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RICH MOUNTAIN 2006 EVENT REPORT 
Continued from Page 1 

Belington on the Beverly-Fairmont Pike.  The second, occupied by 
about 1,300 men and four guns commanded by Colonel John Pegram, 
was at the western base of Rich Mountain on the Staunton-Parkersburg 
Pike. 

While McClellan dithered and fretted about enemy strength, one of 
his more aggressive brigade commanders—newly minted Brigadier 
General William S. Rosecrans—devised a plan to get behind Pegram’s 
defenses and take Rich Mountain.  With McClellan’s reluctant 
approval and the help of a Unionist guide who lived on the mountain, 
Rosecrans’s 1,917 men started off early in the rainy morning of July 
11, marching without knapsacks.   

The bluecoats wound slowly up the south side of Rich Mountain 
and, in the later afternoon, formed in line in the thick, rugged 
undergrowth and assaulted Pegram’s position from an unexpected 
quarter.  After being stymied for a while by the 300 Confederates and 
one well-manned artillery piece that Pegram had on the mountaintop, 
Rosecrans’s Indianans and Ohioans charged and captured the position 
and most of the 300 Rebels.  Pegram, with his remaining 1,000 men, 
abandoned his camp at the base of Rich Mountain and, cut off and 
without supplies, surrendered in Beverly two days later.  Union losses 
were 46 killed and wounded while Confederate casualties were about 
300 (mostly captured) on the mountain plus about 1,000 captured in 

Beverly. 
Twenty-three miles away, after some skirmishing with the bulk of 

McClellan’s army and hearing of Pegram’s defeat at Rich Mountain, 
Garnett abandoned his strong Laurel Hill position and withdrew 
northeastward through rough country, fighting a disastrous running 
battle with the Yanks in the area around Corrick’s Ford on July 13.  
Garnett was killed at Corrick’s Ford and the beaten Rebels withdrew 
to Monterey, Virginia. 

The campaign largely secured the western counties of Virginia for 
the Federal cause.  While General Robert E. Lee unsuccessfully 
attempted to recover western Virginia in the Cheat Mountain 
campaign of the autumn of 1861, and the region contained substantial 
pro-secessionist guerrillas to the end of the war, the battle of Rich 
Mountain gave western Virginia’s Unionists the victory they needed to 
form a separate state government.  West Virginia eventually seceded 
from Virginia and was accepted into the Union as a new state in 1863. 
 
Preliminaries 

Announced in 2004, the Rich Mountain 2006 event was organized 
by the Ohio-based Mess No. 1.  The organizing committee, who’s 
most visible members were Eric Tipton, Ken Cornett, and Joe Liechty, 
created a very good event website with an innovative, 

online/interactive registration system.  Frequent updates were posted 
on the event website and various reenactor Internet forums, and the 
somewhat inexperienced event committee wisely solicited advice from 
numerous experienced “campaigner” event organizers. 

The event accumulated a lot of steam due to a somewhat low-key 
but nevertheless determined and organized marketing campaign.  The 
organizers worked hard to get the word out while avoiding “over-
hyping”, and it showed.  By early 2005, the event was being widely 
viewed in the “campaigner community” as the “hardcore national” 
long advocated by many and numerous organizations, East and West, 
threw their support behind it. 

When online registration opened in early February 2006, the rush 
to sign up before the capacity of 400 participants was reached was 
unprecedented: the 150 available Confederate slots filled in three or 
four days, and the 250 available Yankee spaces were filled in three 
weeks.  Inevitable last-minute cancellations resulted in fewer feet on 

the ground than the pre-registration numbers. 
The result of over two years of planning was an extremely well-

organized, focused, and well-run event.  Despite its numerous 
logistical challenges, including the trepidation of some regarding a 
warm-weather event themed on climbing a mountain (“will there be 
adequate water supplies and emergency services?”), the event 
committee was equal to the task.  Would that more folks could 
organize and run such a complex event with such ability and aplomb. 

By minimizing expenses and holding raffles and other fundraising 
endeavors, the event organizers were able to contribute over $14,000 
to the Rich Mountain Battlefield Association following the event. 

The Confederate command was handled by by Kim Stidley 
(infantry) of the Stonewall Brigade and Coley Adair (cavalry) of the 
Critter Company, while the Federal field and staff were largely from 
the Western Independent Grays (WIG).  The Yanks portrayed five 
companies of the three-month 10th Indiana Infantry, under the 
command of Colonel John Duffer (WIG), Lt. Col. Art Milbert (WIG), 
Adjutant Harry Connelly (Columbia Rifles), and Sergeant Major Joe 
Liechty (Mess No. 1/GHTI).  

The Federals included two companies of WIGs under the 
command of Tripp Corbin and Patrick Landrum, one company of the 
Midwest-based GHTI under John Crabb, one company of the 
Southeast-based SCAR under Jim Butler, and the Columbia Rifles & 
Friends.1   

                                                           
1 This event was held perhaps two hours west of Washington D.C., and 
only one company of Eastern Federals supported it, while the bulk of 
the Federal battalion traveled from places like Tennessee, Georgia, 
Mississippi, Minnesota, and Michigan, among others.  The bulk of the 
Confederate battalion was Easterners. 

Federals in the woods at Rich Mountain 2006 (all photos by 
Eric Tipton, from the event website) 

Federal field and staff and color guard on Sunday. 
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The CR company had fifty-three men registered on paper, but in 

the field actually had about thirty-four on Saturday morning; about 
twelve of these were CRs.  The company was led by Captain Dave 
Grieves.  Numerous last-minute changes—probably inevitable when 
registration fills up so fast five months before the event—in subalterns 
due to withdrawals resulted in the following Company B rank structure 
(all are CRs unless otherwise noted): 1st Lt. Chris Piering, 2nd Lt. 
Kevin O’Beirne, Orderly Sergeant Mike Jolin, 2nd Sergeant John 
Tobey, 3rd Sergeant Rob Murray (1st Minnesota of the Western 
Brigade), and 4th Sergeant Brian Luscombe.2  The veterans among this 
group did their usual fine job, and the newcomers—either to their 
ranks (such as Mike Jolin as Orderly Sergeant) or to us as a group 
(Rob Murray) all performed exceptionally well.  Brian Luscombe had 
never before served as a non-commissioned officer in reenacting, but 
drew on his real-life experience as a company commander in the 
Canadian Army Reserve to turn in a fine job at Rich Mountain. 

