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“Step Back in Time” Event at the Berks 
County Heritage Center 

 
The “Step Back In Time” Event at the Berks County 

Heritage Center in Wyomissing, PA, is planned for Sunday, 
July 18th, from 11 AM to 5 PM. This event is only a one day 
event, but several members are planning to camp on the site 
for part or all weekend. Please contact Ron Lauser and let 
him know if you plan to camp for the entire weekend. This 
event will give us a chance to do some mid season drill and 
some interaction with the public. This has always been a fun 
event and it also allows us to give back to the Heritage 
Center. Directions to the Heritage Center are in this issue of 
TGR. Mark your calendars for that weekend. I hope to see all 
of you there. 

 

Columbia Rifles Texas Brigade Living 
History Event Details 

 
Time is running out to get registered for the Columbia 

Rifles Texas Brigade Event on July 30-Aug 1 in Pitzer’s 
Woods on the Gettysburg Battlefield. The $10 registration 
deadline for the event is July 16. Registration Forms and 
Authenticity details can be found on the Yahoo group at 
http://groups.yahoo.com/group/1stTexasCoD/ or if you 
would like a copy of the forms, please contact Captain 
Lauser ASAP. It is up to each individual soldier to register 
himself. When filling out the registration form, enter “4th 
Texas, First Battalion ANV” on the line requesting 
“Unit/Mess Name:” 

Colonel Bill Rodman will be serving as second in 
command at the event. Bill would like all 4th Texans to form 
a “mess” at the event so we can cook our period for breakfast 
and lunch but Bill plans to hit Gettysburg on Saturday 
evening for non-period steak and beer! If you have questions 
about the event, please contact Ron Lauser or Bill Rodman. 
Also, if you do register for the event, send Ron a note. He 
would like to keep a count of 4th Texans attending. It should 
be a great event! 

Paymistress to Step Down in 2011 
 

Paymistress Diane Moser would like to give the 
company advanced warning that she will not be willing to do 
the paymistress job next year. She feels she has served her 
time and is ready to hand off the job to someone else. She 
hopes someone else will be willing to step up and take their 
turn in 2011. She also wants us all to know this is no 
reflection on the unit; neither does it indicate the Mosers 
intend to leave the unit. 

Please join me in extending a big THANK YOU to 
Diane for her work over the last two seasons. If anyone is 
interested in taking over as Paymaster/mistress in 2011, 
please contact Ron Lauser 

�

Pennypacker Event AAR 
Submitted by Pvt Anthony DiAngelo 

 
The annual event at Pennypacker Mills has come and 

just as fast, gone; always leaving behind good feeling and an 
immensely satisfying experience in pard-to-pard bonding. 
Though some, sorely missed, were not able to show due to 
familial and other obligations, the company was still well 
attended and gave them boys in blue hell during both 
engagements, despite an incredibly inferior numerical ratio; 
but hey, that’s the beauty of reenacting. Interestingly enough, 
my road to Pennypacker started early, Saturday morning, 
with the prestigious Corporal George Miller who, bearing 
high praise from President Jefferson Davis, was able to 
negotiate the acquisition of a Chevy Blazer, to serve as a 
hasty mobilized reinforcement unit; and, as promised, I 
fulfilled my obligations by providing the Digiorno pizza … 
not. Yet, despite the latter setback, the ride proved 
uninterrupted and we were quickly on the field of battle for a 
weekend that would prove hot and humid, with a little rain; 
yet truly enjoyable.  

No sooner had we arrived were we greeted by Cap’m 
Lauser who assured us that our muskets were greatly needed 
for the ensuing battle. He had done some reconnaissance 
earlier that morning and found that the Yankees were camped 
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100 feet away, across Governor Pennypacker’s lawn. This 
was astonishing as the Corporal and I had entered our camp 
completely undetected. This, however, was short lived; for 
shortly after the Cap’m revealed the reconnaissance 
feedback, Sergeant Bruce Malloy rolled into camp in his 
dashing red Hyundai and set the alarm off, which, in addition 
to notifying the Federals of our location across the lawn, 
served as the formal reveille for the morning. The Federals 
were unperturbed by our magnificently small size and 
decided it better to engage us in combat later that day, when 
the tater’s could see them bloody our noses. 

Constructing our positions on the company street was 
easily accomplished and we were soon mingling about, 
discussing the whereabouts of the other Texans. Private 
Travis Moser was reported to have been provided furlough 
from Richmond and recent correspondence has revealed him 
heading west, through the Bear Flag Republic, on his way to 
some place called Hawaii. His majesty, the omnipotent 
Lieutenant Joe Labuttsky was court-martialed after a superior 
officer learned of his less than stellar dietary practices which 
constitute a “delicious” blend of Quaker Oats and sardines in 
mustard and a Moose Head to wash it all down; his defense: 
“What? It all goes to the same place!” Most importantly, 
perhaps, are the whereabouts of Pvt. Andrew White; if 
anyone has had contact within the last month, please, contact 
me: 484-620-9185; no, I’m serious; he was last seen 
engaging in carnivorous practices at the Kennett Square 
VFW on Memorial Day. Pvt. Harding, who was able to serve 
out his enlistment with high honor, was last seen trouping the 
Carolinas with a band of wandering minstrels. Lastly, we had 
word that First Sergeant Russ Jones was in the area, reported 
to be on the field sometime in the afternoon.  

