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Battle at Bost Grist Mill 
September 11th & 12th, 2004 

2nd Event at the Historic Bost Grist Mill  
Co-Hosted by the 33rd and 30th NCT 

Promises to be Bigger & Better than the 
first event!!! 

 
The following article is a reprint of the original, taken 
from the 13th NCT’s June 2004 newsletter, Ranaleburg 
Rifleman.  A small portion of the original article, not 
related to this subject has been edited out of the text in the 
interest of preserving space in this newsletter. 
 

Confederate Monument at 
Elmwood Cemetery Vandalized & 

Mysteriously Removed!!!  
 

Charlotte, NC.  The Confederate Memorial Day 
service at Elmwood Cemetery was hosted by the 
Stonewall Jackson, James H. Lane and Henry 
Severs Chapters of the United Daughters of the 
Confederacy, the 43rd NCT and the Sgt. 
DeArmond SCV camp.  The guest speaker was 
Rev. Buddy Pigg of Matthews’ Mt. Harmony 
Baptist Church.  The attendance was average for 
previous ceremonies at the cemetery considering 
the reenacting community has not participated in 
several years due to the rebellious behavior of 
the Ross SCV Camp of Charlotte, who 
previously hosted this event.  The Ross Camp 
under the guidance of Larry Walker was 
instrumental in placement of the monuments in 
the United Daughters of the Confederacy section 
of the cemetery.  Monuments to the Charlotte 

Grays, the 49th, 30th, 43rd, and 13th were placed in 
a 3-year span. 
     This was a remarkable feat and the 13th 
contributed one half the cost with additional 
monies chipped in from the 43rd’s excess fund 
for the Ranaleburg Riflemen monument and the 
remainder from the monument fund of the Ross 
Camp.  Larry Walker placed the order through 
the monument company of Rock Hill, SC, as a 
representative of the Ross Camp.  Then came the 
big breakup of the Ross Camp.  The monument 
fund was closed and Larry and many others left 
the Ross Camp and formed the DeArmond 
Camp.  Walter Hilderman was elected 
commander and the hatred between the two SCV 
Camps began to grow. 
     The Ross camp took over care and 
maintenance of the plot and chained the gate at 
the Elmwood plot to bar entry.  The 30th 
monument was vandalized last fall and cleaned 
on site.  Then it was gone!  Mysteriously 
removed and replaced with the 49th NCT 
monument.  The Ross Camp authorized the 
removal by the Rock Hill monument company 
and it was placed in storage on the back lot.  It 
was stated by an individual that it was to be 
destroyed. 
     When the 30th found this out, and tracked it 
down, the truth was out.  They have been ordered 
to replace the stone, but it will go in the place 
previously occupied by the 49th as the 49th’s was 
moved to the 30th’s old spot. 
     This has to be the lowest of the lows for any 
organization to partake in destroying 
Confederate monuments no matter whose they 
are.  They represent 18th century soldiers, our 
ancestors that fought for a cause they believed in 
 



 and not for any 21st century objectives.  To 
stoop this low to banish a six-foot Confederate 
monument to the back lot of a warehouse in 
Rock Hill, SC to deteriorate is totally disgusting. 
     Whenever the Egbert Ross SCV Camp of 
Charlotte is mentioned, please remember this 
unethical, underhanded, dirty deed. œ 
 
See page 4 for more information on this story. 
 

Reveille 
 
     Some of you may feel that it is redundant to 
reprint an article from another regiment’s 
newsletter.  The fact is, the 33rd is fortunate 
enough to be on the 13th’s mailing list and your 
editor was outraged at the lascivious behavior of 
the Egbert Ross SCV Camp of Charlotte, as 
outlined in the Ranaleburg Rifleman article.  
Many of you, myself included, contributed 
financially towards the purchase of the 30th 
monument and also spent a number of hours 
digging in the Elmwood plot to help place the 
foundations of many of the soldier’s markers 
there, as well as the regimental markers noted in 
the article.  
     This action is an outrage and it must be noted, 
if for no other reason than to underscore the fact 
that this particular incident is indeed the lowest 
behavior that I have ever heard of taking place 
within the living history community in my 
twelve plus years in the hobby.  It underscores 
without a doubt what many of us in the living 
history world have always said about radical 
members of the SCV having a dangerous agenda 
with no real regard for the history they seek to 
manipulate for their own purposes. 
 
                                                             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). 

August 7th – Workday at Bost Grist Mill 
 
September 4th – Combined Meeting/Workday at 
Bost Grist Mill 
 
September 10-12, 2004 – (33rd Max Effort/4th 
Regiment Max Effort) Battle at Bost Grist Mill, 
Concord, NC  
     Unit workdays for this important event have 
been lightly attended but much work has been 
accomplished by those few who come.  Make 
sure to set aside time to attend this event. 
 
September 25, 2004 – Gold Hill Living History, 
Gold Hill, NC 
     This annual living history day is hosted by the 
28th NCT and has been an annual fixture in the 
area for a few years now.     
 
October 2-3, 2004 (4th Regiment Max Effort) 
Laurel Hill, VA 
     Annual event hosted by the 21st NCT at the 
original home of General Jeb Stuart. 
 
October 16-17, 2004 – Anniversary of Cedar 
Creek, VA (ANV Max Effort) 
 
October 28th – General Membership Meeting 
 
October 23-24, 2004 – Brattonsville, SC     This 
local event is sponsored by the Palmetto 
Battalion, south of York, SC on the property 
where part of the movie, The Patriot was filmed. 
 
November 5-7, 2004 (33rd Max Effort/4th 
Regiment Max Effort) Fort Branch, Hamilton, 
NC 
     Hosted by the 1st NCT, this event is always a 
great way to end the year.  Pray for good weather 
this fall! 
 

