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Shelby Foote, Author/Civil War Historian 

1916-2005 
 

His powerful stories of Civil War made 
history 

 
By Adam Bernstein 

Washington Post 
 

     Washington – Shelby Foote, the novelist and 
historian whose three-volume study of the Civil 
War and appearances on the PBS series “The 
Civil War” brought him national celebrity, died 
Monday of a heart attack at the age of 88. 
     Foote was a college dropout at UNC Chapel 
Hill, a court-martialed Army veteran of World 
War II, a testy and provocative personality and 
an acclaimed novelist. 
     He was called William Faulkner’s heir 
apparent for his early fictional work, often grim 
and Gothic tales from his native Mississippi that 
focused on farmers, gamblers and assorted ne’er-
do-wells. 

     “The Civil War: A Narrative,” released 
between 1958 and 1974, was written with a 
literate flair, a mournful lyricism that 
underscored the human agony of battle, defeat 
and victory. 
     He also received darts for the books’ 
perceived failings as an academic undertaking.  
He didn’t bother with footnotes and touched only 
vaguely on larger themes of the war’s origin and 
ramifications. 
     Foote answered his critics by saying: “My 
hope was that if I wrote well enough about what 
you would have seen with your own eyes, you 
yourself would see how those things, the politics 
and economics, entered in.” 
     “I quite deliberately left those things out.  My 
job was to put it all in perspective, to give it 
shape.” 
     Honey-voiced, sporting a full beard and 
drawing from a seemingly endless well of war 
anecdotes, he became a star of Ken Burns’ 11- 
hour public television documentary, which aired 
in 1990. 
     Described as gregarious, he nevertheless 
disliked the torrent of sudden interest in his life.  
He told People magazine, “What I do requires 
steady work and isolation from all this hoorah.” 
     Foote wrote relentlessly for hours at a time 
with an old-fashioned dipped pen.  When he 
finished a project, he always rewarded himself 
by rereading Proust, whose “Remembrance of 
Things Past,” he noted, had only 1,250,000 
words. 
     He proudly added that his Civil War volumes 
amounted to 1,655,000. 
     Foote loved to read as a youth.  Yet he was 
otherwise a proudly lackluster student at UNC, 



saying that seeking good grades was like bowing 
to authority. 
     He said the peak of his college career was a 
surprise visit he made to Faulkner with his close 
friend, the future novelist, Walker Percy.  Pulling 
up to Faulkner’s home in Oxford, Miss., Percy 
was too shy to enter the house, but Foote 
knocked on the door, stayed several hours and 
apparently never bothered to tell Faulkner of his 
friend in the car. 
     Foote served in the Army in Europe during 
World War II.  While stationed in Belfast, he 
was court-martialed for an unauthorized visit to 
his Irish girlfriend – later his first wife – who 
lived two miles beyond the official military 
limits. 
     His postwar career included a brief stint as a 
newspaper reporter and was followed by the 
publication of four novels set in the South. 
     The last of those was “Shiloh” (1952), set 
during the 1862 Civil War battle in Tennessee in 
which about 24,000 were killed or wounded, 
blended fiction with fact. 
     Random House founder Bennett Cerf, who 
had admired “Shiloh,” asked Foote to write a 
short history of the war, but Foote insisted that 
nothing less than three volumes would do. 
     To Foote, the project became akin to 
“swallowing a cannon-ball” as he researched and 
wrote and struggled through his Civil War books 
for exciting details. 
     Foote said he had an avowed preference for 
the South during the Civil War, and his 
perspective on the South proved controversial.  
He was a man of conscience who was repulsed 
by racial segregation but also admired those who 
fought for the Confederacy under the banner of 
“state’s rights” – a slogan often usurped by 
racists during the civil rights era. 
     Entering the debate over the Confederate 
battle flag, he denounced the “knotheads down 
home – the Ku Kluxers and the rest of them” 
who “misused” its significance.  He added: “I 
know that flag really pains black people.  It was 
used against them in a dastardly way, and they 
hate it.  And I understand their hating it.  But 
they are wrong.”  ž 
 

