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Reveille 
 
      Christmas Party! Time to Pay Unit Dues! 
Winter Encampment Just Around the Corner!   
     So much to say, so little space to say it in.  
Where shall we begin?  How about with the unit 
Christmas Party which will take place on 
Saturday, December 11, starting at 6:00 PM?  
This year’s location will be Ciro’s  Italian 
Restaurant, located in Harrisburg, NC .  Ask for 
the Wayne Swiers’ party when you arrive. 
     Ciro’s is in a new group of buildings just off 
highway 49, behind the Post Office and what 
used to be the Food Lion (now Bloom).  If you 
are coming south on I85, take the Speedway 
Blvd. exit; turn left once you get off the exit, 
going away from Concord Mills.  Take 
Speedway Blvd. until it dead ends at the Lowes 
Motor Speedway, turn right onto Hwy 29 and get 
into the left lane, turn left at the stoplight 
(Morehead Road), go all the way down 
Morehead until you get to the stoplight at Hwy 
49, turn left, go to the second stoplight and turn 
left onto Roberta Road.  Ciro’s is in the first 
building just behind the Post Office on your 
right.  Drive around the building, the entrance is 
on the backside of the building.   
     If you are coming north on I85, you can take 
the 485 exit and get off at Hwy 49, turn left at 
the exit ramp onto 49 and proceed until you get 
to Harrisburg and turn left onto Roberta Road.  
Once you see the First Charter Bank on the right, 
you are one block from your left turn. 
     Jim Peterson has graciously provided an 
exciting door prize, which will be given to the 
lucky winner at the party!    
     Regimental Dues for the upcoming year 
are now due.  The cut-off date will be the 

weekend of the winter encampment, January 28-
29, 2005.  Regimental dues include the required 
ANV insurance and the cost of publishing and 
delivering the newsletter to our membership.  
The following is a breakdown on how to 
determine what you should pay: 
 

Military Member :   $30.00 
Military Member with non-military family 
members:  $30.00 plus $2.50 for each family 
member that will stay in camp.  ($8.50 for each 
family member if they do not have the same last 
name as the primary member.) 
Military Member with other family member 
that will be a rifle-carrying participant :  
$30.00 plus $8.50 for each rifle carrying 
dependent. 
 

     Make your checks payable to The Carolina 
Piedmont Living History Association and mail 
them to: 

Chad Caig 
PO Box 1860 
Indian Trail, NC 28078  

     If you are planning on attending the Fort 
Fisher event this year, you will need to pay 
your dues by January 1, 2005. 
     We have altered the date for this year’s 
Winter Encampment to accommodate those 
interested in attending Fort Fisher.  This year’s 
encampment will take place on the weekend of 
January 28-29.  As always, the Winter 
Encampment is a military member only event 
and promises to be both fun and very informative 
with lots of drill practice and safety training.  
You might want to dust off your Hardee’s 
Manual and read up on Skirmish Drill!  The joys 
of being a soldier know no boundaries. 
                                                             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, Company C). 

 
 
January 14-16, 2005.  Fort Fisher, Wilmington, 
NC 
     I believe the unit has been invited and they 
are requesting Federal troops.  If you have never 
been to this site for an event, it’s worth the trip.  
This event has no registration fee and the 
museum will feed the troops on Saturday night.  
This is a great opportunity to camp and fight on 
an authentic civil war battleground site. 
 
January 28-29, 2005.  Winter Encampment at 
Bost Grist Mill, Concord, NC 
     33rd Military members are encouraged to 
attend this annual event for all the usual reasons.  
NCO elections, lots of food and drill.  Bring 
extra blankets and all your winter gear! 
 
February 18-20, 2005.  Fort Anderson (near 
Brunswick Town) 
     Contact Louis Jenkins for more detail. 
 
March 19-21, 2005.  Bentonville, NC 
     One of 2005’s biggest events, registration is 
due by December 1 to Chad Caig ($8.00).  No 
Confederate walk-ons.  You can also bring your 
registration for this event to the unit Christmas 
party.  Mark your calendars and plan to attend. 
 