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

 

First NC Battalion Website: 
www.1stncbattalion.org 



 

First Division ANV Website: 
www.bonnieblue.net 

 

Jackson in the Valley by Dale Gallon 
 

On Leadership 
By 

 Colonel Chavez D. Freeze 
 
     Not an event goes by without a campfire 
discussion about the leaders of the reenacting 
community.  Positive comments are usually 
outweighed by the negative ones.  Do you ever 
wonder if the officers are doing the same around 
their campfire?  Do they lay awake on their cots 
in command row and mentally ponder the same 
questions and thoughts?  “Am I a good leader, do 
I give the right commands, why are only two or 
three of my boys here?”  And everyone in the 
regiment comes to the same question.  Does it 
look like the unit is dying on the vine? 
     Yeah, yeah, a unit could do surveys, hold 
special meetings and have a recruitment drive.  
You could decide on which events are and which 
events are not worth your attention, but let’s face 
it, to us old timers all re-enactments are pretty 
much the same- go boom and fall down.  The 
afternoon battle is over, now let’s go get some 
beer.  Sometimes, though two brain cells begin 
to bump together and occasionally I ask myself, 
“What makes a good leader?  Are the leaders, at 
least the ones we glorify, in real war different or 
a cut above those in the re-enacting 
community?”   
     Let’s look at a list of real war leaders and try 
to figure out their positive attributes. 
     Daniel Morgan- now there’s a leader if ever 
there was one.  The Wagoneer, or so he was 
called.  He had some solid knowledge under his 

belt, and at Cowpens, inspite of a bad back, it 
showed on that cold Jan. morning.  But he did 
something else, he went among the troops, 
particularly the skittish militia, and asked of 
them no more than they were capable of 
doing…three shots.  Then they could go home to 
their women folk and brag about the good job 
they did.  He talked to them man to man.  Greene 
tried to do that at Guilford Courthouse but was 
less successful.  Quakers just ain’t as believable 
as mule skinners. 
     Benedict Arnold- yes, I know he tried to sell 
West Point to the British, but if he had not gotten 
off of his sick bed at Brandywine and led a 
devastating ‘follow me’ counter attack on the 
Redcoats we might still be paying homage to the 
Queen.  The Revolution wrecked his fortune so I 
guess he had a right to sell purchase options on a 
few acres of Hudson River real estate.  His men 
loved him, but obviously not for his scruples.  
One ole’ timer said unbeknownst to Arnold’s 
face, “I’d bury his leg with honors, and hang 
Arnold if I ever see ‘em.”  
     R. E. Lee- just had to throw him in, but could 
you see U. S. Grant attempting to lead Hood’s 
Division at Tapp’s Farm after AP Hill’s Corp got 
spooked?  As one of Hood’s veterans said, 
“Someone get that old damn fool to the rear.”  At 
Gettysburg Lee was so confident of his men he 
knew they would succeed on the third day.  Why 
else would he have given them that God-awful 
task? 
     Stonewall Jackson- a bit odd of a man, but 
he was a genius in the flanking maneuver.  His 
natural instinct was to be out front, to be visible, 
expect the supreme sacrifice from everyone.  
And his sense of duty got him killed.  But he’s 
immortal.  He knew what his men could do and 
rewarded them with 10 minutes of rest for every 
50 minutes of marching. 
     Napoleon Bonaparte- the Little Corporal 
was a favorite of his men, perhaps because he 
was from a commoner’s background.  But during 
the retreat from Russia he could be seen amongst 
his men.  Up ‘til he arrived in Western Europe, 
then he made a beeline for Paris.  He darn near 
conquered all of Europe, much like another 
corporal who came along 100 years later. 



     Nathan Bedford Forrest- a fightin’ man’s 
man.  Didn’t know doodle squat about classical 
warfare, but his out front dash and fighting spirit 
led him to victories that would have squashed 
common  generals.  He sure knew a lot of men in 
the South after the war.  How else could he have 
set up the Klan?   
     Charles DeGaul- Are you crazy you ask?  
Kinda.  Ole’ Charlie ain’t known in the real 
world for his leadership abilities or any real 
victories for that matter.  But he is known to the 
French.  He made sure of it after the Vichy took 
over affairs in occupied France.  His picture was 
on the living room wall of every French 
resistance fighter. 
     The list could go on and on.  We could 
ponder the merits of George Washington, George 
Custer, George Patton, Douglas MacArthur, and 
so on.  We could debate their leadership abilities 
and what they did here or there.   Instead, let’s 
look at a few common characteristics amongst all 
the distinguished warriors named above. 
     First- their name and face was out there for 
everyone to see.  The newspapers and the public 
swooned over them. (Well, sometimes they 
didn’t.) 
     Second- they were in a war at one time or 
another. 
     Third- most won battles, and some overcame 
insurmountable odds. 
     Fourth- they were adored by their troops 
because they took the time to know the men they 
bossed around.  The best of the generals knew 
what their “boys” were capable of doing.  And a 
few fortunate leaders received efforts beyond 
human ability. 
     So when a leader lies awake on Friday night 
at a reenactment and asks himself, “Where are 
my boys, why ain’t they comin’ to this event?”  
maybe he should look at the above items One 
through Four and consider them as a quiz. 
     First- yep, your name and face is out there for 
everyone to see regardless of the outcome. 
     Second- you may have been in a war at one 
time, but no Civil War.  Although some 
individuals are determined to become the oldest 
surviving Civil War officer, the real thing died 
years ago. 

