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33rd NCT to put on Living History 
Program at the Bost Grist Mill on 

October 1 & 2, 2005 
 
Concord, NC. The 33rd North Carolina troops 
and civilian members of the Carolina Piedmont 
Living History Association will be putting on a 
living history program at the historic Bost Grist 
Mill on Saturday and Sunday, October 1st and 
2nd, 2005. 
     The living history program will take place in 
conjunction with another antique related program 
on the property so a great number of spectators 
should be out for the weekend. 
     Activities for the 33rd troops and civilians will 
include the following: weapons demonstrations, 
uniform talks, demonstration of the life of the 
soldier both in the field and in the camp, flags of 
the Civil War, authentic cooking and aspects of 
civilian life during the war years. 
     All members and prospective members 
need to attend both demonstrations and a unit 
meeting which will take place Saturday 
evening. 
     Members can begin setting up for camp on 
Friday and the camp will be struck on Sunday 
evening.  Bring all your gear, canvas and any 
antique weapons that you would like to include 
in the program.  Contact Chad Caig if you have 
any questions related to this event. ž 
 

 

Reveille 
 

     Members and friends are invited to check out 
the recently revamped web site of the 33rd.  Ed 

Watson has done an outstanding job on updating 
our site and has added a great deal of information 
to what was the original site.  To visit our site, 
go to www.33rdnct.com.  Thanks to Ed for 
spending a great deal of his personal time on this 
project and doing such a professional job! 
     Please take note of the preceding article about 
the upcoming living history program at the Bost 
Grist Mill on October 1 & 2.  The unit needs 
everyone to participate for this to be a success. 
     Company B is having a drill at the Alamance 
Battleground on August 26th and 27th.  Contact 
Jim Peterson or Louis Jenkins for more details.  
Company B has been fielding a very tight group 
of soldiers at recent events.  Those of you that 
are most interested in proper drill and execution 
will want to take part in this event.      

      
The Editor 

 

Upcoming Events 
 

 For the purpose of insurance coverage, those 
events listed under “Upcoming Events” in this 
newsletter shall be the official schedule of the 
Carolina Piedmont Living History 
Association, Inc. (33rd NCT, Co. C). 

 
Our sister units will be having a drill at the 
Alamance Battlefield the weekend of August 
26th and 27th.  More details will follow. 
 
August 12-14, Sharpsburg, MD 
     VA medical living history at Antietam NB 
 



August 14, Hovis Retirement party (see p.10) 
August 26-28, 2005.  Cedar Mountain 
     Recreate Brawner’s Farm and the Unfinished 
Railroad Cut.  See www.wmhf.org for details.   
 
September 7-10, Potter’s Raid, Columbia, SC 
     This invitation only tactical has the interest of 
a number of our key members. 
 
September 30-October 2, Corinth, MS 
 
October 1-2, Concord, NC 
     33rd NCT puts on living history program at 
Bost Grist Mill.  A max effort of membership is 
needed for this event. 
 
October 7-9, Brickhouse, Orange County, NY   
     Sergeant Swiers’ old pards, the 124th NY put 
this event on every year and it sounds like a great 
one if you don’t mind the drive. 
 
October 7-9, Jeb Stuart, Arrarat, VA 
 
October 14-16, Cedar Creek, VA (ANV Max 
Effort) 
 
November 4-6, Fort Branch, Hamilton, NC 
     Battalion and regiment max effort event. 
     

Other events will be listed as information 
becomes available for them. 

 
 

www.1stncbattalion.org 
First North Carolina Battalion  

www.bonnieblue.net 
Army of Northern Virginia 

 

Battle for Loudoun Heights 
 

Army of Northern Virginia Repulses 
Yankee Invaders!! 

 

An eye witness account!! 
 

By Col. Chavez D. Freeze 
 
     The Yankee Army received a humiliating defeat at 
Loudoun Heights, near Neeresville, Va., after two days of 
heavy fighting, and many casualties.  General Bob Tolar, 

giving thanks to the Almighty, has reported complete 
victory over the United States Volunteers commanded by 
General Dana Heim.  Elements of the ANV, including 
members of Co. B., 4th Regiment, and the USV spent July 
9th and 10th locked in a death struggle amongst dense 
second growth timber and steep terrain. 
     Co. B was drawn together from the thinned ranks of the 
13th, 18th, 33rd, 37th, and 51st North Carolina regiments.  
Captain Curtis Cole commanded the company, and Lt. 
Jona Minto served as his executive officer.  Wayne Sweirs 
served as 1st Sgt and Jim Peterson as 1st Cpl. Tudd Dean 
served in the capacity of 2nd Sgt. Major George Hatcher 
pulled Provost duty in the Confederate military camp.  Co. 
B pulled together a 31 man company on Saturday, and the 
ranks swelled to 36 Sunday. 
     The weather, after dumping copious amounts of rain 
Thursday, Thursday night, and early Friday morning, 
moderated for the two-day battle. By Friday afternoon the 
clouds had scurried away, the wind was blowing, and the 
ground began to dry out.  By Saturday morning conditions 
were ideal for maneuvering and marching on the labyrinth 
of roads that wove their way through the terrain. 
     The 4th Regiment was under the command of Brigadier 
General Tim Perry.   Perry never failed to call on Co. B 
when there was heavy work to be done, regardless of the 
costs, and we cheerfully stepped forward for the honor of 
the Old North State. 
     Co. B moved off Saturday morning with orders to take 
the high ground and withhold it from the Yankees.   With 
aching legs and air hungry breaths we found ourselves on 
the summit of an extremely steep and rocky hill.  The pop 
of musket fire soon echoed up to us as a general 
engagement developed in the flats below.  We received 
orders to complete our march down the opposite side of 
the hill and to engage the enemy on their left flank.  With 
minnie balls thick as fleas we drove their right flank back 
on itself, dispersed the cavalry, and blocked the Yankee’s 
escape.  They were bagged lock, stock, and barrel.  This 
set the tone for the day. 
     All day Co. B was called on to operate on the flank the 
enemy, get in behind, and demoralize their men and 
command.  The task was performed without question.  
Perhaps the premier performance came in the afternoon 
when Gen. Perry commented, “We going to end it right 
here and now!”  The brigade force marched around the 
Union Army and attacked their rear.  We found the main 
road blocked by a tenacious defense consisting of 
mountain howitzer, Union Cavalry, and infantry.  
Undaunted we advanced, seeking cover in the trees 
between cannon shots, and moving forward when the 
cannoneers reloaded.  Shot, shell, and minnie balls filled 
the air.  Never was action so fierce in such a confined area. 
      In the final rush 1st platoon led the way into the muzzle 
blast.  The platoon was devastated by grape shot.  Ten men 
were lost during this advance, but the cannon was 
captured.  The remnants of Co. B. then turned their 
attention to the Yanks who were supporting the cannon, 
killing many, taking several prisoner, and sending a few 
survivors running for safety.   The Yank’s rear guard was 



