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Reveille 
 
     Not much to report from the editor’s desk 
after a brief, but unexpected interruption to the 
printing press, caused by marauding Georgia 
troops screaming something about a Trojan virus 
and cookies.  What was that about?                  
     Thanks to Chad Caig and his buddy Tim 
Farrell at MeGee Corporation, The Tarheel 
Dispatch free press is back in business.  It just 
goes to show you that no matter what the ill 
intent of certain forces who conspire to shroud 
the truth of the printed word into a vague fog of 
recycled acclamations of virtue and self-
righteousness, nothing is mightier than the 
printed word.  Actually, my computer was 
infected with a virus that had to be taken care of, 
the above statement is just my way of pretending 
it was some other force that caused the problem. 
     The really big news is that our old friend 
Leander Curtis will be making an appearance at 
the Allison’s Woods event, possibly making this 
small local event, the “one to be at” for this year!  
Curtis told the editor that he will be arriving at 
the site Friday afternoon and plans to be in camp 
for both nights.  He will be available to receive 
visitors and gifts as the event schedule allows.   
     Members of the 33rd will be taking part in the 
“campaigner” section of the event, and at the 
writing of this story, it has not been determined 
as to whether we will be Confederate or Federal.  
Hopefully Curtis’s presence at this event will 
inspire increased participation amongst the state 
troops.  If you are interested, contact Louis 
Jenkins or Jim Peterson for more details.    

      
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). 

 
June 11-12, Allison’s Woods, Statesville, NC 
 
June 18, Maggie Valley Living History, 
Waynesville, NC 
 
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 
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Effort Afoot to Demote Col. 
Chavez D. Freeze!! 

 

Exclusive Report by Dispatch Field 
Correspondent Leander Curtis 

 
     Several state representatives have requested 
that Governor Zebulon Vance, and the 
Committee on the Conduct of the War; move to 
withdraw Col. Chavez D. Freeze’s commission 
in the Confederate army.  Sources cite his 
libelous conduct towards subordinates, and his 
penchant towards high living that is unsuitable, 
in their opinion, for officers in the military. 
     Examples stem from several occurrences, 
particularly his behavior at the recent Battle of 

Samples farm where Freeze was observed to 
have: 
     Thoroughly tongue lashed an orderly for 
serving red wine in a common cup, at room 
temperature, and in retaliation threw the bottle 
and the cup at the orderly, 
     Displayed a caniption fit of rage when he 
observed a private wearing a hand stitched 
garment that did not have the prescribed 5 
stitches per inch, and did not have 
documentation that the garment, or one like it, 
was ever issued during the Civil War, 
     Threw his sword on the ground, and 
purposefully stomped on a captain’s hat when 
the field musician failed to maintain the precise 
beat for marching in formation, 
     And was seen to fall to his knees, and break 
into tears at the Saturday evening dance when he 
could not get a fair damsel to place his name on 
her dance card.  Other observers state that his 
unmanly begging for a dance was a distraction as 
well. 
     “Such behavior cannot be tolerated,” claim 
the state representatives.  “He should be 
cashiered out of the army,” agrees Gov. Vance, 
“How can we expect our brave state troops to 
fight on with such displays by our field 
leadership?” 
     Supporters of the accused Col. Freeze state 
that his conduct is no more incorrect than that of 
other officers, pointing out Gen. US Grant’s 
fondness for cigars and whiskey, Gen. Hooker’s 
plan to organize prostitution in Nashville, or 
Gen. Braxton Bragg’s reluctance to use common 
sense. 
     Col. Freeze, in a guarded statement, said, 
“This is all balderdash, I would never throw 
away wine, no matter what its temperature or 
how it was served!  Anyone who would insinuate 
such action truly does not know my character.” 
     The Dispatch vows to keep the readers 
informed of further developments as they 
become available. ž 
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ANV troops at Zoar, Ohio 

 
 

Battle of McDowell, May 6th-8th 

 