Company B of the re-created 10th Indiana was a fine, focused 
group of dedicated reenactors in which it was a pleasure to serve.  
Frankly, I cannot imagine that any other company at the event that had 

better reenactors or had more focus and esprit de corps.  Later in this 
article you’ll learn why I wrote that. 
 
Friday 

The area around Rich Mountain is, to a very large extent, 
unspoiled since the Civil War, except for some paved roads.3  Despite 
its remote-sounding location, the site was only six hours from my 
home near Buffalo, New York (closer than Gettysburg) and the drive 
was pleasant and passed quickly in the company of my companions, 
Brian Luscombe and John Tobey. 

Dave “Nolan” Berndt was to travel with us but had to drop out due 
to a serious foot injury   The rest of us had planned to attend as 
privates, but the company’s “musical ranks” in the two weeks prior to 
the event had affected all three of us.  John was promoted to 4th 
Sergeant two months prior to the event and to 2nd Sergeant two weeks 
ahead.  Nine days beforehand I was catapulted from private to 2nd Lt., 
and just seven days in advance Brian got the 4th Sergeant slot.  Instead 
of happy-go-lucky privates, our van was loaded with drill manuals, 
chevrons, straps and swords, and responsibility. 

The skies across Pennsylvania and northern West Virginia wept 
periodically, but we arrived onsite under partly cloudy skies and 
moderate (mid-70s) temperatures.   

Our arrival, like most other carloads pulling into the site, was the 
start of a three-hour “meet ‘n greet” as we caught up with other CRs 
and folks from other groups from far and wide.  We yapped with many 
                                                           
2 Because this report was written four months after the event, 
regrettably I was unable to recall the names of the corporals, who were 
largely from a variety of groups.   
3 Asphalt roads are not universal in the region. 

of the “big names” in “campaignerdom” to guys we barely knew, to 
first-time-bacon-eaters nervous about how they’d do in the coming 
forty hours (“Here, adjust your strap like that, ditch that other thing 
that you won’t need, be sure to bring your gum blanket ‘cause it’ll 
rain, get your food cooked before dark, and don’t worry much—you’ll 
do fine.”).  The Friday afternoon and Sunday backslapping and 
handshaking are always among the fondest memories of one of these 
road trips. 

Registration check-in was in a large picnic shelter (with 
restrooms!) next to the parking field.  I checked in and, like everyone 
else, received a “fate card”—a period-looking (it appeared to be 
written in ink with a nib pen) card that required Harry Houdini to 
break into to read—it sure had some stiff glue holding its two halves 
together.  Anyway, I learned that my period name for the weekend was 
“2nd Lt. Levin Miller” of Company B; it was something of a relief to 
learn that Lt. Miller survived the battle of Rich Mountain unharmed, 
and later managed to become a field officer in an Indiana regiment. 

Upon receiving his fate card, each participant was cautioned to 
keep its contents confidential.  However, because people tend to talk 
and everyone knew his “fate” by Friday evening, the “fates” were 
poorly kept secrets, particularly among comrades.  Several hours 
before the battle, I was informed that not only would Captain Grieves 
be “killed”, but that Lt. Piering would be spending much of the fight 
with his platoon widely separated from the rest of the company and 
battalion.  Okay, being the 2nd Lt. in this company was actually going 
to require that I do something…   

I never actually read anyone else’s fate card, but they were 
reportedly fairly simple with a relatively small amount of 
information—not quite the veritable “instructional manuals” passed 
off as fate cards at Payne’s Farm 2005. 

Fate cards are a good idea that gives participants an extra 
connection to the history portrayed.  But, because they represent a hell 
of a lot of work by the organizers, they’re pretty rare things, so 
whoever researched these and made them deserve a lot of thanks. 

I am of two minds relative to when fate cards should be presented 
to participants: either at least a month in advance of the event so that 
the men can “get used to” their first-person name and portrayal, or just 
prior to the “battle” so that there is reduced potential for folks to blab 
their “fate” to their friends; based on the premise that unexpected 
“death” and “wounds” presents a more insightful experience for 
reenactors, vaguely akin to the randomness of Fate during a real battle.  
Rich Mountain 2006, however, followed neither route—no one knew 
their first-person name prior to the event, and everyone knew it a full 
day in advance so when “hits” were taken it was a surprise to few. 

Several higher-end vendors of reproduction wares were set up 
under the picnic shelter with a myriad of goods for sale and with 
sewing needles ready.  Chris Daley was kind enough to sew my new 
2nd Lt. straps to my sack coat as soon as I bought them. 

Because the event did not include a ration issue and everyone 
brought their own grub, we lingered in the parking area, yakking and 
kitting up, for quite a while.  We finally crossed a footbridge over a 
small creek and walked 300 yards up an occasionally muddy trail into 
the woods behind the registration area to where the battalion’s bivouac 
was taking shape. 

Company B at Friday evening formation at Rich Mountain 

Friday evening battalion drill at Rich Mountain 



 October-December 2006                                          The Columbia Examiner                                                                       Page 13 
Informed of an officers’ meeting “in fifteen minutes”, Lt. Piering 

and I dropped our blanket rolls in Company B’s area—it was literally 
at the edge of a swamp populated by hungry mosquitoes—and hiked 
back up the trail to “the really muddy spot” (a morass about fifty yards 

long and thirty feet wide, over, around, and through which we were to 
march numerous times during the next ten hours) where the straps 
were gathering in the humid woods. 