completely routed.  Victory once more smiled on the 
South. 
     During the stand down a Yankee Surgeon was asked on 
a hand held radio, “Where are you?”  He replied, “I’m 
sitting on a log on top of the hill surrounded by a bunch of 
gray people!”  The Billies found themselves in that 
condition more than once that day. 
     Late Saturday afternoon, as Co. B cooked their evening 
meal and rested, the Yankees launched yet another probing 
attack and captured a Confederate cannon just to the south 
of our camp site.  The battle began to get warm when Co. 
B, under its own initiative, counter attacked.  Without 
bothering to dress, we grabbed our leathers, weapons, and 
canteens, and launched ourselves into the woods behind 
the attackers.  The Yankees found themselves sandwiched 
between Co. B on their backside, and Confederate 
defenders to their front.  With a look of disbelief on their 
faces they surrendered and were promptly herded off to the 
stockade.  We had recaptured our previously lost cannon, 
and more prisoners.   
      It was indeed a glorious day for our company.  It was 
rumored that we had captured between 40-60 Yankees, 
taken one cannon outright, and re-captured another of our 
own. 
     Saturday night found the men visiting Bizzi Lizzi’s 
establishment in a near by Bordertown.  Music and drink 
abounded, and many merry makers displayed their dancing 
skills.  I will have to compliment Miss Lizzi on her vast 
collection of parlor art and the excellent taste of her 
lemonade.  After satisfying our needs at Lizzi’s we visited 
“Rex-Mart.”  We took our reprieve on a rock wall behind 
Mr. Hovey’s establishment, and the boys amiably chatted 
till dark with the merriment at Lizzi’s in the background. 
     While our pickets were being posted Sunday morning 
we were fired on by Federals slithering and hiding in the 
woods.   It didn’t take hardly a word for all of our boys to 
‘couter up and move forward.  We pursued the assassins 
up the same hill we had climbed the morning before, and 
just before capturing another Yankee cannon we were 
recalled by command.  We had advanced without orders 
and the big bugs were not happy.   Aggression is the best 
defense when dealing with such cowardly characters.  
They only understand hot lead and cold steel.  If we had 
been given the chance we would have given them a sound 
lesson in comprehension. 
     At mid morning were marched to the left flank of the 
army and stationed overlooking a hollow and a cleared hill 
on the other side.  It didn’t take long for the Yankee cav to 
appear.  They gave our skirmishers a rough time while 
their infantry filtered in to take up a position in breast 
works. On two separate occasions we were called on to 
flank the right of the Union line and each time we took 
their works driving them back in confusion.  The battle 
was fierce on the right flank of our line as well, and much 
action took place within our campsite, but the combination 
of courage, and a carriage mounted Gatlin gun, sent the 
Yankees reeling backwards towards safety.   
     By 1 pm Sunday the event was over.  Perhaps it was the 
best of the season.  Cpl. Jim Peterson received a vicious 

cut to his chin Saturday, delivered by his own rifle when 
struck by a staff officer and his horse.  He was patched up 
by the surgeon none the worse for wear, and came back 
into the fray that afternoon.  His injury will be worn as a 
battle honor for the hard duty done by all the boys in 
Company B and for the Old North State. ž 
 
Rowdy Pard sighted in the company of 

Berdan Sharpshooters 
 

By Jim Peterson 
  
  I, your humble correspondent, was in the service of 
Wooten's Battalion of Sharpshooters, ANV over the past 
few days.  We were encamped in the hills near the small 
town of Nearsville, VA.  The ground just west of town was 
hotly contested by a force of Yankees nearly equal to our 
size and our own loyal troops. 
  Our company from Wooten's Sharpshooters were 
operating in advance of the main force's skirmish line and 
as such were in the heat of the battle almost continuously.  
Except for the opening battle on the first day. 
  On the first morning our company was given the mission 
to advance in the front of the main force as quickly as we 
could and take the mountaintop to our southwest.  We 
could expect to encounter the enemy at any point. At the 
appointed hour we raced through the forest and trails, 
higher and higher through the rolling hills.  No enemy was 
found during the advance.  As we climbed the 
mountain the sounds of battle could were off to our left. 
  After reaching the high ground we started to 
establish defensive positions when a courier from the 
Brigade brought orders that we were no longer needed on 
the hill but were to descend as quickly as we could and 
report to Brigade as the battle was starting to heat up. 
   After a quick descent we reported to the Brigade and 
were told to sweep around the enemy's left flank and roll 
up and Cav or skirmishers.  With the main body of both 
forces well engaged we ran around our lines and, on line, 
plunged into the woods. 
  We immediately hit a small cavalry force of about 20 or 
so.  They were somewhat encumbered by the thick brush 
and found it hard to maneuver but our lads were quick in 
moving from tree to tree, shooting the whole time.  Before 
the Cav were surrounded they beat a hasty retreat up a dirt 
road.  They stopped about 30 yards up the trail and from 
horseback traded pistol shots for our Enfield Rounds.  
(Admin note - The Cav had no O/C with them and our 
O/C realized that most of the Cav had been shot out of the 
saddle by this time.  He called an admin halt and went to 
chat with the Cav). 
   With the stop in action the Company immediately 
dropped in place to rest, disappearing under the waist high 
vegetation.  As is typical for myself, I remained standing at 
the edge of the company.  On hearing the brush rustle to 
my left I looked and observed 2 Berdan Sharpshooters 
stepping out next to me.  One of them pointed a pistol at 
me and said "You're our prisoner" and I replied in a calm 



