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Charles Monroe Gray

Susan Morgan

Sarah Elizabeth Stephenson

He looks a little ill at ease as he sits for the camera: a heavyset man with dark hair and a graying beard.  His suit of coarse material is buttoned across his chest and his shoes, probably his only pair, are scuffed and worn.  But his face is kindly and his gaze is direct.  She stands primly at his side, her hand resting upon his shoulder, hair pulled back in a severe bun, black dress fastened tightly at the neck.  The powder flashes, the image is caught.  The only photograph of Charles and Sarah taken just days before his death, captures forever the essence of the couple, giving their descendants a glimpse at the people that they were.

Charles’ Early Life

Charles was born in Clay County, Missouri, on 8 August 1832, only seventeen years after the land had been deeded to the U.S. government by the Indians who still roamed the countryside.  His parents, James and Mary (Polly) Allen Gray, had come to the Fishing River Township of Clay County some years before.  James came alone, as a young man seeking his future.  Polly moved from Kentucky with her father, William Allen, and his family (Mary Ann Banks).  

Charles grew up surrounded by family.  His parents and several aunts and uncles all built their cabins near Grandfather Allen.  Whereever Grandfather moved, the rest of the family followed, from Clay County to Daviess and Harrison Counties in Missouri, and finally to Madison County Iowa (Census and Family Records of William Allen). 

Clay County lay at the edge of the American frontier.  Land could be purchased for two dollars an acre and the deep rich soil of Fishing River Township was enticing to the pioneers from Kentucky and Tennessee where the layers of rock lay under the thin topsoil.   The land boasted a huge variety of fruits, berries, and nuts.  Deer, wild turkeys, and prairie chickens were abundant as were bear and wolves (Saints, p. 160).  

Each family grew a small garden and a flax patch (to spin into thread for clothing) along with other crops.  They also kept a few sheep, razorback hogs, chickens and a cow.  Everything but a few “store bought goods” had to be either hunted or raised by the settlers (Saints, p. 161). 

By the time Charles was born, several Clay County communities had been established, with schools and churches as well as mills, mercantiles and other businesses.  Charles had a good education for the time; he was a good penman and would serve as tax collector for several years (Daviess County Tax Records).  He was likely an excellent hunter and a good shot.  (Glenn and Shirley Clark of Albion have an old musket owned by Charles.  Tradition was that the musket was the one he carried in the Civil War, but one of the Gray Cousins maintained that it must have been Charles’ hunting rifle because of its size and weight.)  Charles had a good voice and loved to sing. His daughter claimed that he was a “great talker.”  She also remembered that he was a kind man and good to children (May Gray Clark).  

It was the tradition of the time to give a child the name of a well-respected person, so Charles was named after a Charles Monroe.  He seems to have gone by the name, Monroe, up until the Civil War (Marriage Record, 1860 Census).

Troubles in the County

In the winter of 1833, members of the newly organized Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints were expelled from their homes in nearby Jackson County.  The residents of Clay County welcomed the suffering people.  The old inhabitants of Clay County had intended their stay to be temporary and were not prepared for the huge influx of Saints.  By 1836, over three thousand Church members were living within its borders.  Most of the Saints were easterners while the original settlers were from the South.  Religious and political differences clashed as the old settlers realized the newcomers could control the local politics. Hatreds grew between the two groups and mobbings and burnings were frequent (Refiner’s Fire, p. 134). 

Several prominent Clay County citizens suggested that two new counties, Daviess and Caldwell, be created out of the sparsely settled areas to the north of Clay.  All of the church members would be required to move to the counties where they could be free to determine their own religious and political environment.  The solution seemed simple, but the persecution continued.  A group of the church members called Danites banded together against the instruction of their prophet, Joseph Smith, and began to burn and mob in return. Missourians that had been sympathetic to the plight of the Saints became upset and in 1838, Governor L.W. Boggs issued an extermination order in which all members of the Church were ordered to leave or face extermination.  The Saints left Missouri under duress, again losing their homes and farms.  The countryside became peaceful and Missourians moved into the two new counties (Refiner’s Fire, pp. 137, 195-200).

At some point, James and Polly had moved from Clay to Daviess County with their young children, Charles, Benjamin, and Elizabeth (1850 Daviess Census).  A land deed shows a James Gray as purchasing property in Cravensville, about seven miles from Gallatin, the county seat of Daviess County, in 1839.  Later deeds indicate that James and Polly owned property near the Gentry/Daviess border, southeast of McFall.    During the next few years, five more children were children were born to James and Polly:  William, James A., Sarah, Rebeca and Charlotte.

Susan’s Early Life

Their neighbors in Daviess County included Sterling and Margaret (Peggy) Morgan, Jesse and Margaret Bailey, and Barnard and Minerva Dilley along with John Young and Phoebe Baxter Stephenson.  These families must have been good friends, as their lives would become very intertwined. Charles became very interested in one of his neighbors, Susan, the second of six children born to Sterling and Margaret Morgan.  She was almost two years older than Charles, having been born on 22 November 1830 (Morgan History).  If she resembled her brothers, she was likely a pretty girl with dark hair and eyes. (Morgan Brother photographs).  

Sterling had been born in Edgefield, South Carolina and Peggy was born in Tennessee near the turn of the century.  Family tradition “holds that Sterling was one of the several children of Enos and Nancy Abernathy Morgan who came out of Tennessee and into Missouri around 1818”  (Jim Morgan).  They settled first in Howard County, from which Chariton County was organized in 1820.  It was here that Susan was born.  The Morgans moved several more times.  In 1842, the family was living in Buchanan County, Missouri, where their last child, Thomas McBride Morgan was born.  Thomas’ son, Andrew, recorded the following event:

When my father (Thomas McBride Morgan) was only a few days old Mar 9 1842 there came a fire through Missouri and burned over his father’s place.  Grandpa and the big boys saved the house and barn.  They expected the house to burn so they moved my grandmother’s bed out by the spring where they kept wet blankets over it.  The fence was burned.  Then came the job of splitting rails to make a new fence (Scribbler by Andrew Morgan 1938). 