We were ordered into line around two o’clock, counted 
off and made our way atop the hill for inspections of 
muskets, cartridge boxes, and canteens (it was a hot and 
humid one on Saturday). We packed lightly with Richard S. 
Ewell’s dictum clear in our heads: “The road to glory cannot 
be followed with much baggage.”  Though small, we were, 
undoubtedly, the best damn looking company on the field 
that day and our performance whilst “seeing the elephant” 
solidified our reputation within the eons of reenacting 
history. After the preliminary precautions were taken care of, 
we marched to the base of the hill – where the attack on the 
Federals was to be launched – stacked arms, as is customary 
Saturdays at Pennypacker, and awaited further orders. While 
temporarily removing some of my gear to suppress the 
humidity, I saw, off in the distance, the first sergeant rapidly 
approaching our pseudo-bivouac. Well received as always, 
and glad to contribute another musket to the fray, the first 
sergeant was “brevetted” private, upon his request, by the 
captain. After the artillery duel in which no casualties were 
sustained, we formed, un-stacked our arms, loaded and began 
our advance toward the emerging Federal ranks becoming 
ever more visible atop the hill commanding the field; in the 
words of John Buford, “they came booming.”  

Most of the battle was raged against the Pennsylvania 
Buck Tails – attributable to their stellar accuracy epitomized 
by the buck tails adorning their forage or slouch hats – we 
obliged their reputation by taking a good number of 
casualties but they we were not so lucky. It seems that most 

of them must have sought a private commissioner at the 
onset of the war to purchase one a dem’ fancy breast plates 
for protection: not one Yankee boy took a hit, or so it 
seemed. I was felled by a Federal Minie ball to the chest and 
upon hitting the ground heard “brevetted” Private Jones say, 
“Whoa! Right in the poison ivy!” Miraculously, the good 
Lord resuscitated me and I was soon running to a safer place 
to “die”, next to Corporal Miller; who, in his dying breath, 
simultaneously, with me, repeated the ailing words of John 
Bell Hood from the 1993 movie Gettysburg, “We … should 
… have … gone … to … the … right.” To my amazement 
and surely to yours, I bear no scar from the bullet wound; the 
wounds sustained by the poison ivy, in contrast,  is another 
story entirely.  

The battle ended with all Confederate forces falling 
back to the creek, ultimately capitulating. Taps was played 
ceremoniously, muskets were cleared and we marched back 
to camp hot, sweaty and exhausted; ready to clean muskets 
and be lazy for the remainder of the evening. With high 
praise toward the camp cook, Miss Sharon Jackson, grilled 
chicken, cole slaw, and corn-on-the-cob constituted dinner; 
absolutely delicious. Following dinner, dessert was provided 
by Miss Sharon Jackson, Sean Cooney and Leslie Brego. 
After dinner, we prepared for the candle light tour by looking 
over a packet of Civil War songs compiled by Miss Jackson; 
she also provided the acoustics: a guitar, bass, drum set and 
electric keyboard specialized for 1860’s synth-folk. The 
highlight of the night’s set list was when Cap’m Lauser and 
Sergeant Malloy, as backup vocals, sang “Lorena” for a 
crowd of screaming  women; I believe I saw ole’ Buela 
McCray in the crowd as well. Word to the wise: watch out 
Cap’m, she’s known to be a man-eater; you also might catch 
something. In all seriousness though, I believe the taters 
enjoyed what they could hear of our entertainment, seeing as 
how they didn’t actually stay to listen for an extended period 
of time. Yet, despite this, we had fun recounting the soldiers’ 
songs of old. The rest of the night was spent talking by the 
fire; I turned in around 10:00 and I presume everyone else 
very shortly after.  

Sunday was comparable to Saturday in almost every 
way. We awoke, ate breakfast, again provided by Miss 
Jackson, and relaxed for the remainder of time leading up to 
the battle. We got word of an approaching storm thereby 
facilitating the need to move the battle up to 2, which was 
originally scheduled for 2:30. As we took our position atop 
the hill, we could see the clouds begin to roll over the field 
on which so much was to soon be “sacrificed”. When we 
began to move out, we moved at the Tennessee Quickstep, to 
hastily drive the Federals away and return to break camp 
before the downpours began. Short work was made of the 
Federals that day; as we moved forward, we were able to link 
up with another unit, whose name escapes me, which 
emerged from the tree line to our right, creating a tenacious 
front. The Federals, for the most part, played along well, 
sustaining great casualties and falling back to the creek, 
surrendering, as we had done the previous day. When I say 
for the most part, I am not speaking of the individual Federal 
units, but of the individual who comprised a unit entirely; I 
speak of course of Chief Tonto Erectfeather of the I-refuse-
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to-take-a-hit  tribe, which, I believe, once peacefully existed 
along the muddy banks of the Jackass Creek.  

When we returned to the company street, great haste 
was made to break camp in an effort to escape the imminent 
rain. Many, quicker than George and I, had packed up and 
left in what seemed like no time. With our belongings 
disassembled we turned our attention to Cap’m Lauser who, 
in addition to his belongings, had to dismantle and pack the 
loaner equipment as well. Because of our philanthropic 
assistance, the Cap’m found it a suitable treat to play some 
old negro spirituals sung by none other than Mavis Leonard, 
who, if you don’t know, was out walking with Dr. King 
during the Civil Rights Movement of the 1960’s. The 
delightful tunes, “Scrub-a-baby-down”, “Timothy McVeigh 
Gon` Fry Tonight”, and “I Don’t Want No Trash Can 
Chicken No Mo`” greatly expedited the packing process. 
When this task was accomplished we asked Ole` Poppy 
Rodman if he could use any assistance with his occupations, 
he gratefully declined. On that note, George and I bid adieu 
and were back on our way to Delaware County.  