Most of the meeting was “the usual”—introductions, joking, and 
stating the obvious (“Drink lots of water this weekend!”).  After a few 
questions were asked and answered, we were starting to get on the 
same page.  Per Captain Grieves, what was missing prior to the event 
was virtually any communication from the field and staff to the 
company commanders, although the Friday afternoon site walk for 
officers (I learned of this after it was over) was reportedly very good. 

Little was said about first-person expectations for the morrow’s 
march up the mountain.  Prior to the event, the organizers had posted 
on the Internet requests that participants attempt to remain in first-
person as much as possible, seeing how it had been billed as a “semi-
immersion” event.  I’ve observed at other events, however, that the 
men’s ability to sustain first-person appears to be inversely 
proportional to the event’s level of physicality.  For example, a 
garrison event like “Winter 1864” or the “Immortal 600” has much 
greater potential for sustained first-person than, say, a physically 
arduous event like Pickett’s Mill, the LHG Death March or, for that 
matter, Rich Mountain.  Perhaps the only way to achieve any level of 
sustained first-person at a “physical” event is for the officers and 
organizers to reinforce to the men this expectation multiple times prior 
to and during the event and—of course—to set a good example 
themselves.  Unfortunately, Rich Mountain 2006 pretty much met 
most of my first-person expectations; in other words, there wasn’t 
much “immersiveness” to it, based on how folks talked and behaved.  I 
was glad to be part of several periods of decent first-person within the 
company, and the company leadership often attempted to refer to each 
other using first-person names but, as a whole, the battalion did not see 
much first-person and few decent examples were being set.4 

The officers’ meeting finally ended with the admonition that the 
battalion was to form at 8:00 p.m. for dress parade near the registration 
pavilion.  Back in Company B’s bivouac, the officers and sergeants 
shared their rations for a quick, cold supper and prepared for parade. 

Trudging through/around the morass, the battalion formed in the 
field.  Attributing the fact that several flubs in the parade were 

                                                           
4 Based on my personal observation, several officer impressionists 
appeared to be completely unaware of their own first-person name. 

probably due to our portrayal of a semi-disgruntled three-month 
regiment, I was still surprised when no officers except Lt. Piering and I 
stepped out front when ranks were opened.  “You guys were the only 
ones who thought to do it right,” the commander of a nearby company 

told me on Saturday evening.  
C’mon boys (officers), this is pretty 
basic stuff… 

Weapons inspection and about 
thirty minutes of battalion drill 
followed parade.  The manual 
selected for the weekend’s 1861 
scenario, per the event website, was 
Silas Casey’s 1862 Infantry Tactics.  
However, at drill we learned that 
the one real maneuver required for 
the “battle” was “Forward into 
Line”—which is in Hardee’s/U.S. 
Rifle and Infantry Tactics manual 
and absent from Casey’s.  While 
our company understood the drill 
and minutia of the maneuver, the 
manual we actually used was not 
particularly apparent. 

In the twilight we trudged 
through the morass back to our 

bivouac on the far end of the 
battalion line in the woods.  I slept 
near Sergeants Tobey and Luscombe 

and, as we rolled out our blankets, Sergeant Tobey muttered, “I sure 
hope it doesn’t rain tonight.”  Seeing how this was supposed to be 
1861, no one had a tent… and rain was forecast for much of the 
weekend. 

Of course, thirty minutes after we bedded down around 10:30 
p.m., the pitter-patter of rain started in the leaves above us.5  A guttural 
expletive of, “Horseshit!” uncharacteristically exploded from Sergeant 
Tobey.  We had no choice but to take it—and it rained on and off 
throughout the night. 
 
*** Warning: Starting here, this event report contains some 

poor attempts at wit and bits o’ sarcasm.  If you believe 
your undies might get in a knot because you’re overly 

sensitive, don’t read any further.  You have been warned, 
and in writing. *** 

 
Saturday’s March 

The bugle awakened the battalion at 4:00 a.m. in the dark and 
dripping woods.  Fires were impossible and so the men groaned, arose, 
checked how wet their clothing and comrades were, and started rolling 
up their sopping blankets.  The officers and sergeants of Company B 
moved among the men advising them to keep all modern medications 
in their pockets for the day and to consider packing their gum blanket 
or oilcloth (“waterproofs”) on their waist belt. 

Y’see, reading the history of what you are portraying sometimes 
lends insight into what’s going to happen during the event.  Perhaps 
among our company only Captain Grieves knew the real plan, but Lt. 
Piering and I suspected it after checking out the history books.  Yep, 
the 10th Indiana and the rest of Rosecrans’s brigade had gone up Rich 
Mountain in light marching order—that means “no packs”—and I 
knew that the event committee had been advised by some experienced 
folks who take their history literally.6 

About 4:30 a.m. the battalion commenced assembling on the path; 
Company B crossed the morass a few times as we attempted to find 
                                                           
5 For the record, Dave Towsen was not at this event. 
6 Reportedly, one of the rotten bastards who suggested to the event 
organizers that we ditch knapsacks per the history books was the CR’s 
Charles Heath.  As usual, blame him for What Happened Next. 

The 10th Indiana on the march in Saturday’s rain 
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where we’d really dress on the next company, and as some companies 
arrived in line well ahead of others.   

After nearly a half-hour of jostling around in the dark and mud, the 
First Great Controversy of Rich Mountain 2006 occurred when the 
colonel ordered, “Stack Arms!  Unsling Knapsacks!  Drop 
Knapsacks!”  Company B’s leaders again went down the company line 
advising men to keep their waterproofs (it was actually raining pretty 
steady at the time, so anyone who needed to be told to retain their 
waterproof … well, we won’t go there…) and modern medications (if 
any) on their person.  After more waiting, arms were taken, the 
battalion faced right, and the march started at about 5:30 a.m. 

