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 Notes from the Editor 
 
Welcome to the May edition of your newsletter.  Yes, I am aware that I missed the April edition 

and for that I am truly sorry.  Real life keeps intruding on my desire to do nothing but reenact 

and perform Company K business.  However, since I received no complaints, I’m wondering if 

anyone actually noticed.   

 

The Captain and I recently attended the annual Florida Battalion meeting and received important 

news about all the 150
th

 anniversary events being planned in the reenacting community.  The 

first event is scheduled for March 19
th

 and 20
th

 2011 at Fort Clinch which will remember the 

150
th

 anniversary of the fort being taken and occupied by Florida state troops.  After that the list 

is long and impressive and will provide many opportunities for remembering our history and 

honoring our ancestors. The preliminary list of 150
th

 anniversary possibilities includes the 

following: 

 

April 2011:           Fort Sumter 

July 2011:            1
st
 Manassas 

August 2011:       Wilson’s Creek 

March 2012:         Shiloh 

August 2012:        2
nd

 Manassas 

December 2012:   Fredericksburg 

July 2013:            Gettysburg 

September 2013:  Chickamauga 

May 2014:            Resaca 

May 2014:            Spotsylvania 

        2014:            Franklin 

September 2014:  Atlanta 

October 2014:      Cedar Creek 

        2015:            Bentonville 

        2015:            Sayler’s Creek 

        2015:            Appomattox 

 

Reports have it that the organizers will be sticklers for authenticity, especially for the early war 

events, so we should start planning soon.  Additional information may be found on the Blue Gray 

Alliance website at:  www.150thcivilwarevents.com. 

 

I look forward to seeing everyone at the first summer drill in June.  I will also be attending the 

Parrish event the weekend of May 15
th

 should anyone care to join me. 

 

Respectfully, 

1
st
 Sergeant Van Leuven 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.150thcivilwarevents.com/
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 Presidential Pontifications                                    
 

Folks, please mark your calendars:  Saturdays, June12th, July 10th, 

and Aug 14th. These are the dates for our Co. K summer drills. We 

gather at 9am at Veterans Park, off US 301, just south of the Fla. 

State Fairgrounds, along the canal. Drill will be followed by a 

company meeting. Dress is modern, casual. Bring along your 

musket, leathers and canteen. Cold drinks will be available. The 

meetings end at about noon.  

 

These drill/meetings are of great importance to the health of Co K. 

It allows new members to learn drill and get to know us in a casual 

setting, and old hands to compare notes after a long reenacting season. 

As a group, we can work on some of the more advance movements required of us as members of 

the Fla. Battalion.    Our company meetings allow all members to participate in company 

business. It is important that both the civilian and military leadership get feedback from those 

they serve.  

 

This is also when most of our company fundraising takes place. The raffles and sales of 

donations and tee-shirts keeps the company coffers full and allows us to have a well stocked QM 

Dept, maintain our website, and do fun stuff (like our annual trip to the Winghouse) among other 

things. Donations of items are always welcome. Also, bring those back copies of history 

magazines or used books to trade or give away. Tee shirts and powder will be available as 

supplies last. This is a good place to sell off any surplus uniforms or equipment you may have, 

and a chance for newcomers to pickup items they may need.  

 

This year, at the suggestion of several members, the June drill will include instruction in the 

proper cleaning of muskets and in preparing cartridges. (Note: we are in need of pre-rolled 

cartridges to be used to refill the QM’s depleted supply). If you are new to the company, you will 

not want to miss this chance to learn these vital aspects of reenacting.            

 

I look forward to seeing you all in the months ahead.  

 

Yr Obdt Srvt,  

1st Cpl. Russell Mouser 

Pres. 7th Fl. Co. K 

 

 The Captain’s Desk                                                

May 2010 

The main part of the season is drawing to a close. There 

remain mostly small events, like Heritage Village and our 

summer drills. I've really enjoyed the events where we 

have had a good number of members in attendance. I hope 

that can continue in the future. 
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That wasn't the case at Bentonville, however. With jobs, the economy, and other factors we were 

only able to field a few muskets.  