Col. Chavez D. Freeze 
 
     Arrived at the picturesque hamlet of 
McDowell, Va., Friday afternoon preceded by a  
lengthy time riding the cars.  The Valley is a 
beautiful area of Virginia, and it is always 
enjoyable this time of year.  I passed the hours 
watching the countryside pass by as we 
journeyed northward. 
     I was somewhat delayed by a stop over in 
Staunton, and a subsequent visit to VMI.  The 
Commandant was thoroughly impressed when I 
arrived at his doorstep, and I cannot express my 
gratitude for the magnanimous reception that I 
received.  He mustered all the cadets to the quad 
for a grand review, and I must commend those 
lads for their martial display as they paraded past 
my elevated grandstand.  I repeatedly 
congratulated the staff of VMI for their excellent 
work, but cautioned them, as some of the cadets 
appeared a bit feminine for my taste, and, prior 
to my departure, recommended that they stiffen 
their physical admission standards. 
     When my party arrived at McDowell we were 
quickly directed to the camp of the 25th Va., 
Johnson’s Army of the NW, 1st Brigade, in a 
field adjacent to Crab Run, just NW of the 
Presbyterian Church.  We were shown to our 
bivouac.  The sinks and the water sources were 
within five minutes of our campsite.  Rations 
were promised that evening, but were failed to be 
issued as is typical for any army.  The “Bread 
Skirmishers” went forth that night and returned 
with enough sustenance that the boys didn’t go 
hungry.  Early Saturday we drew hard tack, 
coffee, sugar, and bacon for the morning meal.  
That afternoon we were rationed fresh beef, 
potatoes, onions, and sweet bread.  The excellent 

fare led us to forgive the commissary 
department’s delinquency. 
     The weather was cooperative, although the 
temperatures plunged downward Friday and 
Saturday nights. Saturday was filled with the 
menial tasks of soldier life, including drill, 
morning parade, and guard duty.  If we were 
considered liberators by the town folk, they 
failed to express their appreciation.  There was 
one exception; a fair lady of one household 
spread a blanket on the ground for the weary 
guard relief’s repose.  A distinguished, 
handsome woman I might add. 
     At approximately 2 pm we were assembled 
and marched to meet the Yankees on the field of 
honor.  The afternoon battle took place just to the 
east of the Robert Setlington farm, within sight 
of the town.  The Yanks marched out, and 
appearing at their ease, went through the 
Evolutions of the Battalion before our very eyes. 
Apparently they did not take us seriously until a 
heavy line of our skirmishers was deployed in 
their direction.  The Yanks deployed their own 
skirmishers and their cavalry threatened our right 
flank.  Another company was sent forward to 
deal with this threat and the Union Cav soon lost 
interest.  They failed to be a factor for the rest of 
the battle. 
     The bugle sounded the advance, and with our 
colors flying we advanced by the front three 
battle lines deep.  The Yanks soon sent forward 
their own battle lines and the fight became 
general.  Musketry broke the still afternoon air 
and began to find its mark. We took considerable 
casualties.  So great was our loss that we were 
forced to retire from an otherwise unimaginative 
fight. 
     We marched back to our encampment with 
depleted ranks.  As the evening began we 
cleaned our weapons, prepared meager meals, 
carried on conversation, and sought solace as 
was available.  A string band could be heard in 
the distance.  The band entertained us with old 
mountain tunes from forgotten times.  The late 
hours made its presence known with chilling 
temperatures.  Fortunately, a morning wood 
detail had scrounged sufficient quantities of 
wood that allowed us to have a blaze all night 



long.  We slept warm with our comrades under 
blankets and oilcloths. 
     Reveille was blown at am Sunday, and we 
prepared ourselves for an early encounter with 
the enemy on Setlington’s Hill above the town.  
Whoever controlled the heights controlled the 
town.  Wagons carried us to the foot of the 
precipitous incline and we began our laborious 
climb up a steep grade that before much time 
caused many of us to gasp for air.  Our legs 
ached as we scrambled for the high ground, and 
after forty minutes of labor we were rewarded 
with a tremendous panorama of Bull Pasture 
Creek and the valley of McDowell. 
     We were no sooner set into line on the right 
of the 12th Ga., than the Yanks made themselves 
known with skirmishers testing our position.  
Soon their bugles blew the advance, and with 
flags fluttering, they began to struggle upwards 
towards our position.  We poured a lethal fire 
into their upturned faces.  Many clung to trees to 
keep from sliding back down the mountain, and 
when they fired their weapons they came close to 
tumbling down the mountainside.  I’m sure many 
a northern lad, when killed with a minnie or 
musket ball, rolled all the way down the 
mountain and into the holes dug by the 
gravediggers. 
     The Yanks could not carry our line despite 
their superior numbers.  We were just too well 
placed.  The Yankees died admirably and it 
speaks well of their race and political affiliation. 
     Ascertaining their predicament a decision was 
made to flank our right.  Once more they were 
held up by Southern determination and 
uncooperative geography.  It may have been a 
halfhearted effort on their part, but I believe in 
the value of a secure defensive position.  
Apparently so did Generals Johnson and 
Jackson.  When the fight ended the South held 
the high ground, and command of the town.  A 
few well-aimed artillery rounds would make the 
town undefendable.  Union General Milroy had 
no choice but to dispose of his excess 
commissary stores and retreat. 
     The boys of the 25th Va., aka Co. B, 4th 
Regiment, completed their downhill march to the 
town, struck camp, said their good byes, and 
returned home.  Thanks are given to the efforts 