April 15-17, 2005.  Saylor’s Creek, VA 
     Recreate Daryl Simpson’s famous peanut 
butter crackers forced march with Federal forces 
nipping at your toes.  See the website, 
www.mainecav.org for more information.  Lt. 
Hovis reports that the Confederate troops will be 
portraying the 3rd Georgia and fighting as rear 
guard for Lee’s Army of Northern Virginia. 
 
 

April 30-May 2, 2005, McDowell, VA 
     A favorite of all the serious campaigner types, 
there is a strong groundswell to support this 
event this year within the 33rd’s membership. 
 
August 26-28, 2005.  Cedar Mountain 
     Recreate Brawner’s Farm and the Unfinished 
Railroad Cut.  See www.wmhf.org for details.   
 
Brickhouse, New York.  Date ??? 
     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. 
 
Colonel Chavez D. Freeze’s Tactical Challenge 
Shelby, NC.  Date undetermined. 
     Experience the Civil War tactics through the 
“learned Colonel from the West’s” point-of-view 
on 20 acres located near Shelby, NC.  This event 
is in the infancy planning stages.  More 
information to come 
     

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

 

www.1stncbattalion.org 
www.bonnieblue.net 

 

 
 

 
Photograph of Winter Quarters Depicts Officer with Wife 

 

Updates from the Field 
 

By Chad Caig 
 



     At the recent Fort Branch Reenactment the 
33rd NCT was represented in an informal 
meeting of the 18th, 37th, 51st, and 33rd NCT to 
discuss our upcoming schedules for 2005.  These 
organizations form the conglomerate company in 
which the 33rd has been a part of for the last 3 
years and will be for the foreseeable future. The 
only notably absent organization was the 1st 
Louisiana Zouaves, which did not seem to be at 
the event. 
     In addition to our schedule we also discussed 
the implementations of the School of the Soldier 
and other parts of the drill manual.  A lengthy 
but partial list of events was briefly discussed.  
The group agreed to meet again at the Fort Fisher 
event on January 15th and 16th.  I am sure there 
will also be some discussions amongst ourselves 
at the battalion meeting on January 9th. Below is 
the list of events we discussed: 
 

� Fort Fisher – Jan. 14-16 
� Fort Jackson – Jan 21 & 22 
� A Company drill in February 
� Bentonville – March 17-19 
� Appomattox – April 8-9 
� Sayler’s Creek – April 15-17 
� McDowell – May 6-8 
� Waynesville, NC June? 
� Lexington,VA – June 10-12 
� Loudon Heights – July 8-10 
� Antietam LH – August  
� Zoar, OH – September 
� Orange Co., NY – Oct. 7-10 
� Corinth, Mississippi - Date? 

 
     This is quite a long list, but is a pretty good 
representation of the events out there for us to 
consider doing next year.  All involved agreed 
that we would like to try to do about six events 
next year together as a large company.  
     The discussion of Blue vs. Grey also came 
up.  There is concern that we are doing events in 
Blue more and more.  There is also concern that 
we are among only a handful of units that are 
doing a Federal impression on a regular basis. 
     A few other points that were mentioned was a 
need for better NCO training, a need for the 4th 
regiment to firmly establish and stick with a 
specific drill manual, and the need for more 

frequent and productive drill either at events or 
weekends set up specifically for drill. 
     I know that these “notes” suggest a lot of 
ideas and vague notions of how we ought to do 
things, rather than things we are going to do.  
This is because we (the CPLHA as a group) 
needs to discuss these issues among ourselves 
and bring our ideas back to our sister units.  This 
is something to think about at the Christmas 
Party and especially the campfires of the Fort 
Fisher Event. Ÿ 
 

 
 