voice "Fuck You".  He said that there were five of them 
and that I was their prisoner.  I again replied with "Fuck 
You" and then added that there was 30 of our 
sharpshooters sitting around them.  That didn't seem to 
impress their leader much and he then wanted to take the 
whole lot of us prisoner.  (Admin note - I saved him from 
his stupidity by then informing him that the area was under 
an O/C hold and to go play somewhere else). 
   We continued in the fight all through the day, returning 
to camp in the late afternoon.  We kept our gear close to 
hand but rested.  The Yankees staged a sneak attack near 
our camp in the late afternoon.  They managed to take one 
artillery piece and were beginning to turn it on our forces 
when two of our sister companies deployed to contest the 
piece. 
   Our company, seeing the enemy left open, raced through 
the trees and came up behind the enemy's flank and drove 
the skirmishers from the woods where they were captured 
with the rest of the attackers.  It was at this time that a 
small element of Berdan Sharpshooters was noticed in 
the woods.  Within a few short moments the area was 
surrounded and both sides were pot shooting at each other.  
Lt Mento called upon the enemy and told them that their 
position was surrounded and that they should 
surrender.  They refused and wanted to play pot shot.  
(Admin note - At this time the battle was over, both sides 
were returning to their lines and the prisoners on the way 
to the Provost.  At this point the gallant Lt Mento told the 
BSs to surrender or leave the area.  We put out rifles to our 
shoulders and returned to camp, not wanting to waste 
powder on such as them). 
  After an uneventful night our officers began placing our 
pickets after breakfast.  As they rounded a trail they kicked 
up a small Yankee patrol.  Our company quickly 
responded and moved to engage the small force and to see 
if a larger force was behind them.  We moved up the trails 
to our front, driving the small force away.  One of our 
elements made contact with a larger enemy force with a 
cannon in a trail near the top of a small hill.  The company 
moved to surround the hill while a 1/3 of our force 
moved up the trail, keeping out of the guns line of fire.  
We noticed through the trees that some of the enemy were 
wearing the green caps of the BSs.  Them again. 
  Our two flanking elements were beyond the enemy flanks 
and we were starting to tighten the noose when a tall, 
distinguished looking Yankee stepped from the ranks with 
a white flag and wished to discuss the situation with our 
officer.  While under the flag of truce the enemy BSs 
soldiers took aim upon our brave lads.  We fired a few 
shots to let them know we were game for anything and the 
truce party was able to get both sides under control.  
(Admin note - The federal soldiers were pissed that we had 
started the fight before time.  They were told that we were 
just responding to a scouting party near the edge of our 
camp.  We were assembled for the return trip to camp.  It 
was then that I noted that a certain Rowdy Pard was the 
Yankee in the road. I was shocked to find him in the 
company of such low life scum and will not name him but 
simply call him as MS.) 

  The battle started shortly after with both sides contesting 
the ground in front of our camp.  Near the end of the battle 
my pard and I noticed a small force of 3 men moving upon 
our right flank.  We moved off to our far right in order to 
fire upon their flank as they neared our lines.  They moved 
to within 30 yards and we called out to them and fired.  
(Admin note - After a few rounds of pop and shoot the 
secret hat wave of the RPs was given and returned.  Both 
small groups moved together, handshakes were exchanged, 
and we made small talk as the battle ended. 
   As the battle ended the green hated BSs moved from the 
tree line and looked around.  It is interesting to note that 
during the weekend the BSs had three unfortunate 
incidents with the Confederate forces.  All three times was 
with our brave band from Wooten's Battalion of 
Sharpshooters. ž 
  

Loudon Lows and Heights 
An After-Action Report of the 1st Annual USV/ANV 

Tactical 
M. A. Schaffner, Private 

Co. ‘BSS’ 16th Michigan Vol. Inf’y 
     Bill Wilson and I arrived at the Loudon Heights setting 
just outside Neersville, Virginia around 4:00 the afternoon 
of July 8, 2005 for the umpired tactical between the USV 
and ANV.  Wayne and Joseph Abernathy were already 
there and, after, some deliberation, evaluation, and 
consultation of feng shui manuals, we set up an A tent, dog 
tent, and fly on our company street.  Captain Kelley 
showed up soon after and set up his A tent in appropriate 
alignment with the fly.  A bit later Josh Mordin arrived, 
then first sergeant Mark Maranto, giving us a total of 
seven. 
     Amenities were fine.  We were a couple of hundred 
yards from a battery of porta-johns enclosed within a horse 
barn and not much further from a source of water – 
potable, though inclining to a slight tinge of blood or, to 
unkinder eyes, another sort of bodily fluid.  No one got 
sick. 
     Captain Richard Simmons and his company of 
Berdan’s Sharpshooters, ultimately eight strong, set up on 
a neighboring street with one A tent and a shebang.  Upon 
the arrival of Major Carey, the Battalion totaled eighteen 
men – three officers, two buglers, and 13 rifles including 
the top sergeants. 
     A little after dark a courier came on foot to summon the 
officers to USV HQ.  A planning session had begun and 
gone on for several minutes before the attendees realized 
that they had no representatives from the Sharpshooter 
Battalion.  All three officers went; I accompanied to take 
notes for Captain Kelley.  We found General Heim bent 
over a table pointing to a map, surrounded by an impi of 
USV officers, all crowding in.  I tried to look over a few 
rows of shoulders at the map but it was bleached out by the 
lamplight. 
     The gist of the plan involved the rapid movement of the 
cavalry forward through forest roads to the saddle of a hill 
that dominated the playing field; the sharpshooters would 