     Third- you ain’t gonna win a battle unless the 
script says so.   
     Fourth- have you randomly called any of the 
membership lately just to find out how they’re 
doing?  I don’t mean the 1st Lt., or the 1st  Sgt.  
Have you called the member who has been 
around for a couple of years, or the new recruit 
that’s in his first season?  Have you e-mailed 
greetings or a unit update to your cyber Rebs? 
Have you made all of them feel like they 
contribute something to the unit? 
     Regardless of what you answered on the first 
three, if you answered yes on #4 then you are on 
your way to being a real leader and your unit 
stands a whole heap-a-chance of surviving.  
Remember Abraham Maslow’s pyramid of 
human needs?  Once a person has the more base 
human requirements met, food, water, shelter 
and more food, the need to belong to a group 
must be satisfied.  Do the members have a sense 
of community?  If you answered ‘no’ to #4 does 
DeGaul hit a sour note? 
     However, one thing pre-empts all four of the 
above.  You must be present to take the quiz.  
Men without leaders become a mob and gravitate 
towards the fellow with the loudest voice, or 
they just loose interest and go home, never to re-
enact again. ž 
 

More on the Monument 
Controversy at Elmwood Cemetery 
Vandalism and Removal of 30th NCT 
Monument at Elmwood Gives a Brief 

Glimpse of the Dark Side of Some 
Heritage-Oriented Groups 

 
By Bob Clary 

 
      Many of you may remember that several 
members of the 33rd, myself included, attended 
the Confederate Memorial Day Service at 
Elmwood Cemetery back in May.  From the 
position where the soldier/reenactors were 
posted, I noted that a monument had been broken 
off at the base, but thought nothing of it until 
getting the unit copy of the 13th NCT newsletter, 
which spelled out some disturbing events that 
have occurred in the past year at Elmwood, 



specifically regarding the vandalism of the 30th 
& 49th NCT monuments and the subsequent 
removal of the 30th NCT monument by the Major 
Egbert A. Ross SCV Camp.   
     Since this newsletter is the primary source of 
information about the hobby for our 
membership, your editor felt the need to further 
investigate what is indeed going on at Elmwood 
with the monuments and therefore went direct to 
the former Captain of the 30th NCT, Walter 
Hilderman for verification of the story and more 
details.  The following information is a direct 
quote from Captain Hilderman, as told to your 
editor: 
 

     “As your readers may recall, The Major 
E. A. Ross SCV Camp removed the 30th NCT 
monument from Elmwood Cemetery near 
downtown Charlotte, NC.  The United 
Daughters of the Confederacy have been the 
designated caretakers of the Confederate 
section of the cemetery for approximately 
one hundred years.  The Ross Camp, 
illegally claiming the monument as their 
property, sent the six foot tall, 2000 pound 
granite marker back to the monument 
company for a “cleaning” that had already 
been completed. 
     This particular Confederate monument 
and a similar one honoring the 49th NCT 
were spray-painted by vandals several 
months ago.  These were the only two 
monuments that were damaged, although 
several others are nearby.  Curiously, the 
unit history that is engraved on each stone 
was painted-over, while the large red, white 
and blue Confederate battle flags on both 
were untouched.  Members of the currently 
disbanded DeArmond SCV Camp and the 
local reenactment community have 
suspected all along that radical Ross Camp 
members were responsible for the spray-
paint incident. 
     A Ross Camp compatriot, Felix Collier, 
spent several weekends cleaning both 
monuments.  The Ross Camp then voted to 
have the 30th N.C. regimental monument 
returned to the stonecutter’s warehouse for 
“storage.”  One Ross Camp member told 

the monument company to “keep it until we 
decide where we want to put it.” 
     Members of the DeArmond SCV Camp, 
the 30th NCT reenactment group, and the 
United Daughters of the Confederacy 
complained to city officials.  The officials 
intervened and had the monument returned 
to the cemetery, although, not to its original 
location.  Although the Ross Camp voted at 
their meeting to have the monument 
removed, they are now blaming the whole 
incident on Compatriot Collier. 
     Why did the Ross SCV Camp insult the 
memory of this particular Confederate 
regiment?  Why would they offend the 
reenactment community, and violate one of 
the SCV basic commandments:  the erecting 
of monuments?  The reason is clear:  The 
DeArmond SCV Camp is named in honor of 
Sgt. Aaron L. DeArmond of the 30th NCT.  
Walter Hilderman is the C.E.O. of the 30th 
NCT and Camp Commander of the 
DeArmond Camp.  Hilderman is also co-
founder of “Save the SCV” and is running 
for SCV Commander-in-Chief.  The Ross 
Camp’s radical leadership had this 
monument removed in order to make a 
childish and hateful modern political 
statement. 
     The 49th NCT monument was damaged 
during the course of this episode.  Officials 
in Charlotte city government have learned a 
valuable lesson about the Ross Camp, and 
regrettably, about the Sons of Confederate 
Veterans.  The Charlotte-area reenactment 
community, along with the U.D.C. and 
DeArmond Camp members is considering 
legal action that would force the Ross Camp 
to restore the cemetery to its proper 
condition and pay for that restoration”. 

 
     As your editor has previously stated, a 
number of the current members of the 33rd NCT 
contributed financially to the fund to pay for the 
30th monument and helped erect a number of the 
headstones to Confederate soldiers in the U.D.C. 
section of Elmwood.  No amount of outrage 
about what was done to these monuments can 
properly be stated.  Over the years, I have often 



heard the fear that the politically correct climate 
in this country will lead to the removal of 
Confederate monuments throughout the South.  I 
never dreamed one of the first removals would 
be done by a Sons of Confederate camp. œ 

 

 
 

Peterson’s Pointers 
����

Being the Observations  
And 

Advice from our Intrepid Corporal from the East 
 

On Foraging 
 

Excerpts from Love and Valor: Intimate Civil War Letters 
Between Captain Jacob and Emeline Ritner 