To sum up, the annual event at Pennypacker proves, 
time and time again, to be an event at which relaxation is at 
its pinnacle during the reenacting season. It emphasizes the 
unit in its entirety (civilian and military) while also providing 
the adequate military aspects which keep us soldiers coming 
out. Furthermore, Pennypacker’s inadvertent emphasis on the 
social aspects, in my opinion, allows the unit to become more 
cohesive as a rigid schedule is nonexistent. Whatever 
perceptions one may hold of the event is entirely their own; 
but for me, Pennypacker has successively been an event at 
which I, and surely everyone else, can look forward to 
bonding with the members in a composed environment; 2010 
was no exception.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Marching back from battle at Pennypacker 

_________________________________________________ 

2010 Calendar of Events 
Key: *** 4 th Texas MAXIMUM effort 

+++ ANV 1st Battalion MAX effort 
### ANV 1st Division MAX effort 

_________________________________________________ 
 
July 18 (Sunday 11AM – 5 PM) Wyomissing, PA *** 
“Step Back in Time” Event at the Berks County Heritage 
Center. No registration fee. 
 
July 30-Aug 1 Gettysburg, PA 
Columbia Rifles Texas Brigade Living History Event in 
Pitzer’s Woods. Campaign impressions only. $10 Individual 
Registration Only. Registration forms and event info are 
available at http://groups.yahoo.com/group/1stTexasCoD/ . 
You will need to create a Yahoo ID to access the group.  
 
August 27-29 Elizabethtown, PA  
“Return to Manassas” Event. Expected to be a Campaign 
only Event. Individual Registration Only. For Event details 
see www.returntomanassas.com.  
 
Sept 17-19 Media PA ***/+++ 
Annual Event at Ridley Creek State Park. Registration 
Deadline is August 18 for $5 per person. No registration will 
be accepted for this event after Aug 18 
 
October 15-17 Middletown, VA ***/+++/### 
Annual Cedar Creek Reenactment. Check 
www.cedarcreekbattlefield.org for details. Registration 
deadlines #1  – July 5 for $15 per person. Please include 
signed waiver. 4th Texas Deadline #2 – August 9 for $20 per 
person. No registration will be accepted for this event after 
August 9. 
 
November 20, Gettysburg, PA 
Gettysburg Remembrance Day Parade and Ceremonies. 
 
December 11, Wallingford, PA 
Christmas Party at the Lauser’s House. 
________________________________________________ 
 

August 2010 TGR Deadline 
 
The deadline for submissions to the August 2010 Issue of 
TGR is July 29, 2010. Submissions can be sent to Ron 
Lauser via US Mail, e-mail, or fax. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



TGR July 2010 4

2010 Event Registrations (as of 4/24/10) 
Contact Paymistress Diane Moser if you have any questions about event registrations 

 

Name 

Berks 
County 
Living 
History 

Columbia Rifles 
Living History 

Ridley 
Creek Cedar Creek 

Gettysburg 
Remembrance 
Day Parade 

Benbenek, Robert 1     1   

Boeni, Mark           

Boyd, Rich           

Carroll, William & Mary     2     

Cooney, Sean & Brego, Leslie   1 2     

Coyle, Kevin       1   

DiAngelo, Anthony & Kelly, Lora     2 1   

Espenshade, Michael           

Finch, Jeffrey           

Furmick, Peter       1   

Harding, Bill & Tish     1     

Jackson, Sharon & family 1   2 1 1 

Jones, Russ & family 1 1 2     

Kalichak, Michael 1 1 1     

Katcher, Philip 1   1     

King, Brian 1   1     

Knowlton, SueAnne     1     

Lauser, Ron 1 1 1 1  1 

Lutsky, Joe     1     

Lynch, Patrick     1     

Malloy, Bruce     1 1   

McCleery, Joseph & Patricia     1 2   

Miller, George 1 1 1 1 1 

Moore, Mark           

Moser, Travis & Family     2     

Rodman, William & family     1 1   

Schaffer, Frank           

Sweisfurth, Art           

Ubben, Randolph           

White, Andrew           

Whiteside, John & Greg           
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Texans at Little Round Top 
In preparation for this month’s event in 

Gettysburg, an excerpt from our own History of 
the 4th Texas is presented 

July 2, 1863, afternoon and evening 

By 4 pm, McLaws and Hood finally had their divisions in 
place for the attack. Hood's Division deployed in two lines of 
two brigades astride the Emmitsburg Road about 2 3/4 miles 
south of the Lutheran Seminary. The Texas Brigade was on 
the left of the forward line and Law's Brigade was on its 
right. From left to right were deployed the Third Arkansas, 
First Texas, Fourth Texas, and Fifth Texas. Despite efforts to 
conceal their arrival, a hail of hot iron from Federal batteries 
in the Peach Orchard and Devil's Den made it plain that the 
Federal's knew their position.  

Soon after reaching his assigned position, Hood received 
word from Law's scouts that the Federal left flank extended 
no further south than the Round Tops. Hood was convinced 
that turning the Round Tops would permit an easy attack of 
the enemy's rear. He petitioned Longstreet via courier to 
allow him to make the maneuver, but Longstreet denied the 
request by quoting Gen. Lee's orders to advance up the 
Emmitsburg Road. Hood petitioned twice more -- the last 
time in person -- further stating that the rocky terrain to his 
front precluded an unbroken advance on the enemy position. 
Hood's petitions were each denied by Longstreet, and Hood 
formally protested the attack.  