About five days before the event, I was asked to be the left wing commander for the Army of the 

Gulf. This battalion was made up of South Carolinians, Georgians, Floridians, Virginians and 

Kentuckians. With my attention directed elsewhere, command of the company fell to 2
nd

 Sgt. 

―Clueless John‖ Mitchell. Under his command were Cpl. Burt ―Sleepless‖ Reynolds (who was 

relegated to sick call), Cpl. ―Tactless Tommy G.‖ O'weeni (Read Mitchell's Report), High Pvt. 

―Shiftless Catfish‖ Heisler, and Pvt. ―Spineless Steve‖ Brown. So, you can see Mitchell had a lot 

of help figuring things out. In actuality, a company this size would not have been uncommon at 

the original Battle of Bentonville. 

I would also like to mention that we were graced by the presence of Miss Joannie. She had to put 

up with our shenanigans all weekend, at least during daylight hours. She escaped our hovel when 

the sun went down and returned to civilian camp, where she renewed some old acquaintances 

and made some new ones. 

I followed all of the communicated information and DID NOT show-up until 1PM on Friday. 

Big mistake! All of the other Florida troops had arrived on Thurs. and claimed the high ground 

along with most of the Georgians. I was greeted by ―Shiftless‖ who had procured a mighty fine 

spot for his tent. I was told the overflow site for Floridians was down the hill. Thankfully, the 

week before, ―Spineless Steve‖ called and asked if I was going to bring my period wheelbarrow. 

Being the spineless type, this inquiry was probably at the suggestion of ―Ruthless‖, his wife. We 

had camped together at the last event five years ago and knew that toting gear a long distance 

was on tap. Whoever's idea it was, Good Call! Everybody in the company benefited from its 

usage. 

Since I was there first on Friday I went down the path and claimed a lowland spot that had 

excellent shade because I knew the sun was going to be beating down. This spot was a creek bed, 

which looked like it was dry. Camping was campaign style, so you put your tent, shebang, or 

whatever where you found a spot to your liking or chopped out the underbrush and saplings. The 

path through the woods had blocked any moisture that was following gravity's path. It created a 

nice little muddy pond on the upper side of the path. We were on the lower side and as more of 

us arrived and trampled the ground we discovered that the dry creek bed wasn't as dry as I had 

thought. My main fear was of precipitation because the path/dam wouldn't contain a bigger flow 

into the pond. As a result of our situation/location, we referred to ourselves as ―The 

Mudpuppies.‖ We had to make ―Shiftless Catfish‖ an honorary member because he had the high 

ground. Our home was right across the creek bed from a bunch of Georgians who referred to 

themselves as ―The Soggy Bottom Boys‖. So, you should have a good idea of our camping spot. 

Since this was on an original battleground, we couldn't do any digging. The natural condition of 

our location made it possible for us to have a fire without much fear of it getting out of hand and 

spreading. 

Though this was the end of the war, Co. K ate like kings. Because some members couldn't make 

the trip, ―Sleepless‖ became ―Cookie‖ and we had plenty of food. It was fantastic and made one 

want to take an afternoon nap instead of repel nasty Yankees. 
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One thing I like about Co. K is that you always know where you stand with your pards. Miss 

Joannie had made friends with some Virginians. Miss Mandy, her new acquaintance, had given 

Miss Joannie some brownies to bring to us in camp. Now at this time, I was off doing battalion 

officer stuff and ―Sleepless‖ was off on some self appointed errand (probably washing some cast 

iron). Anyway, Miss Joannie came back with the well received brownies. While consuming their 

share, our pards eyed those reserved for ―Sleepless‖ and me. Now, I was told that ―Spineless‖ 

had been thinking again. Whatever the real story, it was decided that the two brownies should be 

dealt with, immediately. There was no telling how long the errands that Cpl. Reynolds and I 

were on would take. So, to keep the brownies from spoiling our friends consumed them!!!! We 

saw Miss Mandy later and were informed that those were the last of her cashe. There is a good 

ending, however. Somehow, on Sunday, Miss Mandy liberated a couple of brownies from 

someone's camp and presented them to those of us that were so unfortunate the previous day. 