Peggy was a brave pioneer woman, facing not only prairie fire but all of the dangers and pains of frontier life. At some point, Peggy fainted and fell into the fire, the accident blinding her (Andrew).

Sterling had been a Baptist, but “came under the religious influence of the Christian (Campbellite) preacher, Thomas C. McBride.  He named his youngest son in honor of the Preacher McBride.   Sterling’s family is listed in the 1850 Daviess County Census living near the Grays.  

Charles and Susan

On 16 Oct 1852, Charles and Susan Morgan were married in Daviess County, Missouri.  The marriage record gives the couple’s names as Monroe Gray and Susanna Morgan.  Charles was nineteen, and Susan twenty.  The young couple set up housekeeping near their parents and seemed to move back and forth between Daviess and Harrison Counties with James and Mary.  Information about their lives is sketchy and must be gleaned from sources such as census, land and war records.  Charles did leave a written record in a tax book which gave the birth and death information of his family. Together, they tell a story of lives filled with much hardship and heartache.

Shortly after their marriage, a terrible drought plagued the area.  Mrs. B.F. Duncan of Smithville, Clay County, wrote:

That was during the greatest drought the United States has every known.  There were light rains in May that helped the small crops of wheat to mature.  After that there was no more rain that year; no snow that winter.  Every night thee were dark lines of clouds in the north and west and often thunder and lightning, but the clouds would divide, north and south, and no rain (Notes, p. 12).

The people suffered terribly.   Creeks went dry.  Only a few crops were grown in the bottom fields near the rivers. Even the timber died.  Many of their animals died of thirst or starved to death (Notes, p.12). 

The couple was married nearly a year and a half before their first child, Marian was born in1853.  Three years passed before their second child was born. They named him James William, presumably after both of their fathers.  

The year 1856 saw Sterling Morgan and his son, Thomas McBride, move to Bates County, Missouri, and then into Kansas.  It must have been hard for Susan to see her parents move so far away.  Communication would have been difficult. About that time, Charles’ aunt and uncle, Visey and Eliphalet Luther, had moved back to Eliphalet’s birthplace in Pennsylvania.  One of their daughters married and moved west.  Because none of them could read or write, there was no exchange of letters.  Years later, Visey moved to Nebraska with her son.  She was within a hundred miles of her daughter, but did not know it.  Sadly, she never saw her daughter again (Luther Family History).   Likewise, Susan was probably never to see her parents after this move.

 Susan’s brother, Francis Marion Morgan stayed behind in Daviess County (near McFall) where he resided until his death in 1895.  In 1837, Charles and Francis had bought 160 acres each from the government, making them neighbors a quarter of a mile apart. Francis married neighbor Sarah Bailey about 1853 and their children were born about the same time as Susan and Charles’.  It is likely that Sarah and Susan assisted at each other’s birthings (Jim Morgan).  Charles’ younger sister, Sarah, tied the families together even more when she married David Bailey, the brother of Francis’ wife, Sarah (Daviess Marriage Records).

When James William was a just a year, a brother, John, was born (1857),  and another brother, Thomas, was born in 1858.  Tragedy struck that October.  Five-year-old Marion died.  Five months later, twenty month old John was dead, and two year old Thomas died only a year and a half after that.  Charles and Susan lost three children in less than two years.  Only James William lived.  Charles’ mother, Polly, also died during this time, the place and date unknown.  On the happy side, a daughter, Susan Margaret, was born on “Aprile the 29 AD 1860” (Charles’ written record).

The Civil War

The Grays were shortly caught up in a whirlwind of events outside of their control.  The entire countryside was abuzz over the issues of states’ rights and slavery.  Missouri had been admitted to the Union in 1822 as a slave state as part of the Missouri Compromise.  The controversy over slavery in the territories and the new states of the west escalated until violence erupted in nearby Kansas with a town burned and men killed in retaliation. (History Book, p. 368).  The situation intensified. Abraham Lincoln was elected President of the United States, and the southern states seceded.   On 12 April 1861, the Confederates fired on Fort Sumpter in South Carolina.  The Civil War had begun.

Charles enlisted in Company E of the 23rd Regiment of Missouri Volunteers on 3 August 1861 in Bethany, Missouri.  Susan was left behind with five-year-old James and fifteen month old Susan Margaret or Meg.  She was expecting their sixth child, Charles Lyons (nicknamed Charl), who was born in February 1862.  

The “Company Muster In Roll” shows Charles F. Gray being assigned to Benton Barracks on September 22, 1861.  Located in St. Louis, Benton Barracks was the training ground for most of the western soldiers.  They trained there for some time and then were apparently assigned briefly to various Missouri towns (23rd Regiment).

The Battle of Shiloh

In April 1862 Charles was promoted from private to third sergeant and with the rest of the 23rd Regiment, was loaded onto a boat assigned to the 6th Division, Army of the Tennessee under General Ulysses S. Grant. After losing Forts Henry and Donelson, the Confederates had withdrawn to Corinth, Mississippi.  The fifth of April found General Grant encamped at Shiloh, awaiting reinforcements from General Buell’s Army of the Ohio.  The Union soldiers “spent a day drilling and merry-making.  Hundreds went for a swim in Owl Creek.  Others rested” (geocities.com/Shiloh).  Meanwhile, General Johnston, desperate for a victory, had secretly marched his troops from Corinth, hoping to surprise Grant before his reinforcements came.  