of Sgt. T. Dean, Sgt. W. Sweirs, Cpl. J. Peterson, 
Capt. G. Hatcher, Lt. C. Cole, and Colonel Lynn 
Bull for their leadership and fortitude.  There 
were many others of Co. B present, but too far 
numerous to mention to be mentioned here. 
 
Footnotes: 
 
Gen. E. Johnson divided his Army of the NW into two 
Brigades.  The 25th Va. was assigned to the 1st Brigade 
which consisted of the 12th  Ga., 25th Va., 31st Va., 
Hunsbrough’s Battalion, and the Star Battery. 
 
The 25th Va. had a total of 72 officers and enlisted men 
killed or wounded.  Their casualty rate was only exceeded 
by the 12th Ga., which had 175 killed or wounded.  The 
South had a grand total of 498 killed or wounded, 
however, the “Official Records” state that the count is 
incomplete. ž 
 
 

The Battle of Samples Farm  (Latta 
Plantation) April 24, and 25 

 
By Col. Chavez D. Freeze 

 
     Arrived about dusk Friday night April 23rd, at 
the Latta Plantation, with hopes that the weather 
would be kind, and the martial action would be 
plentiful.  Severe rainstorms made Friday’s 
journey difficult, and may have cut down on 
attendance, but the boys of “Co. B” managed to 
scrape together twelve effectives for Saturday, 
and nine for Sunday.  
     These usual suspects pulled together and 
acted as Union skirmishers both days, out front, 
probing the enemy lines- where it’s always best 
to be.  There’s something gratifying about 
picking a fight.  Perhaps it was the new uniforms 
some of us were wearing.  Six of us dressed out 
as 165th New York Zouaves, aka Duryee’s 
Zouaves 2nd Battalion. 
     Sgt Tudd Dean was brevetted Capt. of our 
small band, and he did his best to keep the 
unruly characters disciplined and in formation.  
Not an easy task considering the overall  
desire to engage the Graybacks.  
     Our campsite was beautifully secluded in a 
glen. The surrounding trees acted as a buffer to 
the chilly winds that blew, and then provided 
shade when the sun decided to warm things up.  
Saturday night’s repast was sumptuous as we 



ignored the event site’s provided meal, instead 
relying on our own cooking skills and resources.  
A tip of the hat should be given to George 
Hatcher for two pork shoulder roasts.  Dean 
provided baked biscuits and a great blue berry 
cobbler.  Others procured delectable vegetables 
and additional dishes, and we soon found 
ourselves moving from pot to pot in a buffet 
style procession that ended with tight waist 
bands. 
     Saturday’s engagement found us probing the 
enemy who picketing in and near a barn.  They 
went flying at our first shots, however, one Rebel 
with a pistol killed two our men as they cleared 
the barn.  As we continued past the barn, and 
then the two-story mansion, two unfortunate 
slaves were liberated and sent to the rear.  For 
the first time in their miserable lives they were to 
experience life without chains.  Dear reader, 
should not all of God’s Creation have the 
opportunity that freedom provides? 
     We were quickly enforced with two 
companies and engagement became a general 
melee’. The Secessionist rallied a couple of 
companies from the neighboring woods and they 
entered into the far side of the open yard in a 
battle line.  As the Rebs neared the house they 
rolled an artillery piece into the clearing and 
soon began peppering us with grape shot.  Some 
of our boys went down in a hail of iron, and 
things began to get tight.  As our depleted 
company flanked the Reb’s right, a small platoon 
moved to refuse their flank.  They took few hits 
and continued to march in our direction.  We fell 
back towards the rear, in the direction we had 
come from.  The grounds were littered with our 
dead and injured as the battle drew to a close.  At 
best the engagement had lasted twenty minutes, 
and as is usual in these small events, the Federal 
forces came up second best. 
     The weather turned cool Saturday night, but 
ample amounts of firewood was found and the 
boys stayed warm.  Fence rails and barn slats, 
when well cured, make a wonderfully bright fire.  
Small talk centered around home, the war, and 
eventually a card game broke out.  Much money 
changed hands that evening, and at least one 
soldier lost a month’s pay to a demon game of 
chance.  Almost all of the ‘old’ hands went to 