As we stepped off, I expected that it would be Sunday morning 
before we saw our packs and blanket rolls again—which, as most of 
you know by now, turned out to the be the case.  That This Outrageous 

& Dangerous Historical Stunt/Experiment was taking place did not 
occur to many others—as became glaringly apparent—until much later 
in the afternoon.  Apparently, scores of folks expected the event 
organizers to carry their packs up the mountain for them.  To their 
credit, the organizers had a team of several men lined up weeks in 
advance to guard the packs for the day and night, and did indeed plan 
to transport the packs up the hill in trucks if the weather turned foul.  
For now, let’s leave the First Great Controversy of Rich Mountain 
2006.  Don’t worry, we’ll return to it later. 

As we marched out of the woods the rain briefly ceased.  We went 
about a half-mile and halted at 6:00 a.m. at the first water stop, with 
the head of the battalion at the base of the mountain poised to enter 
some dark and tangled-looking woods.  Canteens were refilled and the 
word came down that this was “The no-shit point of no return—
anyone who thinks they may not be able to make it up this mountain 
needs to turn back now and be trucked to the top”.  Five folks elected 
to do this and, after serious reflection, I became the sixth because of 
my eyesight.  I later learned that parts of the route were steep and 
traversed slippery rocks, probably requiring good peepers to negotiate 
successfully.  Nevertheless, I felt terrible about turning back.  We 
spent about four hours in the registration pavilion, during which three 
of the six guys talked themselves right out of the event and left; 
perhaps the recurring rain and close proximity of their modern vehicles 
had something to do with it.  Finally, someone from the battlefield 
park arrived in a SUV and carted our asses up the mountain to near the 
summit. 

Meanwhile, back with the column… 
Watering stations were adequately spaced and the pace was slow 

enough and rest stops often enough that few reported being terribly 
fatigued by the march; certainly the absence of knapsacks (wet) and 
blanket rolls (wet) helped.  A few short stretches of the route were 
nearly hand-over-hand climbing, but everyone got through it okay. 

The weather was historically suitable—it rained on Rosecrans’s 
men as they toiled up the same ground 145 years almost to the day 

ahead of us, and it rained on us.  The pre-event fears of blistering heat 
that could lead to numerous cases of heat exhaustion were for naught 
because the entire march was under (and through) clouds, and daytime 
temperatures never climbed higher than the low 70s; indeed, the 
clammy air felt a good deal cooler. 

We three-who-had-been-six were passed through a Confederate 
cavalry outpost (thanks Coley!) in thick fog atop the mountain.  
Attempting to make ourselves as unobtrusive as possible so that we 
did not hose up the Confederates’ experience, Adjutant Connelly and I 
moved into a small thicket.  The appearance of the dismounted Rebel 
videttes standing guard in the thick fog was eerie indeed and is perhaps 
the lasting image of this event in my memory. 

We thought it would be about two hours before the battalion 
arrived but it was more like ten minutes.  “Did you hear that?” Harry 

and I kept asking each other, thinking that sounds of 
the approaching 10th Indiana were coming up the 
hillside.  The fog, now pea soup, thickened and we 
were barely able to see the grayclad videttes.  “Hey, I 
think they took off,” Harry muttered a minute or two 
later.  We moved out of our thicket and indeed, the 
Rebs had abandoned the top of the mountain spur.  
After a couple more minutes, we clearly heard our 
men, and soon the skirmishers approached us, ghost-
like, through the mist.  Soon, the entire battalion was 
atop the spur and ordered to “Rest!” 

The boys were tired but not wiped out.  Brian, 
John, Lt. Piering, and Captain Grieves filled me in on 
the relatively uneventful march/climb.  Finding spots 
that suited them, the 185 men of the battalion 
sprawled out in the hilltop meadow to catch some rest.  
The rain pestered us from time to time, but it 
eventually trailed off and, after the breeze caused the 

trees to shed most of the moisture from their leaves, that 
was it for the weekend’s precipitation.  We were wet 

but hardly drowned, and morale was quite high. 
Meanwhile, the Confederate battalion, portraying the 25th 

Virginia, spent the night at “Camp Garnett”, on the same ground 
where most of Pegram’s command encamped at the base of Rich 
Mountain, along the Staunton-Parkersburg Pike.  Reveille sounded in 
the rainy Rebel camp at 7:00 a.m. and, during the first half of the 
morning, pickets were posted on the pike. 

At 9:00 a.m., a Federal rider entered the camp and was “shot” by 
the pickets.  After questioning the “wounded” man, Colonel Stidley 
ordered the 25th Virginia, minus one company that was to remain 
behind the guard the camp, to assemble and march 2.5 miles to the top 
of the mountain along the pike. 

By late morning, the 25th Virginia was atop the mountain with 
pickets posted, with the rest of the men building brushworks in the 
rain.  Per the historical scenario, however, the works faced away from 
the direction from which the Yanks were approaching. 

 
The Battle 

About 1:30 p.m., Officers’ Call sounded and, after repeated verbal 
interpretations for the terminally tone-deaf, most of the battalion’s 
“cheese knife holders” showed up where the colonel was holding forth 
with Mr. Tipton, who was portraying the Unionist civilian who guided 
Rosecrans to the Confederate rear atop Rich Mountain.  Amid a fair 
amount of jocularity, the officers were informed of the intimate details 
of the battle plan first by Colonel Duffer and then again by Mr. Tipton.   

It was during this meeting that we were told of what became the 
Second Great Controversy of Rich Mountain 2006: During the 
“battle” both sides were to use ramrods, and during the climatic 
Federal bayonet charge into the Confederate position, we were to 
actually fix bayonets.  While I wasn’t personally sure if all this was a 
really hot idea, I didn’t have a big problem with it because I’d attended 
other events where this type of thing was successfully, safely done, 
lending an added degree or realism to the “battle”, like at Pickett’s 

The end of the march atop the mountain 
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Mill 2004 and, heck, I’d organized a “mainstream” event nearly ten 
years earlier where we’d done the same thing.  While there had been 
no negative mention of ramrod and bayonet use following these 
events, they were also not The Great Rich Mountain 2006 
Controversy, either.   