Confederate shots had been fired and Beauregard, second in command, was fearful that the Union troops had been warned of their presence.  Sure enough, General Prentiss, commander of the 6th division, had been advised of some activity and sent ten companies to investigate.  “At 3 o’clock on the morning of Sunday, April 6,” those companies  “engaged the enemy’s advance” (Prentiss).  The Union forces were overwhelmed by the force of the surprise attack with over 55,000 rebel soldiers who deployed sixty-two cannon in the largest armored attack to date (Battle of Shiloh).  Under duress, the mostly inexperienced Union soldiers fell back in an effort to reorganize and strengthen their position.  In his report to Washington dated November 17, 1862, General B.M. Prentiss, commander of the 6th Division under Grant, reported:

At this point the Twenty-third Missouri Infantry, commanded by Colonel Tindall, which had just disembarked from a transport, and had been ordered to report to me as a part of the Sixth Division, joined me.  This regiment I immediately assigned to position on the left…to maintain that position at all hazards…This position I did maintain until 4 o’clock p.m., when General Hurlbut, being overpowered, was forced to retire.  I was then compelled to change front with the Twenty-third Missouri (and others) occupying a portion of the ground vacated by General Hurlbut….Perceiving that I was about to be surrounded…I determined to assail the enemy, which had passed between me and the river, charging upon him with my entire force.  I found him advancing in mass, completely encircling my command, and nothing was left but to harass him and retard his progress so long as might be possible.  This I did until 5:30 p.m., when, finding that further resistance must result in the slaughter of every man in the command, I had to yield the fight.  The enemy succeeded in capturing myself and 2,200 rank and file, many of them being wounded” (Prentiss).  

Even though their forces had been pushed back to the river, the “Federal survivors established a solid front before Pittsburg Landing and repulsed the last Confederate charge as dusk ended the first day of fighting” (The Battle of Shiloh. Civilwarhome.com/shilohdescription.htm.)  

Dusk brought with it the arrival of nearly twenty three thousand Federal reinforcements.  On the morning of April 7th, Grant renewed the fighting with an “aggressive counterattack.”  General Johnson had been killed in the first day’s fighting.  Beauregard, now in command, rallied his troops and mounted a fierce resistance, but his weary troops were unable to defend against the huge number of fresh soldiers.  The rebels did, however, inflict tremendous losses upon their enemy.  That night, the Confederates withdrew to their former position at Corinth.

At the end of the Battle of Shiloh, 23,746 men (from both sides) had been killed, wounded or listed as missing. The Union had won the battle, but the soldiers were too exhausted to follow their comrades who had been taken as prisoners of war.   These men, including Charles and his friends, were transported to Fort Oglethorpe, a prisoner of war camp in Macon, Georgia.  One of his comrades, Private John Peter Bagley of Company I, 23rd Missouri Volunteers, described their experiences in a poem written on January 22, 1863.  Private Bagley would die of disease in October of that year at Rolla, Missouri.

  "THE NOBLE TWENTY THIRD"
Tune Duane Street

Attention give both far and near
A truthful story you shal hear
And I speak I pledge my word
Its of the noble Twenty Third 

And as we marched along each street
The fifes did play and drums did beat
And flags were waved and shouts were heard
In honor of the Twenty Third 

We marched along the ( ? ) boat
Oer which the stars and stripes did float
And from the cheers we might infered
That much depend pon the Twenty Third 

And on the 5th at Pittsburg Landing
We disembarked, Tindall Commanding
And laid us down upon the ground
And there we slept all night quite sound 

Early next morning, breakfast oer
We heard the thundering cannons roar
Our knapsacks slung we started out
To ascertain what twas bout 

We met the wounded by the score
Some mourned and groaned while others swore
They said that if we went ahead
Wed soon be number with the dead 

But onward, onward was our motto
Until the little field we got to
And there we formed a line of battle
Mid cannons roar and muskets rattle 

The shot and shell came whizzing-by
As we behind the fence did lie
Intending if the rebs did come
To send them to their final home 

An aid came dashing up and said
The Twenty Third must go ahead
Redeem the camp that had been lost
No matter what might be the cost 

Brave Tindall with his sword in hand
Raised his stirups and gave command
At quick step forward we did rush
And met the rebels in the brush 

The leaden hail flew thick and fast
A scattered death at every blast
Yet nothing daunted or dismayed
Our muskets manfully we played 

The rabid rebels fierce for blood
Came rushing on us like a flood
But ah the noble Twenty Third
Firm as gibralter never stirred 

We drove them back time and again
And many were the rebels slain
At length by thousands al around
Our selves completely bagged we found 

About this time brave Tindall fell
And many more we loved so well
But worse than all the stripes and stars
Lay furled beneath the stars and bars 

Although we of our arms were stripped
We felt that we could not be whipped
And hoped that we might have the luck
With equal numbers to try our pluck 

For months in Dixie we did stay
And on the ground Commanding
And laid us down upon the ground
And there we slept all night quite sound 

With musty bread and beef as bad
We very little of it had
Our house we used without a broom
For kitchen, priva, dining room
But thank the Lord weer now exchanged
And though our ranks are some deranged
This matter we will soon set right
And then we're ready for a fight 

And if we ever have a chance
We'll either die or els advance
And pay them for their beef and bread
With bayonets and cone shaped lead 

Come fellow soldiers to your post
Prepare to meet the rebel host
Together all with one accord
And hast to join the Twenty Third 

In January sixty three
This was composed for you and me
It has once more our memory stirred
In honor of the Twenty Third 

(Missouri 23rd Infantry Website)

As Private Bagley indicated, conditions were terrible at the prisoner of war camp.  The residents of Macon had not been eager to have the camp established in their town because they were already short on food and supplies, as well as well as manpower to manage the camp (23rd Battallion Page).  A Civil War historian described the camp:

The facility at Macon, Georgia, officially named Camp Oglethorpe in honor of the founder of the state, James Oglethorpe, was located about a quarter mile southeast of town in the old fairgrounds. The camp consisted of fifteen to twenty acres containing a large building used as a hospital and a number of sheds and stalls, all surrounded by a highboard fence.