bed early Saturday night but a few of the 
youngsters burned the midnight oil. 
     Several of us rose early Sunday morning to 
drink coffee, chat about the coming day, and 
enjoy those rare moments of fellowship that only 
our “peculiar interest” can provide.  Once more a 
plentiful meal was prepared, and after church 
call, our company held drill. I believe we were 
the sharpest boys at the event, but a little polish 
never hurt the glint of a gun barrel. 
     At one thirty pm we formed up and marched 
off for the second day’s battle.  The scenario was 
much the same as Saturday’s, with the Zouaves 
serving as skirmishers, only this time our 
numbers were reinforced with a mountain 
howitzer.  The artillery exchanged fire, and the 
Gray line then came on the field.  They slowly 
pushed us back.  Sometime during the confusion, 
a liberated contraband found a pistol, and joined 
in on the fight for his freedom.  This goes to 
prove that any creature, if kicked long enough 
will turn around and bite you.  
His actions made us all proud, 
and instilled in us the courage 
to keep up the fight.  We 
slowly gave ground and soon 
exited the farm with a 
determination to return one 
day and make those 
Secessionist howl. 
     After the customary 
review, we began the process 
of packing up our belongings, 
saying our goodbyes, and driving home.  While 
the event was small the feeling of comradeship 
with the boys of Company B was increased.  All 
present certainly enjoyed their weekend. ž 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 



 
 

Peterson’s Pointers 
����

Being the Observations  
And 

Advice from our Intrepid Corporal from the East 
 

Editor’s Note:  Do you know your right from 
your left and do you spend too much time 
scanning the horizon while in Battalion 
formation?  Corporal Peterson has some helpful 
hints on how to keep “to the step.” 

 

To The Step 
 
  The season is upon us and we are getting ready 
to take to the field again.  Once again this part of 
the newsletter will attempt to chip away at some 
reenactorisms.  We will once more target the 
poor privates and corporals who make up the 
rank and file members of the company. 
  The typical reenactor company wanders around 
as it marches like a herd of cows.  The 1SG has 
to keep up a steady ONE - ONE - ONE TWO 
ONE to try and keep everybody in step.  If they 
are lucky they will have a drummer who will be 
able to keep most of them in step. 
  But what of our Civil War soldiers?  Well, 
generally when marching by either flank the unit 
would be at the route step.  The unit would face 
by the flank, step off together, and march as a 
unit for a short distance to clear whatever area 
they had formed in and they would be put in the 
route step.  When the Colonel wished to halt 

“The Attention” would be sounded and the 
troops dress the line and pick up the step prior to 
halting. 
  In both Hardee, Vol II, starting at 619 and 
Casey, Vol II starting at 682 they cover the 
responsibility of the individual soldier when 
marching in Line of Battle.  , Boiled down and 
taken from other sections of the manuals, the 
Color Guard and general guides, in addition to 
being good soldiers and brave, were selected for 
their ability to march well and keep a steady 
pace. 
  If the battalion lost the step the Commander 
will order “To the Step” and the battalion will 
look to the Color Rank or a general guide and 
retake the step.  The manual does not make a big 
deal of keeping everybody in step.  Simply, if the 
step is lost “To the Step” is given and everybody 
picks it up again.  Clearly it is the well-drilled 
soldiers responsibility to keep in step. 
  During battalion drill, keeping the step has 
another advantage, in keeping the Battle line 
dressed.  As each soldier keeps track of the step 
as executed by the guides or Color Rank he 
notices his place in the line.  Far too many 
privates and corporals look at the ground in front 
of their feet or at some point far over the horizon 
with never a glance to the left or right. 
  Lets all be better rank and file members of the 
company and keep track of the step and dress of 
the line for the rest of the year. ž 

 
 

���������������	
�������������������	
�������������������	
�������������������	
���� ����
 
Are We Truly a Worthy Opponent? 
 