We had company and battalion drill on Saturday morning. Thank goodness the uppity-ups 

decided to forgo brigade drill. There was a lot of ―hurry-up and wait.‖ Along with this we had a 

rather lengthy and tiring weapons inspection hours before the battle. This was conducted by the 

park service and seems to be the coming norm at state/national events.  

The battle seemed to start 30min. earlier than I thought it was supposed to. Then we had 2-3 total 

stoppages in the event. We were told there were injuries on the Yanks side. However, I talked to 

some galvanized Yankees later in the evening and they were told that there were problems on our 

side of the field. Who knows! I do know that things would have flowed a whole lot better, if 

those in charge had used ―modern communications‖ to coordinate movement for the battle plan. 

I didn't see any walkie-talkies anywhere. There were many disgruntled spectators, too. There 

were no bleachers or truly elevated land. There was a very large crowd and the spectator line was 

about ten rows deep. Only the first three rows could see the action. 

We ate well again that night and went to bed earlier than usual. We were tired from our long 

drives, our drill, our ―stand around and wait‖, and our trek to the battle location and back. 

Sunday saw us awake to moans and groans generated by Saturday's activities. We were cheered 

quite a bit to see that (once again) ―Sleepless‖ had a fire going and that wonderful elixir brewing. 

He then proceeded to cook a much appreciated breakfast. 

All was right, again. 

We started to get a jump on the packing up and used the wheelbarrow to move some of our 

belonging the mile to reenactor parking. Bringing the wheelbarrow was a great idea, indeed. 

There were over 5,000 reenactors and we knew things were going to get jammed up later. Sgt. 

―Clueless‖ was so impressed with the labor saving device that he has vowed to create one of his 

own designs. 

The march to the battlefield was shorter than five years ago. Back then, we marched 2 plus miles 

to get to a field that was 200 yards from the parade ground. Somebody must have got the 

message in between events because this year's route was not as taxing. We were marched 

through woods and had to hack our way through tanglefoot to enter the fray. There was much hot 

fighting, but in the end, we were routed. Well, not my wing. They were mostly dead and 
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bloating. I believe the wing had four survivors. Then we had to march back all hot and especially 

dirty because the field had been plowed not long ago. 

In spite of all of the normal reenactment hassles, the trip was well worth it and Thank God it 

didn't rain and the dam didn't break. 

I'm looking forward to the next time we fall in together. I hope we can get better attendance at 

our July and August drills than we did last year. After June's drill last year, July and August were 

somewhat disappointing to those who did attend. 
 

Your Obt. Srvt., 

Capt. S. Fletcher 
 

          The 1st Sergeant’s Journal  
 
Men of Company K, 

 

Please find the attached conversation with Barbara Schmidt who is 

one of the historians at Egmont Key at the mouth of Tampa Bay. 

Barbara is interested in having our assistance in putting on a living 

history on the key in November.  Personally it sounds like 

something we should take on as it will give us an opportunity to do 

something different as well as work on our ―first person‖ 

impressions: 

 

Good Morning Barbara,  

The attached message was sent to me by Willie Evans who, I guess, met you at Ft Clinch.  I have 

sent it along to our company president, Russell Mouser who will get the ball rolling.  Personally, 

I would love to do something out at Egmont as I'm born and raised in St Pete and spent most of 

my childhood at Ft. DeSoto, but have yet to make it out to the key.  

 

That said, I will make my thoughts and feelings known loud and clear that I'm in favor of putting 

something on.  Please be patient as we are rolling into the "off season" and won't meet as a 

company until June at Veteran's Park in Brandon for our first summer drill and meeting (which 

you are welcome to attend). I should have a more definite answer at that time.  If you would like 

more info about our unit you can check out our website at www.7flcok.com.  

 

If you would like to talk please feel free to give me a shout via email or phone at 941-776-0966.  

 

Thanks,  

Keith Van Leuven  

1st Sgt.  

7th Florida Volunteers Company K  

 

 

 

 

 

http://webmail.tampabay.rr.com/do/redirect?url=http%253A%252F%252Fwww.7flcok.com.
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Hello Keith, 

Thank you so much for contacting me.  Yes, we were just really lucky to visit Fort Clinch at a 

time when re-enactors were present.  We really didn't know it was a special weekend, but we 

had been trying to visit the Fort for a few years.  We were delighted we "hit it" just right!  We 

talked to a lady re-enactor who suggested we talk to Willie Evans. 