 
My Chat With Shelby Foote 
 

Southerner’s words made me proud 
  
By Dan Huntley 
The Charlotte Observer 
 
     Shelby Foote was one of the few Southerners 
I could watch on a national stage with 
confidence that whatever came out of his mouth 
would be wise and witty, making me proud we 
were kinsmen. 
     The hound-dog-eyed, silky voiced raconteur 
from Memphis, Tenn., is gone.  He died Monday 
night. 
     He was a writer’s writer who shunned 
celebrity and dedicated his life to his art.  He 
labored two decades with a steel-tipped pen to 
write his 3,000-page history, “The Civil War: A 
Narrative,” which is the Iliad of our nation. 
     I was lucky enough to have talked with him 
on a half-dozen occasions over the past 15 years. 
     He had numerous connections to the 
Carolinas.  His ancestors lived in Chester County 
and left in 1835 for the Black Prairie region of 
Mississippi, where they became cotton planters.  
In 1935 Foote left his home in Greenville, Miss., 
to come to UNC Chapel Hill because he’d heard 
the school had the finest classical library in the 
South.  He left two years later, and school 
officials now refer to him as one of their most 
famous non-graduates. 
     Above all else, know this: Foote was a 
gracious gentleman with a humorous élan that he 
wore as casually as his trademark seersucker 
suits – permanently rumpled in the moist Delta 
heat.  He was a literate and worldly grandfather 
who used both hands to shake your one. 
     It’s a dangerous luxury to be able to interview 
your heroes – you sometimes find airbrushed 
jerks with hype leaking out of their pockets.  I 
first met Foote in 1991 in Columbia at the USC 
president’s house when he was there to accept an 
honorary degree.  I was nervous. 



     He carried a black attaché case and walked 
slowly up the stairs because of a pinched nerve. 
     He was stooped over as he approached me.  
He placed his right hand at the small of his back 
and said in a scratchy baritone: “Let me tell you 
son, it’s a long ways from Memphis to 
Columbia.” 
     After the interview, he asked me to join him 
for a drink in honor of his former UNC 
roommate and childhood friend, Walker Percy: It 
was the anniversary of his death. 
     Foote said he preferred Johnny Walker Black 
label on ice when he was indoors and straight 
bourbon when outdoors. 
     We were sitting on a screened porch and he 
said, “What is it?  Indoors or outdoors?” 
     I shrugged my shoulders. 
     “I know, we’ll drink two toasts.” 
     And we did.  ž 
 
Editor’s Note: The two previous articles were 
originally published in the June 29, 2005 issue of 
The Charlotte Observer. 
 
 
Some Brief Thoughts on Shelby Foote 

 
By Bob Clary 

 
     I guess I should credit Shelby Foote, more 
than anyone else for my own interest in the Civil 
War and consequently the years I have spent in 
the reenacting community. 
     Although the Ken Burns PBS series is not the 
most popular depiction of the war among those 
with Pro-Southern leanings, I remember 
watching each episode and quickly realizing that 
the comments by Shelby Foote were those that I 
took most to heart. 
     The series originally aired in 1990 and I 
began my somewhat illustrious living history 
career in the late fall of 1993 after stumbling on 
a 30th NCT recruiting station at the Hezekiah 
Alexander home in Charlotte.  The rest is history 
as they say. 
     While attending a Charlotte Public Library 
series of lectures on the war a few years later, I 
had the pleasure of seeing Mr. Foote speak in 

person.  When someone asked him what his 
favorite fiction book about the war was, he 
replied that without a doubt it was The Black 
Flower, by Howard Bahr, a book I quickly went 
out and purchased and found his 
recommendation to be a very valued one. 
      Reading the stories about his life and death, I 
like what he had to say about good grades and 
not bowing to authority and his choice of 
drinking two toasts to his friend Walker Percy.  I 
think I detect a bit of the rebel in Shelby Foote 
that I have felt in myself at times. 
     Now that he is gone, may he rest in peace, 
may he spend time in the Mississippi fields of 
his ancestors and watch over the shrinking 
battlefields of the Civil War.  Whenever I find 
myself at Bentonville or Gettysburg, or just 
when I happen to crack open a book on the war, I 
think that Shelby Foote will be watching over 
my shoulder with a quietly approving nod of the 
head.  I’ll keep a vacant chair by the fire for him 
always. ž 
 