The Occupation of Ft Branch 
 

By Corporal Jim Peterson 
     The loyal Unionist moved up the Roanoke 
River during the past week arriving at a point 
two miles South East of the village of Hamilton, 
NC on the night of 4 November.  Our force 
found the river blocked by an earthen fort named 
by the confederate forces Fort Branch.  The 
General required the support of our river 
squadron so the decision was made to request the 
surrender of the forces inside the fort or reduce it 
by a test of arms. 
     The main body of our forces laid siege to the 
Fort on the afternoon of the 5th instant.  The trip 
along the dirt trails leading to this point had 
strained the ammunition trains and a number of 
our infantry were involved in guarding and 
assisting their movement.  Detached soldiers 
straggled into camp during the night of the 5th 
and when roll was called on the morning of the 
6th a number of key soldiers were found to be 
missing.  Most notable among the missing was 
Colonel Chavez D. Freeze.  His absence would 



have a telling effect upon the command later that 
afternoon. 
     An honorable request to surrender was 
rejected by the inhabitants of the fort in a most 
rude manor.  I will be delicate and continue by 
saying only that the response whipped our troops 
into a rage and they were eager to continue and 
reduce the works to ruin. 
     The general deployed the command before 
the works in the early afternoon on the 6th and 
by 2:30 we had driven the enemy skirmishers 
back to the main line defending the exterior of 
the fort.  The assault upon that line then 
commenced and with little resistance we drove 
the defenders back within the earthen walls of 
the fort proper. 
     It was at this point in the battle that the loss of 
our beloved Colonel was most felt.  Without his 
sage advice to continue the attack the general 
halted the main line to dress and place limited 
fire upon the fort walls and the few heads of the 
enemy that could be seen.   While the enemy was 
fleeing back to the fort we could have followed 
close on their heels and taken the fort within a 
few minutes but no, here we stood in full view 
and motionless.  The enemy reformed behind the 
protection of the earth wall and began to place a 
withering fire into our ranks.  Many a good lad 
fell from the ranks that afternoon as we provided 
target practice for the rebs. 
     The general, at last, continued the attack and 
in just a few minutes the fort was ours.  The few 
rebel scum who survived our attack were 
marched off down river to begin captivity with 
others of their kind that we had taken prisoner 
the week prior.  This individual had been slightly 
wounded during the final portion of the change 
and was excused from further duty for a week. 
     During the night of the 6th our scouts gained 
intelligence that a body of confederate infantry 
were approaching from the southwest.  The 
enemy force had limited Calvary and Artillery 
support and the general, again without 
consenting our beloved Colonel, decided to 
detach a small force to intercept them.  That 
force included our small company and we were 
to be on the road in light marching order by 7:30 
the next morning.  As I was excused duty the 
company departed without me.  For a full 

account of the following actions a complete 
report must be made by one of the survivors.  Ÿ 
 

 
Federal troops in camp outside of Nashville, TN. 

 

C. D. Freeze Captured at Battle of 
Franklin, Tenn.! 

Escapes in the dark through enemy 
lines!!  

 
News of a great battle at Franklin, 
Tenn., reached Raleigh this week.  The 
following is a personal account from 
Col. C. D. Freeze. 
 
Franklin, TN.  Our company advanced with its 
division towards the breastworks that stood 
between us and the gin.  The lines of Gray in 
front of us weathered away in a tremendous rifle 
fire.  We hit the works trying to avoid the dead 
and wounded, but it was impossible considering 
the multitude that lay beneath our feet. 
     As we crossed over the barrier the Colonel 
gave the order to halt, take aim, and fire.  As I 
looked around the Lt. was gone, the 1st Sgt, 3rd 
Sgt., and 4th Sgt. were not to be seen.  I only 
could conclude that they were wounded or dead.  
As the boys took to firing as quickly as they 
could load I dutifully took my place as the 
officer in charge of the company.  The company, 
down to 10 men looked expectantly in my 
direction as I gave them the order to fire again. 