The enclosure, situated between a triple set of railroad tracks and Ocmulgee River, stood twelve feet high and was constructed heavy upright boards. A sentry walkway around the top was occupied heavily armed guards at twenty-pace intervals.

"The gate," reported one prisoner, "(was) spanned from post to post by a broad, towering arch, showing on its curve, in huge black letters 'Camp Oglethorpe'. We were conducted first to the office of the prison, which stood but a few feet from the gate, and there halted and detained until preparation could be made within for another examination."

The prisoners were thoroughly searched, which even included unraveling their clothing linings to locate hidden money, and were led up to gate one at a time. 

"The guard pounded the boards with the butt of his gun," remembered prisoner John Hadley, "the bolt glided back, the hinges creaked, the big gate swung open and then there appeared before us a sea of ghostly, grizzly, dirty, haggard faces, staring and swaying this way and that.''

All around the inside of the enclosure, an ordinary picket fence three and a half feet high, sixteen feet out from the wall, served as the prison deadline. At the northwest corner of the stockade was a large grove of pine trees. A small stream ran through the west end. The large one-story frame building, once the floral hall for the fair, stood at the center of the enclosure and was often occupied by two hundred POWs. The remainder slept in the sheds or stalls or created their own shelter in the yard. The Macon pen held anywhere from 600 prisoners in 1862 to 1,900 in 1864.. 

Rations at Macon, consisting of one pint of unsifted cornmeal per day, four ounces of bacon twice a week, and enough peas for two soup dinners per week, were issued in five- or seven-day allotments and left to the POWs to manage the rations through that period. "The only fights I saw in prison," noted one Macon prisoner, "grew out of the dividing of rations, and they were not infrequent."

Roll call at Macon was conducted in a sort of herding process. "The Officer of the Day would come in each morning with twenty guards and deploy them across the north end the pen, explained one of the prisoners, "then all began whooping and hollering and swearing to drive us to the south end. This being accomplished, an interval between the guards was designated as the place for the count, which was effected by our returning, one by one, through that interval, into the body of the enclosure." (Speer, Lonnie R. Portals To Hell: Military Prisons of the Civil War. Mechanicsburg. Stackpole Books, 1997.] 

Unlike many of his comrades, Charles stayed fairly healthy during his imprisonment.  His friend, Aaron Booram, testified later that Charles received no treatment by a physician during his imprisonment, “except such as he received from the Sanitary Commission”.  (Boorman)

Release from Fort Oglethorpe

In October of that year, the soldiers of the 23rd regiment participated in a prisoner exchange.  Some of the prisoners were apparently “paroled” which meant that they were not able to take up arms until the parole had expired.  Others were freed in a prisoner exchange.  Booram, who was traveling with Charles, wrote:

The said Charles M. Gray while in the line of his duty did at or near Columbia S.C. did on the 15th of October, 1862, become disabled in the following manner, viz:  while enroute from Macon Georgia, being a prisoner of war, to Libby Prison Richmond Va and on board the Caro, He was ordered by the Rebel officer in charge to go for water for sick soldiers it being in the night time, and while jumping off the care, having been ordered to jump, The distance which he jumped was about 15 feet, and in jumping he fractured both of his ankle joints, the left one at the time having been badly swollen.  Both ankles at the time were bandaged.  He was attended to by a Physician name unknown who belonged to the sanitary commission at Akins Landing.

Alonzo Chaplin, another comrade, wrote in an affidavit:


That I was sargt of Co. H same Regt as claimant.  Was well acquainted with claimant.  We were both taken prisoner at Battle of Shiloh on the 6th day of April 1862. and while prisoners on the way from Macon Georgia to Richmond Virginia.  The claimant in Jumping from the cars at Columbus South Carolina fractured both ankles and was assisted back on the train in bad shape and was not able to be around for more than a month.  I was with him until in July 1863 and he was still badly effected on account of said fracture and was still lame. I saw him in fall of 1866 at Bethany Mo. He still complained of his fractured ankles bothering him and walked lame  (General Affidavit, Alonzo Chaplin).

Charles was paroled at Aikers Landing, Virgina and then transported to a convalescence center at Portsmouth Grove, Rhode Island for treatment.  He returned to duty with the Missouri 23rd Volunteers on 19 December 1862.

Jared Billings, a Civil War buff,  wrote the following of the 29th Missouri Volunteer Infantry, a sister company of Charles’ 23rd regiment:

The 29th got around.  They saw action in both the Trans-Mississippi and Western Theaters of Operation.  They served in the great armies of both Grant and Sherman.  They marched, they fought, they struggled, they killed, and they died.

The slept on their arms in the rain, they dug trenches in the blazing sun and they ate rancid food.  Long periods of sheer boredom were punctuated by moments of abject terror and all-consuming desperation…They were part of the first attempt to take Vicksburg, participating in the vain and costly attacks at Chickasaw Bayou and Chickasaw Bluffs…The first half of 1863 found them traversing the swamps of the Arkansas and Louisiana Deltas, following Grant across the river into Mississippi and settling into the Siege of Vicksburg during that long, hot summer.  The latter half of the year included a grueling march from Memphis to Chattanooga where they fought at places with the names of Lookout Mountain, Missionary Ridge, and Ringgold Gap (Billings).

