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the sound of a church-going bell" was heard. In spite 
of the presence of the army, the place was as silent as 
if the shouting, irrepressible horde had magically dis
appeared. After a while groups of soldiers could be 
seen in their clean Sunday shirts. No doubt these 
same shirts had been " captured," as they expressed it, 
from the poor Confederates' scant supply. When they 
would seize a lady's watch and tear it from her belt 
or bosom, they would boast of having "captured" it. 
Dr. Howe told me how nearly he came to losing his 
watch on Friday afternoon. He was standing on his 
pavement, some little distance from his home, when a 
soldier came up to him and asked the time. The old 
gentleman politely took out his watch to tell him, when 
the man grabbed it. The doctor held on firmly; he 
was very lame and always walked with crutches. He 
laughed and said he held on, and made his way back 
to his house crab-fashion, and then called his guard to 
the rescue. He said he pulled and the robber pulled. 
His great fear was that the man would pull his crutches 
from him, but he saved his watch. 

During the day (Sunday) quite a number of the 
members of the company to which our guards belonged 
came to see them. They all had clean hands and faces 
and clean shirts. They were very curious to see the 
inside of the house, and asked me what each piece of 
furniture cost. They loved to linger before a large 
mirror in the drawing-room. I feared for a time it 
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would share the fate of nearly all others in the State, 
but thanks to my Western guard, it escaped. One of 
�t�h�e�~�e� visitors, evidently a down-easter from bis accent 
and manner, reproached me with the way we treated 
their prisoners at Andersonville. I told him it was not 
our fault, but the fault of General Grant. They all 
asked what I meant. I said, "Did you not know our 
government wanted to exchange prisoners, and he re
fused; and when he was offered them without exchange, 
he still said he did not want them? He knew it em
barrassed us to feed them. We had our own soldiers 
and our negroes to feed, and of course your people 
would prefer that we should feed your colored brothers 
rather than your white soldiers.'' 

On Sunday afternoon our guards came to me and 
said, "We will have to leave you to report for duty." 
They expressed much regret at having to go. They 
said they were very sorry for us, as they feared the 
stragglers, who were more to be dreaded than the 
soldiers. Just then we heard a loud explosion which 
shook the house and caused the windows to rattle. I 
at first thought they were going to blow up all the 
houses. One of the guards ran out to find what caused 
it. He soon returned, saying their men were filling 
their ammunition-wagons from the magazine on the 
"ARSENAL HlLL," and some of the shells had exploded, 
'' killing thirty of our fellows.'' I quickly covered 
my face with my hands. When I removed them, they 
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gave me a very queer look, which I easily read, and 
answered by asking, "Did you expect me to be sorry, 
after all the trouble and sorrow you have brought on 
my people?'' They shook their heads, and the subject 
was discussed no further. They advised me to go to 
General Sherman again and ask for a guard. So Miss 
Amanda Graeser and I took up our line of march again 
in search of the '' Hero. ' ' Some of his men told me 
"Billy could flank God Almighty out of heaven." I 
shudder to write it, but it was their opinion. We 
passed through crowds of vile-looking foreigners. I 
took great comfort in having my six-shooter in my 
pocket. General Sherman had made his head-quarters 
in Colonel Blanton Duncan's house. When we reached 
the gate, we found a number of officers standing, talk
ing and smoking. One of them said to Miss Graeser, 
before she had spoken, "You cannot see the general; 
he is tired and needs rest." I waited to hear no more, 
but rushed in, fearing I would be prevented from 
securing another guard. 