Reveille 
 
     Typically, the reveille section is the lead 
column of this newsletter, but the passing of 
Shelby Foote has to be the biggest news of any 
historical organization.  I know of no other 
writer/historian that has done more to champion 
the Southern perspective of the “late 
unpleasantness.” 
     Sadly, we have another passing of-a-sort to 
report, our commanding officer, Lt. Wayne 
Hovis has recently announced his intentions of 
retiring from the hobby.  Since most of you have 
read his letter of intent, I won’t go into detail on 
this.  Several of the board members have talked 
with Wayne and he seems to be determined to 
resign.  I know you all wish he would change his 
mind and everyone in the reenacting community 
is going to miss Wayne, he was a gentleman, got 
along very well with the other units and was 
always a credit to the 33rd and to the honor and 
memory of the real Southern soldier. 
     Wayne will be impossible to replace, but the 
33rd will go on for those members who still enjoy 
the hobby and for all those “fresh-fish” out there 



waiting for something meaningful to fill their 
days and nights of otherwise modern boredom. 

      
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). 

 
July 8-10, Loudon Heights, Neersville, VA  
     Unit max effort, located near Harpers Ferry. 
 
August 12-14, Sharpsburg, MD 
     VA medical living history at Antietam NB 
 
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 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 

 

 
Illustration taken from John D. Billings’ book Hardtack and Coffee, The 
Unwritten Story of Army Life, drawn by Charles W. Read, page 63 
 
 

Col. Chavez D. Freeze Files Civil 
Lawsuit Against State Government 

 
Exclusive Account of Situation 
 
By Dispatch Field Correspondent Leander Curtis 
 
     Since the Governor, the State Committee on 
the Conduct of the War, and concerned citizens 
last requested that Col. Freeze be cashiered for 
his performance and behavior at Latta Plantation; 
it has come to our attention that Colonel Freeze 
has filed a Civil Lawsuit against the State of 
North Carolina.  The brief specifically names the 
governor as a defendant.  At odds since the war 
began, Freeze further claims that governors Ellis 
and Vance, and their cronies at the war 
department, have with held or dismissed 
countless recommendations for his promotion. 
     The case brief states that Freeze has lost 
untold monetary sums that would have resulted 
from a promotion and subsequent pay increase, 
that he has suffered immeasurable pain, 
suffering, and fretting, and that he has suffered a 
permanent loss of reputation and popularity with 
the ladies.  It further states he has lost all 
possibility of profit from a post war career in 



“General Chavez D. Freeze” merchandising.  
This promising business venture would have 
placed Freeze’s likeness on porcelain plates, 
figurines, and in “realist” paintings.  Sales were 
projected to be very healthy after the conclusion 
of the war.  
     We speculate that this lawsuit is a result of 
criticism of Freeze’s behavior at Latta Plantation 
in late April.  This criticism was leveled by some 
of the parties named in the lawsuit.  Col. Freeze, 
acting as his own legal counsel, stated to this 
field correspondent, “Mere public deprecatory 
comments to me or my progeny will not be 
adequate. I know in my heart that future 
corporations will one day make a profit on my 
present day labor and my reputation.  I want 
money, I want it in large sums, and I want it 
now.  If not forth coming, I will have my day in 
court and on the public forum.” 
     In a related story Gov. Z. Vance has 
withdrawn his support to an investigation on the 
hapless Colonel’s antics at Latta Plantation.  
Vance could not be reached for comment, 
although his press secretary was noted to have 
said, “I’d a begged for a dance with that woman 
too!  Hubba, Hubba!!”  ž 
 
 

Allison’s Fort, Statesville, NC 
 

By Louis Jenkins, Pvt., 33rd NC 
 
     The Battle for Allison’s Fort, formerly 
Allison’s Woods, was held June 11th, and 12th, 
near Statesville, NC.  Four 33rd members, Jim 
Peterson, Bob Clary, Ed Watson, and myself, 
wore the ‘Blue Suit’ during the event to bolster 
the numbers of the host unit, the 21st Mass.  The 
2nd US Regulars also attended enforce, however, 
as with most small events in this area of the 
South, the Federals were outnumbered by 
Confederates 2 to 1. 
     There were several sutlers and food venders 
at the event, and BBQ was served to the 
participants Saturday night free of charge.  
Ingress and egress was convenient, however, the 
rains had limited motorized access to the Federal 
camp.  The 33rd camped with the host unit near 
the civilian area.   