    
  Foraging was sometimes required by an army 
on the move.  As Sherman’s army moved 
through the Carolinas it made extensive use of 
foraging.  The army traveled on a 40 mile front 
with foragers going out for up to 20 miles on 
either side. Captain Ritner, 25th Iowa writes a 
letter to his wife on March 14, 1865 after 
Sherman’s army arrives in Fayetteville, NC.  
Portions of it cover foraging in the Carolinas.  
The following is not “Southern Spin” but was 
written by a person who had a hand in doing it. 
      ...But Oh!  The horrors of war!  You have no 
idea of the desolation and suffering caused by 
the invasion of a hostile army; words cannot 
describe it - it must be seen to be realized.  We 
have had about three mounted foragers from 
each company.  They go sometimes 25 miles and 

destroy a great many things that are of no use to 
them.  They go into the houses and search every 
nook and corner, up stairs and down, for meal 
and meat.  Hundreds of families are left without 
a mouthful of anything to eat - not even a 
chicken or pig, cow or anything.  I suppose we 
have not less than 15,000 head of cattle right 
now that have been gathered up in the country, 
and none of them are fit to eat.  As fast as they 
give out or stick fast they are shot and left lying. 
     .... every few days the army has to be cleaned 
up of extra mules and horses; if this was not 
done the whole thing would soon be mounted.  
Then we have to cross a pontoon, guards are 
placed at the end to prevent more than the proper 
number of animals from going over.  We are 
allowed 13 pack animals to the regiment; the rest 
are turned into a corral; those that are of any 
account are put in the train and the rest are shot.  
They are shooting hundreds of them here that 
might be of some use to the people, if they were 
left... 
     ...Our foragers 
came in last night.  
They have been out 
8 miles towards 
Goldsborough and 
15 towards 
Wilmington.  They 
had a fight with the 
rebels but drove 
they back and came 
in loaded with 
forage.  Our mess 
got 3 gallons of 
honey and lots of 
meat and meal.  
The rebels capture 
a good many of our foragers and sometimes 
shoot them after they surrender, but they are 
perfectly reckless and ride all over the country as 
if they were at home.  They get a great deal of 
meal by taking possession of mills and grinding 
corn for themselves... 
 
The complete collection of letters between 
Captain Ritner and his wife, Emeline can be 
found in the book, Love and Valor: Intimate 
Civil War Letters Between Captain Jacob and 



Emeline Ritner.  Edited by Charles F. 
Larimer.   
 
The illustration in the body of this article is 
entitled, The Forager, a 1907 painting by 
Gilbert Gaul. 

 
Federal officer quarters at Brandy Station 
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June 11th, 12th, and 13th 

 

By Col. Chavez D. Freeze 
 
     Traveled to Statesville on the above dates to 
participate in a local re-enactment known as 
Allison’s Woods.  Arrived at 7:30 pm on the 
11th, and found registration without difficulty.  
Was not charged a fee for walk-on as a national 
publication had wrongly listed July 1st as the 
deadline for registration.  It took some time to 
find the Union camp, as it was in a secluded area 
and there was only one sign denoting its 
location. 
     As I entered the encampment I discovered 
many comrades and units from previous 
campaigns.  Among outfits present were the 2nd 
US Regulars, the 20th Maine, the 14th Iowa (aka 
25th NC), and the 21st Mass. (aka 49th NC).   
Firewood was adequate and free hay was 
available in the campsite itself.  Water was 
always available, and when the supply became 
empty it was quickly replenished.  Walt 
Hilderman was overall Federal commander for 
the weekend.  

     Not wishing to ramble further around the 
camp I stashed my musket and bag with the 21st 
Mass. and made my bed as comfortable as I 
could.  I then began to renew friendships and 
acquaintances with comrades thought to be long 
dead or invalid.  Martial and private lives were 
discussed long into the night between frequent 
toasts and celebrations.  Needless to say, it was 
not long until daylight once we had turned in. 
     Daylight came early but plenty of Yankee 
coffee alleviated any of my doubts as to the 
nature of the day ahead.  The weather was 
overcast so battalion and company drill was 
easy.  Morning parade was held and the flag was 
flown at half-staff in honor of a recently departed 
President.  We then retired as a group from the 
drill grounds.  Once dismissed, some of the 
fellars went to the settlers to look or buy.  I had 
the personal pleasure of visiting with Rex Hovie 
and his establishment, but quickly cut my visit 
short when I spied a canvas structure with a sign 
out front that announced “Miss South’s” 
presence.  Her prices were much too steep for a 
poor fightn’ man’s wallet, but I could look and 
that I did.  Some of the men spent three dollars 
each just to have their image struck with the 
lovely ladies. 
     Once back at camp I partook of lunch and 
some rest.  Around 1 o’clock we were given first 
call and rousted out for the afternoon battle.  The 
sun had burned off some of the morning 
cloudiness and the air became warm and humid.  
None-the-less, our brave battalion marched out 
on to the field led by the 2nd US Regulars who 
served as skirmishers and made first contact with 
the enemy.  The 21st Mass. was designated as 
second company and came on line “by the right 
of files and into line.”  We executed that 
maneuver as if on parade and commenced a 
steady fire on three small companies of Rebs. 
     It wasn’t long before the enemy’s artillery 
had us in their sights and commenced a 
bombardment on our line.  However, Hilderman 
kept the entire battalion on the move and when 
the Reb cannon had the range we would move 
forward or backwards.  It wasn’t long before the 
Reb Cavalry decided to test us.  Capt. Todd 
Whisnant, upon seeing the horsemen’s advance, 
had the company load and come to ready.  Then 