By this time, the Federal artillery was taken its toll on Hood's 
idle brigades. Gen. Robertson had ordered the Texas Brigade 
to move to a less vulnerable position and lie down to 
minimize casualties. With deadly accuracy, a shell burst in 
the midst of the Fourth Texas, killing or wounding 15 men. 
John C. West of Co. E and several of his comrades were 
spattered with blood when a solid shot decapitated a soldier 
and cut another in two a few feet from them. West wrote, 
``the infernal machines came tearing and whirring through 
the ranks with a most demoralizing tendency.''  

Captain P. J. Barziza of Co. C, Fourth Texas wrote:  

The enemy's shells screamed and bursted around us, 
inflicting considerable damage. It is very trying upon men to 
remain still and in ranks under a severe cannonading. One 
has time to reflect upon the danger, and there being no wild 
excitement as in a charge, he is more reminded of the utter 
helplessness of his present condition. The men are all flat on 
the ground, keeping their places in the ranks, and as a shell 
is heard, generally try to sink themselves into the earth. 
Nearly every face is overspread with a serious, thoughtful 
air; and what thoughts, vivid and burning, come trooping up 
from the inner chambers of memory, the soldier can only 
realize.  

While they waited, Lt. Mat Beasley of Co. I, Fourth Texas 
learned that he was to command his company during the 
upcoming assault. This company had developed a reputation 

for losing officers in battle. His men consoled him over his 
unenviable position, but Beasley would later have the 
distinction of being the only commander of Co. I to survive a 
fight.  

Having received his orders from Longstreet to execute Lee's 
plan, Hood ordered his brigades to attack. It was just after 4 
pm. Hood, on horseback in front of the Texas Brigade, 
commanded, ``Forward-Steady-Forward!'' Hood ordered 
Robertson to keep his brigade in contact with the 
Emmitsburg Road on the left and Law's Brigade on its right. 
Law's Alabamians, who received a head start in the attack, 
soon outpaced the Texas Brigade, and Robertson's men had 
to break into a trot just to keep contact on their right. 
Robertson quickly realized that he would have to violate 
Hood's order by either losing contact with the Law or the 
road. Robertson and Col. Van Manning of the Third 
Arkansas opted to break from the road rather than split the 
division.  

Because of the rapid advance and the heat of the day, many 
of the Texans discarded their knapsacks, blankets, and other 
cumbersome non-essential battle equipment during the 
charge. John C. West of the Fourth Texas threw away 
everything except his socks, a flannel shirt, his gun, and his 
cartridge box.  

Soon after crossing the Emmitsburg Road, Hood left 
Robertson and rode to the center of the division. While there, 
a shell exploded above his head, and one of its fragments tore 
into his left arm. Hood reeled in the saddle from shock, and 
his staff and comrades lowered him to the ground. Stretcher 
bearers carried him from the fight that had barely begun. Col. 
Evander Law then assumed command of Hood's Division.  

As the Texas Brigade continued its advance across open 
fields into woods and rocky terrain, a large gap developed 
between the First and Fourth Texas. As Robertson tried to 
close the gap, Federal fire from woods on the left forced the 
Third Arkansas and the First Texas to veer further left to 
answer the attack. Unable to close the gap from the left, 
Robertson sent a staff officer to order the Fourth and Fifth 
Texas to close from the right. The regiments could not be 
found. Fortunately, the breach in the brigade was not 
exploited by the Federals and was soon plugged by the Forty-
fourth and Forty-eighth Alabama, which had been diverted 
from Law's right to silence Capt. James Smith's Fourth New 
York Battery firing from Devil's Den. Except for Co. I of the 
Fourth Texas (which had drifted left along with the First 
Texas), the Fourth and Fifth Texas now effectively fought as 
part of Law's Brigade.  

The Fourth and Fifth Texas advanced by the Bushman and 
Slyder farmyards, splashed through Plum Run, and entered 
the woods on the western slope of Big Round Top. As the 
Fourth Texas advanced toward a stone wall, riflemen from 
the Second U.S. Sharpshooters posted behind it poured a 
detructive fire into the regiment's flank. Here, Lt. Joe C. 
Smith was killed, and Col. John C. G. Key and Lt. Col. 
Benjamin F. Carter (the former captain of Co. B) were 
wounded. Carter died a few days later in Federal hands. To 
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the Fourth's right, the Fifth Texas and Fourth Alabama 
cleared the sharpshooters from the wall and drove them back. 
The three regiments then pressed on through thick woods and 
boulders to the saddle between the Big and Little Round 
Tops.  

When the Fourth Texas passed to the east of Devil's Den, the 
men on its left could see the fight for Smith's Battery being 
waged. Cpl. Miles V. Smith of Co. D assembled several of 
his fellow Fourth Texans and sniped at the cannoneers from 
the boulders on Big Round Top. Smith was rewarded by the 
sight of the First Texas and the Twentieth Georgia of 
Benning's Brigade capturing the battery. When Federal 
troops attempted to recapture the guns, Smith's detail fired 
into the Federal flank. When the fight ended, he found the 
Fourth Texas halfway up the slope of Little Round Top.  

When the Fourth Alabama and the Fourth and Fifth Texas 
emerged from the saddle between the Round Tops, they were 
staggered by the sight of Little Round Top's rocky slope 
directly to their front. The skirmishers and sharpshooters they 
had just expelled were scrambling up the rocky slope to join 
a well entrenched line of 1,000 men in Col. Strong Vincent's 
Brigade of the Union Fifth Corps. The three regiments 
dressed their line and advanced up the slope in pursuit. Col. 
Robert Powell of the Fifth Texas wrote that the ``ascent was 
so difficult as to forbid the use of arms.'' Large boulders 
forced the Texans to break ranks and file through them. On 
the left, the Fourth Texas went in yelling and whooping. John 
C. West wrote, ``Round the rude rock the ragged rascal ran.'' 
A ledge of large boulders and a hail of Federal lead stopped 
the advance. At this time, Col. Powell and Lt. Col. King 
Bryan of the Fifth Texas went down wounded.  