hurry to their support, escorting a battery of three 
mountain howitzers, followed by two battalions of 
infantry.  After establishing our forward aid station and 
supply point, we would move to engage the Confederates 
and cut them off from their base.  We expected to be 
heavily outnumbered but thought we could make up for it 
by rapid movement, aided by a superiority in cavalry and 
much more mobile artillery. 
     After the briefing I passed an uneventful evening.  My 
sleep was disturbed only by the usual late night songfest in 
the infantry camps and a curious kind of beetle that 
insinuated itself under my clothes.  The latter felt like 
ticks, but when I grabbed them and squeezed they 
exploded into a mess of glop and shell with a distinct 
chemical odor.  I have no idea what they were. After the 
fourth one I began to hope that they were a rare local 
species, of which I had exterminated the last surviving 
members – Mother Nature be damned. 
     We woke with the sun a bit before six, had our 
breakfast and learned that the start time had been delayed 
from eight to ten, perhaps to allow our brethren to sleep off 
the effects of the last evening’s entertainment.  Major 
Carey assembled us at eight, anyway, and we marched off 
into the woods to the jump-off point, leaving plenty of 
time and space for the rest of the army to take position 
behind us.  Over the next hour or so they did so.  First 
came the howitzers, three of them, with crews and staff 
totaling 15 to 20, several of them young ladies or women.  
Two companies of cavalry followed in time, as many as 
thirty horses, also including four or five women. 
     Say what you want about gal troops, but over the next 
28 hours the mountain howitzers would provide some of 
the most effective service in the USV, and a few of the 
crew didn’t look half bad in their sweaty red t-shirts.  Still, 
it did contribute to the air of fantasy that hung about what 
I’ve come to think of as a “mainstream immersion” event – 
that is, there were no anachronisms except those we 
brought, and they were just enough to make it seem like 
we were all almost in a real war – not the civil war itself, 
but an alternate universe’s version of the civil war. 
     Eventually the infantry battalions showed up, too, but 
these seemed to take quite some time lining up, and then 
we all waited for the staff.  Ten o’clock came and went and 
when we did start several minutes late there seemed some 
confusion about which road to take and, further, a delay as 
troops had to clear the road for the staff to ride up and 
think about things.  Finally we began our hurried advance 
but within fifteen minutes we were engaged – long before 
we got where we hoped to be. 
     A word about numbers.  With 18 in the Sharpshooter 
battalion, 30 horse, 15-20 artillery, a half dozen staff, and 
two battalions of infantry of perhaps 40 each, I’d say the 
Union army totaled some 150 men, women, girls, and 
boys, give or take 15 or 20.  I saw few Confederate 
horsemen other than scouts, but I believe they had a half 
dozen of those, plus up to 20 artillerymen (for four guns 
stuck immobile near their camp), two or three battalions of 
infantry of perhaps 50 to 60 men each, and a sharpshooter 
battalion of perhaps as many as 30 men.  So they had the 

numbers, but our cavalry and mobile artillery gave us an 
equal shot at victory. 
     But to govern this total of 350-400 troops in a dozen or 
so maneuver units we had only nine “observer controllers”, 
each of whom was charged with calculating losses, 
assigning casualty cards to individual casualties, 
explaining the intricate procedures applicable to killed, 
walking wounded, immobile wounded, and prisoners, and 
generally trying to referee all the encounters occurring 
over scores of acres of hilly, wooded terrain. 
     The limitations of the OC’s resources were underscored 
in the first encounter.  I remember only a little of this.  
Brady’s was held back a little in reserve as fighting 
developed all the way up the wooded road to the first 
Federal objective.  By the time we got well into the 
firefight near the crest of the hill, two battalions of 
Confederate infantry had closed with the howitzers and 
Federal infantry atop the hill, and the rest of the CS 
infantry was in the process of overwhelming the 
sharpshooters and dismounted cavalry.  So quickly did the 
two sides come together en masse that the OCs had to 
blow their whistles and stop the fight.   Later I would hear 
Union troops complain that only one or two casualty cards 
were handed out when the howitzers fired canister at close 
range into massed Confederate infantry, but I have 
absolutely no doubt that the Confederates had similar 
complaints from their end.   
     A lengthy break followed, during which time I had a 
pleasant chat with Bill Rodman, serving with the 4th Texas, 
and waved hello to other members of that gallant crew.  
We also had the honor of entertaining a captured 
Confederate sharpshooter, who seemed to have succumbed 
not so much to us as to the exertion of running up through 
the hilly terrain to get the drop on us.  During the break the 
Confederates were withdrawn and we were allowed to take 
possession of our first objective.  I don’t know whether 
this was an umpire’s decision based on an assessment of 
the fight or a concession to keep us from being totally 
defeated the first morning – I suppose it depends what 
color coat you wear.  I also heard later that one of the 
Confederate battalions was stood down for the morning at 
this time.  Again, I don’t know why. 
     Brady’s was next deployed to the right of a pair of the 
mountain howitzers, facing an undulating field of perhaps 
ten acres, on the other side of which was forest.  On the far 
right was, we would later discover, a gate leading to the 
Confederate camp.  On the left, a road led up to the high 
point of the battlefield.   
     We remained watching the field for the longest time.  
Some dismounted cavalry screened our right.  From time 
to time we saw enemy scouts, both foot and horse.  Several 
times we brought these under fire with our scopes and, 
over the course of this period, killed or wounded at least 
three, maybe as many as five.  Several times we saw 
mounted patrols go out, and a couple of times we sent out 
pairs of our own men to probe the enemy’s picket line.  
Apparently the Confederates were content to keep us under 
loose observation, as we saw no significant bodies of them.  
Finally, one full company of cavalry rode out to conduct a 