 

Saturday & Sunday, November 13 & 14th, 2010 is the date of our Discover the Island 

fundraising event for our Citizen Support Organization, Egmont Key Alliance, Inc.  Egmont 

Key is a state park that shares authority with USF&W and the US Coast Guard.  Our group 

provides financial support to the island and also has a commitment to restore the light tower to 

the original cupola prior 1944 when the Coast Guard removed the top. 

 

We have had a couple of Union Marines volunteers for several years and this past year there 

was a wonderful interpretation by a talented young woman who re-enacts a Confederate 

soldier's wife .  I had the Union on one side of the path and the Confederate campsite (one 

tent) on the other. Our visitors loved having representation of both Union and Confederate.  

The young woman who volunteered last year is from out of state and her interpretation was 

just a one time opportunity for us.  The great response to both representations of the Civil War 

is the reason I sought out Willie and have been attempting to recruit some Confederate re-

enactors for our event.  It would be wonderful if you and/or some of your company could work 

something out on the island for the event. 

 

Just to give you a quick history lesson of the island; Confederate soldiers and the Confederate 

Light keeper, George Rickard, lived on the north end of the island until the  Anaconda Plan  

brought the Federal ships in 1861.  The Union built a 30 man hospital on the island and did 

occupy the island for the remainder of the war. 

 

Besides Military presence during the Civil War, Seminole Indians were imprisoned on the 

island until the ship, Grey Cloud, transported them to Oklahoma.  The island was used as a 

Marine Quarantine Hospital at the end of the Span/Am War.  The first ship load of the most 

sick and injured soldiers leaving Cuba were brought to Egmont Key and Trooper John O'Neil, 

a Rough Rider died and was buried in the Lighthouse Cemetery.  Of course, the island was 

built up as Fort Dade from the end of the Span/Am War, through WWI and then again during 

WWII. 

 

You may know all this but I can't help sharing all the great history of the island. 

 

One more thing, I would love to attend your summer drill at Veteran's Park, but we 

unfortunately are in Arizona until the first of October.  We live here five or six months and the 

rest of the time in FL.  I have all the major preparations for our event completed before 

leaving Florida.  The rest of the summer I fine tune the event from here via the internet and 

cell phone.  My cell phone number is 727 481.8230, in case you may need to contact me. 

 

I will look forward to hearing from you again as soon as you can talk with the rest of your 

company and I sincerely hope there are some interested in joining us for Discover the Island.  

The island is a really historical and exciting island.  I know you will wish you had visited the 

island years ago! 

Barbara Schmidt 
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Addendum:  Subsequent conversations with Barbara have established that we will be allowed to 

camp on the key, provided we keep it very low key that we are doing so as apparently it is not 

the norm.  We must bring our own water supply as there is no fresh water on the island.  Also, 

the sinks are rather limited (one).  Additional information will be forwarded as it is obtained. 

 

1
st
 Sgt. Van Leuven   

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 

  The Quartermaster’s Report                           
 

Here at Co. K's Quartermaster Dept., we maintain a stock of 

uniforms and equipment, including muskets and tents, for the use 

of those new to reenacting as well as new members. It takes time 

and money to get properly outfitted, and our loaner gear makes this 

much easier on those just starting out.  It's important to contact the 

QM well in advance of an event if you are in need of gear as the 

demand at some events can make supplies tight.  

 

It is just as important to return the gear in a timely manner and in good condition. We ask for a 

small fee to cover the use of muskets, as they require constant cleaning and repair. You may be 

asked to "field clean" a loaner musket immediately after a battle. One of our veteran members 

will be on hand to help you with this task.  

 

We keep a supply of pre-rolled cartridges on hand for the use of those just starting out, or for 

those members who find themselves a little short. The supply is limited and we do ask for a 

small amount to cover the cost of maintaining our stock.  It is important for new members to 

provide their own cartridges and caps as soon as they can. Contact the QM if you are in need of 

powder to "roll your own".  