The Battle of Atlanta

In October of 1863, Charles was finally allowed furlough and returned to Harrison County,  Missouri, to spend a month with Susan and the children.  Charles soon returned to battle, seeing battle at Nashville and McMinnville and was promoted to second sergeant (Military records).  The Army of the Tennessee of which the 23rd Regiment was part, had a “reputation second only to that of the much larger Army of the Potomac” (Famous Units)..  They never lost any of their major campaigns during the war, and “amassed what was probably the best combat record of any Union army” (Famous Units).  Grant and Sherman both served as its commander. 

 In 1864, James Birdseye McPherson had assumed command of the Army of the Tennessee and under Sherman, the troops moved towards Atlanta.  McPherson, an engineer, worried about the campaign.  Northern Georgia was a rough rocky mountainous country with dense woods and undergrowth.  “Artillery and supply wagons would be able to move only through passes and gaps in the mountains.  Roads were few and most of the countryside was an undeveloped frontier” (McPherson).  The Army of the Tennessee was given the task of cutting off Confederate General Joe Johnston’s army and McPherson’s 24,000 men tried unsuccessfully to contain the 60,000 rebel troops.  The Federals followed the Confederate army, Johnston having been replaced by General Hood, McPherson’s roommate at West point.  McPherson and Hood engaged in several skirmishes, each commander able to anticipate his friend’s moves.  

 Sherman had determined that Hood had evacuated Atlanta, and ordered an advance.  McPherson rode to Sherman’s camp to convince him that Hood was planning an ambush.  A sudden onslaught of gunfire from the direction of McPherson’s forces sent him speeding towards his troops.  He gave orders to one commander and was hurrying to send support to other troops when he was shot and killed by a group of Rebel soldiers who were trying to flank the Union troops.  The Union held the line through the fierce attack, and Hood’s forces retreated (Birdseye McPherson).

Colonel W.P. Robinson, commander of the 23rd Missouri Volunteers wrote the following in his report to Washington of the Battle of Atlanta:


I am proud to be able to state that the officers and men of this regiment, without a single exception, have borne the hardships and fatigues of the campaign without a murmur, never shunning danger when their duty called, but always manifesting a willingness truly commendable to do there duty wherever placed.  More than 250 men of this regiment having served over three years from date of enlistment, fears were expressed that they would not willingly join in the charge upon the enemy, as their term of service had already expired, but all doubts on this point were dispelled in the affair of the 1st instant, as at one time it was  supposed our line would have to move up to the support of the troops engaged with the enemy in our front, and when the command to advance was given, they marched forward with an unwavering firmness and determination only known to brave men.”  (members.aol.com/rexagooch/atlanta.htmn)

The Homefront

Charles was mustered out shortly after the Battle of Atlanta and traveled with his comrades halfway across the continent to their homes in Missouri.  While Charles was making his way home from Atlanta, Confederate General Sterling “Pap” Price launched an October expedition through Central Missouri, striking towards Independence on the Missouri-Kansas border.  As a young man, Sterling Price was a neighbor of the Morgans while they were living in Chariton County.  He was a good friend and political crony of Susan’s uncle Martin Morgan.  Martin’s son, Barney Morgan, was a soldier in Price’s Army.  When Price’s advance was stopped short of Independence at the Battle of Westport on October 23rd, Susan’s brother Thomas was among the Union forces that pursued Price’s retreating army south along the Missouri-Kansas border.  The Rebels passed near Thomas’ farm and he feared that he would return home to find that they had burned his farmstead. Fortunately, nothing had been harmed. During this retreat, Barney Morgan was captured about forty miles south of his Uncle Sterling’s home.  Barney was sent to the Federal military prison at Rock Island, Illinois, where he died of pneumonia during the ensuing winter (Jim Morgan).

Another cousin, Jefferson Morgan, died of pneumonia in Louisiana, a Rebel friend writing to tell his wife and children the sad news (Jim Morgan).  He and Charles may well have been on opposing sides during the battles in Louisiana. Charles’ sister, Sarah, lost her husband David Bailey during that time, probably from the war, the side he fought for unknown. Others of their friends and family in Missouri found themselves on both sides of the war.

It is said that the Civil War pitted brother against brother and cousin against cousin. This was true in Susan (Morgan) Gray's family of origin. Many of her distant Morgan cousins from South Carolina fought and died for the Confederacy, as did her Missouri cousins who had migrated to Texas, as well as those who remained in Chariton County in mid-Missouri. Only Susan's youngest brother Thomas McBride Morgan of Miami County, Kansas, and her cousin James Farrar of Jackson County, Missouri, are known to have seen service with the Union armies (Jim Morgan).

Life After the War 

The 1870 Federal Census for Daviess County shows Charles and Susan again living near McFall. He is listed as a farmer, with a value of 1500 in Real Estate and 500 in personal property Kansas. They now had six children with Sarah Ann (1865), George Woodward (1867), and Rebeca (1869) being born after Charles had returned from the war.  A young man, John T. Gray, was living with them, as a farmer laborer. John would later name his own son after Charles (Ancestral File).   Charles’ father, James had died sometime before then, and Charles’ stepmother, Mary McDaniels Gray, and her son were living nearby. In 1871, Susan’s only sister, Clarissa Caroline Morgan Wilson died in Miami County at the age of thirty three (Jim Morgan). 

Susan’s Death

Charles’ handwritten entry in the back pages of a tax book recorded simply:  “Susan Gray wife of Charles M. Gray deceased this life on the 8 day of January 1872 at 7 and 55 minites p.m.”  The cause of death and her place of burial is not known.  Susan was only forty-one years old.  James was 16, Meg, 12; Charl, 10; Sarah, 7; George, 5; Rebeca, 3.  Seven months later, Susan’s father Sterling died in Kansas.  