I heard General Sherman's voice and went imme
diately into the room. He recognized me at once, 
and smilingly held out his hand, saying, "How are 
you, Mrs. Bryce?" My hands dropped to my side and 
stole behind my back. An angry flush flashed over his 
face as I bowed and said, " General Sherman, I have 
come to you again for a guard." He said, " Do you 
women of Columbia think my soldiers have nothing 
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else to do but to guard your houses? Where are 
your fathers and husbands and sons? Why are they 
not here to protect you? Or why do you need pro
tection?" At these questions I felt my lips begin to 
quiver, and feared to speak lest I should break down. 
I pointed out of the window to the smoking ruins. A 
change came over his face. He told a youth standing 
near to tell Colonel McCoy to come to him. When 
he came, he said to him, " Colonel McCoy, go with this 
lady to General Wood, and tell him to give her a 
'regiment' to guard her house. '' I felt the sarcasm, 
but gravely bowed my thanks, and turned and left 
the room, followed by Colonel McCoy and Miss 
Graeser. We walked on for some time without speak
ing. At length the colonel began complaining of 
the unreasonableness of the people of Columbia ask
ing for guards, when their men were worn out and 
needed rest. Miss Graeser replied to him with trem
bling voice. I did not hear the conversation, as I 
walked at some little distance to avoid the smoke from 
his cigar. 

When we reached General Wood's head-quarters 
(Mrs. Lucy P. Green's house), we were at once shown 
into the room where he was. He was seated at a 
table writing. We found Mr. Harris Simons and Mr. 
John Crawford there on the same errand. Mr. Craw
ford introduced me to General Wood, and both gentle
men begged him to give me a guard. I dropped into 
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a chair quite near him. He looked at me a moment, 
and then said, "What do you people of Columbia 
mean? Our men have not time to rest, but are kept on 
guard all the tiµie. " By this time I had recovered my 
spirit, and could not bear to hear any more reproaches, 
which were so undeserved. I looked in his face and 
said, " Have we not suffered enough to make us afraid? 
If you have mother, wife, or sister, pray God they may 
never be called upon to suffer the anguish and terror 
the women of Columbia have been called upon to 
endure since the occupation of our city by your 
army." 

He gave me a quick, sympathetic look, and turned 
to an orderly and said, " Tell Snead, the old Virginian, 
to come to me." When the man came, he said, "You 
are to go with this lady and guard her house with your 
life. If officer or private attempts to enter without 
her consent, fire on him, or use your bayonet." I 
thanked him, for he looked kindly at me. By this 
time it was quite dark. On our way home, I said to 
the man, "How is it, that you, a Virginian, are in this 
army?" He asked " How did you know I was a Vir
ginian ?" " General Wood said so," I replied. " That's 
why he sent for me,'' said he, laughing. "I am from the 
Panhandle (West Virginia). Bless your heart, honey, 
my old woman is as good a secesh as you are; and as 
for me, I never shot a' Johnny Reb' in my life. I 
always shoot up.'' When we reached home, we found 
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our two young men had returned, having obtained 
permission to remain until dawn the next day, when 
the army would leave. We gave them all a good sup
per, after which they quietly disposed of themselves 
on the floor of the dining-room for a good night's 

rest. 
Miss Graeser and I went up-stairs, but not to sleep; 

we were still too anxious and fearful to think of un
dressing. Before daylight we heard the men in motion. 
Young Wrenn met me at the foot of the steps and 
said, "You did not know my canteen was full of 
whiskey ever since I have been here?" " No, indeed," 
said I, "or I should have poured it out long ago." The 
other said, "Mrs. Bryce, do you ever wear rings?'' I 
thought, oh, my wedding-ring and its guard ; will they 
be taken? I felt great relief when I looked at my 
hand and remembered that one of my daughters had 
taken them from my finger when she left the State. 
I said, "Yes, I wear rings sometimes;" whereupon he 
presented me with one made of gutta-percha, a.nd thickly 
studded with little silver stars. I declined receiving it, 
saying I should not like to deprive him of it. But he 
seemed so hurt I took it. He said, " Please try it 
on." I could not help thinking what would my hus
band and children think could they see me. I have it 
still, and it will be handed down to posterity as an 
heirloom and souvenir as well. I gave each of them 
a silver fork and spoon (much to Harriet's disgust), 
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for which they seemed very grateful. To our great joy 
the whole army left that morning. My servants recog
nized some of my husband's horses and mules which had 
been left on the plantation. And some of them told 
me afterwards of a pathetic scene between old Daddy 
Joe and some of the soldiers. We had a very fine 
gin-house, grist-mill, and saw-mill, all run by steam. 
The old man grieved to see them burned. He fell on 
his knees and begged that they might be spared, saying, 
"Please, massa, don't burn dem; dat's where we make 
our bread. We have a good owner; he is good to his 
people; for God's sake, don't burn dem." But his 
prayers were in vain. Everything was burned up, stock 
shot down, and all agricultural implements destroyed. 