he commanded “Aim”, but delayed our fire until 
they where within a stone’s throw of our ranks.  
When the command “Fire” came, had the times 
been realistic, we would have kilt all of ‘em and 
dined on horse meat that night.  We’d sure 
looked pretty in a yellow trimmed gray jackets 
with sabers hanging off our belts. 
     The battle continued but eventually the Rebs 
wore down and were routed from the field.  
Many of our boys were dead or missing, and not 
a few wounded.  But the victory was won.  After 
the battle the battalion mingled with the 
spectators, and some of us went back to Miss 
South’s establishment, jest like hungry dogs at a 
bawdy meat market. 
     1st Sgt Jerry Hopping went to the settler that 
evening and returned with meat, potatoes, and 
lots of ale.  He prepared an Irish Stew that would 
have made a Mick jealous.  And my Irish 
ancestors didn’t complain one bit when I 
consumed all I could hold.  Nothing tastes better 
than food (and liquids) consumed in the 
outdoors.  Tobacco, beer, and whiskey made the 
evening flow by quickly, and the conversation 
was always lively.  Three ladies of the 21st also 
lent a lift to the conversation, so there was never 
a dull moment. 
     Sometime before dark Miss South and her 
affiliates, in all their finery but without many 
clothes, decided to visit the Union camp.  I’m 
sure she found the Constitution Men to have 
more funds than the destitute Rebs on the 
backside of the hill.  Greenbacks are more easily 
spent than chickens and promises.  The boys got 
preturbed though, when the 2nd US Regular’s 
Capt. took it upon himself to forcibly escort the 
ladies out of camp.  The Col’s adjutant became 
so upset he offered to write them a pass if they’d 
just say the word, and issue a warrant for that 
captain’s arrest to boot. 
     The boys of the Iowa company auctioned off 
a trunk full of items that belonged to a dearly 
departed Captain.  I could not bid on the items, 
as my pocket book and conscience would not 
allow it, but there were many a good item sold 
off to benefit the “unwed fathers” of the 14th 
Iowa. 
     Around 10 pm it was time to turn in.  Most of 
the soldiers had turned in early, having spent the 

night before talking and consuming.  I guess they 
were real tired.  It began to rain about this time, 
and rained in various degrees all night long.  
Along about daylight I got up and stoke the fire, 
but jumped back into my shebang when it started 
to rain again.  The clouds became thicker and 
closer to the ground, and the rain got heavier at 
times.  About 10 am I decided to skedaddle when 
the rain had stopped for a spell.  I had been 
rained on in excess the last two events and had 
little enthusiasm for another bath.  On my way 
home I encounter several heavy showers, and do 
not know if the afternoon battle was held. 
     Allison’s Woods is at a convenient location 
and time of the year.  With the cost of travel 
event increasing, it has the possibility of 
becoming a popular. œ 

 

 
 

 “Pennings from Penelope” 
 

                                                      August 1862 
Dear Friends, 
 
     I fear our plight has turned for the worst as 
we are now working!   Not an easy task, but as 
washerwomen, we do make some monies to 
procure housing and food, plus some essentials.    
     I fear we will no keep this up much longer as 
some incidents of collecting our pay is so 
unpleasant.  Alas! We auctioned off some 
clothing of Mr. C’s he did not pay and we took 
matters into our own hands after hearing of his 
card playing.  Needless to say this generated 
more money than his bill for our washing and 
mending. His shirts were on the new side with all 
of the buttons and no signs of repair.  Can you 
imagine how his poor Mother or Wife will feel 
knowing her labors of love were so carelessly 
tossed aside?  Is this man such a thoughtless 
creature to have no regard for their handiwork?  



Although our actions were harsh, let me just say 
we have now receive our pay for services 
rendered in a most promptly manner.    
     If we cannot continue in this line of 
employment, I suppose we can turn to being 
peddler women, but what would we sell.  So are 
our choices?  
     I bid you farewell as I must commence the 
ironing… 
 
Your friend 
 
Penelope. 

                                

 Sergeant’s Roll of Honor Standings 
 Wayne Swiers – 34, Chad Caig - 31 

Wayne Hovis – 29, Allen Cottingham - 26  
Jim Peterson – 22, Bob Clary - 19 

Mike Correll – 16.5, Dan Shaw – 15, Gary Cox – 14 
Louis Jenkins -14, Daryl Simpson - 12 

 Ronnie Smith, Rick Rudisill - 11 
  Tammy Cox, Shelly Rudisill - 6  

Blake Jones, Patti Proctor – 5 
 Marty Schoborg – 4, Karl Wilkes – 3 

Dede Wilkes – 2, Gail Bradley – 1 
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The Clearing 

By  
Tim Gautreaux 

 
Vintage Books. 305 pages. $13.00/paperback. 

 
Reviewed by Bob Clary 

 
     About once a year, a superior work of fiction 
finds it’s way through the publishing houses and 
makes it to the book stores, where two to three 
copies are tucked into the slot, dutifully placed in 
alphabetical order in the fiction section.  If the 
book has an interesting cover, it may be turned 
face outwards to attract the browser. Tim 
Gautreaux’s fictional novel, The Clearing, is 
such a work.  The Clearing is Gautreaux’s 
second novel.  His first book was entitled The 
Next Step in the Dance.  
     Faithful readers of The Tarheel Dispatch may 
wonder, “Why is Bob reviewing a fiction novel 

in this newsletter related to the Civil War?”  The 
answer is simple.  I feel the need to make a 
recommendation of this book because it is 
worthy of consideration of your time and part of 
the subject matter of this book deals with the 
effects of war on the soldier (one of the central 
characters, Byron Aldridge is a shell-shocked 
survivor of World War I).  There are also a 
number of excellent memory sequences, 
primarily those of Byron Aldridge and the local 
constable, Merville, in which his thoughts go 
back to a time when the Federal army encamped 
on his family’s farm and retreating Confederate 
forces encountered the Union soldiers there, 
quite by accident.   
     The book is ripe with themes of redemption, 
salvation and revenge.  One of the central themes 
of the novel deals with the effects of the 
industrial expansion of the growing nation in the 
1920s, which continued a process of putting the 
pursuit of wealth before natural resources and 
quality of life, something that continues to 
plague our society even today.  With its multiple 
layered story, complex characters and 
wonderfully descriptive passages of time and 
place, The Clearing is an English teacher’s 
dream, a book club leader’s ideal selection. 
     The description of the novel on the back 
cover tells us “In his critically acclaimed new 
novel, Tim Gautreaux fashions a classic and 
unforgettable tale of two brothers struggling in a 
hostile world. 
     In a lumber camp in the Louisiana cypress 
forest, a world of mud and stifling heat where 
men labor under backbreaking conditions, the 
Aldridge brothers try to repair a broken bond.  
Randolph Aldridge is the mill’s manager, sent by 
his father-the mill owner-to reform both the 
damaged mill and his damaged older brother.  
Byron Aldridge is the mill’s lawman, a shell-
shocked World War I veteran given to stunned 
silences and sudden explosions of violence that 
make him a mystery to Randolph and a danger to 
himself.  Deep in the swamp, in this place of 
water moccasins, whiskey, and wild card games, 
these brothers become embroiled in a lethal feud 
with a powerful gangster.  In a tale full of raw 
emotion as supple as a saw blade, The Clearing 