reconnaissance in force and Bill and I strode out to watch.  
The cavalry got into quite a firefight with someone beyond 
our view in the woods.  Bill and I got into a little skirmish 
with a Confederate post at the gate, then saw a small force 
on the road to our left leading up to the hill.  They were 
standing casually in the open so we fired on them with our 
scoped rifles at which they withdrew.   
     When we returned to our lines we heard that we were to 
advance back to the tree line then to the right up the hill, 
escorting the mountain howitzers.  Brady’s formed a 
screen to the right while the mountain howitzers were 
wheeled up to the road escorted by Berdan’s.  We had a 
brief exchange with a patrol of Rebel infantry who gave us 
a volley then disappeared whooping into the woods.  
Berdans went up the hill with one gun while we formed a 
perimeter around the other whose fatigued crew could only 
slowly push it up.  A pair of our cavalry came with a rope 
and helped them and we slowly retired behind, keeping an 
eye on the road below us and the trails that led off into the 
shadows on either side.  We were about two thirds up 
when we were ordered to halt and set up a defensive 
position.  While the crews set up the guns, Major Carey 
directed us to block the road with field works and 
personally began to pull deadfall from the woods.  We all 
pitched in and soon had a nice brushwork stretched across 
the road.   
     Shortly after Johnny showed, first with a couple of 
patrols and then with formed troops in the road.  Between 
the sharpshooters and the howitzers we gave them quite a 
reception, the noise ultimately attracting an OC or two.  I 
believe we took a casualty or two – none among Brady’s – 
and inflicted sufficient loss on the Confederates to 
convince them to fall back.  We had heard considerable 
firing around us, indicating a general conflict, which was 
confirmed by an equally general cease-fire a little later.  
During this next break the sharpshooters were withdrawn 
from this part of the line, brought to the crest of the hill, 
then placed to the left along a line of old entrenchments.  I 
found myself on the far left of the Union line, where 
Brady’s took position among the trees in front and to the 
side of the works, on the military crest, from which we 
could fire on anyone attempting to flank the main line. 
     The attack was not very long in coming.  I recall no 
large formed bodies coming at us, but small groups 
skirmishing forward through the woods.  There was a road 
that lead from the leftmost of our works a little way, then 
curved to the right and descended moderately steeply to 
the road we’d taken to the crest.  Where this road curved 
there was a large tree and a sort of natural rifle pit that 
several Rebels occupied.  Unfortunately for them, we had 
it well under fire with scoped rifles, so much that 
whenever one-stepped out to take a shot he was hit.  One 
of them had a bright red shirt on and I’m afraid I taunted 
him unmercifully.  Most of the time we did not have an 
OC with us, so we resorted to a kind of trash talk to slow 
the enemy down, e.g., “You!  Yeah, you in the red shirt!  
You ain’t hidin’ from nobody!” then pulling the trigger 
when the target peeked out to look at their tormenter.  In 
time several of them just left, whether because an OC 

tapped them or out of frustration, I can’t say.  The firing 
waxed and waned, then waxed into a frenzy as the 
Confederates made a concerted push on the works.  
Brady’s was pulled from the far left into the main line to 
reinforce the Berdan’s and, after a crescendo of several 
minutes, the cease-fire was sounded again, at about three-
thirty. 
     With this, the principal fighting of the day ended.  
General Heim appeared and declared that the Confederates 
had tired of attacking us.  Given that they had done most of 
the hill climbing that day, this was perfectly 
understandable.  Still, we were pretty happy with 
ourselves.  We felt that we’d lost the first encounter of the 
day but won the second, and a split decision was a good 
deal better than what we’d been looking at in the morning.  
I’d fired about a dozen rounds in that first encounter, 
perhaps a dozen more in the skirmishing around the field, 
and then more than three dozen in the fighting on the 
hilltop.  It had been a busy day. 
     Four Confederates came out from behind the tree we’d 
had so much fun with and wanted to meet us.  I gave one 
some water and asked who they were with.  Two were 
with the 17th Virginia, I believe, another with another 
infantry regiment, and one with the artillery.  I have no 
idea what they were out to accomplish. 
     Berdan’s, having brought their knapsacks all the way 
up the hill, prepared to bivouac.  Brady’s headed down the 
hill, stopping by the Federal forward position to water up.  
On our return to camp we got our fire going again to heat 
water for cleaning, then stripped off our accouterments and 
coats.  It was sunny and hot, yet fairly dry with an 
occasional breeze, so after I dried out and cooled down I 
felt pretty comfortable.  It’s funny how people ask how we 
can stand to wear wool in summer.  We’re all so used to 
being either hot or not – out of air-conditioning or in it – 
that it’s easy to forget the subtle states that lie between.  
Most of the day we’d been in the shade and, on the whole, 
not uncomfortable. 
     After we cleaned our weapons we relaxed and sat 
around talking about the day.  I handed out lemon bon-
bons, the sort of treat that goes so well at times like this 
that I can practically hear the ad:  “Your wounds are 
dressed, your weapons clean – it’s lemon bon-bon time!”  
In the woods we could hear occasional firing, sometimes 
fairly intense, but we were at peace.  In time, Captain 
Simmons and First Sergeant Benjie and a few others of the 
Berdan’s came by.  Seems they launched a patrol into 
Confederate lines and got into a few arguments with 
recalcitrant Confederates.  I would hear later of other 
encounters that took place that afternoon, none of which 
contributed to the battle and all of which ended more or 
less acrimoniously.  Probably the commands should have 
halted the fighting for the day at 3:30 but they had allowed 
it to continue for those who wanted to.  In any case, the 
Berdan’s expedition had led them up to the very gates of 
the Confederate camp, which in turn led them to Sutler 
Row, so they were at least able to get some root beer and 
chicken to compensate them for their pains before heading 
back up the hill. 