Dear Editor: 
 
     When the Battle of McDowell was brought to 
a close on Setlington’s Hill the organizers and 
staff proceeded with much speechifying and 
plaver.  Over the years most of us have grown 
accustomed to the usual post event compliments 
of “good job boys, you did well boys” etc, and 
we go into a semi-comatose state while they’re 
being spoken. 
     However, the overall Union commander made 
one comment that gave me pause for thought.  



He paid compliments to the Confederates calling 
us “The most worthiest opponents I’ve 
encountered in 15 years!”  Immediately I 
commenced to dissect this eloqui’ with my usual 
razor sharp, analytic mind. 
     It could only mean one of three things: he had 
not done much reenacting during the last 15 
years, he had been fighting a bunch of home 
guard and junior reserve up north somewhere, or 
the Confederate forces were really that          
good. 
     After Saturday’s spectator battle, I felt that 
the Confederates were really not that good, as 
our battalion maneuvers and our early morning 
attempts at drill had not been that sharp. The 
command staff could not be faulted, as their 
commands were clear and concise.  Yes, we had 
a good idea of what was required, and how it 
should be accomplished, but when three different 
organizations are thrown together for the first 
time drill will not be very pretty.  On the other 
hand, our firing discipline was superb. That was 
the results our veteran status. 
     Most of us drove for several hours to get to 
McDowell.  Ill Jim Hardwick had traveled all the 
way from Chicago to be with the IGs.  We did 
without rations Friday night.  We slept cold for 
two nights, and had to gather our own firewood 
for the most part.  We climbed a very steep hill 
to fight the Yanks Sunday morning.  (It would be 
called a mountain here at home.)  We subjected 
ourselves to the treatment normally reserved for 
livestock.  Suffice to say we made most of the 
usual reenacting sacrifices. 
     Yet it was still an interesting comment.  After 
chewing on it for a week I came to the 
realization of what made us so ‘tough.’  We 
wanted to be there.  It wasn’t the glint of the 
steel bayonet, but the gleam in our eye that made 
us a force to be reckoned with.  
     An old vet has said, “If we’re not attentive to 
our reason for being here, within a generation the 
Civil War will be a forgotten foot note of 
history.”  Dear reader, never let the gleam grow 
dull.  Make an effort every chance you get to be 
a worthy opponent. 
 
Col. Chavez D. Freeze 
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Kings Mountain, SC, May 28th, 29th, 2005 
 
     Was asked by a friend to do an American Civil 
War living history-demonstration at Kings Mountain 
Military Park on Memorial Day weekend.  I readily 
agreed to do the part thinking that it would only be 
for a Saturday.  When I was contacted by Bert 
Dunkerly, events coordinator for the park, I was 
taken by surprise.  It was to be a two-day 
demonstration! 
     On Oct. 7th, 1780, the Patriot militia won a victory 
at Kings Mountain over Crown Loyalist forces 
commanded by Patrick Ferguson.  Ferguson and 
approximately 1100 loyalist took refuge on top of 
that mount, only to be surrounded by 1300 militia 
from Tenn., Va., NC, and SC.  They were hard 
marching, angry, backwater woodsmen with only one 
thing on their collective mind, “No one is going to 
call us mongrels that pisseth on the master’s hearth.”   
The rest is history.  We will not go into a detailed 
description of the battle, or what the backwoodsmen 
did to him after he was killed, but a very soggy 
Ferguson and one of his Virginias were buried on that 
mountain.  The mountain was designated a national 
military park in the early 20th century, and while there 
were no civil war battles fought there, there was a 
militia mustering ground in a nearby community. 
     After the invite I immediately got on the telegraph 
and requested help from Col. C. D. Freeze.  He 
suggested that I turn to the Les’ Reliables men (and 
one woman) of Co. B, 4th Regiment.  Several were 
willing and eager to help out.  When the weekend 
rolled around Jim Peterson, Wes Hoyle, Tudd Dean, 
J. D., and Ned Cash, a new recruit to our ranks, 
showed up to lend a hand. 
     Dunkerly went out of his way to make sure we 
had everything that we were accustomed to, 
including straw to sleep on.  The rest rooms (real 
ones) were near at hand, and so was the water.  
Saturday night the park service furnished a meal of, 
you guessed it, barbeque.  But, what a surprise, it was 
chunk meat, not finely chopped, and there was an 
opportunity for seconds.  It was much better than the 
standard fare we usually receive at Saturday night 
feeds. 
     We were given a few tasks.  First we had two 
tables for displaying equipment.  With help from 
Tudd Dean we had no trouble covering them up 
coats, weapons, accoutrements, and other usual 
impedimenta.  Our second task was firing 