 

If you are new to reenacting, please do not hesitate to ask for help in purchasing and maintaining 

your uniform and equipment. This stuff can be pricey, and you will want to avoid expensive 

mistakes. Not everything sold by sutlers is up to the standards of modern reenacting. Some 

things can be a downright rip-off, so ask around before you part with your hard-earned cash. 

Often, used uniforms and equipment may be offered up for sale. Buying good used gear can save 

you a bundle, and can be replaced later as you "upgrade".  Be aware that both shoes (brogans) 

and muskets are seldom resold. Be prepared to buy these new.  

 

If you are an "old hand" at reenacting, Co. K is always on the look out for donations to the QM  

Department. either to upgrade what we have or to sell or raffle. In this way, we can maintain an 

inventory of quality uniforms and equipment.  

 

Please feel free to contact me with any questions.  

 

Regards, 

Gary Newman 

727-501-2935 

travelingrebel53@yahoo.com 

 
 

mailto:travelingrebel53@yahoo.com


9 

 Article – Letters to Anna Jane Clark - Part 23  
                                                                                                        
Captain Robert Blair Smith Commanded Company K of the 7

th
 Florida 

Infantry.  During the course of the war, he corresponded with Miss Anna 

Jane Clark of Social Circle, Georgia, whom he later married. Captain Smithôs 

great-great granddaughter, Madame Marguerite McInteer, has permitted 

your servant to re-print them in the newsletter.  This multipart article 

concludes in this issue with the twenty third letters ï Editor. 

 

Fragment of a letter, written after Bentonville and before Johnston surrendered 

on April 26, 1865 

 

They are very tall and ungainly.  A friend of mine Capt Langford of Ohio Brig. had one for a 

partner; as tall as himself & he is about 6 feet and he says she was shaped just like a taught 

stretched box.  Thus (a little drawing here)   I suppose the deformity is caused by constant 

ploughing and weaving.  Their dresses are issued, like soldier’s rations rather short for those tall 

ones.  Capt Langford asserts that all the long, lean, lank girls’ dresses came but a little below 

their knees, whilst the short stumpy ones had long dresses—almost too long.  Before I came to N. 

C. I though I had seen almost every description of people, but this beat every thing I ever have 

seen.  I have never seen any of these except when I’m on picket-duty & then it is my duty to go. 

 

Today was grand review day & old Joe reviewed the Army of Tenn.  We have been resting, 

longer here than any other place for 12 months past.  We were greatly in want of it. 

 

Sherman & his army are at Goldsboro about 20 mi from here.  He also requires rest.  The spring 

& summer campaign may open any time.  Reorganization will soon take place & I was in hopes I 

would get off but Genl Bate says he can’t spare me.  I expect I will have to stay.  I am looking 

for a promotion. 

 

Now you see my dear Lannie, I write you long letters when I have the chance.  This is full of 

foolishness and I console myself by the reflection that 

―A little fun now & then,  

Is relished by the best of wo-men.‖ 

 

I must not close for I want to take a solitary smoke and think of you & imagine what you are 

doing just now. 

 

If that ―family sickness‖ still continues, I reckon you are busy getting supper.  I regret that I can’t 

be there to help devour it.  If I was there your plateful of battercakes and butter would melt away 

like the mist before the rising sun.  I feel like I could stow away a few dozen.  I think Miss 

Lannie would have to use her apron to wipe away the perspiration more than once and when I 

should quit she’d give vent to an expression of pleasure & relief.  Give my love to my dear friend 

Laura & if Coz Sug is still with you don’t forget her, for I don’t.  I believe its Coz Sug who is so 

fond of Sugar; that she carries it about in her pockets done up in a rag or it is you Lannie? 

 

Your true & sincere friend & c. 

R.B.S. 
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Written sideways 

 

As to the ―D. B.‖ It wouldn’t do if I should happen to be absent as my successor would open it.  