After the event, to hear some folks talk, it was as if the organizers 

had forced them to play Russian roulette or something.  Sheesh. 
As it turned out, firing distances between the two sides in the 

afternoon’s battle reenactment were typically over 100 yards, which 
reduced to essentially zero the potential for someone to be hurt by a 
fired ramrod.7 

The officer meeting ended and we went back to lounging in the 
decreasing precipitation.  About 2:30 p.m. the battalion formed up and, 
soon after, believe it or not, the sun started peaking through the clouds.   

Marching by the right flank, the battalion moved a quarter- to a 
half-mile along a road into the “saddle” between the spurs of Rich 
Mountain, heading toward the Staunton-Parkersburg Pike, which still 
exists today.  Eventually, the colonel ordered, “By Companies, into 
Line!” and the “column of fours” formed a column of five companies.  
The right flank of each company got to march on the road, while most 
of us floundered around in the woods.  We went a hundred yards and 
then the order came, “Forward into Line, by Company Left Half 
Wheel, March!” and into the woods we all went.  Ah, the “joy” of 
being the left flank company.  Someday we can be Company A and get 
the easy route.  Company B had the furthest to stumble in the 
undergrowth until we reached the left flank of the fourth company and 
then we sort-of-arranged-ourselves into line on their left. 

A Rebel artillery piece fired to our front.  The battalion halted and, 
like the inexperienced greenhorn soldiers we portrayed, leapt for cover 
on the ground. 

Ahead, some low-intensity skirmisher firing popped occasionally.  
The artillery didn’t fire very often, but we acted like they did.  On this 
ground in 1861, the single Confederate cannon kept Rosecrans’s 1,900 
men stymied for fifteen minutes.  We were there for only about ten 
minutes, after which we staggered a hundred more yards through the 
woods (semblance of a line nearly lost while moving).  Then the gun 
fired and we again hit the dirt and stayed there for another ten minutes.  
Here and there I heard wags in other companies talking of almost 

                                                           
7 In June 2004 I attended a small reenactment in my region where I 
observed, from less than fifty feet away, a yahoo (from my own side, 
thank goodness) fire his ramrod during “trench warfare”.  Propelled by 
what sounded like a typical, sixty-grain powder load, the missile went 
about forty yards and stuck into the earth.  I imagine that a fired 
ramrod would typically not fly much further. 

anything that wasn’t first-person so, to compensate, I urged the men to 
remain calm and said that we’d be taking care of the secesh straight 
away.  I felt a bit silly doing this because no one else was doing it, but 
kept at it because I supposed it may have added to somebody’s 
experience, and audible first-person by officers is rarely a bad thing at 
a semi-immersive event. 

Eventually our bugler sounded “Attention!” and the battalion 
scrambled to its feet and then “Forward!” sounded through the trees.  
We moved out and after hundred more yards we saw a short distance 
ahead sunlight at the edge of the forest.  The secesh were up there 
somewhere and their gun kept firing. 

We fired some battalion volleys and advanced.  The firing became 
more general—its pace was slower than we are used to because most 
of the guys were using their ramrod.  We moved to the edge of the 
forest and kept firing.  To our front was a ditch and, beyond that, a 
space maybe thirty yards wide, then a road (the Pike), and a wooded 
rise beyond—that was the site of the original Confederate position 
atop Rich Mountain.  It’s always a thrill to realize you’re doing 
something like “they” did on the ground where the historic event 
actually occurred.  While the Rich Mountain battlefield park hosts an 
annual reenactment, never before had it been held on the original 
ground. 

The sound of musketry came from the woods ahead, and it was 
possible to glimpse movement of a gray uniform here and there in the 
woods, but they weren’t very close to us and we could not see them 
very well.  Around this time, following history and the scenario plan, 
Captain Grieves ordered Lt. Piering to take the second platoon to the 
left to confront a Confederate company reported to be coming up a 
road on our left flank. 

“Fix Bayonet!” was ordered and then, “Forward!”, repeated on our 
end of the line by Lt. Col. Milbert.  We crashed out of the forest and 
entered the ditch, going slow because of all the pointy things fixed on 
the gun barrels; I was trailing along with the file closers.  Everyone 
was going slow despite the order to charge. 

As a gaggle the company cleared the ditch; the order in the rest of 
the battalion was about the same as ours.  Men were shouting all 
around and someone—one of the file closers?—informed me, “Sir, the 
Captain is down!  He’s shot!”  Well, I knew it was coming, but not 
when.  It turned out that the Captain was “dead” and we were not 
going to see him again until morning. 

I tried to get the platoon into a semblance of a line that moved 
ahead into the trees and up the slope.  Part way up that slope, on a road 
(how many of them were here?  This seemed like the damned 
Crossroads of West Virginia) was the Rebel artillery piece.  Then 
happened the Secondary Controversy of Rich Mountain 2006 Part 
Prime, when a portion of our first platoon got up near the limber chest 
and two men fired their muskets near it.  Firing near a limber chest is 
viewed as bad form because of the potential for it to, well, explode 
with a loud roar.  I was fifty or a hundred feet to the rear at that point 
trying to collect some men and see if the Captain was lying about. 

Both Images: The 10th Indiana during the “battle” on Rich Mtn. 
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Given what happened shortly afterward in the Secondary 

Controversy at Rich Mountain 2006 Part Seconde, the artillerymen 
later made a sort-of big deal out of Secondary Controversy Part Prime.  
Fact is, two guys in our company temporarily lost their sense of safety 
and fired too close to the limber chest, nothing exploded, and 
afterward our non-commissioned officer on the scene apologized to 
the artillerymen.  Matter concluded. 

Except for Part Seconde, which 
was the really weird part.  We’ll get 
to that in a minute. 