demonstrations.  Our little band of comrades did 
three Saturday and two Sunday.   And thirdly, 
continue to speak and answer questions for the 
public.  There was a fourth task, keep modern 
anachronisms out of sight, but we came about that 
naturally.   We dressed in different uniforms 
representing the early, mid, and late war, as well as 
Union and Confederate. 
     If Patrick Ferguson’s ghost was walking amongst 
us, he was most perplexed.  There were several wars 
represented during the weekend.  The Revolution, the 
War of 1812, the Mexican War, the Civil War, the 
Great War, WWII, and the Vietnam War were 
present.  During the firing demonstration a group 
spokesman would discuss his particular war with the 
public.  These topics related to the uniform, the 
weapon, and theater.  Cpl. Jim Peterson drew the 
short straw and was elected our spokesman.  He led 
the comrades in arms through the ‘load by nines’ and 
the firing demo.  We performed flawlessly.  Col. 
Freeze himself said we fired some of the best volleys 
he’ d ever seen or heard.   
     The only negative incident of the weekend came 
when a local militant SCV member came to our 
display table, and got into a short argument with the 
NPS percussion weapons expert Rick Hatcher, of 
Charleston.  Mr. Hatcher is in charge of Ft. Sumter, 
and his HQ is at Ft. Moultrie.  He is a long-standing 
member of an SCV post in that city and has 
experience in CW reenacting.  
     Our visitor felt that we should be flying the 
Confederate Battle Flag, minced no words about, and 
even resorted to a personal insult towards Hatcher.  
Mr. Hatcher presented his views in a gentlemanly 
way, and did not get flustered.  My compliments to 
his self-control and temperament.   The park visitors 
within earshot were left with another long lasting 
negative impression of the SCV and the cause for the 
Confederate Battle Flag.  Had Col. Freeze been 
present at that moment he would have challenged the 
hotheaded visitor to a duel for such impudent 
behavior. 
     During the evening the Rev War, WW II, Vietnam 
War, and CW re-enactors would mix.  It was strange 
to see such varied uniforms around the evening fire.  
Sadly I discovered that Vietnam and WWII re-
enactors do not always have campfires nor do they 
cook over them.  Instead, they ate something called K 
rations and MREs.  When they were invited to eat 
some of our camp cooking there was no hesitation on 
their part.  19th Century cooking has its appeal to any 
era. 
     Recruiting was slow.  We had to resort to 10 and 
11 year old boys to bolster our ranks and fill the 

quota.  Most willingly lifted their right hand and 
swore allegiance, depending on their political 
inclination, to either side.  But what was really 
amusing was the look the recruit would get when he 
said he was for the South, and a Republican, and it 
was explained to him that Abe Lincoln was our first 
Republican President, and the South was 
predominantly Democrat during that age.  Food for 
thought, and several left scratching their heads. 
     Visitors abounded and asked endless questions.  
Some were very well informed and others did not 
know a whole lot.  As part of our assignment was to 
talk to visitors about the Civil War, I think we did an 
outstanding job.  I was tired each evening. 
     All of the volunteers said that they had a good 
time.  Col. Freeze was quite impressed.  Never before 
had he enjoyed such adoration from so many females, 
nor had he ever received so many salutes in one 
weekend.  It was a pleasant switch from re-
enactments and a privilege to camp inside the Kings 
Mountain National Battlefield Park.  There was 
discussion by Dunkerly that the event will be held 
next year.  Hopefully we will be invited back. 
 
Louis Jenkins 
33rd NCT 

 

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 
 

     Thanks to Louis and Jim for their input on the 
newsletter.  I hope to have more from the 
membership in the next edition.       

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 



 