The two Texas regiments retreated back down the slope of 
Little Round Top. Ordered forward, they advanced a second 
time. By this point, the Texas and Alabama regiments were 
attacking in only loose coordination at best. With most of 
their company officers dead or wounded, the men attacked 
through the boulders as squads instead of regiments. Men 
were everywhere trying to take cover behind the boulders. 
Inevitably, the second assault ended just as the first. Joined 
by the Fourty-eighth Alabama on their left, the Fourth and 
Fifth Texas attempted a third assault. With darkness falling 
over the field, it was now or never.  

As the Texans and Alabamians advanced, the Sixteenth 
Michigan, on the right of Vincent's line, began to break. 
Vincent ordered the Forty-fourth New York to fire into the 
advancing Texans. Col. Stephen Weed also ordered the 140th 
New York to reinforce the wavering Michiganders. Bullets 
whizzed around so thickly that ``a man could hold out a hat 
and catch it full.'' Pvt. Val C. Giles of Co. B, Fourth Texas 
fired his rifle so many times that the ramrod became stuck in 
the barrel. He pounded the ramrod against a boulder and 
pulled the trigger, which sent the rifle flying from his hands, 
striking another Texan in the ear. The Federal fire ultimately 
was enough to stop the Confederate assault, but not before 
Co. K of the Fifth Texas came within 20 yards of the Union 
line. Finally, at someone's order the Texas regiments pulled 

back and reformed on the shoulder of Big Round Top 
southeast of Devil's Den.  

As darkness descended, the noise of the battle faded into 
quiet. Night, however, brought little relief to the Texans 
wounded or stranded behind the boulders and in the crevices 
of Little Round Top. Scouting parties from both sides 
retrieved the wounded or captured prisoners. Federals and 
Confederates alike hastily built stone walls in anticipation of 
renewed battle in the morning.  

Timeless Tune 
 
The Yellow Rose of Texas 
by Anonymous  

There's a yellow rose in Texas that I am going to see, 
No other soldier knows her, no soldier, only me;  
She cried so when I left her, it like to broke my heart, 
And if I ever find her, we never more will part. 
 
(Chorus) 
She's the sweetest rose of color this soldier ever knew, 
Her eyes are bright as diamonds, they sparkle like the dew; 
You may talk about your dearest May and sing of Rosa Lee, 
But the Yellow Rose of Texas beats the belles of Tennessee. 
 
Where the Rio Grande is flowing and the starry skies are 
bright, 
She walks along the river in the quiet summer night; 
She thinks if I remember, when we parted long ago, 
I promised to come back again and not to leave her so. 
(Chorus) 
 
Oh, now I'm going to find her, for my heart is full of woe, 
And we'll sing the song together, that we sung so long ago; 
We'll play the banjo gaily, and we'll sing the songs of yore, 
And the yellow rose of Texas shall be mine forevermore. 
(Chorus)  

�

�

�

�

�

�
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Pennypacker Event Photo Gallery 
Photos submitted by Pvt. Brian King 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 1st Sgt Jones                        Capt Lauser inspects a weapon                     Forming the Battalion 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Company Volley!! 
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                      Sgt Jones lends a helping hand 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                                                                     Marching to battle 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Meeting the enemy 
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"Step Back In Time" Day at the Berks County Heritage Center 
Sunday, July 18, 2010�
11:00 a.m. - 5:00 p.m. �

Come experience the Heritage Center’s 200-year history when it was a working farm. See demonstrations 
and workshops throughout the day of old time crafts and hands-on activities including 

Ice Cream Making 
Old Fashioned Games 

Crafts - Yarn Dolls, Fabric YoYo's 
and more! 

Visit our colonial Herb Garden, and then learn about 18th century cooking and how our on-site bake oven 
and walk-in fireplace was used.  Costumed guides will be on-hand to show you the other buildings and 

activities at the Heritage Center. 

This is a great family day with plenty of activities for children of all ages! Free admission and parking. 
 

Directions and Map to the Berks County Heritage Center: 
 
From Philly and the SE: Rt. 422 W (to Reading when approaching Reading stay on 422 -- not 422 
Business/Mt. Penn) �  Rt. 222 N (follow signs for Allentown) �  Rt. 183 S, through light at Mobil 
Station �  next right on to Red Bridge Road. 
 
From Allentown: Rt. 22/78 W �  Rt. 183 S, through light at Mobil Station �  next right on to Red Bridge 
Road. 
 
From PA Turnpike (East or West): Exit 22 off Turnpike to I 176 N �  Rt. 422 W (to Reading when 
approaching Reading stay on 422 -- not 422 Business/Mt. Penn) �  Rt. 222 N (follow signs for 
Allentown) �  Rt. 183 S, through light at Mobil Station �  next right on to Red Bridge Road. 
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Follow the Map to the Texas Brigade Living History Event 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Texas Brigade Living History Event will take place in Pitzer’s Woods – See Auto Tour Stop 6 

We will be camping and doing our living History Demos in Pitzer’s Woods. On Saturday evening we will 
be forming up and retracing the route the Texas Brigade took to Little Round Top on the 

afternoon/evening of July 2, 1863. 
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Let Us Die Like Brave Men 
Behind the Dying Words of Confederate Warriors 