     The featured Saturday night candlelight tour 
brought positive comments from the public.  
Scenarios included the last strategy conference 
between Lee and Jackson before the famous 
Chancellorsville flanking march, an authentic 
campaign camp manned by the 33rd, a medical 
scenario, a skirmish, and two Union soldiers 
being captured by the Confederates.   
Approximately 50 spectators took the tour in the 
dark.  Each group was assigned a guide and an 
interpreter.  
     During Saturday various educational 
scenarios were scheduled.  This included a 
school of the soldier for kids, a fashion show, a 
medical presentation, tea with Generals Lee and 
Jackson, although neither consumed caffeine, 
and an authentic campaigner camp manned by 
the 33rd.  Unfortunately, the public did not make 
the moderate walk to the campaigner camp 
during the daytime, so there was a lot of down 
time for talking, snoozing, and cooking. 
     Battles both days consisted of Union forces 
attempting to capture Confederate cannon and 
two garrison companies.  The Confederate 
Cavalry, as usual, proved to be pesky as 
mosquitoes.  Under more realistic conditions the 
cavalry would have been brushed aside. 
     Making a rare appearance during the event 
was field correspondent Leander Curtis.  He 
joined in on the harvest of death filled with a lust 
for killing. Proving that he had lost none of his 
skill with a rifle he dispatched several Rebs to 
the hereafter within minutes of receiving the 
order to fire.  However, the Rebs counter fired 
and a sharpshooter literally shot the buttons off 
of Curtis’ trousers.  His luck continued though 
when his rapidly descending outer garment broke 
a heavy cavalry charge.  The horses bucked 
refusing to move forward in spite of severe 
lashing and spurring by the mounted 
cavalrymen.  The captain later recommended a 
field brevet promotion for his fearless conduct 
during the fray. 
     Later on Curtis was confined to quarters 
while the buttons were sewn back on his 
trousers.  His impatience was emphasized by 
comments of “hurry up, its hot in this tent.”  
Unfortunately, Curtis’ heroic actions did not turn 



the tide of battle to favor the Union.   Federal 
forces were routed both days. 
     Pvt. Ed Watson proved his fire starting ability 
by lighting a blaze with only one match.  He did 
not use the habitual fire starter, or candle, that 
we’re accustomed to using.  This was no small 
task, as all of the wood was wet from the 
frequent rains that had passed through during the 
week. 
     The 33rd, taking pride in self sufficiency, 
prepared pork chops and cabbage for the Friday 
night meal, and smoked sausages in long rolls 
for Saturday night.  Grain by-products washed 
down each evening repast. The usual “mountain 
man breakfast” was served both mornings.   The 
four men of the 33rd never went hungry. 
     A pre-event Friday afternoon down pour may 
have limited the numbers of re-enactors willing 
to attend.  It was extremely humid and warm 
both days with minor showers, but night brought 
some relief enabling us to sleep comfortably.   
Coyotes could be heard howling in the wee hours 
of the morning, many deer signs were seen 
throughout the area, a king snake was evicted 
from the campsite, and the flies were 
aggravating.  The campaigners discovered a 
fawn when they set up their authentic camp.  It 
was forced to amble off unharmed into the 
bushes to await the return of its mother. 
     The 33rd contingent went mainly to assist with 
the Saturday night candlelight tour, and if that 
part can be measured, the event was a success.  
The public left with a better sense of what the 
civil war was like and an understanding of the 
sacrifices made by the common soldier involved 
in the conflict. 
     Hopefully more of the 33rd can find time for 
Allison’s Fort when it is held next year.  We 
were treated very well by the host unit, and by 
the owner of Allison’s Woods.  The site is close 
by and most of the members can drive to it 
within an hour or so. ž 
 
 
A Walk After Dark 
 

By Louis Jenkins 
 

(The following was observed during the 
Saturday night candlelight tour at the Allison’s 
Fort event.) 
 