Sarah Elizabeth Stephenson 

On 31 October 1872, Charles married Sarah Elizabeth Stephenson, the twenty-eight year old daughter of neighbors John Young (Johnny) and Phoebe Baxter Stephenson.  Sarah was born February 20th, 1843, in Hainesville, Clay County, Missouri, and was the seventh child in the family. Her grandparents, John and Sina Bogan Stephenson, were early pioneers in Clay County, coming from South Carolina to Kentucky then on to Missouri. They were a proud, honorable people, tracing their lineage back to 1744 when two of three brothers immigrated to America from Scotland via England and Ireland. The Stephensons were of the Methodist faith, a number of them being lay ministers.  Grandfather John was so devout that neighbors who lived a quarter mile away could often hear his prayers (Stephenson Manuscript).  Grandfather Stephen Baxter was also a devoted Methodist.  He and his father had moved to Clay County about 1817, and grove meetings or revivals were often held on their farms.  Later Stephen donated the land upon which the church was built. Stephen once brought up the local minister on charges of “beehunting” on the Sabbath, and his son, Benjamin Baxter, was a well-known Methodist minister (Baxter History).

Sarah was a tall and stately woman, carrying herself with a proud and correct posture. Her features were angular and she wore her hair pulled straight back from her face in a long bun. She spoke with a Missouri drawl (Ellen Barrett Danner).  She was a strong and capable young woman, having learned as a child the value of hard work and the principles of good management.  May Gray Clark recorded the following incident told her by her mother, Sarah. 

My mother, her sister Rachel, and their mother took their sheep wool hand picked from dead sheep and gathered wool from brush and fences and washed and carded the wool and sold it to get material for a quilt called 'Irish Chain'. It took them six weeks to complete three quilts. In making the border, Grandpa Baxter helped them get started on it and they called it the 'Fence Row'. Mom (Summer - 1961 - The Story of the Irish Chain Quilt) 

In a letter to a cousin, date unknown, Sarah expressed her frustrations.  Her father, Johnny, had begun building a new house for his family and had been forced to borrow money for the construction.  He borrowed enough to finish half the house, and Sarah wished that he had borrowed enough to finish it.  She also confided that she had no prospects to marry soon, and that she would visit better when she saw her cousin at Christmastime (Linda Lee Lewis).

Charles and Sarah

Thirteen days after Charles and Sarah were married, little Rebeca passed away.  Only five of Charles and Susan’s nine children survived childhood (Family Records).  (Note:  The spelling of Rebeca’s name is taken from Charles’ handwritten record.)

In 1874, Charles served as the local tax collector.  He kept all of the information in a ledger book that was handed down to grandson, Oliver Loveland. The land locations are given for the properties of Charles, Mary Gray, and John Young Stephenson.  The taxes ranged from a few pennies to just over three dollars.  Charles also used the book to record the only existing family information.  

In September, Sarah’s first child, Theodore (Dory), was born in Daviess County.  

Oregon or Bust

Just as the promise of gold lured the forty-niners, the prospect of a better life in Oregon enticed many of the people of the Midwest.  Sarah’s uncle, Reverend Benjamin R. Baxter had become disturbed by the onset of the Civil War.  He moved his family west, preaching from the back of his wagon from Missoula to Denver.  He eventually ended up in the Willammette Valley of Oregon.  Several of the Baxter cousins joined him there.  

Thomas Morgan had sold his farm and bought a place on the prairie.  “Then came the grasshoppers by the millions.  They began talking about Oregon” (Andrew Morgan). A brother, probably, William, was already living in Coquille, Coos Bay, Oregon, and they “decided after much consideration” to join him there where “the climate was mild, there were big trees and wild berries in the woods” (Andrew).  

In 1874, Thomas and his family “decided to follow the rush to the land of the setting sun.”  His son, Andrew described their journey.

After the corn was shucked (what the grasshoppers had left of it), we had a sale. I remember seeing a man stand on a box in the yard and auction off all of our stock and 

all our belonging except for bedding and clothes.  Soon we were aboard an emigrant train heading west, but this was not like the fast trains of modern times. A few poorly furnished cars with small windows were coupled behind a string of boxcars. The car next to us was loaded with sheep.  There was Grandmother (Peggy Morgan, now widowed and blind), my father and mother and five children, Ida, Mary, Andrew, Will, and Albert, traveling on a family ticket. An uncle also was with us. We took our beds and other bundles in the car with us. At the end of every division the conductor would yell "Change cars!",  then whether it was day or night everyone and everything had to be hurried out and loaded into another car.   At every change we had a plainer car to ride in. On the mountain division the seats were plain benches with a board for a back. In the Rocky Mountains one day my uncle got off at a station to buy some provisions and the train left him behind.   He took the express train and soon joined us again.


There was a newly married couple in the car with us. They kept us children interested with their silly spooning. One day the train stopped in the desert. A man took his gun and got off to hunt. After he got some distance away the train started. He ran yelling and waving his hat. The passengers, seeing his situation and seeing the train was not going to stop, rushed to the hand brakes and stopped the train. There were no air brakes at that time. Once our train came uncoupled and left us behind. After some time the train came back and got us—much to the relief of the passengers who feared robbers had uncoupled the train. I suppose a link had broken on the last division (Andrew).


The family boarded a ferry at Sacramento and traveled to Oregon.

The Move West

When Dory was six months old, Charles and Sarah sold their farm, and in company with a Dilly family, set out for the Puget Sound in Washington State where Charles hoped to find employment as a carpenter (May Gray Clark).  

(Note: The identity of the Dilley family is confusing.  May Gray Clark stated that it was John Dilley who accompanied her parents west.  There is no sign of John having been in Idaho, and he appears in the 1880 Missouri Census.  Charles’ sister, Sarah Gray Bailey, married John’s brother, Harvey Dilley.  Harvey is listed in the 1880 Cassia County, Idaho, census with a three-year-old child.  Sarah is not to be found in the census, and a correspondent from usgenweb.org indicated that Sarah died in Missouri in 1868. Junetta Bailey Dilley, the sister of  Sarah’s first husband, David, is also living in Albion with several children.  Her house is next door to Harvey’s.)   