     I over heard the Colonel order the Colors to 
the rear and I knew retreat was imminent.  As the 
order was given and our company complied, I 
hesitated for a moment to fire my piece as 
though one more round would change the 
balance of battle.  Foolish me, I was left standing 
alone against a wave of Blue that swept around 
me like a pack of huntin’ dogs on possum.  I was 
captured, lock, stock, and barrel, and I’d only 
fired one shot. 
     The Yanks wasted no time ushering me to 
their rear.  I was a prisoner.  I had been removed 
from my comrades so fast I could not fully 
comprehend my woeful predicament.  If I didn’t 
walk fast enough to suit them they’d give me a 
shove.  They called me names that I wouldn’t 
call a cur.  In fact, they treated me like one. 
     In the prisoner collection area I was ordered 
to ground arms, and to sit on the ground.  
Movement, I was told, would bring instant death.  
Slowly other boys were added to the count, and 
it wasn’t long before there were 60 or more 
gathered under guard.  After about 10 minutes I 
noticed my Colonel was being herded towards 
our group by three Yanks.  I chatted with a friend 
for a few minutes, and shared some water.  
Mostly, though, the men remained silent and 
looked at each other with deadpan faces. We had 
survived the blood bath, but the problems that 
awaited us made the dead and wounded appear 
fortunate. 
     The Yankee guards preened and strutted 
about with loaded muskets.  They knew they had 
the upper hand on us.  Its easy to be a poppin’ 
jay when your opponent is under your heal.  A 
couple of men were shot down as they tried to 
escape.  Too bad!  A cold earthen tomb awaited 
them, killed in a futile attempt at freedom.  I 
vowed to myself then and there that I’d bide my 
time, and make good my flight to freedom. 
     As the firing slowly ground down, and our 
forces left the field, we were ordered to lay our 
arms and ‘couters on stretchers, and were 
marched off, carrying the stretchers, under guard, 
to a holding area about a mile and half away.  
We stopped near the main Yankee camp in a 
swale and about 10 men were placed to guard us.  
Our arms were stored in the open about 50 yards 
away.  We were then ordered to make ourselves 

at home, build a fire and cook if we had rations, 
and told to take the “Oath” if we wanted to go 
home. 
     We pretty much followed the first two parts, 
but I didn’t see or hear any of our boys wantin’ 
to go home, least by that method.  A Yankee 
Major decided to strike up a conversation with 
me after supper, but I soon grew tired of his 
endless banter about how great they all was, and 
how fortunate we were, particularly that we were 
bound for Camp Douglas.  When I discovered he 
was of Irish descent I could not restrain my 
endless repertoire of Irish jokes, not because I 
dislike the Irish (I have much Irish blood in my 
veins), but as an effort to get his dander up. 
Surprisingly, he exercised good restraint at my 
humor. 
     He kept asking me to take the oath, and I’d 
crack another Irish joke.  This went on for about 
10 minutes, then he started bragging about the 
black troops that had fought agin’ us that 
afternoon.  The only Colored Troops I had seen 
that day were the ones guarding the hospital and 
they sure didn’t look eager to git into a scrap 
with us.  I asked him how his Irish boys and the 
coloreds got along.  He assured me that they had 
to be kept apart, and that they mostly fought each 
other more often than Rebs.  Then he worked his 
way back around to the Oath.   
     The Oath!!  How many times did I hear the 
Blue Bellies urge one of us to take the Oath?   
How can I take the Oath to a country that has 
burned, looted, and raped my state?  How can I 
live in a nation that has turned out women folk 
and children to suffer from starvation?  To have 
no place to sleep, or partake of the most basic 
needs of life?  If I never hear the word again it 
will be too soon!! 
     I was beginning to chafe under the Yankee 
Major’s attention when I noticed the guards were 
absent.  Interesting.  How long would this 
unusual circumstance continue?  I vowed to 
remain vigilant, and take advantage of this when 
it got dark.  Fortunately another prisoner got in 
on the conversation, and I took my leave.  I 
rolled my blanket and oil cloth up and concealed 
them between two bales of hay. 
     Soon the boys were wrapped in their blankets, 
snoring, still as the dead.  The smell of a skunk 