     But most of Brady’s were headed elsewhere.  The 
Abernathy’s had to leave, as did Josh and Mark, all 
answering a higher call than that of the tactical.  Berdan’s 
adjutant and Major Carey left as well, but not before 
spending some pleasant moments in our camp discussing 
the deeds of the day.  As darkness set in Captain Kelley 
split a bottle of Merlot with Private Wilson, and as we sat 
around the campfire under the stars I was privy to several 
long and erudite treatises on the art of war, extending well 
beyond minie balls to the realms of littoral sea craft, 
airships, and biplane-mounted air cavalry.  The exertions 
of the day meant that there was no singing in the adjoining 
camps.  I turned in and, as the night turned chilly, wrapped 
up in my wool blanket and slept well and beetle-free till 
dawn. 
     We ate a leisurely breakfast, Captain Kelley sharing a 
frying pan of bacon with his two remaining privates.  
Deciding to lose his rank for the day, Kevin put on a plain 
sack coat and swapped his sword and pistol for a Sharps.  
We suited up at about seven and marched out for the field.  
We were halted near Federal headquarters and told the 
location of Berdan’s reserve ammo supply.  We picked it 
up on our way up the hill and, though short of men, were at 
least able to bring something to start their day off right. 
     We found ourselves deployed on the left again, but also 
learned that the fighting would not start until ten again.  As 
one way of passing the time, Captain Simmons sent out a 
patrol of his three youngest soldiers.  Justin Bowers, just 
turned sixteen this year, whose earlier career as a bugler 
had been prematurely truncated by braces, now went out as 
a patrol leader, accompanied by an equally young friend 
and Berdan’s even younger bugler.  Their mission was to 
get as close to the Confederate camp as possible and to 
keep the approaching enemy under observation, 
entertaining them as they were able with various calls on 
the bugle.  Bill and I followed them down the road 
descending from our position.  Our own objective was to 
keep ourselves entertained by shadowing the boys at a 
distance and covering them if they ran into trouble.  Bill 
remained near the top of the hill keeping an eye on the 
woods toward the Rebels.  I went a little farther.  At one 
point I followed a paper trail of empty cartridges into the 
woods to see where Johnny had gone the day before.  I 
found a woolen bag lying on the ground and examined its 
contents:  one plastic baggie with smashed bologna 
sandwich; one baggie with pickle, and one baggie with 
TicTacs.  I gave these to Bill then went back to keep an 
eye on the boys.   
     They weren’t long in waiting for entertainment.  A 
patrol of Confederates passed on the main road a ways in 
front of them.  I don’t know who fired first, but there were 
several shots, followed by the bugler playing a skillfully 
chosen selection of Forward, Skirmishers, Lie Down, Rise 
Up, and Commence Firing.  But soon the Confederates 
came not only up the road, but with a group deployed to 
our left through the woods.  These were clearly not the 
stray cats we’d played with the day before.  They moved 
quickly and took good advantage of cover.  They were 
skillful and aggressive.  Justin barely got back with his 

patrol and the rest of Berdan’s had to jump in and help us.  
At the same time the mountain howitzer was loaded and 
primed. 
     As the firing spread to our left I saw a Confederate 
officer approach up the road waving his hand.  As he 
apparently meant to converse, I stepped out into the road, 
my handkerchief in one hand and my rifle in the other held 
aloft.  “I’m not capped,” I said.  He looked a bit dismayed, 
perhaps slightly disgusted.  Looking at the cannon he said, 
“Is that loaded?”  I said, “I think so,” and we stepped off to 
the side.  “This isn’t supposed to be happening,” he said, 
and from there a cease fire gradually spread to either side. 
     As the Confederates came out of the woods onto the 
road I saw from the device on their sleeves that they were 
sharpshooters.  I also saw a familiar face.  “Yeah, it’s me,” 
said Jim Peterson of the Rowdy Pards.  “What are you 
doing with the Green Guys?”  “Brady’s Sharpshooters,” I 
explained, and we chatted a little.  They were part of a 
thirty-man company of Wooten’s South Carolina 
sharpshooters – a patrol of eight or ten.  They’d been going 
to take up a picket post when they ran into our patrol and 
felt that our forward movement was sufficient justification 
for chasing us back to our works.  More than that, I 
suppose they would take any excuse you’d give them to 
shoot Berdan’s. It’s a sharpshooter thing.  In fact, it’s half 
the reason Brady’s galvanizes at Neshaminy.  In any case, 
we stood down.  There was one more flurry of shooting a 
little later as they moved on the center of our works, but 
their officer called them back again and that was, we 
thought, the end of them. 
     In the quiet that ensued I took another walk down the 
road just to see whether they’d gone back.  I noticed, to my 
right, a little wicker work outpost overlooking the road 
that, upon inspection a little later, was just ten yards in 
front of our works – by putting an observer there we could 
get much earlier intelligence of an enemy approach than by 
putting a man at the turn in the road.  It was also clear that 
the howitzer was in a bad spot.  Riflemen could take it 
under fire from the woods before it could shoot and, by the 
time it had any kind of target, they would have been too 
close for safety.   I conveyed these snippets of wisdom on 
my return and the howitzer was pulled into reserve. 
     When ten o’clock came there was quite a bit of 
shooting somewhere to our right, punctuated by four sharp 
booms.  “The mountain howitzers,” I said.  “No,” said 
Kevin, “we only have three of those and they’re right 
around here.”  Apparently our cavalry had gone out and 
engaged the enemy.  I don’t know where, or if any of our 
infantry had been involved, but soon we got word that 
Heim was gathering all his remaining forces and would 
push down the hill to the Confederate camp, attempting to 
take it by a coup de main.  The sharpshooters would lead. 
     And so I found myself going back down the road that 
led down the hill, this time with Berdan’s all around me 
and the infantry and artillery following.  When we came 
within view of an extended earthwork the sharpshooters 
were deployed into the woods to the left of the road.  On 
the plus side, we were able to ensure there were no 
Confederates on that flank.  On the minus side, we were so 