is a mesmerizing journey into the trials that 
define men’s souls.” 
     This book is worthy of your time, if for no 
other reason than the memory sequences of 
Merville and Byron Aldridge.  Gautreaux’s 
detailed descriptions of combat in World War I 
and of the privations and degradations heaped on 
innocent civilians by both Confederate and 
Union troops ring with such truth that you have a 
hard time believing the man was not a veteran of 
either war.  “That day, his family woke up in one 
life and went to sleep in another.  Over the next 
few weeks, soldiers from both sides gradually 
stole everything they had, and for years there 
was no such thing as lawmen, and after the war 
there was still no law, just roving gangs of 
thieves, or Negro-killers, or sick, saddle-wild 
murderers doing what wrong they could because 
there was no one to stop them.  Merville saw his 
father’s face shift forever when the old man 
understood he couldn’t sell a crop because the 
sugar mill had been broken into gravel by the 
blue army…Before the war, his father had a 
dream of a big farm for all his children, but 
Merville witnessed the last day of a nightmare 
when the old man dropped dead behind a 
mortgaged plow, falling tangled in the reins, 
dragged by the spooked mule to the edge of the 
field, even in death working to the end of the 
row.”   
     Listen to this descriptive passage regarding 
the preparation for a major WWI battle and tell 
me it doesn’t make you squirm in your seat.  
“And then there was my big one, the night 
thousands of us moved along a rutted road, 
filling it from fence to fence, and I could see our 
close-packed helmets moving on the hills in 
front like the scales on a snake.  In the dark we 
filed into mud-swamped traverses, and before 
dawn everyone was packed into the forward line 
of trenches.  The Argonne forest looked like this 
place here will look when we’re finished with it.  
I heard there were four thousand pieces of 
artillery on our side only, and when they opened 
up, well, I don’t have the words for that sound.  
The concussion from a siege gun behind our 
trench split the seam of my canteen and the water 
wasted down my leg.  As quickly as the barrage 
started up, it stopped, giving us an awful few 

minutes of dark empty silence.  In the middle of 
it I heard hail hitting an iron roof far off to the 
east, but the sound traveled toward me, growing 
louder in the blackness.  I asked myself, What is 
that rattle?  The hair on my neck stood straight 
up when I realized it was men fixing bayonets.  
Tens of thousands of bayonets.  Whole cities 
putting knives on their guns.” 
     Gautreaux’s mastery of language, his ability 
to write a sentence that paints a picture that 
literally comes to life in sight and sound right off 
the written page, is what sets this book far above 
your average novel.  How many of you have ever 
tried to write a descriptive passage about the 
sound of a thousand muskets going off at once 
and been able to describe it like this?  
“Remember Grandfather telling us that at Cold 
Harbor the opening volley of the infantry was 
like—what did he say, tearing silk?  At Verdun, 
the rifle fire was like many pieces of silk ripping 
and ripping without end, the pistols, machine 
guns, grenades, and cannons joining in one 
tearing thunderclap that continued day and 
night.” 
     When you start packing your car for that 
long-anticipated summer vacation, you might 
just want to put a copy of The Clearing in your 
bag instead of that huge volume that goes into 
great detail for the thousandth time about how 
Hood should have gone around to the right.  You 
could do a lot worse.  Believe me.  Watch out for 
the snakes.  œ 
 

 



Federal officers and servant at Brandy Station 
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From the Editor:  Here are a couple of 
interesting accounts of the much anticipated but 
sadly aborted event, ANV vs. USV. 
 
June 6, 1864 
 
To the Honorable Leander Curtis 
Correspondent, Raleigh Standard 
AP Hills Corp., HQ 
Lanes Brigade 
33rd NCT. 
 
Dear Sir: 
 
     Have just returned from a near engagement at 
Neeresville, Va.  The event was to be termed the 
“Fight for Loudon Heights, and after spending a 
scant 18 hours near there it was easy to 
comprehend the need for higher ground.  I have 
never seen the rain as fierce as what was 
experienced on Friday night and Saturday 
morning June 4th and 5th. 
     My partner, David Hollifield, and I took the 
cars northward earlier Friday, just as the Sun was 
rising, but we had only covered a scant 60 miles 
distance when we were beset upon by horrific 
rains.  This weather accompanied us for more 
than four hours during our journey.  We both 
agreed it was a bad omen. 
     When nearing Winchester, Va., the rain 
ceased, but the sky was overcast and the winds 
were brisk.  Ever optimistic, we continued on to 
Harpers Ferry, crossed the mouth of the 
Shenandoah River, and arrived at 3 pm at the 
designated rendezvous, aka “Border Town”, on 
Old Harpers Ferry Rd.  We were immediately 
greeted by Gen. Bob Tolar, and then by Provost 
Marshall George Hatcher and Sgt. Tudd Dean.  
We had found the regiment and the main 
encampment. 
     We ‘coutered up quickly and were directed to 
the front lines approximately 200 yrds northwest 
of the main camp and part way up a long hill.  
Dave and I had been assigned to Wooten’s 
Sharpshooters.  Once more we had drawn an 