drifted into the stockade and I got kinda 
concerned.  Didn’t want to run into one of those 
during my escape attempt!  The cavalry camped 
across the creek was in their cups and singing 
songs of glory and conquest.  No danger there.  
The Yankee infantry camp on the hill above us 
was all quiet.  The guards were still absent. 
     It was my blood borne duty to escape, to 
continue the fight another day.   I decided the 
time was ripe.  I awoke my newly adapted 
spooning partner, and suggested the venture.  He 
readily agreed, packed his kit, as I grabbed mine, 
and off we went.  We rounded up our weapons 
and leathers, and headed for the bushes.  Luckily 
it was pitch black.  You know, dear reader, it’s 
hard to tell Rebels from Yankees in the dark.  
Never once was we challenged or questioned.  
The whole bunch of us could have walked away.  
I guess that Yankee Major faced a general court 
martial the next morning. 
     My pard and I walked and dog trotted 
towards were we thought our boys would be 
camped.  It took a while, but as the moon was 
coming up we topped the last hill and walked, 
tired as plow horses, into camp.  Home at last.  
There we found Lt. Hatcher and 1st Sgt. Tudd 
Dean enjoying a frugal meal and toasting to their 
lost comrades.  They stared in disbelief as if I 
had come back from the dead.  And that’s how I 
felt.  I soon rolled up in my blanket, pulled some 
hay over top of me, and fell fast asleep. 
     Little did I know that Gen. Hood would allow 
the Grim Reaper yet another opportunity to 
gather a bloody harvest.  That would be another 
story. Ÿ 
 

 
Colonel C. D. Freeze in stockade prior to escape 

 
 

Peterson’s Pointers 
����

Being the Observations  
And 

Advice from our Intrepid Corporal from the East 
 

Weapons Maintenance 
 
     It’s been a long year of reenacting and once 
again we put our stuff away for the slow winter 
months.  The uniforms have been hung and 
aired, plates and cups washed and the leather 
stuff hung on a peg.  But what about your rifle?  
You say you cleaned it after the last event and its 
good to go?  Is it really? 
     Most of us have our favorite way to clean the 
rifle and they all work well enough to get the job 
done while we’re at a reenactment.  When we get 
home we do a little bit better job inside the barrel 
and clean the rust off the exterior then we oil it 
up and stand it in the corner until the next event 
or the winter encampment. 
     I’ve seen more miss-fires this year with both 
Enfields and Springfield/Richmonds then I have 
in previous years.  The few rifles I got to inspect 
all suffered from the same problem.  When we 
give our rifles the usual light cleaning a layer of 
fouling begins to build up in the cone, what 
mainstreamers call the nipple, area and the 
channel that goes from there to the powder 
charge.  The interior of the cone should be a “V” 
from the leading edge down to the flash hole.  
With light cleaning the fouling buildup makes 
the interior a narrow “II ”.  One bad cap and the 



channel is blocked and you have a miss-fire.  
The same buildup occurs in the area between the 
cone and the bolster end of the barrel.  Now is 
the time to pull your cones and clean both areas 
with some kind of modern cleaning solvent. 
     I’ll be looking for weapons with this problem 
at the winter encampment.  Will yours be OK? 
 

Your Pard, Jim      
 
 

 
Federal officer quarters at Brandy Station 

 

“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 

 

Opinions and Views of an Officer 
 

By Lt. Wayne Hovis 
 

 I remember the time that I first drilled as a 
re-enactor, its still pretty clear in my mind after 
almost eight years in the hobby. One of the first 
things that I was told was that I would learn, 
besides the right equipment to buy and what food 
was good to take, was that I would be drilled and 
trained in the school of the soldier and school of 
the company. Being totally new to the hobby, I 
was in constant study and reading in Hardee's 
and at that time, since I didn't have a rifle yet, I 
went through drill using a broom until I felt 
comfortable. Then at my first event, a veteran 