encumbered by the undergrowth that, by the time we 
emerged by the earthworks we found them unoccupied and 
our infantry and guns gone on well ahead of us. 
     We gathered in a clearing in the left rear of the Union 
forces and saw our cavalry riding off en masse back to our 
camp.  I don’t know whether they were all casualties, out 
of ammunition, or what.  While here we also learned that 
General Heim, scouting in advance of his forces, with the 
sharpshooters hung up in the woods behind him, had 
gotten captured.   It didn’t look good. 
     Before Heim was hors de combat – in fact before we 
left the hill – he made sure an OC was attached to the 
sharpshooters.  Clearly he expected great things of us, but 
at this point it seemed a joke.  Still, there the OC was, and, 
during a lull in the action while Heim’s exchange was 
being negotiated and our infantry and guns moved 
forward, Brady’s was sent into some woods about two 
hundred yards from the Confederate cannon. 
     Bill and I scrambled as quietly as we could into the 
trees with Kevin right behind us giving directions.  
Berdan’s were off somewhere to our left and rear, the rest 
of the Federal army to our right and rear. 
     “When we go live,” said Kevin, “get the guns.” 
     I could only see one in front of me, sitting well out into 
a clearing with one cannoneer sauntering casually up to it.  
Suddenly a dozen people appeared around it, charges, 
sponges, and various other appurtenances in hand. 
     “My God,” I said, aloud.  “They’re right out in the 
open.” 
     “We’re live,” said Kevin.  I looked back to his voice 
and saw the OC standing right behind me.  I sighted on the 
crew.  “Man in the red shirt,” I said, and pulled the trigger. 
     From then until nearly the end of the battle I saw 
nothing but one man at a time through a four-power 32-
inch scope.  I would name a target, take aim, pull the 
trigger.  The OC was on the radio the whole time.  Bill also 
fired and, from time to time, so would Kevin.  One gun 
was abandoned, one fired, we moved forward and brought 
a second gun under fire till it, too was abandoned.  “Keep 
going,” Kevin would say, “They get us with canister and 
we’re toast.”  Our mountain howitzers came into action 
and cleared a third rebel gun with their own canister.  A 
cheer broke out from the Union line and both our infantry 
battalions – a total of 50 or 60 men – charged the hill. 
     There was one Confederate gun left.  It fired.  As the 
Union line crested the ridge two Confederate battalions 
met it while a third swung around their left flank.  Kevin, 
who had run up the hill with our men, just as quickly ran 
back, while I found myself behind him in the open.  Water 
splashed over my hip.  I saw I’d lost my canteen cork and, 
in a moment of absurdity, thought I should go back and 
look for it. 
     “Look out to your left,” said Bill, who fired at a figure 
near a tree in front of us.  I dove for cover, stuffed a 
handkerchief in the canteen spout, and reloaded. We 
exchanged a few shots with the Johnny till I realized there 
was something familiar about his hat and height. 
     “Is that you, Jim?”  I shouted over the din of battle to 
my right. 

     “Yeah, it’s me.” 
     I pulled out my other hankie and walked toward him.   
A couple of other Confederate sharpshooters ran up to me 
but I said, “I’m with Jim” and he nodded so they didn’t kill 
or capture me.  We only had time for a few words before 
the cease-fire blew again.  Apparently they’d been off 
hunting for Berdan’s, which is just as well as otherwise we 
wouldn’t have had quite as easy a time murdering their 
artillerymen.  We shook hands and returned to our units. 
     As the lines separated and units scattered by battle 
reformed, Kevin and Bill and I went to see the Confederate 
artillerymen.  We passed the OC whom I asked how many 
we had shot.  “You took out two guns,” he said, and it was 
clear he had no more idea how many people we’d shot 
than we did.  It was amazing how quickly I went from 
wanting to know the body count to making apologies.  “I 
was trying to get them before they pulled the lanyard on 
us,” I said.  “I know,” he said. 
     At the Confederate battery we shook hands with our 
erstwhile victims and advised them against wearing red in 
future engagements.  Turns out one of the gentlemen so 
attired was their safety officer, so I suppose he wasn’t 
actually hit, but it will be interesting to run into him again 
and see if he hasn’t made a wardrobe adjustment. 
     The Berdan’s were very congratulatory of Brady’s and 
by the time we got back to camp the word was we’d taken 
out two batteries, which would be twice as many guns as 
the Confederates actually had.  I had mixed feelings.  Part 
of me was glad to have had an impact on the battle.  Part of 
me didn’t feel particularly well about picking off 
defenseless individuals at distance, especially since 
artillery folk are generally pretty decent and friendly 
people when not actually firing canister at you.  And part 
of me realized that it hadn’t been that much of a 
contribution:  the Confederate artillery were focused on the 
main Union forces in front of them, not snipers;  there 
were three of us firing, not just me; the Confederate 
sharpshooters were looking for Berdan’s, who had our 
back; and the attack we tried to support was doomed, 
anyway, probably from the moment we undertook it.  Still. 
     Still.  The armies marched back to their camps singing.  
The bitching about the OCs had largely passed.  The 
stories about the battle, what was done right and what 
would be done differently next time, had already begun, 
and promise to grow ever more elaborate until next year’s 
stories take their place.  It was a good event and with a few 
tweaks will be an even better one next year. 
     And if the girls want to come to that one, too, it’s all 
right with me.  ž 
 

“Springing to the Call” 
 

Being that section of the newsletter where we 
discuss our new recruits and related business 

such as outfitting the soldier with uniform, 
accoutrements and matters of authenticity 

 



Editor’s Note:  Former unit commander Wayne 
Hovis has a number of uniform and 
accoutrement pieces for sale at a very good 
value.  Take a look at his list and contact Wayne 
if you would like to purchase any of his goods. 
 