Another excerpt from the Book by Daniel W. Barefoot 
 
Captain George ‘Washington Summers and Sergeant Isaac Newton Koontz 
Injustice in the Name of Justice 
 
Rude’s Hill Virginia, June 27, 1865 

"Would to God that I had died upon the battlefield in defense of my dear native South" Captain George 
Washington Summers 

"They are now ready to shoot me" - Sergeant Issac Newton Koontz 

By and large, Civil War combat ended with Lee’s surrender to Grant at Appomattox, Virginia, on April 9, 
1865. But sporadic engagements between Union and Confederate troops took place for more than a month 
in the Eastern theater and for even longer at places west of the Mississippi. To make matters worse, as 
war—weary Rebel soldiers limped home from their final encampments or made their way to receive their 
paroles, their encounters with victorious Yankee soldiers added names to the death roll of the four-year 
struggle. George Washington Summers and Isaac Newton Koontz, both members of the Seventh Virginia 
Cavalry, were the victims of one such incident in the fourth week of May 1865. 

In the early morning of May 22, a quartet of young men, all veterans of Company D of the Seventh 
Virginia Cavalry, set out from their homes in Page County, Virginia, for Woodstock to obtain their 
paroles. In the group were twenty-two-year-old captain George W. Summers, Sergeant Isaac N. Koontz, 
Jacob Dallas Koontz (a cousin of the sergeant), and Andrew Jackson Kite. After a tedious climb over 
Massanutten Mountain, the four Confederate veterans made their way into the Shenandoah Valley, where 
they ran into a detail of Union troops. Under guard in the Federal caravan was the former wartime 
governor of Virginia, John Letcher. The two groups passed without incident. But a few minutes later, 
trouble ensued when the foursome came upon six Yankee stragglers from Company H of the Twenty- 
second New York Cavalry. After a heated exchange, Captain Summers and his compatriots drew their 
pistols and demanded that the horse soldiers surrender their mounts. All of the Federals save one 
lieutenant acquiesced. Instead, he produced his pistol and pulled the trigger at the exact moment one of 
the Virginians attempted to fire his gun. Neither weapon discharged. The lieutenant then relented, and the 
cavalrymen surrendered to the Southerners. 

The Confederates pondered the gravity of their illegal acts as they made their way back to their homes in 
the Luray Valley with the stolen horses. After relating the story to his father, Captain Summers expressed 
his sincere regret. The elder Summers promptly dressed down his son, then went about trying to set 
matters right. He noted, “When I learned the facts, I told my son that some evil would grow out of the 
affair. Effort was made to adjust the matter, and several good citizens were induced to go to the camp near 
Rude’s Hill.” 

Mr. Summers, Captain Summers, the Koontz cousins, Kite, and numerous local citizens reached the 
encampment of the 192nd Ohio Volunteer Infantry on the morning following the incident. There, they 
were courteously received by the post commander, Colonel Francis W. Butterfield. After the visitors 
carefully explained the purpose of their mission, Colonel Butterfield was agreeable to a swift resolution of 
the affair. According to Mr. Summers, Butterfield “remarked that return of the property would be 
adjustment of the whole matter, and that the horses and other things could be sent or the boys might bring 
them over and they should not be molested.” 

WIth great dispatch, the property—including $1.50 taken from one of the New Yorkers—was returned. 
Though he failed to note the proceedings in the regimental order book, Colonel Butterfield prepared 
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receipts for the four transgressors. Both sides were apparently satisfied that justice had been served. The 
Virginians journeyed back to their homes. Mr. Summers later recollected, “It was thought that this would 
be an end of the unfortunate affair, but I still think the matter would have rested there but for a 
circumstance that occurred in the neighborhood.” 

The matter to which Mi. Summers referred took place on the last Sunday of June 1865. While Captain 
Summers and his three comrades were attending church, one of their neighbors, William Tharp, became 
embroiled in an argument with another parishioner about an event during the war. When one of the former 
horse thieves interceded, the outraged Tharp screamed, “You had better return those horses stolen from 
the Yankees!” Mr. Summers described what followed: “During this controversy my son and two other 
boys said nothing. Tharp said he would go to the Yankee camp and get revenge, and he went from the 
meetinghouse to the camp at Rude’s Hill.” 

Early the next morning, June 27, Lieutenant Colonel Cyrus Hussey, acting regimental commander while 
Colonel Butterfield was on leave, issued Order No. 3 and instructed Captain Lycurgus D. Lusk, the 
commanding officer of Company H of the Twenty-second New York Cavalry, to execute it. Specifically, 
Luck was directed to “proceed to Luray Valley. . . and there arrest and execute severally and all without 
delay whatsoever, the men who had been guilty of attacking U.S. groups and stealing horses since the 
surrender.” Summers, the Koontz boys, and Kite were listed in the order, their names underlined in red. 

Later that Monday morning, Lusk and his troopers surrounded the Summers homestead and arrested the 
Confederate captain, over the protests of his father. In a desperate attempt to ameliorate the volatile 
situation, Mr. Summers invited Captain Lusk and one of his junior officers to breakfast with his family. 
At the table, the Yankee officers, sitting next to their prisoner, listened to the father’s impassioned 
address. According to Mr. Summers, the soldiers “informed me that I could get some of the best citizens 
and go over the next day; that it might aid in securing his release.” The Yankees then departed with their 
captive without informing Mr. Summers that they also bore General Order No. 1. Under its dictates, the 
four men were to be summarily executed without benefit of trial. 

