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Richardson Memorial Service (11/25/12) 

The Richardson family, friends, and the surrounding 

community gathered at the family’s cemetery 

(located at 9405 Water Works Road, 

Chattahoochee Hills, GA) on November 25, 2012, to 

pay tribute to the Richardson men that served the 

Confederate.   

Six members of the Richardson family served:  

two were killed in action, all were wounded, and 

three were prisoners of war. Three are interred on 

the Water Works Road, one in Virginia, one in 

Arkansas, and one in Stockbridge, Ga.   

The following speech, written by family member 

Mary Ann Richardson Grace, offers an intimate account of the Richardson family. Through Mary Ann’s 

compelling story, we experience the lives of this pioneer family who were among the first settlers in the 

area that is now Chattahoochee Hills. We also come to understand the “Pride that rose in their loins” to 

defend the dictates of what the South would call “The Cause” and history would name “The Civil War.”   

 

Speech by Mary Ann Richardson Grace 

 

The purpose of this ceremony today is to bring honor to 

three gallant young men who left the security and comforts 

of their homes to defend their belief that federal mandates 

should not override the rights of individual states.  As with 

every story there is always a beginning.  It is this beginning 

that I desire to address, for it lays a foundation for the 

intensity of the passion with which these men were so willing 

to make their commitments. 

  

It begins with a passion for the settlement of the lands of Palmetto, Georgia.  It is a story of brave, 

pathfinder families seeking to eke out a living for their families and establish roots for their heirs.  The 

series of land lotteries sponsored by the state of Georgia in the 1800s afforded hope to many with this 

adventurous spirit. 
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 It was in 1835 when William Landrus Richardson, my great, great grandfather, purchased lottery 

land from a gentleman, Samuel Harris, from South Carolina.  The lot was 202 ½ acres for the price of $225.  

It is this land upon which you now stand this day.  This was his first purchase of land in the area.  In 

subsequent years he purchased additional lottery lands adjoining his farm to the total of 572 acres by 

1844. 

 William and his wife Elizabeth (nee Anderson) were pioneer settlers of this virgin land only 

recently vacated by the Creek Indians.  They moved to this permanent homestead from the 

Lawrenceville/Dacula area, bringing with them two daughters, Susan Frances, and Sara Dorothy; and one 

son William Matthew.  It is William Matthew who would become my great grandfather.  Over the next 10 

years five more sons would be born to this union; George Thomas, John Anderson, James Landrus, Hillery 

Ellis, and Ira Johnson. 

 As this era unfolded the Richardson children matured and were educated according to the 

standards of the times.  They were schooled spiritually, intellectually, morally and with work ethics.  Later 

careers are proof of some degree of formal and higher education. One by one the older children married 

and settled in the area: 

 Susan Frances married William Jackson 

 Sara Dorothy married James Strong 

 William Matthew married Mary Elizabeth Weaver 

 George Thomas married Elizabeth Zellers 

 John Anderson married Lucille Jones 

 James Landrus married Rebecca Cheeves 

 Hillery Ellis married Sophrona Woodley 

 Ira Johnson married Ola Carroll 

 Soon the clouds of unrest rumbled over the nation.  For many it was an issue of State’s Rights.  

The first shots were fired at Fort Sumter, South Carolina and the young men of the nation were called 

upon to defend the dictates of their hearts and what they perceived as their moral obligation.  Among 

those called were the Richardson sons along with so many other courageous youth who had literally 

carved out a way of life on the virgin soil of this area.  Pride rose in their loins to defend the dictates of 

what would become to be known as “The Cause”.  

 As the South began to organize and young men enlisted, the Richardson boys pledged their 

allegiance.  They not only placed their names on the line but their literal lives.  Soon the news reach home 

that George Thomas, second born son, had been fatally wounded on the battlefield in Virginia June 26, 

1862.  He was survived by wife Elizabeth and 2 young sons.  His remains were never recovered by family 

and he is buried in a Confederate Cemetery in Virginia. George was with the 19th Infantry Company C. 

Thus began the high price that the Richardson family would pay during these troublesome times. 

 When William Matthew enlisted he chose to go with the 2nd Georgia Calvary, Company I.  He 

enlisted with the rank of 1st Sgt.  His unit was deployed to Perryville, Kentucky where he was wounded. He 
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died in the train car shed in Atlanta only a few miles from home. He enlisted 4/23/62 and died 10/22/62, 

six months later. 

 The two oldest boys had given their lives within the first year of enlistment.   John Anderson was 

also in the 19th Georgia Infantry, Company C.  He was wounded but returned to service.  He fought in 

many battles including the Battle of Olustee in Florida.   His final rank was Captain. 

 The 19th Infantry was also the choice for James Landrus.  His rank is unknown at this time. During 

his enlistment he became a POW but was released in an exchange. After the war he took his family via 

covered wagon to Arkansas and it is there that he is buried.  

 Hillery Ellis belonged to the 30th Reg. GA Volunteer Infantry.  His rank was 2nd Lt.  Hillery was 

wounded in battle and taken P.O.W.   He died May 6, 1871 only a few years after the war. Perhaps the 

ravages of being held P.O.W. were the cause of his early death at age 30. 