was given the assignment of drilling me. No 
names will be mentioned but the fellow is now 
an officer in another unit. We both went thru the 
drill until he and I felt comfortable that what he 
had taught me and I had read in the manual was 
good enough to put me on the field of battle. I 
watch other units in our battalion drill and saw 
what I thought was the way that soldiers drilled 
and fought during that period of history and have 
done and taught drill the same way since that 
day. 
 Now since becoming an officer and reading 
more thoroughly, I have learned that all the 
learning and teaching that we each have endured 
and taught isn't exactly correct to the period. 
Here's an example, in loading in nine times I'm 
sure that we all have been taught to bring the 
rifle from the shoulder to the front of our bodies 
with the barrel facing away from us. If you read 
the North Carolina Drill Manual revised and 
improved by General W.J. Hardee CSA which 
by the way is exactly the same as Hardee's 
revised drill, it states that the rifle is taken from 
the shoulder to the first position of present arms 
and then the piece is carried with the left arm to 
the left side, butt upon the ground, barrel to the 
front, piece inclined to the right and front resting 
along the left thigh, muzzle six inches in front of 
the body, right hand grasping the piece just 
below the upper band and left hand extended 
along the piece. Wow! I don't remember that in 
any of my training or any of the men that I have 
trained. Try it at home and look at the difference, 
and remember that this is the way that troops 
from North Carolina loaded during the war and 
those or the troops we are portraying. Now as a 
unit from NC in a battalion that is called the 1st 
NC Battalion, I wonder why we were never 
taught that way? I guess maybe I'll find an 
answer when I asked the Sgt. Major, or maybe 
one of the higher ups can give me a response. 
 This is only one of many numerous, small 
but detailed items that you will find if time is 
taken to read the manual and study it. It is one of 
the reasons that I have written this article for the 
newsletter and hopefully I'll find out why we 
can't go to this method. Another reason is that I 
would like to put us thru this drill at winter 
encampment and some of the other items that I 



have found in the book. We will also go thru a 
weapons safety inspection list which is suppose 
to be used by the battalion, at least we'll feel safe 
in the fact that each man in the 33rd NCT has 
been put thru it and can rest assured that we all 
know what to do and when to do it. So boys be 
prepared for drill and maybe a little twist in what 
we all thought was the right way to do things.     
 

 North Carolina Flag Update 
 

By Chad Caig 
 

 I have had an opportunity and frankly a 
returned enthusiasm to pursue the history of the 
33rd NCT’s North Carolina battle flag.  From the 
limited information I have gathered, this flag was 
the first battle flag the regiment had and certainly 
was the first flag it carried into battle.  This flag 
saw its first and only action on March 17, 1862 
at the Battle of New Berne in the eastern part of 
North Carolina, where it was captured.  It was 
later returned to the state of North Carolina by a 
descendent of its captor. 
 Currently the flag is in storage at the North 
Carolina Museum of History.  It cannot be 
viewed due to the fact that the museum does not 
have a flag conservator and the flag is stored in 
such a way (it is rolled up with several other 
flags) that viewing it would cause further 
damage and decay.  The museum does have a 
flag very similar to the 33rd’s on display in its 
permanent “North Carolina and the Civil War” 
exhibit. For any of you who have not seen this 
exhibit, I would certainly recommend the trip to 
Raleigh to visit the museum and the adjacent 
Natural History Museum, both are free of charge. 
 I recently took a trip to view this flag and to 
examine specifically the stitching and general 
construction methods used, in hopes that I could 
obtain the materials to make a reproduction flag 
for the unit myself, rather than hire someone like 
Ben Tart to make one.  Ben Tart is a well-
respected sutler who is a purveyor of naturally 
dyed fabrics, period clothing (specializing in 
North Carolina), buttons, and period flags.  You 
can find him on the web at www.bentart.com. I 
give him this shameless plug because he is an 