Sergeant Koontz was likewise arrested, but his cousin and Andrew Kite somehow evaded their pursuers. 
As he prepared to leave with his captors, Koontz hurriedly penned a note to his fiancée. It read in part, “I 
write to inform you that I was arrested this morning at Uncle Daniel Koontz’s in bed. . . . I expect to be 
carried to Mt. Jackson, where I suppose they will give me an honorable trial. . . . I am conscious of having 
acted the part of a gentleman in returning the horses. I have the consolation of knowing I have faced death 
on a hundred battle fields, and should it be my sad lot to suffer death, I shall endeavor to die a brave man 
and gentleman.” 

Once Captain Lusk and his men transported the two prisoners over Massanutten Mountain, the detail 
came to a sudden halt, and there the commanding officer informed Summers and Koontz of their plight. 
Despite their protests that they had atoned for their transgressions, the prisoners were positioned for 
execution. A last-minute plea by Captain Summers that he and Koontz be taken to the Union camp 
brought a temporary reprieve. 

Onward the death caravan proceeded. When it reached the foot of Rude’s Hill, just a few hundred yards 
from the Federal bivouac, a group of infantrymen halted the procession. The news was grim: The 
prisoners were to be executed on the spot. Captain Summers begged for the Federal soldiers to wait for 
the arrival of his father and the delegation who were coming to speak for him and Koontz. 

When it became apparent that the end was at hand, Summers and Koontz scrawled final messages to their 
loved ones. Koontz wrote Emma, his intended, “They are now ready to shoot me. Oh Emma, dearest in 
the world to me, how can I leave you, but I must.” To his father and his siblings, Summers wrote, “Would 
to God that I had died upon the battlefield in defense of my dear native South. But it has been otherwise 
ordered. I submit to my fate.” As the Union executioners took their positions, Summers dictated a last 
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message to his folks: “I bid you all farewell in this world, hoping to meet you all in a better and happier 
world. I have been bandaged and tied to be shot, but have sent for Pastor Henkel. . . . I wish to be buried 
beside my dear mother.” 

His unsuspecting father—an unavowed Union man throughout the war—and the supporting delegation 
arrived at Rude’s Hill around eleven the following morning. Mr. Summers later described what he saw: “I 
found my dear, dear George and his comrade on the cold earth with stones for their pillows. He was my 
only son.” 

An obelisk near New Market marks the exact spot where Captain George W. Summers and Sergeant Isaac 
N. Koontz were shot to death in the name of Justice. 

 

Site of the Summer-Koontz Execution, near New Market VA 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The obelisk, which marks the exact execution site, actually rests 
on private property. 

 

Note: Summer and Koontz served in the 7th VA Cavalry,  
the same unit in which Capt Ron Lauser’s Great-Great-Great- 
Grandfather served, if only for a short time 
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‘Footnote’ battles of the Civil War get their due 
By LAURA BLY, USA TODAY 

WRIGHTSVILLE, Pa. — Just off the leafy banks of the Susquehanna River, an hour’s drive from the 
biggest, bloodiest and best-known battle of the Civil War, Bob Schmidt ushers a visitor into a storefront 
diorama that memorializes one of the conflict’s more obscure confrontations: the burning of the 
Columbia-Wrightsville Bridge. 

Laser pointer in hand and Dixie playing in the background, Schmidt, 87, lays out the basics. On June 28, 
1863, Union militia set fire to what was then the world’s longest covered bridge rather than let 
Confederate troops cross the Susquehanna to Columbia and advance toward the state capital, Harrisburg. 
The thwarted Rebels, who had formed a bucket brigade with grateful Wrightsville residents to save the 
town from burning, joined their compatriots on the battlefield in Gettysburg three days later. 

And the rest, as they say, is history. 

In the annals of the four-year fight whose launch marks its 150th anniversary next year, the Wrightsville 
skirmish “is just a footnote,” Schmidt concedes. And its dinky diorama, open only on Sunday afternoons, 
is lucky to draw two dozen visitors a week. But, Schmidt says, had the Columbia-Wrightsville span not 
been set ablaze - an event the two towns commemorate with a re-enactment atop several of the bridge’s 
original stone piers every summer - the course of that war may have been far different. 

From small-town museums to the sobering expanse of Gettysburg National Military Park, Pennsylvania’s 
two Civil War-themed driving trails aren’t just “a deeper look at Lincoln, Lee and Custer, but a journey to 
the margins,” says program creator Lenwood Sloan. 

“Lincoln and Gettysburg are rock stars, but the stories we’re trying to tell are not about the velocity of a 
cannon or the thrust of a musket,” Sloan says. Launched last spring across a rolling, mostly rural swath of 
south-central Pennsylvania, the trails “take you from the optimism and patriotism of 1861 to the reality of 
1865, watching Lincoln’s funeral train go by.” 

Not just for Civil War buffs  

The trail’s eastern segment, dubbed the Road to Gettysburg, meanders along a roughly 175-mile route 
anchored by Harrisburg, Lancaster and Gettysburg. Aimed more at weekend “culture crammers” than at 
Civil War nuts who can reel off statistics on everything from field maneuvers to uniform buttons, it 
encompasses both explanatory markers and tips for diversions, restaurants and lodgings. 

Among the latter: Columbia’s Lost Cajun Kitchen. In a building that once housed a speakeasy, famed 
Louisiana chef Paul Prudhomme’s nephew, David, dishes up such specialties as “Cajun whoopie pies,” 
crabmeat slathered with mushroom sauce and sandwiched between pieces of cornbread. 