The two families also traveled by rail, their experiences probably similar to those of Thomas’ family. Apparently they had corresponded with Thomas and decided it was less expensive to go by train to Ogden, Utah, and then overland to Oregon rather than  go by boat from California.  Unfortunately, once they reached Ogden, the children came down with measles and their journey was delayed nearly six weeks while the disease took its toll on each child.  

Charles and Sarah bought a narrow-bed wagon and team and the families began their long journey. They didn’t have a lot in the way of money or provisions and the trip was a hard one. The families traveled through a pleasant mountain valley (Albion, Cassia, Idaho) on their way to Rock Creek Station across the lava desert by Twin Falls, Idaho.  Charles’ youngest daughter, May Clark, recorded that the women decided that they didn’t want to go any farther and insisted that they return to the valley through which they had passed.  The men were determined to continue on to Oregon.  Sarah and Mrs. Dilley balked. They set up camp on a hill and, leaving the older children with the men, gave them until sundown to decide whether they wanted to go on alone or come back to Albion with their wives.  They circled back to Albion, entering the valley from the northwest, through what would become the “Old Dugway”.  The sagebrush was higher than the wagon; prairie grass and water were plentiful and there were many grazing cattle (May Clark).  May’s nephews later disputed the story, claiming that it was a mutual decision that the families returned to Albion.  

Life in Albion

The families came to the valley on July 6, 1875 (May Clark).  James Stapleton Lewis and his family had settled in Albion just six weeks earlier and had immediately planted a garden.  The Lewises were Latter Day Saints, and had been living in Caldwell County, Missouri, at the time of General Bogg’s Extermination Order.  They had lost everything to the mobbers, but James extended a helping hand to his struggling new neighbors.

For dinner to celebrate the 4th of July, the Lewis family contributed green peas and my dad (Charles) killed a rabbit.  It made a very good dinner.  Between the two families they had one big barrel of flour which they shared.  In 1875 Albion valley was home to a herd of nice fat cattle.  The owner wasn’t around.  Both families were starving but still they wouldn’t take any of the cattle (May—story to Linda)

Years later, Charles’ youngest daughter, May, would marry James’ grandson, Walter Clark.

Charles and Sarah homesteaded 160 acres of land in the southwestern end of the valley, just under Mount Harrison.  A creek ran through their property, and there were many willows and box elder trees along its banks and meadows for grazing cattle.  That fall, the Cooks and Albertsons came, and Charles sold eighty acres of ground to them.  He was forty-three years old, lame from his war injury and at some point developed diabetes.

The valley was home to many Indians during the summer months and caused great concern to the whites.  Most of the settlers were living in tents while they built their dirt-roofed cabins. They would gather together at night for protection from the Indians and the men would take turns keeping watch. One Indian scare sent several families back to Utah for a time.  The John Lewis family returned from a trip for provisions to find their cabin burned to the ground (John Alma Lewis History).  Sometimes the Indians would paint their faces with red clay and then go from house to house begging. When they found the families intended them no harm, the Indians became friendly and didn’t bother the settlers again. Sarah developed very tender feelings towards the Indians and, in later years, had “one old squaw named Susan wash for her (May).

Most of the settlers were content to live in their cozy cabins, but Charles was not.  Within a short time he began construction on the first real house to be built in Albion. With the help of his sons, Charl and George and probably James, he hauled logs from White Pine and Gray Canyons (the latter named after him) to build the house and barn. The men would work long hard hours; their lunches were bread and sorghum or syrup.  Lumber and shingles were brought in from Corrine, Utah, and the log house was sided with white boards, giving it a neat and tidy appearance. Charles was a skilled carpenter and the house was to stand nearly a hundred years. (Note: It was torn down in 1977, with grandsons Earnest and Glenn Clark helping with the demolition.  There is a newspaper article with photographs of the excellent construction techniques.)  

When dad was building the house they later lived in he had been to Corrinne, a distant town with lumber mill   had stacked the lumber a little way from where he was building the house and just a little way from the creek whitch ran past the new house. Dad had taken his wagon and gone to help the neighbors.  The moon was at the fullest.  There was a shadow from the lumber Mother thot was a Indian.  She really was frightened till Dad and the neighbor came and found only a Shadow (May Clark).

 Charles and Sarah had seven children born in Albion. They were Laura, Sidney, Peter, Calvin, Lizzie, Carrie, and May. The family always got along well together. Their mother wouldn't allow any back talk or trouble in the home. May remembered her dad helping button the buttons on her dress and teaching her to lace her shoes.  The boys were working away from the home for much of the time but the children left at home each had their chores to do. May, the youngest child, started milking in a quart cup at the age of six. By the time she was nine, she milked the cows regularly. Lizzie did mostly inside work so May and Carrie were assigned the outside chores. They fed the cattle and cared for the large garden and berry patches. They all shared in the canning and sewing and the girls were taught early to do beautiful crocheting and quilting. Many of their pillowcase boasted lace trim ten inches long and their quilts have the most delicate and even stitching.  

Sarah was a meticulous housekeeper. Her home was immaculate. When she was five years old, Grace Rooker Durfee visited the Gray home with her grandfather. The front porch fascinated her; the pine boards were scrubbed with lye until they were almost a sparkling white. At spring housecleaning every piece of furniture was removed from the house and given a fresh coat of varnish and the house was scrubbed from top to bottom.