excellent sutler and was extremely helpful in my 
research. 
 After speaking with Ben and gathering 
information from the museum and books, I have 
decided to try my hand at making this flag.  I 
ordered and received the necessary materials 
from Ben Tart at a cost of $42.80.  This money 
will be taken from the unit’s flag fund, which 
will leave approximately $350.00, in which we 
will need to decide what to do with.  Ben told me 
that his charge to make the flag would be 
somewhere around $600.00 as it is extremely 
labor intensive and extensive. 
 I hope to be able to put together some more 
historical information about this and other flags 
that the 33rd used during the war.  These are 
some of the most prominent symbols of the Civil 
War and have come to be both loved and hated 
by various groups.  Let us always remember that 
it is our intention as an organization to remember 
and recreate this turbulent period in our nation’s 
history and educate the public about the Tarheel 
soldiers and civilians. 
 I will work on the flag as much as I can in 
my spare time and hope to have it done 
sometime next year.  I know this is fairly vague, 
but this is nothing something I can or will rush.  
It will take a lot of time. Ÿ 
 

 
Illustration taken from John D. Billings’ book Hardtack and Coffee, The 
Unwritten Story of Army Life, drawn by Charles W. Read, page 167 

 

Safety is the Key 
 

By Sgt. Wayne Swiers 
 

     A couple of weeks ago several of us from the 
33rd NCT took part in the Fort Branch 
reenactment.  Changes to the schedule – driven 



by reenactor inputs – led to the tactical being 
held on Sunday morning.  The change was 
welcomed by those of us from west of I-95.  It’s 
a testament to those who organize, sponsor and 
host the event that they listened to us and reacted 
to the input.  Thanks to those folks, and good on 
‘em! 
     The tactical was excellent, as always.  The 
weather was great and we had a large area to 
maneuver in (although there wasn’t much need 
for it as most of the action took place in a 
relatively small space.) The action was fast and 
furious.  Confederate forces pushed the Federals 
up a small road and through a field of broom 
sedge and scrub trees.  In many cases the 
opposing forces could “see the whites of their 
eyes” as they contested the field.  That close 
proximity of the opposing forces leads to the 
focus of this article, which is safety. 
     I’m sure everyone has heard the term 
“situational awareness.”  It is a byword in the 
military and it’s just as important for reenactors.  
It simply means maintaining a conscious 
realization of where you are, where others are, 
and what you are doing; in other words, using 
common sense.  During the tactical I saw two 
serious and potentially deadly mistakes made 
when reenactors lost situational awareness and 
let the moment take away their common sense.  
In one instance, a young reenactor leveled his 
musket and fired at another reenactor with less 
than 25 feet between the two.  In the second 
instance, a cavalryman rode up to another 
reenactor and swung his saber, missing his 
“target” by less than six inches.  The young 
soldier was immediately corrected in no 
uncertain terms and appeared to be honestly 
horrified by what he had done.  Hopefully he 
learned his lesson – and also hopefully his ears 
are still burning from the heated “sermon” he 
received from the seasoned reenactor who 
corrected him.  The pony soldier was a different 
matter.  He took great offense at being corrected.  
Luckily one of his pards cooled him down and 
his unit commander, when he finally showed up, 
made an apology of sorts.   
     What happened?  In both cases, the guilty 
party was caught up in the scenario.  It’s easy to 
do; your adrenalin is pumping, you’re ready to 