assignment that would put us in the forefront of 
the battalion, closest to the enemy.  Some of the 
boys had already constructed breast works, and 
other impediments meant to slow the enemy’s 
advance should they decide to attack.  It was 
directly behind these works that we set up camp.  
A grove of tall poplars towered over our small 
camp, but the low, overcast sky loomed 
threateningly.  I began to wish those poplars 
were big cedars. 
     When our camp was in order, and water and 
firewood sources located, part of the company 
was sent forward to scout and map the terrain.  
Many roads and farm lanes crossed the 
woodlands to our front and the brush was 
exceedingly thick.  I busied myself cooking 
supper for myself and my partner.  We spent the 
rest of the evening relaxing, eating, and 
discussing the progress of the war. 
     The fire invited several of us ‘til the late 
hours of the night, and just as I was turning in 
the rains that we had left far to the south caught 
up with us.  It began to rain.  It really rained.  It 
rained so hard a man had to duck his head under 
water just to see.  The oilcloth canvas that we 
had stretched out as a shelter the evening before 
did good duty.  It leaked very little.  However, at 
daylight the rain showed no signs of letting up.  
In fact, it began to rain harder.  The water that 
had been puddling all night long began to make 
small rivers and lakes in the low areas, including 
the near location of our camp.  Our merry band 
of brothers, asleep under the fly, had to abandon 
ship for drier ground, and there wasn’t any to be 
found. 
     The flowing water literally flowed in one fell 
swosh under the fly, onto blankets, and into 
haversacks.  We had been sleeping on our arms, 
and the weapons and their barrels became 
immersed almost immediately.  Our fire, which 
had been fed wood all night long by various 
members of the company, was burning and 
glowing while awash in a sea of rainwater.  
Within a few minutes it was drown by the 
hammering rain drops.  The boys stood around 
for a brief period of time, smoking and chewing, 
and discussing options.  With the rain coming 
down harder, several of us struck camp, and 
went in search of our command.   



     As we sloshed into Border Town in search of 
our command I noted the downcast look of most 
of the civilians.  Their fire pits were full of water 
to the very edge.  Their tents, their clothing, all 
their worldly possessions were soaked.  I did my 
best to cheer up some of the ladies by smiling 
and removing my hat in spite of the rain. 
     We found remnants of our company in the 
town hall.  They looked really bad.  In fact, they 
looked as though they’d slept in a barn.  At least 
they had spent a dry night there unlike their 
soggy brethern up on the hill. 
     We stood and talked for a while until word 
came down from the top that the rain was going 
to continue for most of the day.  The event was 
canceled.  My pard and I decided to bug out.  
And its fortunate that we did!  As we were 
leaving “Border Town” a farm pond was 
overflowing its banks and was washing over the 
only passable road out of the town..  Two white 
ducks could be seen making for higher ground as 
fast as they could when we forded that 
overflowing stream.  I sincerely hope that the 
road remained in place long enough for the other 
re-enactors to escape. 
     I reckon you could say I was disappointed in 
the outcome of a much-anticipated event.  Why 
the good Lord decided to wash us off with a rain 
of Biblical proportion I’ll never know.  I guess 
we were tested once more by the All Mighty, just 
in a different fashion this time. 
 
Your obedient servant 
Col. Chavez D. Freeze 
 
In memorial:  I have not been informed of the 
name, but am sure you will shortly be so, that a 
fellow Southron died in the main Confederate 
camp Friday night June 4th.   He now sleeps in 
the arms of the South.  Our thoughts and 
condolences go with him and his loved ones.   
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 Friend Leander, 
 
     I hope these few lines find you well and 
enjoying your duty with the commissary service.  

The boys all hope to see you back with the 
company soon.  
     I’m sure you’ve heard about our latest efforts 
against the invaders from Yankeedom.  We were 
alerted some time back about a possible clash 
with the Billys up in northern Virginia.  True 
enough, reports of a move south by a force of 
Yankees sent us north on a forced march.  Boy, 
did we set a pace!  As we have seen so many 
times lately the weather wasn’t help as it started 
raining about an hour into the march, and it 
continued for the next five hours.  Land! It was 
so hard sometimes that it was difficult to see 
beyond a few feet. 
     After many hours of marching the rain 
slacked off to a drizzle and finally stopped 
completely shortly before we crossed the 
Shenandoah River near Harpers Ferry.  What a 
march!  Of course, it never goes easy for us and 
the final part of the march was uphill to a 
location along a ridge near the small village of 
Neersville.   
     You remember Jim Peterson and Louis 
Jenkins?  Owing no doubt to the reputation 
we’ve made as crack shots, the three of us found 
ourselves sent to join Major Wooten’s 
sharpshooters.  After some searching we found 
the sharpshooters’ camp and a jolly group of 
pards from the Old North State.  As 
sharpshooters, we were placed forward of the 
main camp just below the top of a ridge.  Jim and 
I threw up a shebang between two trees.  We 
were told that a large force of Yanks was on the 
opposite side of the ridge and that our duty 
would be to protect two roads near the area we 
were camped at.  We were also admonished to be 
ready to move quickly when instructed and be 
ready to leave anything we couldn’t carry with 
us.  As if we haven’t had to do that before!  
     Owing to the recent time spent in garrison 
camp we were well provisioned. As it was 
getting toward evening, we made a good dinner 
over a nice fire.  We all threw in together and 
shared what provender we had.  I had managed 
to forage a couple of sweet taters.  First Sergeant 
Dean of the 37th NC fried them up and we all 
shared in a sweet treat.  Following dinner we 
were visited by a group of staff officers as they 
surveyed the area, making, I reckon, their plans 