Meanwhile, I got the platoon 
assembled and in line and occupied 
a safe position beyond the limber to 
guard the battalion’s left flank.  
Soon a body of Rebs was observed 
through the trees on one of the roads 
below.  We had them like fish in a 
barrel but, figuring that first-person 
at this early-war scenario was 
probably better than bloodthirsty 
powder burning, I attempted to get 
some direction from The Higher Ups 
about whether we should fire and 
massacre them or ask for their 
honorable surrender.  I called for Lt. 
Col. Milbert and was informed that 
he was “dead”.  Turning to Captain 
Butler who was nearby I inquired as 
to who was the senior surviving 
officer in our wing, to which he 
replied, “I guess I am.”  I said 
formally, “Then Sir, being how I 
have no idea where Colonel Manson [Duffer] is, and we have these 
Rebels below dead to rights, I would like to know your orders as to 
whether I should fire on them or attempt to obtain their surrender.”  
Captain Butler said, “Go ahead and ask ‘em to surrender.” 

“Load!” I hissed at the platoon.  Then I attempted to project my 
voice “vociferously” (I love that word) into the woods so that the 
secesh below could not mistake our intent: “Rebel company, we have 
you dead to rights in our sights!  Surrender immediately or we will fire 
on you!” 

Folks probably aren’t used to hearing this type of thing in 
reenacting—in fact some people later good naturedly teased me about 
it on the Internet saying something like, “Perhaps this officer thought 
that there was still chivalry in war,” or similar words—and so the Rebs 
caught in a barrel, so to speak, did what you’d expect: they ignored the 
damned entreaty.  I loudly repeated the command, and they fired a 
couple shots at us, so we gave them a couple tastes of Indiana lead, 
and they withdrew quickly.  Most of our boys (including me) had little 
inclination to chase them hundreds of yards down the mountain. 

In a short bit, 1st Lt. Piering returned with the second platoon and 
reformed the company.  We moved back a ways and then occurred the 
Secondary Controversy at Rich Mountain 2006 Part Seconde, 
which could be subtitled, “Attack of the Belligerent Artillerymen”.   

Seeing a gaggle forming to our rear, the Lieutenant and I left the 
company and went to check it out.  It was around the campsite of the 
artillery, and the folks at hand were the Confederate artillerymen and 
elements of Captain Butler’s and Captain Crabb’s companies, plus a 
few of us CRs.  The gist of it was that some Damned Infernal Yank 
had messed with the artillery’s mess gear and a cannoneer who sort of 
resembled Santa-the-Picket in the opening sequence of the film 
Gettysburg roundly accused the Yanks of stealing—not misplacing, 
mind you, but stealing—his “mucket”.  Despite the bluecoats’ 
protestations to the contrary, Santa, supported by a bellicose twenty-
year-old who appeared to be spoiling for a fistfight with someone… 
anyone, continued to insist that we had stolen it.  “Y’see, how am I 

gonna eat without my mucket?!” the annoyed Santa asked several 
times.   

Some officers, including Lt. Piering, said words to the effect of, 
“Heck, we’ll help ya look for it,” amidst the repeated (how many times 
did Santa say it?) allegations that we’d stolen the goddamned 
“mucket”, while Private Twentyyearold continued to fume.   

It was getting surreal.  Then it got weird. 
About twenty Yanks started really 

going through the Rebs’ kit, which was 
lying all about.  Apparently this crew 
had camped here the night before while 
the Confederate infantry had marched 
up the mountain (albeit on a shorter 
route than the Federals) on the road.  A 
Yank pulled out from under a piece of 
canvas a nice blue Coleman cooler.   

This was a “hardcore” event?  Who 
let these guys in? 

And the cooler was opened, 
revealing that it was full of empty beer 
bottles!   

“C’mon man, let’s go!” Mr. 
Twentyyearold said to someone—
meaning “let’s fight”—and then it 
became clear: these guys had been 
drinking during the day and were at 
least partially intoxicated.  Gunpowder, 
artillery pieces, and booze don’t mix 
well.  I didn’t get that close to any of 
them, but those who did later related 
stuff like, “I smelled beer on their 
breath”, and Sergeant Luscombe, who is 

a provincial cop, said, “I deal with drunks for a living and those guys 
were boozed up, for sure.” 

Wow. 
“You stole my mucket!” Santa wailed.  Christ.  Was this the 

mainstream Elmira reenactment or what?  I was starting to feel like I 
was living in a Mike Ryan event report. 

Eventually, somehow, the gaggle broke up and fisticuffs were 
averted.  We returned to the company and found a place to bivouac   
As we were settling in—which is easy to do when you have only light 
marching order—down on the road just below us, Santa suddenly 
reappeared with his comrades, heading down the hill, waving a 
damned “mucket” on a fully extended arm saying casually, “Found it!” 

Thank goodness.  Now we would be able to sleep at night.  Whew. 
 
Saturday Evening 

The sun—yes, the sun—dappled through the trees into our bivouac 
as the boys spread out some gun blankets and got a few campfires 
going to boil coffee and heat water for weapons maintenance.  The 
company officers and sergeants settled down for a late afternoon meal, 
and found that sharing our non-issue vittles resulted in an incredible 
variety of tastes.  We reclined on our gum blankets in the pleasant air 
and enjoyed ourselves and the good fellowship of our comrades.  
Adjutant Connelly came over—there was no Officer of the Day—and 
informed us that our company was to pull guard duty this evening 
from 6:00 p.m. to 9:00 p.m.…and that was it.  Sheesh, how’d we get 
so lucky?  Normally we’re the guys up at 3:00 a.m. or standing guard 
in a tropical storm or something. 

About this time—maybe 4:30 p.m.—occurred the next installment 
of the First Great Controversy at Rich Mountain 2006, subtitled, 
“The Realization of the Crime”.  This is where the training wheels 
really came off the tricycle. 