prove you know what to do, and you can literally 
feel the excitement as it builds.  When the 
opportunity finally comes, your connection with 
the present fades and you feel you really are on 
the field and its 140 years ago.  The fellows not 
dressed like you are the enemy and your job is to 
stop them by shooting them.  Before you know 
it, they’re in front of you and you react by 
leveling your musket and letting them have it.  
After all, your pards are banging away on both 
sides and the officers and NCOs are yelling at 
you to shoot, to keep it hot.  You feel you’ve 
transported back in time, and it’s a great 
sensation.  That’s one of the reasons we reenact.   
     BUT…it isn’t 140 years ago.  Those guys 
across the field are not the enemy.  In many 
cases they are friends and colleagues that you’ve 
shared a campfire with and with whom you’ve 
swapped tales of past events, and maybe even a 
little Oh Be Joyful.  Loss of that situational 
awareness can lead to an accident where that 
friend and colleague is never there to share those 
things again. We can never lose the awareness 
that we’re in a potentially dangerous, even 
deadly hobby, and that we, individually, control 
the danger level.   
     We have safety checks in place.  Our officers 
and NCOs keep an eye on what’s going on, but 
they don’t know what you’re thinking, or not 
thinking, as the case may be.  Weapons 
inspections check only the functioning of the 
weapon, not the brain that controls the weapon.  
You are the only check available for your brain 
and only you really know what you’re doing.  
Just like our muskets, with their half-cocked 
safety position and the unit leaders who watch 
the line to make sure placements are correct and 
all is done correctly, our brains have a safety, 
called situational awareness.  Exercise that part, 
keep it working well and you can enjoy the 
emotions of the fight without the potential for 
serious injury or worse.  It may also save your 
ears a burning by some old reenactor who has the 
right to singe them if you do something 
dangerous.    

 
Editor’s Note:  The Sergeant’s Roll of Honor Standings 
does not reflect any points gained from attending Jeb 
Stuart.  These will be added into next month’s listing. 
 



Sergeant’s Roll of Honor Standings 
 Wayne Swiers – 59, Chad Caig - 55 

Allen Cottingham – 50, Wayne Hovis - 48  
Jim Peterson – 40, Louis Jenkins – 32 

Dan Shaw – 27, Gary Cox, Rick Rudisill & Bob Clary– 26 
 Daryl Simpson – 24, Ronnie Smith –23 
 Shelley Rudisill –21, Tammy Cox – 18 
 Blake Jones – 17, Mike Correll – 16.5 

   Marty Schoborg – 13, Sandra Swiers – 9 ����

 

 
Federal officers and servant at Brandy Station 
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From the Editor:  Some political commentary 
from a historical perspective… 
 
Dear Editor: 
 
     Now I’ve heard it all.  The northern states and 
those on the west coast want to secede from the 
United States because their candidate didn’t win 
an election.  Sounds familiar don’t it.  Didn’t the 
South lose a war trying to do just that?  Only it 
was a northern candidate that won. 
     Southerners fought for small government, low 
taxes, and keeping things the way they were?  
Those northern malcontents have become a 
bunch of sniveling losers, mad because their guy 
didn’t make it to the top.   
     The South took its lumps and rebuilt.  It takes 
a heap of grit to do that.  Now the South’s solid 

Republican, instead of Democrat.  In the long 
run General Longstreet has been proven right. 
     Ain’t it funny?  The more things change the 
more they remain the same. 
 
Col. Chavez D. Freeze 
   

 
Illustration taken from John D. Billings’ book Hardtack and Coffee, The 
Unwritten Story of Army Life, drawn by Charles W. Read, page 197 

 

All Quiet in the Camp 
 

     The editor would like to thank all of those 
members who contributed with articles to this 
newsletter, Chad Caig, Jim Peterson, Colonel C. 
D. Freeze, Wayne Hovis and Wayne Swiers.  
Your input is key to the continued success and 
quality of this publication.  All of the articles are 
timely, interesting and some include humor and 
just a little bit of the challenge to the status quo.  
Remember our motto, The Truth will set you 
free!  Or in some cases, it could result in the 
destruction of the Tarheel Dispatch presses.   
Keep rattling the cages boys! 
     Don’t forget what they say about springtime, 
“when a young man’s fancy turns to the rattling 
of sabers, the gleam of bayonets in the sunlight 
and the drifting of smoke from the tree line.” 
                                                                         BC  
                           Contacts 
Wayne Hovis, Unit Cmdr. 803-329-5378 
Wayne Swiers, Sergeant 704-279-7046 
Chad Caig, Sec./Treasurer 704-847-9679 
Jim Peterson, Corporal 910-488-1252 
Bob Clary Newsletter 
                 Editor 

704-455-1453 



 