on how to punish the Yanks on the other side of 
the ridge.  There was some talk of moving a 
cannon onto our camp, which we didn’t approve 
of, but then we weren’t asked about it.  General 
Tolar even paid us a visit, and made it very clear 
that we would be called on to do some heavy 
fighting the following morning.  He also told us 
to expect some rain for a few hours during the 
night.  Maybe his rheumatiz was acting up.  
     After the visits by the brass mounted army 
types we enjoyed some talk and tobacco with the 
other sharpshooters, and made some necessary 
uniform repairs.  Our enjoyment was marred 
once by the intrusion of a Yank into the main 
camp down below us.  He was either very brave 
or very stupid to think he could walk into our 
main camp unnoticed.  We heard shouts and 
quickly surmised what was happening.  The 
Yank soon found himself running up the ridge 
toward our camp in his attempt to elude his 
pursuers and into the sights of a half dozen 
sharpshooter muskets.  Needlessly to say he was 
quickly captured and led away – to what fate I do 
not know.   
     Our attention was also aroused when we 
heard that the ambulance corps had been called 
into the camp to attend a soldier in the 3rd 
Battalion.  (As we found out the following day 
the doctors were unable to save the poor fellows 
life.  I have never been informed of the man’s 
name, but would ask that you remember him and 
his family in your prayers.)   
     After the excitement Jim and I fell onto our 
oilcloths and were soon asleep.  (By the way, 
Jim said I slept almost soundlessly, unlike some 
others he’s thrown in with in the past.)  The 
general was correct when he said we’d get some 
rain.  It started shortly before midnight, making a 
pleasant patter on the shelter halves above our 
heads while we stayed nice and dry.  About 3 am 
I awoke and noticed that the rain had stopped.  
Looking out of the shebang, I saw Jim standing 
by the fire and got up to join him.  After talking 
for a short while, we decided that it was as good 
a time as any for a mucket of coffee.  As I went 
to retrieve my precious bit of real coffee, the rain 
began again.  By common consent, Jim and I 
crawled back under the shebang.  As the rain 
made such a soothing sound we both fell asleep 

again for about an hour.  When we woke up the 
second time, it was evident that the general’s 
rheumatiz should have laid him out.  It was a 
deluge!  I don’t know that old man Noah saw 
such rain.  The company fire was reduced to a 
small island in a lake, and it was evident that it 
would soon be drowned.  Startled cries and 
curses from other shebangs soon left no doubt 
that the fire was not the only thing about to be 
drowned.  Shortly the entire sharpshooter camp 
was standing under a large poplar tree and 
discussing the possibilities of a clash with the 
yanks under such conditions.   
     It was soon apparent that we were not likely 
to see any action, so I walked – or should say 
waded – to the main camp to ascertain what 
plans were being made.  I was informed by a 
staff officer that the rain was not expected to stop 
– the general’s rheumatiz must have been giving 
him the devil – and that most of the yanks had 
abandoned the effort and gone back north into 
Maryland.  That was enough for me.  I waded 
back to camp to find that others had the same 
idea as mine, and that Jim and I were the last left 
in camp.  We also discovered that our shebang 
was by that time sheltering as small section of 
the river that was flowing through it.  We hastily 
packed and decamped to the wagons, were we 
fortunately found space to drop our wet gear.  
The march back south was almost as soggy as 
the march north had been the previous day, but 
in the end we returned in good shape.   
     It was unfortunate that we were bedeviled by 
the rain.  We were in a good position to give the 
Yanks a good drubbing, but it was not to be.   
     I must end this poor telling of our soggy 
campaign into the northern reaches of Virginia 
and attend to the drudgery of life in camp.  
Please remember me to the fair Miss Terry and 
all my friends. 
 
Your pard, 
 
Wayne     



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

 
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 
 

     On behalf of the Board of Directors and 
NCOs of the 33rd, I would like to respectfully 
remind our membership that we have two more 
Bost Grist Mill workdays prior to the 
reenactment, August 7th and September 4th.  
While things have been going very smoothly to 
date, there is much last minute work to be done 
and we really need every able-bodied man and 
woman that is able to attend these workdays to 
come.  Many of you may have legitimate 
conflicts with these dates, but we really need 
everyone to come out and share the load on these 
last 2 days. 
     This may be the last 14-page newsletter for 
the time being.  The editor has been reassigned 
to the Commissary Department by General Hill’s 
adjutant.  His time for sitting around and coming 

up with lots of extra stuff will be severely 
restricted.  It will be more important than ever 
for our active membership base to continue 
submitting articles and event reports in order to 
keep this rag as representative and informative of 
what is going on in the world of the 33rd and in 
the reenactment community. 
     I violated one of my own principles in 
spending so much ink time on SCV-related 
matters in this edition.  The reason being, I truly 
feel what happened at Elmwood is an outrage, 
regardless of what regimental monument was 
desecrated, there is no excuse on this earth for 
behavior such as that from an individual or group 
that bills itself as being all about loving the 
history of their ancestors.  If you too are not 
outraged, then you better check yourself, look in 
the mirror and consider getting out of the hobby. 
     The event reports and musings of Colonel 
Chavez D. Freeze were outstanding as always.  
Thanks go out to Miss Penelope for setting us 
straight on our manners once again and to 
Sergeant Swiers for some interesting thoughts 
about the ANV-USV event that went bust due to 
the weather. 
     The Board has been running some thoughts 
on what it might take to really get the regiment 
to take off and be more active and grow.  We are 
looking at some alternative events to stir the pot 
for next year.  After all, how many times can you 
keep going to the same events, year after year, 
and really get excited about them?  Not many.  If 
you have some input on this subject, contact a 
board member or write a letter to the editor.   
      
                                                              Bob Clary        

 

Directions for locating the Bost Grist Mill 

 

    

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

                                                                                                            
        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, Adjutant & 
        Newsletter Editor 

704-455-1453 

 