     The spectators followed their guide as he 
carefully picked his way through a darkened path 
surrounded by woods.  Dressed in modern attire 
they seemed out of place, and remained silent 
like the forest that reached out and over them.  
The group had just seen Generals T. J. 
“Stonewall” Jackson and Robert E. Lee sitting 
for the last time ever at a small campfire 
discussing strategy for the next day, and the 
mystery of that conversation was explained by 
the more knowledgeable members of the party. 
     As they left the two Generals they wound 
their way upwards.  Sporadic gunfire and loud 
voices could be heard from the opposite side of 
the ridge that they were climbing.  A dark figure 
stepped out of the bushes, and with arms at port, 
and a challenge rang out through the heavy 
evening air. 
     “Halt, who goes there?”  A picket stood in 
their path.  Solemn business was at hand.  The 
guide and the party looked at each other not 
knowing what to do. 
     The guide replied, “It’s just us.” 
     “Well, just us, advance one with the counter 
sign!!”  The group did not make a move.  They 
stood confused and confounded.  Would this 
picket allow them to continue on their journey?  
The picket spied a young man about ten years of 
age, if no one would step forward then this one 
would do.  “You there, young man in the orange 
shirt.  Step forward with the countersign and be 
recognized.” 
     The youngster sheepishly moved forward 
beyond the group and was ordered to stop ten 
paces away.  “You are about to enter Union 
lines,” the picket lectured. “Do you not realize 
it’s dangerous to move through the lines in the 
dark?  Do you not understand that you could be 
shot if you don’t know the counter sign, or 
worse, hung as a spy or a deserter?” 
     The little man looked up, still confused.  
“We’re just passing through,” he said.  “Are you 
carrying contraband?  Weapons or liquor,” asked 
the picket?  “No we’re not,” said the young 
civilian. 



     “Will you vouch for the good conduct of the 
members of your party, that they are not spies or 
Rebel combatants,” asked the picket? 
     “They’re not,” he replied. 
     “Very well,” said the picket.  “You seem to 
be an honorable man.  I am giving you a pass 
through our lines that’s good for two days.  This 
pass is signed by Major General Warren, 
Commanding, 5th Corp.  You shall present it to 
anyone of authority, provost guards, pickets, or 
officers that request to see it.  If you lose this 
pass you could be arrested and suffer punishment 
according to the articles of war.  Pass through.”  
The picket presented the youngster with the pass, 
and with arms still at port, moved backwards to 
the side of the path and into the darkness.  
     The party, whispering amongst themselves 
and glancing over their shoulders at the picket, 
moved on to the forward outpost.  It hit home to 
the uninitiated.  It could be dangerous moving 
about in the dark.  Nothing could be taken for 
granted in a time of war. ž 
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Charlie’s Civil War 
 
A Private’s Trial by Fire in the 5 th NY 
Volunteers and 146th NY Volunteer Infantry 
 
By Charlie Brandegee Livingstone (grandson of 
Charlie Brandegee) 
Thomas Publications, 1999 
ISBN-1-57747-013-3 
 
Submitted by Louis Jenkins 
 
     Charlie Brandegee was from Berlin, Conn.  
He joined the 5 NY Volunteers in Nov. 1861 at 
the age of 17.  As all war buffs know the 5 NY 
was a flashy, well-disciplined Zouave outfit first 
formed by the experienced militia officer Abram 
Duryee, and later commanded by Gouverneur K. 
Warren until his promotion(s).  It was enlisted as 
a two-year regiment and mustered out in late 
May 1863.  Charlie joined for a three-year 
enlistment with a promise that he would muster 
out with the 5th, but he was transferred to Co. A, 