 The youngest son Ira went the route of brother William and enlisted in the 2nd Campbell County 

Calvary. He too was wounded and discharged.  He later made his home at Stockbridge, Georgia and this is 

his final resting place. 

 Of the six boys it seems that it was John and Ira that went on to become men of distinction in 

their communities. John became a professor and educator of renown.  He is best known for his book, 

Richardson’s Defense of the South and for the prestigious boy’s school that he established in Atlanta. Ira 

too became a doctor and an educator in the community of Stockbridge.  All the children put their mark 

upon this ball of clay in one way or another. William Matthew was my great grandfather and I desire to 

tell you all that I can of his short life.  For me, for his only child Hillery Andrew Richardson, his eight 

grandchildren, and 25 great grandchildren, I proclaim that William Matthew too was a man of distinction.  

His distinction was that he gave his literal life blood on the soil of this nation making his statement of the 

freedoms in which he believed.  It has been his seed and the seed of his seed on to several generations 

now that are seeking to honor this man who gave all that he had.  Yes, indeed he has made his mark on 

this earth and I am proud that I can honor him this day. 

 Only 6 of these great grandchildren have survived to mark this day and three of them are proudly 

present this day.  Yet our seed live on and are continuing to place our mark in the annals of history.  I wish 

at this time to recognize the males present who carry forth the Richardson name.  Sad but true the name 

is growing dim. 

 The story of William Matthew carries with it a sadness that I wish at this time to share with you.  

As you may notice of the three markers his has a crack.  As the men were ever so carefully bringing it to 

this area it was dropped and broken.  I had a choice of getting it replaced but I chose not to. 

To me it is just another twist in the sad, sad story of his great sacrifice.  You see, even the government 

refused to furnish his marker because we cannot prove that he is interred at this locale.    

 Allow me to share more of young Matt’s tragic story.  Matt had married one of the beautiful 

belles of the Palmetto/Goodes community.  She was Mary Elizabeth Weaver daughter of Andrew Baker 

http://ia600308.us.archive.org/32/items/richardsonsdefen00rich/richardsonsdefen00rich.pdf
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Weaver, a wealthy plantation owner.  At the beginning of the war it can be said that they were living quite 

a comfortable life.  They had one child age two, when the thunders of war roared, raining disruption over 

all the land.  Matt enrolled in the service of the Confederacy on April 23, 1862.  Four days after his 

enrollment the young couple’s second son, Matthew Thomas would be born.  Two weeks after Little Matt 

was born, Matthew Sr. would deploy with his fellow patriots of the 2nd Calvary.  Mary Elizabeth was left 

with a two year old and a two week old baby.  Alas, the infant died two days after his father had left.  

Could things be worse?  Would Mary Elizabeth, the frail beautiful pampered Southern Belle, be asked to 

bear more at this tender age?  Oh yes, there is more, much more and the grief for her infant son would 

continue as a floodgate of sorrow and despair yet to come.   

 Many Southern young men left with a hurrah but I feel that Matt’s departure from his budding 

little family was one of duty and honor rather than a hurrah.  Under the leadership of Captain George C. 

Looney the Calvary engaged with Union forces at Perryville, Kentucky. It was one of the war’s most fierce 

battles.  More than seven thousand five hundred Union and Confederate troops were wounded or killed 

during his siege.  Matt was wounded and placed on a train bound for Atlanta.  His military records indicate 

that he died in the train car shed in Atlanta only a few miles from home and his loved ones.  His length of 

service was a mere 169 days. 

 The story does not end here.  Mary Elizabeth at the tender young age of 22 had lived under the 

cloud of death for months. Her pampered life had ill prepared her for the turmoil into which she had been 

catapulted. Frail in body and broken in spirit, she was soon to fall victim to the charms of a suitor who has 

been viewed by family as an opportunist and gold digger. A young man by the name of Emile Camuse, 

came calling.  His claims were that he had been with the brave young Matt as he lay dying in the car shed 

in Atlanta. He brought with him a purse belonging to Matt as validation of his story.  Lonely and swept off 

her feet by the attentions of this charming Frenchman bringing the dying words of her beloved Matt,  

Mary Elizabeth was wooed into his arms and into an ill-suited marriage. 

 The story goes on……..the fingers of death were to reach out once again; this time for Mary 

Elizabeth.  Five months and seven days after this marriage, she died in premature childbirth.  Matt and 

Mary in their short lives had experienced the heights of the times and the depths of the times.  Thus ends 

the story of a brave young soldier and his beautiful Southern Belle except for the seed left behind in the 

loins of Hillery Andrew Richardson, their only legacy.  Now the story goes on.  It is  the story of life,  the 

story of death,  the story of legacy and all that it brings, the bad, the good, the ugly, the beautiful, and the 

life choices of the now generation. 

 As I close I must acknowledge the Unit of the SCV for the tremendous work that they have done in 

preserving this abandoned resting place of the pioneers of the Richardson family which most of us never 

even knew existed until eleven years ago4 when I began to explore our family genealogy.  On behalf of 

our family, we are very grateful for all that you have done. Thank you.  

 

For pictures of this event and a copy of this speech visit: 

www.chattahoocheehillshistoricalsociety.org  

http://www.chattahoocheehillshistoricalsociety.org/