Take care 

 

       Bentonville 2010: Sgt. Mitchell’s Report 
 

Let me start from the beginning. Cpl. Tom Giminaro and I left for the wilds of North Carolina to 

help stop the Yankee aggressors from their path of destruction. We left after 6pm Thursday 

evening when Tom and I finished our wage slave week. We packed up the truck like good 

reenacting packrats and were ready to depart when I discovered that Cpl Giminaro had left the 

garage door open and my two greyhounds had made their escape. I cussed and we went dog 

hunting. Long story short, we managed to chase the dogs down and I discovered I’m not a 

sprinter. You can ask Tom the details if you want more laughs at our expense. Off we went and 

Cpl Giminaro being the ever-alert friend and companion promptly went to sleep and was in that 

state through out the night. I can only assume from wounds received during the work week or at 

home. We arrived at a roadside inn where we rested. However the Cpl began to do his imitation 

of a freight train and snored through the night. Thank God for toilet paper stuffed in to my ears. 

We, like all travelers, requested a wake-up call at 8am. Upon awakening, I found the Cpl awake 

and when he was queried about the time, he stated ―I don’t have a watch.‖ And he didn’t. To my 

surprise, it was 11am and the ever-alert Cpl did not have a clue, so much for his internal clock. 

Well, we got on the road and arrived at Bentonville late in the afternoon. 

 

Bentonville!  We made it and landed in a sea of reenactors unloading their gear. We then sought 

out our company’s location. Through the woods we searched, thick woods full of rebs of varied 

units, sizes, & shapes. We looked on the high ground, no company K. So we went walking about. 

There were some great locations all choked with shebang’s, tents, rebs and tangle foot. Still no K. 

Walking further down the trail and with some directions from folks we found our crew. There 

they were, Eureka! Our total contingent and I was given command due to the promotion of the 

good captain to wing commander. Proudly, I inspected our troops consisting of Pvt Steve Brown, 

Cpl Reynolds, Cpl Giminaro and myself, Sgt Mitchell. Then disaster struck. 25% of my 

command was ill and Cpl Reynolds needed to sit out the battles. However, he became the 

company cook and fed the troops in grand style all weekend. For this service, we thank him one 

and all. Three cheers for Cpl. Reynolds! I almost forgot Catfish. He had arrived the day before 

and had fought for the high ground with other folks. These people must have had good food. 

Catfish came to the lowlands and sat in everybody’s chairs… you got to admit that he’s good! 

 

Let me paint you a picture of our home away from home. Coming down the trail we descended 

into the bottoms. A creek of sorts where three, soon to be four, tents stood – all pointing in 

different directions due to the underbrush. However, it was close to the road; about a foot. This 

allowed us to see and be seen by all. Yes, it’s location, location, location. Further it was 

waterfront property, not on waterfront property, waterfront property. The camp fire was on the 

highest low ground and there sat the crew attempting to place their chairs where they would not 

sink. It’s reenacting after all. We settled in and enjoyed the camaraderie. 
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Friday night, my first command… all company commanders are to go to the Colonel’s ―tent‖ to 

receive orders. My good captain asks, ―Do you have a pencil and paper?‖ ― No‖ is my response. 

―It figures,‖ he says. He produces the instruments of enlightenment and pronounces me lantern 

holder for the evening and off we go. Arriving, we are informed that we are an orphan company 

and a mixed bag of Floridians, Georgians, and others. We will arise at 6am and at 8:45am will 

form for company/battalion drill until 12pm. At this point, my feet are (secretly) already 

beginning to complain, nothing new. We are readied for the morrow and await the bugle blows 

and retire to the low lands and the waterfront. It’s cool and good sleeping weather. The ground is 

slanted and lumpy – perfect. 

 

I know as we were going to drill, I distinctly overheard the officers in charge state, ―We will drill 

but take breaks so as not to wear you out.‖ Well, when we were finished and worn out, we 

stuffed down lunch and reformed for battle on the path. We waited and waited and waited until 

about 2:30pm when we headed for battle. Arriving at the field, we formed up, marched out, and 

the confusion began. ―It’s a  reenactment!‖ Our gallant line moved forward out towards the blue 

devils. Many blue devils. Many with Henry rifles. All behind breast works. Good stuff! Then we 

moved right, and then left, then right, then forward, then stop, kneel, wait. Exposed with 

Yankees all around us, we sat & sat. This is one of those moments when you wonder if the 

people on the horses have got a clue. If this was a real battle, we would have all of our spiritual 

questions answered. Eventually, we moved towards the Union lines and were gloriously 

dispatched face down in the dirt. Then we heard twenty five Henrys fire together and sound like 

a machine gun. Good stuff!  The battle over, we marched back hot, tired, and sore. The day 

raised questions. Well, it’s a reenactment and it proves that the best plans of mice and men will 

quickly go astray. Please, pass the cheese. 