·  2 pairs of pants, 34” waist length regular. 1 

black wool, 1 light tan jeans cloth. $15 a pair. 
·  2 shirts medium, 1 red checked, 1 green 

print,  $5 a piece. 
·  1 100% cadet gray uniform NC shell jacket 

and pants to match 34-waist length regular. 
$40. 

·  Federal uniform 4-button sack coat light blue 
pants same size as above $40. 

·  1 federal light blue great coat lined, brand 
new wore once medium $50. 

·  1 confederate greatcoat wool, lined $60. 
·  1 new tarred federal haversack with liner 

$10. 
·  1 canvas haversack, replica on army of 

Tennessee used once $10. 
·  1 tarred knapsack $15. 
·  1 cartridge box with sling and tins. $20. 
·  2 pairs of suspenders $5 a pair. 
·  1 black slouch hat 7 1/4 with federal infantry 

badge $10. 
·  1 Federal kepi with infantry badge $10. 
·  1 federal forage cap $5 
·  2 brand new tin cups from village tinsmith $5 

a piece. 
·  1 very small frying pan will fit on the back of 

a knapsack $5. 
·  1 medium frying pan $5. 
·  2 ground cloths not poncho style $5 a piece. 
·  2 wool blankets dark gray $5 a piece. 
·  1 monster wedge with frame poles $35. 
·  1 A frame tent with poles $15. 
·  1 pair of ladies leather shoes black size nine 

wore once $30. 
·  3 camp skirts size 12 1 black, 1 navy blue 

floral print, 1 purple with black stripe at 
bottom. $10 apiece. 

·  2 camp blouse's 1 cream colored 1 black 
medium size $5 a piece. 

·  1 white dress blouse lacy front size 16 $5. 
2. shawl’s 1 back silk 1 knitted pink $5. 

 

Editor’s Note: my brother’s friend and artifact 
collector, Ray Peeler, provided the following 
chart on how to determine cannon ball size. 
 
 

 

 

Civil War Community Mourns the 
Loss of Brian Pohanka 

 
Alexandria, Virg. – The Civil War community 
is mourning the loss of one of the most powerful 
voices in historic and battlefield preservation.  
Pohanka hosted some of the first meetings 
Association for the Preservation of Civil War 
Sites – the group that would later become the 



Civil War Preservation Trust.  CWPT President 
Jim Lighthizer said Pohanka was an unstoppable 
force in the need to preserve Civil War sites.  
“Few people have contributed more to keeping 
the memory of the Civil War alive for the present 
generation of Americans.  He will be missed.  
Pohanka was well known for his work on many 
Civil War documentaries such as Civil War 
Journal and Ken Burn’s The Civil War.  He 
authored many books and articles on the Civil 
War as well as participating in two 
archaeological digs at Little Bighorn and 
traveled to South Africa to study the Zulu Wars. 
     The 50-year-old Pohanka died of cancer on 
June 15 and is survived by his wife Cricket, and 
other family members.  Mr. Pohanka was an 
active member of the Civil War reenacting 
community.  ž 
 
Editor’s Note:  The preceding article, slightly 
edited, can be found on page 46 of the August 
2005 issue of Camp Chase Gazette 

 

All Quiet in the Camp 
 

     I hope you noted the August 14 event listed as 
Hovis Retirement party.  Tammy and Gary Cox 
are hosting a bash to send Wayne off in grand 
fashion.  To get to their house in Lincolnton take 
I85 South to 321 North, go to exit 24 
(Lincolnton), make a left at top of the exit ramp 
and go 4 to 5 stop lights to the BBQ King at 
Buffalo Shoals road, make a left at BSR, go 2 
miles to Woolie Rd. where you will see the sign 
on the left, but the road is to the right, see the 3rd 
house on the right with the flag pole.  The 
address is 1664 Woolie Rd.  Tammy’s phone 
number is 704-736-9258 or 828-461-7291.  Gary  
informs me that the party will start at 3:30 PM.  
Please call to let them know if you plan to attend 
so they know how many people to plan for. 
     Of late, the news has been dominated with 
talks of retirement and the death of two major 
historians, Shelby Foote and Brian Pohanka.  Mr. 
Pohanka is pictured in his Zouave officer’s 
uniform on the previous page.  My second year 
in the hobby included a trip to Winchester, VA 
for an event called “The Valley Campaign.”   

     Being new to the hobby, I was thrilled to be 
headed so far north, as I was sure we would be 
seeing some “real Yankees,” a prospect that got 
my Southern blood to boiling and my trigger 
finger to twitching.  Imagine my thrill as I 
strolled the pastures before the beautiful mansion 
and came upon none other than Mr. Pohanka’s 
famous Zouave Regiment, complete with 
Pohanka himself barking commands as they 
drilled for the crowd.  My God, they were a 
nasty and mean looking bunch, just what I had 
hoped for when I sent in my event registration. 
     Back then I swore I would never wear “blue.”  
What would my ancestors think?  How could I 
live with myself?  Wouldn’t all the North 
Carolina soldiers roll over in their graves?  I was 
firm in my resolve, “I’ll never galvanize!” 
     Years later I found myself purchasing my 
Army of the Potomac kit in order to take the 
field as a Yankee soldier at local North and 
South Carolina events, you see I found out that 
there was almost never any Yankees at the local 
events. The Confederate Army was often 
slaughtered by a company of Yankees that was 
hard-pressed to make a decent skirmish line.  
Imagine that.  I wonder what the crowds thought.  
This truly was Civil War reenacting at its most 
authentic best.   So far, William Wesley Kimball, 
my great-grandfather that served in the 28th NC 
has left me alone.  No nighttime visitations, no 
visits from hooded wraths ready to string me up, 
just a pleasant feeling that I was doing my best to 
portray history in a more accurate fashion.  
Imagine that.  
     I like to think that we all owe a debt to men 
like Shelby Foote and Brian Pohanka and many 
more dedicated historians and preservationists    
for keeping the memory of the Civil War soldier 
alive for those of us who were drawn to that 
period of America’s history.  “Strike the tent.”             
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