaret Thompson, a refined 

Southern girl of nineteen, from a prominent 

family living in Van Buren, Arkansas when 

the War of Northern Aggression started.  My 

parents were Dr. Richard and Elizabeth 

Cravens Thompson.   My friends call me 

Maggie. 

 Van Buren, in case you don’t know, is 

slightly downstream and across the 

Arkansas River from Fort Smith, Arkansas.  

Fort Smith is an army town and has been 

since God created dirt. Van Buren was a 

center of culture and refinement that was 

hard to beat on the western frontier of 



Arkansas.  We even had a bank, and no 

other town up the river valley from Little 

Rock had one except for us.  We even had 

an Opera House and an Episcopal Church, 

which tells you what class of people lived 

there. 

 It was hard to keep the church going 

during the war, because our priest had gone 

off to fight.  However, it was just as well.  

The church was about to split anyway 

because the Book of Common Prayer says 

that we must pray every Sunday for the 

President, but which President.  Lincoln or 

Davis? Several very loud verbal fights 

erupted during the services, and 

Episcopalians just do not shout in church! 



 Van Buren sits right on the river but 

the hills start rising immediately on the 

north edge of town, and then they fold into 

the Boston Mountains.  Those mountains are 

beautiful but difficult to cross.  We had 

hoped they would keep the Yankees out.  

Poppa always believed they were called the 

Boston Mountains because folks said that 

everything from Boston was difficult to deal 

with. 

 My father was one of the few 

physicians in the area.  Most folks tried 

home remedies before they would drag 

themselves half dead to a real doctor. Then 

they just wanted to trade chickens or eggs or 

such. So my father invented and 

manufactured a health pill, as he called it.  

He claimed it cured a number of things, 



including fever and ague, which it may have 

done. He bragged that he had sold hundreds 

of the pills to the men going west to the gold 

fields.  Fort Smith was the jumping off place 

for those taking the southern route to 

California.   I never took any of the pills.  

But because of those pills, he did quite well 

financially, so we lived well. He got to 

spend a lot of time fishing and hunting in the 

woods, also.  We never wanted for fresh 

meat to eat. 

 We lived in a two story house with 

wrap around porches on both floors.  There 

were rose trellises all around the house, and 

in the spring the house looked as if it was 

floating in a cloud of colors.  Reds, pink, 

yellow, and whites.  I suspected he may 



have fed the roses his health pills.  The roses 

were wondrous to behold. 

 We lived next door to Jesse Turner 

who had been a lawyer in Van Buren since 

the early 1830s.  He and Mrs. Turner were 

the preeminent couple in town, and my 

parents and I were often invited to their 

house for social events.  I truly loved it 

when Albert Pike would come to visit the 

Turners and read his poetry to us. 

 We lived on a horse shoe shaped 

street.  There were four houses around the 

edge and there was a small park in the center 

with a statue of an angel in the middle.  

That’s why our street was named Angel 

Drive. On one side of us lived the Garver 

family who had flown the American flag 



from their balcony ever since Arkansas’ first 

attempt to succeed from the Union. Later 

their son was an officer in the Union Army.  

Occasionally the family would just 

disappear and be gone a few days.  Rumor 

had it that they slipped across the Arkansas 

River and met with their son in a cave on 

Mount Magazine, which is the highest place 

in Arkansas.    

 On the other side of Garvers lived John 

C. and Mary Lawrence.  Mr. John was the 

head teller at the bank Jesse Turner owned.  

Poppa would come home from Vestry 

meetings at the church so mad he could spit 

cotton.  Mr. John thought he was always 

right about everything, and that everyone 

else was wrong.  The Lawrences stopped 

attending the Episcopal Church even before 



the war started.   Poppa said it was because 

the Episcopal Church already had a J. C. and 

Mary.  Momma was horrified at that remark, 

and told Poppa he was going to Hell.  He 

just laughed and said he would enjoy seeing 

all his friends again. 

 My father was a delegate to both state 

conventions to vote on whether or not 

Arkansas should leave the Union.  He got to 

go because he was the State Senator from 

Crawford County.  He would not let 

Momma and me go to the first convention, 

which voted to stay in the Union, but he let 

us go the second time.  The vote to leave 

was unanimous except for one stubborn old 

man.  The convention was held in our 

beautiful State House with its huge Greek 

Columns.  The day that Arkansas voted to 



leave the Union was felt to be a glorious 

day, and many of us threw bouquets of roses 

down from the balcony to the delegates in 

the great hall. That night Poppa took us to 

dinner at the Anthony House.  The crowd 

was boisterous, and we were all certain of 

victory and preserving our way of life.  No 

one thought the war would last very long. 

 It was another proud day when my 

parents and I stood on the Van Buren town 

square waving quickly made blue 

Confederate flags and cheering the local 

boys as they marched off to war.  Some of 

them got only as far as Frog Bayou, about 

five miles out of town where they died of 

measles.  The remaining ones camped there 

and called it guarding the rear flank, 



whatever that meant.  It was also a 

Confederate recruiting post. 

 During the early days of the war, I 

often held teas for the Confederate Officers 

who were in town to defend us from the 

aggressors. I also helped the ladies at the 

church roll bandages for the wounded 

Confederate troops.  Actually other people 

had stronger words than aggressors for 

them, but after all these years, and my being 

married to one of those “aggressors” I try to 

see things from the northern side. 

 