 

Back at camp the usual stuff: ―What happened?‖ and ―Whose fault is it?‖ Who cares, it’s a 

reenactment. What’s important?, What’s going on in camp?, What’s for dinner?, and interaction 

amongst the boys. Jokes, smokes, drinks… and hanging out. So we rehashed the day and 

conversed. 

 

Now a different slat. During the day, the good Cpl. Giminaro was his usual self. This means he 

was Obama bashing and stirring up controversy whenever possible, then enjoying the ride. This 

isn’t a slam, it’s the facts. For those that know him, you know what I mean. So, it occurred to me, 

he isn’t really Italian (tie) or just a spaghetti snapper, he’s really Irish. His real name is O’weeni, 

brother to Youra O’weeni. So the captain, I, and the rest of the men know that we have finally 

found his Company K name. From this day forward, March 21
st
, 1865… Bentonville NC. Cpl. 

Giminaro will be listed on the roles as Cpl. Ima O’weeni and addressed on the field as Cpl. 

O’weeni. God Bless the South! 

 

Bentonville… Sunday morning. Arise with the crack of the bulge. Our camp 

cook/troglodyte/night owl has a good fire and hot coffee. We take care of morning duties – know 

what I mean. We face the day with tired enthusiasm, get our gear together, and head towards the 

sutlers. We try not to get any more stuff, but we have to look anyway. Back to camp, eat & wait 

to form up. We form up for a short time and head for the battle. Right into battle from the march, 

we go down a trail in the woods and move forward through the woods toward the field and the 

Yanks. The woods were thick, full of tangle foot & thorn-bearing vines. Here I saw a first. 

Officers finally could use their swords for good purpose. They said step back and hacked away at 

the vines to clear a path for the troops. It was a sight to see! Next we emerged onto the field to do 
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our best to drive the union back. That’s when we discovered the field was soft, dry, powdered 

dirt that had been freshly cleared of crops. We moved toward the enemy left, right, and burning 

powder. Dust and confusion converged into our final position where we faced our foes, were 

killed as scripted, and fell face down into the field/dirt. The battle was intense and a good fight. 

We were resurrected and marched back to strike camp. There, covered with dirt, we packed our 

belongings. The captain’s wife took one look at him and said, ―What happened to you?‖ He 

responded, ―I fell, face-first in to the dirt.‖ He looked it, and so did the rest of us. It was a good 

day to die and a dusty one as well. Thanks to the good captain and his iron-wheeled wheelbarrow, 

we packed out our stuff to our vehicles. We said our goodbyes and headed home.  

 

Now the journey home was a race to a motel near Savannah, GA where the dirty and grateful 

cleaned up and left a ring in the shower. A night’s sleep and back to Florida. For those of you 

who could not go, you missed a good one. Cpl. Reynolds, Pvt. Brown, High Pvt. Catfish, Capt. 

Fletcher, Cpl. O’weeni and I, Sgt. Mitchell had a good time.  

 

Note: This was the first time the 7
th

 Fl Co K could not count off past one. It was my pleasure to 

lead this brave group of three to save the South.  

 

PS: Due to our living conditions at Bentonville, we are now to be referred to as the 7th Fla. Co K 

―Mud Puppies‖ 

 

        Thank You 
 
The following was received from Pvt. Leslie (Les) Ross whom, with her Virginia pards, has 

honored us with their presence for the past few years during the Olustee campaign ï Editor. 
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        Upcoming Events  

Please find the following dispatch from Lt. Adkins:  

Greetings Gentlemen,  

As we march ever closer to our spring events calendar, I am updating you all with the latest 

news. 