The Grays were very hospitable people. Many people would come on Sunday afternoon to visit and stay for the good meal they knew Sarah would be preparing. She was a fine cook and kept such good food in her kitchen pantry. Her grandson, Glenn Clark, remembered visiting her home often as a small child. Grandma Gray would always peel an apple for him to eat. She had platters of apples sitting throughout the house, giving the home a pleasant aroma. Frequently she would take the children back into the pantry and cut off a slice of fresh ham for them to eat.


Speaking of food, I can vividly remember Mother’s food cellar.  It was all white washed.  Sheets were tacked to the ceiling and best of all it was filled with almost every kind of fruit there was.  There were pickles and jams and jellies, and honey in the combs.  There was a big table on which the milk sat.  Mother made butter.  In fact, she sold butter and eggs for a living.  I can shut my eyes and see mother making her delicious cottage cheese.

The huge root cellar was built by Uncle Pete.  The bins were made from boards.  There were always three kinds of potatoes.  One kind was called a Manhattan potato and it was purple.  There was a bin for each; beets, onions, and turnips.  Boards were laid across the top and then squash and cabbage were piled on top.  The worst job was the beans.  They were a lot of work because they had to be thrashed by hand.  At harvest the beans were pulled up and put on a canvas and dried.  The canvas was doubled over and everyone would beat it with clubs.  When it was a windy day the canvas was opened and the wind helped separate and clean the beans.  There were sacks and sacks of different varieties of beans.  There were also sacks of popcorn.  Mother made her own hominy.  That cellar was a food paradise.  I wish you could have seen it (May to granddaughter Linda).
With all the food that Sarah and the girls canned and stored, the garden must have been enormous and required much care.


The early settlers valued education and built a school soon after coming to the valley.  The

teachers were generally not well trained, especially in matters of discipline.  School was held three months out of the year and only grades 1 through 8 were taught.  

The first school was a little log one room built down the valley Chatburns own the land now.  They had logs hewd for seats and the first teachers name was Mr Bishop  he borded with my family.  There were my brother Dorie, Hyram Lewis, Agnus Albertson, George & Jack Cook walked with Mr Bishop on his way he cut willows to use on them.  Dorie said every nite my dad would say how did you get along today Mr Bishop  He’d say fine, just fine and all the boys had been whipped that day So one day Hyrum Lewis got up from his of seat and said good by scholars good by school good by teacher you damned old fool and quit school.  (note: Hyrum later became a prominent state senator) They only had school three months out of the year.  Then they made a school house just a bout a half mile 
south of my home where I went to school (May)

Charles became quite an influential man in the budding community.  He was in charge of building the Masonic Lodge and the County Courthouse, both of which are still standing (2003).  Their foundations were built of flat rocks that were carefully fit together.  He was a Democrat and served as one of the first three County Commissioners. Tradition holds that he was bailiff at the trial of Diamond Field Jack. He was a charter member of the Masonic Lodge in Albion. It is likely that he was a Mason before moving to Idaho (Bennie Chatburn). Charles and other members were recommended for membership by George L. Lucas, Albion's first doctor. They petitioned the Lodge on November 25, 1882, and were admitted December 23rd of that same year. Charles went through all the Chairs and became Worshipful Master (Albion MasonicRecords). 


Charles’ Death

May was only nine years old when her father died.. He was  sick for as long  as  she  could remember. He was diabetic  and probably suffering from  congestive heart failure as  well. He often had difficulty breathing and was frequently bothered by swelling.


Sarah wanted to have a picture taken of her and Charles and so, on a Thursday, they traveled to Oakley to the photographer. On Saturday they bought groceries in Albion. Sunday morning, September 25th, 1898, Charles ate a big breakfast and then went out on the porch. A short time later Lizzie came running out to the corrals for help. Her father had fallen from the porch, unconscious. Don and Thomas Loveland soaked his feet in hot water and mustard, the standard treatment for heart attacks at that time. He gasped for breath twice and then died.


Charles was buried in the Albion Masonic Cemetery the next day. Margaret Chatburn Mahoney recorded the following in her journal: "September 26, 1898, went to CMG funeral, and wind and dust! You could not see anything" (Margaret Mahoney Journal).

Sarah’s Life

Sarah lived at the ranch for another thirty years. Ellen Barrett Danner who grew up nearby said, "She was a master mind; knew what she wanted to do and did it honestly."  At the time of Charles' death, Sarah had three young daughters, Carrie, Lizzie, and May, still at home. She continued to run the farm, often hiring her sons or sons-in-law to help with the farm work. She planted a large garden and she and the girls would take produce and dairy products by wagon or buggy to sell in the newly settled Burley area, over twenty miles away. In this way she was able to provide a living for herself and her family.  She applied for a widow’s pension that would have given her about $20 a month (Pension Record).


Sarah had the reputation of being a hard worker and she expected the same of others. Her grandson, Riley Gray, told of an experience he had while working for her. He had been working hard all morning and came in to rest for a few minutes on the lawn. Sarah noticed him. "Riley," she said, "you'd as well feed the pigs while you are resting."
 
Sarah was honest in her dealing, both with her neighbors and her family. One day she returned home after shopping at the Mercantile in Albion and found that she had been given too much change. Immediately she re-hitched the team and drove the several miles back to town and returned the money. It was against her principles to keep the money until the next time she had to go into town.


At the time of her death, she had saved quite a large sum of money. In order to prevent any ill feelings among the family members, she had already divided the money and each child received the same amount, right to the penny.


Sarah was eighty-five years old when she died. She was still very much independent and doing her own work. One day, as she was outside, she was sticken with her third stroke. She managed to get back to the house by herself. Wilford Sorensen, who was renting her place, came from the field at Lizzie's call for help. There was nothing that could be done. Sarah Elizabeth Stephenson Gray died June 5th, 1928. She was buried next to her husband in the Masonic Cemetery in Albion.
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     If you have additions or correction, please contact me!
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