146th NY Volunteers for the duration of his 
enlistment. 
     This written work does not contain sweeping 
descriptions of red panted fez wearing battle 
lines facing gray clad minions, rather it is a work 
of personal letters written by Charlie and mailed 
to his immediate family. The passages describe 
mundane day-to-day life of the common soldier, 
and oddly, Charlie skips writing about the 
battles.  He does take the time to list the missing, 
wounded and dead in his immediate company, 
and does lament the loss of a messmate whether 
by death or discharge.  His emotions show 
through his writing.  Some days he would be on 
top of the world, other days he would demean 
the war effort, the politicians at home, or the men 
he served with. 
     Most to notice is the constant written requests 
for food, clothing, money, and reading material 
that he sends to his father.  Were it not for the 
constant boxes from home, or the items enclosed 
in newspapers, it is a wonder that Charlie 
survived. 
     Charlie was ‘fortunate’ when he acquired 
typhoid fever in Aug. 1862.  Because of his 
illness he missed 2nd Manassas, and the virtual 
demise of the 5th at the hands of Longstreet.    He 
campaigned with the 5th during the Seven Days 
(Gaines Mill), McCellan’s change of base to 
Harrison’s Landing, and Chancellorsville, then 
with the 146th at Gettysburg, Bristoe Station, 
Mine Run, and the Wilderness (Saunder’s Field 
1st day). 
     At Saunder’s Field on May 5th, 1864, the 
146th NYV, under Col. David Jenkins, was sent 
forward by Brigade Commander Romeyn Ayers 
to bolster the sagging attack of 140 NY and 
several regiments of regulars.  Immediately to 
their front and a-straddle of the Orange Plank 
Road was Steuart (Hill’s Corp), who’s brigade 
contained three Virginia regiments, and, 
positioned on the road itself, the 3rd and 1st NC.   
     The 1st NC faced the 140th and then the 146th 
NY regiments when the 3rd NC was wheeled to 
refuse the right flank.  The 3rd was faced directly 
southward on the Plank Road because the Union 
attack had shattered the Confederate right 
located on the southern part of the field.  
However, the US Regulars on the far north, or 



the right end of the Union line, began to 
withdraw and the Confederate brigades in that 
area took up the advance. Formerly shattered 
Confederate regiments on the south end of the 
field regrouped and began to independently flank 
the Union left, and to be fired upon by the 3rd 
NC.  
     The center of the Confederate line held 
allowing the flanking Southern regiments an 
opportunity to get in behind and, in some 
instances, surround Federal regiments.  Written 
accounts state that it was a comical sight to see 
the dusty, worn Confederates chasing the 
brightly dressed Zouaves about the field. The 
initial fight for Saunder’s Field was over within 
10 minutes.  Fires broke out in the leaves, the 
woods, and even the Confederate breast works.  
Many of the wounded were disfigured and killed 
despite efforts of both sides to pull them clear.  
     Charlie was captured during this fight.  The 
140th NY lost 11 of 25 officer and 254 or 504 
men.  Charlie’s Regiment lost 14 or 24 officers 
and 302 of 556 men, or 54% casualties.  Col. 
Jenkins had been killed almost immediately 
when the regiment’s moved into the field.  
Charlie’s A company had six men answer roll 
call that evening.  We have many accounts to 
thank for the description of this fight, foremost 
Alonzo Lathrop, Charlie’s tent mate.  Alonzo 
wrote to inform Charlie’s father that his son had 
been captured.  Had it not been for Alonzo 
Charlie’s father would not have known of his 
son’s capture, and Charlie may have died as 
another statistic in a Southern prisoner of war 
camp.  
     Charlie was sent to Andersonville, and 
remained there for 9 months.  He was eventually 
moved to Florence, SC.  He was exchanged in 
Feb. 1865 weighing a mere 90 lbs.  He weighted 
140 when he enlisted.  Oddly, his survival can be 
attributed to a cousin who lived in Wilmington, 
NC, and who pulled “strings” by placing money 
in certain discreet Southern hands.  It is 
astounding, even in times of war, families can 
communicate and do favors for one another in 
times of hardship. 
     Charlie Brandegee went home, recovered 
from his deprivations, and lived a full life, 
including a stint out west raising cattle and land 

speculating.  He served in public offices in 
Conn., and was active in the GAR. 
All in all, this book is an interesting read.  But 
don’t search for the grandeur of army life in the 
pages; rather look for honesty, the attitudes, the 
disappointments, the national political current, 
and the hardships of a private in the Civil War. ž 
  

 

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 
 

     With the passing of Shelby Foote and the 
impending retirement of Lt. Hovis, there is much 
sadness within these pages, yet there is always 
hope for the future, for new faces to step forward 
and take the reigns of leadership, for fresh ideas 
and youthful energy. 
     Imagine what would have happened during 
the war if General Lee threw down his sword and 
gave up every time he lost a trusted subordinate 
to the war’s list of casualties. 
     Our membership needs to be thinking about 
what it is they want to do in the coming years 
and let the board know so that we can craft a 
plan that will take the 33rd into the coming years.  
We really need to think about recruiting, so give 
it some thought and pass it on.      

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 
Allen Cottingham, Corporal 

910-488-1252 
704-821-7107 

Bob Clary Newsletter 
                 Editor 

704-455-1453 

 