You, Gentle Reader, may recall that we last saw our knapsacks and 
blanket rolls at the base of the mountain at about 5:30 a.m., about 
eleven hours ago.  Well, while settling into the evening bivouac as 
Rosecrans’s men had done 145 years ago on this very ground, some 

Sgt. Major and event committee member Joe Liechty 
(left) and 2nd Lt. Kevin O’Beirne (right) 
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folks came to the Startling and Horrendous Conclusion that the packs 
weren’t there and, worse, were not going to be. 

They stomped off to the field officer (singular; remember, Lt. Col. 
Milbert was with Captain Grieves in the Dead Pool, a quarter mile 
down the road) and his staff, and were shockingly and 
unceremoniously told that no packs were being trucked up the hill.  
Word spread through the battalion like wildfire: Tipton, Liechty, 
Cornett, & Co. were indeed Placing Everyone’s Life in Jeopardy.  I 

mean, how could you expect grown men attending the Civil War 
“hardcore national” of the year to actually live for an evening in 
frigid, 63-degree air temperatures (yes, the mercury dipped that low 
that evening) without their blankies?   

My God, man, it’s a felony! 
Sarcasm written four months later aside, the news did not go over 

well in the battalion.  Men huffed, puffed, pontificated, gesticulated, 
asserted they wouldn’t stand for this, and voted with their feet.  The 
Exodus off Rich Mountain began. 

Based on post-event citations of morning reports that this writer 
never actually saw (so it’s hearsay), more than sixty men took foot 
furloughs that evening and tramped two-plus miles back down the hill 
(via the road that went past the Rebel camp), got their packs in the 
woods, and left.  That’s about one man in three in the blue ranks.8  

Fortunately, the news went over much better in Company B than it 
did in the rest of the battalion.  Not a man in the company departed, 
which I chose to believe reflected superior esprit de corps and perhaps 
the fact that almost everyone had their waterproof.  A few guys in the 
company, however, refused to spend the night without their pack and 
its blanket and actually walked two-plus miles down the mountain 
road, got their pack, and then hoofed it two miles back up that steep 
road to the company’s bivouac; this was after climbing up the 
mountain six miles the hard way in the morning.   

Y’know, one might argue that these fellows should have 
swallowed it and spent the night sans packs but, heck, my hat’s off to 
anyone who hiked an extra four to five miles more than anyone else 
(including climbing the mountain a second time, this time wearing 
their pack) just to remain with the company.  One fellow in Company 
B who did this was over sixty years old; remind me not to mess with 
that tough bird, because he’s obviously got more sand than me. 

It was sad to see the backs of so many in the battalion.  After the 
event, reenactor Internet forums were preoccupied for two weeks 
while hundreds of posts hotly debated the safety of camping in 63-
degree weather without a heavy wool blanket vs. a reenactor’s right to 
leave at any time vs. a reenactor’s responsibility to “live the history” 
(after all, this was a “hardcore event”) and stick with the battalion.  
Suffice to say that, if you didn’t bother to read any of it, you were 
better off. 

Personally I thought it was a great experience and Sergeant Tobey 
perhaps put it best, “I’ve been reenacting for thirty years and never 
spent the night out in just light marching order.  I’m glad the sponsors 

                                                           
8 The Confederates had their own problems.  Because rains prior to the 
event had flooded their planned Saturday bivouac, their commander 
decided to make Saturday’s bivouac at the same place as Friday’s 
(Camp Garnett) and, for reasons unknown to this writer, that went over 
poorly and several men departed. 

did that, and I think it was a pretty ballsy thing for them to do.  Kudos 
to them.”  I think almost everyone in Company B would have agreed. 

Smaller but “more hardcore”, the battalion settled in for the 
evening.  Sometime around 5:30 p.m. I went to the colonel’s bivouac 
to find the staffers and see just what Company B was to guard and 
where we were to do it.  The “what” was easy: There was Confederate 
cavalry rumored to be about and, knowing it was the Critter Company, 
we figured they’d make a raid on our camp around twilight or so.  Our 

role did not include guarding the “prisoners” taken during the 
“battle”—numbering maybe twenty or so men—because Company A 
had that job.  (Later, while going to get water, I walked past the area 
where the prisoners were being held and didn’t see anyone guarding 
them; the prisoners were, at least, good enough to just lounge in the 
sun and not act like a threat, or escape or something.) 

The “where” was selected by Adjutant Canoli as one post on each 
of three different roads that met at the crossroads atop Rich Mountain, 
adjacent to our bivouac.  It was around this time that it became 
apparent that the roads were real, live roads open to modern vehicles, 
because automobiles were going past the camp. 

I had a minor spat with the staffers over how to assemble a Guard 
and where the outpost should be, and we eventually came to a happy 
conclusion.  Lt. Piering brought the company down to the crossroads 
and we did our three hours of Guard, with lots of folks taking turns as 
Officer of the Guard, Sergeant of the Guard, Corporal of the Guard, 
and sentinels.  We had a lot more thirty-three folks to man three 
measly posts.   

Our stint on Guard was uneventful to the point of boring.  To keep 
occupied the Officer, Sergeant, and Corporals of the Guard made 
rounds and I doubt the sentinels got too lonely on their short stints.  
While I was Officer of the Guard, Lt. Piering took a few men and went 
to find the Bivouac of the Dead to see how Captain Grieves (God rest 
his soul) was doing.   

Twilight came and with it 9:00 p.m. and the remains of Captain 
Butler’s company (I think) arrived to relieve us.  Company B marched 
back to camp, having discharged our duty as well as we could.   

We were tired and by 9:30 most of the boys were bedded down.  
Lt. Piering, Sergeant Tobey, and I elected to share gum blankets and 
“spoon” in the frigid weather.  As we got ourselves situated, from the 
closest sentinel to our company, maybe (Mabie?  Could be…) one 
hundred yards away through the trees, we heard a comical exchange: 

Sentinel: “HALT!  Who comes there?!” 
Reply: [Bang!  Bang! – gunshots] 
Sentinel (still not convinced): “Who comes there!  Friend or 

foe?!” 
Reply: [Bang!  Bang! – more gunshots] 
(At this point, Sergeant Tobey and I started to laugh.) 
Sentinel (just making sure): “I said Halt!  Halt or I’ll shoot!  