More traditional, cake-and-frosting versions of whoopie pies - which supposedly got their name because 
the area’s Amish farmers would shout “whoopie!” when they found them tucked into their lunchboxes - 
are available at nearby Lancaster’s Central Market. Now housed in a handsome, 1889 Romanesque 
Revival building in the heart of Lancaster’s up-and-coming downtown, it has been operating on the same 
site since the 1730s and holds the distinction of oldest farmers market in the country. 

While the Central Market’s whoopie pies and chowchow (pickled relish) may not have ties to the Civil 
War, two other Lancaster attractions do. 

Anchoring a neighborhood of stately homes and well-tended gardens is Wheatland, a Federal Revival 
mansion that served as the retreat of James Buchanan. 

The onetime Lancaster lawyer was the last president to hold office before the start of the Civil War and, 
as tour guide Bob Busillo notes, may have been the best-prepared: He had served in the Pennsylvania 
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Legislature, the U.S. House and Senate, as secretary of State and as ambassador to Russia and Great 
Britain. 

But during the last four months of his presidency, a period marked by escalating tensions between pro- 
and anti-slavery factions, “the country fell apart,” Busillo says. 

Another Lancaster lawyer and legislator, abolitionist Thaddeus Stevens, plays a role in “Living the 
Experience,” a spiritual and musical re-enactment of the Underground Railroad that helped fugitive slaves 
reach freedom in Canada before and during the war. 

Held on select afternoons in Lancaster’s Bethel African Methodist Episcopal Church, a popular “station” 
on the railroad leading north, the interactive production explores a theme that “most black folks want to 
put behind them,” says pastor Edward M. Bailey. But, Bailey says, depicting the Underground Railroad 
through the stories of enslaved Africans, to an audience sitting in the same pews their ancestors did, is 
powerful and cathartic. 

About an hour southwest of Lancaster via a short detour off U.S Route 30 - aka the Lincoln Highway, the 
first coast-to-coast road and inspiration for the interstate highway system - stands a real train station with 
its own ties to slavery. Now a museum and rest stop on the Heritage Rail Trail, the unincorporated hamlet 
of Hanover Junction served as a place for Lincoln to stretch his lanky limbs en route to deliver his 
Gettysburg Address. 

In south-central Pennsylvania, reminders of a more recent past echo, as well. Though it’s not part of the 
official trail, Route 441 to Wrightsville leads south along the Susquehanna from Harrisburg, home to the 
National Civil War Museum and recent earner of the dubious title “junkiest city in America” because of 
its bond-related financial woes. A few miles past the bleak rowhouses and industry of aptly named 
Steelton, a sign alerts startled drivers to still-operating Three Mile Island - the site, in 1979, of the worst 
commercial nuclear reactor accident in U.S. history. 

The road to Gettysburg 

Despite efforts to lure history-minded vacationers beyond the “rock star” of Gettysburg, which draws 3 
million visitors a year, it’s in this unabashedly commercial small town (pop. 8,000) that the Civil War’s 
impact and legacy remains most palpable. 

Nearly 170,000 Confederate and Union troops converged here on July 1, 1863, and over three days an 
estimated 51,000 were killed, wounded, captured or missing (10,000 died on the field or as a direct result 
of injuries). Considered the “high water mark of the rebellion, “it marked the end of Gen. Robert E. Lee’s 
attempts to invade the North. 

The park service’s 2-year-old museum and visitor center tells that horrific story with new tools (a Morgan 
Freeman-narrated film and interactive galleries where tourists can learn to read signal flags) and old 
favorites (a restored, 337-foot wraparound “Cyclorama” painting that immerses spectators in Pickett’s 
Charge, the Rebels’ last-ditch effort to take Union-held Cemetery Ridge.) 

Off the battlefield, meanwhile, a new skirmish is heating up over an attempt to add a casino to an existing 
hotel and conference center less than a mile south of the park. A consortium of preservation groups that 
includes the Civil War Preservation Trust and the National Parks Conservation Association opposes the 
plan, writing that gambling “conflicts with the essential meaning of this place in American history.” A 
larger casino proposal was defeated four years ago, but current proponents argue that gambling revenues 
would breathe new life into a struggling local economy. 

In fact, making a buck from Civil War survivors and tourists has always been part of the town’s DNA. A 
provost marshal declared that the penalty for stealing soldiers’ personal effects to resell as souvenirs 
would be to spend three days burying the dead, and 19th-century entrepreneurs blasted boulders at the 
battlefield’s Devil’s Den for an electric trolley (long since removed). 
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The battle that changed the course of a nation also changed Gettysburg from “being a place you went 
through to a place you went to,” says licensed battlefield guide Wayne Motts. 

And, as the Civil War sesquicentennial kicks into high gear, all roads will still point in its direction. 

For more information, visit pacivilwartrails.com 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This Bradley Schmehl painting captures the burning of the Columbia-Wrightsville Bridge on the afternoon of June 
28, 1863. At 5,620 feet long, it was reputed to be the longest wooden covered bridge in the world. Its destruction by 
Union militia kept the Confederates from crossing to the eastern side of the Susquehanna, which would have given 
them swift access to Harrisburg and eastern Pennsylvania. It also cut a major line of trade within Pennsylvania until 
it could be rebuilt. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Remains of the original bridge      Monument in Wrightsville, PA 
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Presenting Arms, from left, Cpl George Miller, Pvt Ryan Whiteneck, Cpl, Sean Cooney, Pvts 
Brian King, Anthony DiAngelo, and Bill Rodman 
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Company at Rest, from left, Sgt Bruce Malloy, Pvt Brian King, Cpl George Miller, Pvts 
Anthony DiAngelo, Greg Hale, Ryan Whiteneck, and Bill Rodman, and Cpl Sean Cooney 