But I was deeply grateful to my guards for having 
saved my home in Columbia. Of course, if I had left 
the city, it would have been burned with the rest of 
the unprotected houses ; and I was so thankful that I 
had been able to save the provisions my husband had 
provided. I was thus enabled to help many others. I 
sent food to Mrs. Law; my dear old Doctor Trezvant 
came to me for food, as did many others. Mr. Nicker
son, who had kept a large hotel on Main Street, came 
to me, and said, "Mrs. Bryce, on Friday morning I 
was worth over a hundred thousand dollars; to-day, I 
have nothing for my wife and child to eat, nor have 
I the means to procure it." I loaded up a wheel
barrow with provisions for him. I helped Dr. Parker, 
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superintendent of "Insane Asylum," to feed his pa
tients. I also had it in my power to help in feeding 
others, and to give a home for a couple of months to 
the father and sisters of a young brigadier-general, 
who were refugees from Charleston. 

My old Virginia guard stayed until two o'clock on 
Monday, saying he could not leave until I discharged 
him. I then told him to go. A dead and solemn si
lence seemed to have fallen upon the town. No sound 
of wheels or horse-hoofs. There was nothing left to 
disturb the mournful silence. General Sherman had 
said in Georgia that he meant to grease South Caro
lina over, and burn it up; that he would have her peo
ple howling after him for bread. He must have been 
gratified, for that was just what occurred. He told 
our people that " a greater general than he would soon 
visit us;" and, when asked to whom he referred, he 
said, '' General Starvation.'' 

How shall I describe the desolation and ruin that 
army left behind it? I will leave the task to one who 
was an eye-witness. 

Whitelaw Reid describes it thus in his "Ohio in 
the War:"-

"But, as if by concert, there suddenly came cries 
from a dozen different quarters; the city was on fire 
in as many different places. Before morning, a large 
portion of the city was in ruins; thus, women and chil
dren were suddenly made homeless in an hour, in the 
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night, and in the winter. It was the most monstrous 
barbarity of that barbarous march." 

After more than thirty years, our dear Southern land 
is still feeling severely the effects of the ruin brought 
upon it then. God alone knows what were the feel
ings of our sorrow-laden, weary soldiers when they 
returned, after their unexampled and brave, but fruit
less, struggle for their rights, to find only a heap of 
brick and ashes where once stood their happy homes, 
their families scattered and suffering the most severe 
privations, and many of them dependent on charity 
for daily bread. 

Vve are at peace, and we are told to "forgive our 
enemies." May our dear Lord help us so to do. 

"Father, I kneel 'mid ruin, wreck, and grave, 
A desert waste, where all was erst so fair, 

And for my children, and my foes, I crave 
Pity and pardon. Father, hear my prayer. 

(The prayer of the South.)" 
Father Ryan. 

"The red scars on Virginia hills 
Are healing one by one; 

And golden grain on Malvern's side 
Is waving in the sun. 
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"The flag that once did brave a world, 

From its proud standard riven, 
Is folded from our sight, and now 

Hath no place under heaven 

" Save in our hearts and in our homes, 
Where sadly, day by day, 

The silent spiders fittingly 
Are shrouding it in gray." 

CARL McKINLEY. 
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