 

May 14th -16
th

:  The Battle of Resaca 

(Federal) http://www.georgiadivision.org/bor_reenactment.html 

October 9th & 10
th

: The Fall Fort Clinch 

Garrison,  http://www.floridastateparks.org/fortclinch/ 

November 19th, 20th, & 21
st
:  The Suwannee River Raid (no website) 

(No date but in the fall):  Battle For Atlanta 
 

Our battalion website is up and running with the latest schedule present. 

The link to it is:  http://www.angelfire.com/de3/flabattalion/index.html 

Gentlemen, please assure that your email and links work properly and are up to date. 

If not, please notify me and they will be updated. 

 

Lt. Adkins 

 

May 14-16, 2010.  Battle of Resaca (Resaca, Georgia).  Please see their website at:  

http://www.georgiadivision.org/bor_reenactment.html for information.  

 

May 15, 16, 2010.  Parrish Train Raid (Manatee County).  This a small event with two short 

battles per day, one at 11am and one at 2pm.  Train station is located on U.S. 301 east of I-75.  

For further information, contact Barry King at king75thovi@aol.com 

 

Our gratitude to Col. Niepert and theFlorida Reenactors Online Newsletter 

(www.floridareenactorsonline.com) for providing this information ï Editor. 

 

Please see our website (www.7flcok.com) for a complete listing of events. 

 

 Coming Next Month 
 
Waiting for member contributions 

 

 WANTED – To Buy/Sell/Trade 
 

Available for purchase:  Contact Jack Coleman at:  813-987-6210 or Deadriverjack@aol.com. 

1 McClellan saddle 

Contact Jack for info and prices. 

 

http://webmail.tampabay.rr.com/do/redirect?url=http%253A%252F%252Fwww.georgiadivision.org%252Fbor_reenactment.html
http://webmail.tampabay.rr.com/do/redirect?url=http%253A%252F%252Fwww.floridastateparks.org%252Ffortclinch%252F
http://webmail.tampabay.rr.com/do/redirect?url=http%253A%252F%252Fwww.angelfire.com%252Fde3%252Fflabattalion%252Findex.html
http://webmail.tampabay.rr.com/do/redirect?url=http%253A%252F%252Fwww.georgiadivision.org%252Fbor_reenactment.html
mailto:king75thovi@aol.com
http://www.floridareenactorsonline.com/
http://www.7flcok.com/
mailto:deadriverjack@aol.com
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Available for purchase:  RWS German percussion caps for rifle 

muskets.  100 ―4-wing‖ caps per tin.  I’ll sell them for $8.00 per tin.  

Interested parties may communicate any serious inquiry by 

correspondence to Sergeant John Butler, Company I, 5
th

 Florida Infantry 

at catman6375@msn.com     (04/14/2008) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                

 

 
  7

th
 Regiment of Florida Volunteer Infantry 

Company K 

www.7flcok.com 

 

Civilian Board 

 

President:  Russell Mouser 

mouserfla@webtv.net 

 

Vice President:  Skip Fletcher 

cornfederateK6@aol.com 

 

Secretary: Keith Van Leuven 

keithvanleuven@tampabay.rr.com 

 

Treasurer: Tom Giminaro 

Tgiminaro@yahoo.com 

 

Quartermaster:  Gary Newman 

travelingrebel53@yahoo.com 

 

Military Officers & NCOs 

 

Captain Skip Fletcher, Commanding 

cornfederateK6@aol.com 

 

1
st
 Sergeant Keith Van Leuven 

keithvanleuven@tampabay.rr.com 

 

2
nd

 Sergeant John Mitchell 

Jmitchk73@verizon.net 

 

mailto:guardian77@hotmail.com
www.7flcok.com
mailto:mouserfla@webtv.net
mailto:mouserfla@webtv.net
mailto:cornfederateK6@aol.com
mailto:cornfederateK6@aol.com
mailto:keithvanleuven@tampabay.rr.com
Tgiminaro@yahoo.com
travelingreb53@yahoo.com
mailto:cornfederateK6@aol.com
mailto:cornfederateK6@aol.com
mailto:keithvanleuven@tampabay.rr.com