Identify yourself!!” 
Rebels: [Blam!! – a volley, followed by:] YEEEE-HA!! [Rebel yell] 
(At this, we were rolling around under the one gum blanket, 

roaring with laughter.) 
Sentinel (audibly running down the road toward camp): “Post No. 

1!  Corporal of the Guard!!!....” 
There followed a flurry of footfalls on the road, a few gunshots 

and then the erstwhile Rebel raiders disappeared.  I learned this was a 

The reduced-size version of the 10th Indiana on Sunday morning 
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company of gray infantry out for a good time.  Whoever it was, it 
seemed silly at the time. 

The rest of the night was uneventful, except that Piering and 
Tobey on the ends smushed me in the middle.  No doubt they were 
moving “inward” because of the freezing temperatures of the lower 
60s.  Despite the Terror and Risk of the Great Crime, no one died of 
hypothermia (“It’s a miracle!”), but some may have cried themselves 
to sleep, wondering if they would ever be reunited with their pack.  
Hell, with Pete McCarthey (POC’R Boys Mess) and Ley Watson 
among the guys keeping watch over the packs at the base of the 
mountain, I was nervous that those guys 
would sell our property and go boozing 
and womanizing throughout downtown 
Mabie.9 
 
Sunday 

We draw toward the conclusion of 
this tale. 

On Sunday, the battalion was 
awakened at about 6:00 a.m. and formed 
on the road by 6:30, when it was apparent 
that Company B was the largest of the 
five companies in the wake of the 
Knapsack Exodus.  Captain Grieves 
returned to us, but during the march 
down the mountain he was behind the 
Rebel prisoners (who marched behind 
us); maybe (Mabie, could be…) he was 
still Officially Dead. 

One of our company had neglected to 
take proper care of himself and fell ill on 
the march down the mountain, requiring 
Lt./Dr. Piering’s care, so I was in charge of the company for most of 
the march.  The orders were difficult: “Halt!  Forward March!” and 
stuff like that.  Taxing, but we got through it somehow… 

The Sunday route was a little over two miles, all downhill, and 
mostly along a semi-paved road.  The last quarter to half-mile wound 
through some wooded paths until we arrived at a field where the Rebel 
battalion was drawn up for the mandatory event-ending speechifyin’ 
and battalion photo op. 

Somewhere during the forty-five minutes of this, Dusty Chapman 
(Stonewall Brigade) came over attired as a Confederate officer and 
sold us preservation raffle tickets.  When the words and images were 
finished, we right-faced and went another quarter-mile or so through 
the woods until, Lo and Behold and Thanks To Yahweh, Jesus, and 
Allah Above, there were our long-lost knapsacks, right where we’d left 
them in the rain the previous morning. 

                                                           
9 By my count, excluding chicken coops and doghouses, the 
megalopolis of Mabie has about six buildings. 

The battalion was dismissed, the company was dismissed, and we 
shuffled down the trail, through the morass (one last time) to the 
parking lot, and that was it.  We were on the road home before 10:30 
a.m., even with the usual parking lot backslapping. 

So, how was it overall?  Rich Mountain 2006 was a good event.  
Maybe (Mabie, could be…) not stellar, but a damn good event 
buttressed by solid planning, good logistics, and good follow-through 
by the event committee.  The organizers even managed to keep their 
cool and their dignity during the two week firestorm that followed due 
to the Great and Secondary Controversies described above.  A week or 
so after the event, I called Eric Tipton to congratulate him and the 
committee on a job well done and to convey that I hoped that their 
team would run another such event in the not too distant future. 

I think Charles Heath put it well: “Rich Mountain was good; 
maybe not perfect, but still darned good.  I sure wish we had two or 
three of them per year. Imagine what the hobby would be like if that 
were the case?” 

While I think that, for an event that was always billed as 
“hardcore”, the weekend featured some peculiar behavior by some 
folks, in the end the event provided several positives: 1) Stuff I hadn’t 
experienced before—mainly, camping in light marching order; 2)  
Excellent camaraderie and fellowship within Company B; 3) Learning 
about a campaign about which I previously knew little; 4) The 
opportunity to see many friends (and meet others) from far and wide in 
the hobby—it’d be nice to see these folks a lot more often. 

Perfect?  Perhaps not, but no event is.  Solid?  You bet!  Rich 
Mountain 2006 was a good event and if you weren’t there, other than a 

few short-lived boogers on the windshield, you 
missed a very good weekend. 
 
Postscript 

Being how, anymore, I’m semi-paranoid 
when writing anything about reenactors that’s 
not 101 percent ass-kissing complimentary 
(political correctness permeates reenacting 
anymore), I thought it a good idea to run a 
draft of this event report past Event 
Coordinator Eric Tipton, who replied: 

 
Kevin: 

Wow.  Excellent.  That is a very detailed, 
interesting and balanced account and I read it 
with great attention.  You captured the nuances 
nicely and it has a very good flow.  I LOVE the 
categorizing of the controversies.  After a few 

months and the initial shock of completion and 
the aftermath, your writing brought it back in 
vivid detail and I laughed out loud at a couple 

of parts. 
 We were out to satisfy you guys that have done this stuff 

before and our attitude after the event has been, and is still is, that the 
right guys appreciated some of the decisions that we made.  I’ve stuck 
with my original feeling that we wouldn’t change a thing about WHAT 
we did, but there are some parts of the HOW that we could have done 
better.   

My hat’s off to you boys in the CR for staying put Saturday night.  
Thank goodness we only had a couple of guys lose toes to frostbite that 
night.  Talk to you soon. 

  
Eric 

 
It’s good to see that the organizers have a sense of humor. 

 
Kevin O’Beirne is a member of the Columbia Rifles from 
western New York State 
 

Company B on the march on Sunday morning 

Event coordinator Eric Tipton 


