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Summary

Eliza Frances Andrews was born to a prominent judge and planter in Washington, Georgia In
1840. According to one report, her family owned two hundred slaves. She attended the
Ladies' Seminary and then enrolled at La Grange Female College, from which she received
her A. B. in 1857. Leading up to and during the Civil War Andrews's parents supported the
Union, but Eliza supported the Confederacy and her three brothers who fought for the South.
At the end of the War, her article, "A Romance of Robbery," appeared in the New York World.
The article fictionalized the mistreatment of family friends by Reconstruction officials. This
article launched her long career as an author; her writings include articles, novels, and
textbooks, some of which appeared under the pseudonym Elzey Hay. After the death of her
parents, Eliza was forced to earn more money, which led her to secretly take on the task of
editing the local paper, the Washington Gazette. After a short time, however, the publisher
discovered his new editor was a woman and declared newspaper work inappropriate for a
female. In 1873 Andrews became a school principal in Yazoo, Mississippi, and in 1874 she

returned to Washington, Georgia to teach. In 1896 she began teaching literature and French
at Wesleyan Female College in Macon, Georgia, and continued there until 1896. It was not
until 1908, more than forty years after the Civil War, that she published her diary. The WarTime Journal of a Georgia Girl. She edited this journal significantly before publishing it—
omitting personal sections and passages she found embarrassing. She was a strong
supporter of siavery during the Civil War, but by the time she published the Journal she was
ambivalent. She was a self-proclaimed socialist and espoused Social Darwinism, and actively

supported segregation of African Americans and whites. She returned to teach botany at
Washington's public high school and wrote two botany textbooks. While her primary means of
financial support was teaching, during her lifetime she had an international reputation as both
a botanist and writer. She died in 1931.

The Journal begins in December 1864, with General Sherman's Union troops camped around
Atlanta. The first entry records Andrews's safe arrival in Macon en route to meet relatives with

whom she would stay in Southwest Georgia until the War ended. The rest of the diary records
Andrews's daily activities, parties with Confederate soldiers, and visits with various relatives
and friends, including Julia Toombs, wife of Robert Toombs, a famous Georgia orator and
author of the Confederate Constitution. Throughout the diary, Andrews remains a staunch

supporter of the Confederate cause and does not equivocate in describing the Union's
mistreatment of Southerners.

One of the important aspects of the Journal is the record of daily interactions among upperclass Southern men and women struggling as refugees in southern Georgia. What makes the

diary unique, however, is the commentary that Andrews adds some forty years after her
original experience. She confesses to the difficulty she has remembering such a trying time

and highlights the challenge the South faced in moving beyond its painful past.
Works Consulted: Garraty, John A. and Mark C. Carnes, eds., American National Biography,
New York: Oxford University Press, 1999; Jones, Katherine M., Heroines of Dixie:
Confederate Women Tell Their Story of the War, Indianapolis: Bobbs-Merrill, 1955.
Harris Henderson
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The Court House Is infested with another ghost, as a couple of our
young men are willing to swear ••• We hope this ghost is more honest than

Its predecessor, who spirited away $32,000 of the people's money ftcm the
Treasurer's vault.

Mr. W. D. Gihbs has located here to practice law.

2/I8/76

ABOUT THAT STEAL

The President of the Board of Supervisors of Yazoo County, N. H. Luse,
Esq., has offered a reward of $1500 for the apprehension of the thieves and

restoration of the money, bonds, ajod warrants stolen from the Treasury on

the night of the 26th ultimo. Suppose the thieves are cau^t and no money,
bonds or warrants found in their possession, what then? Are the captors to
get nothing for their pains? The law authorizing the action of Mr. Luse in

offering the reward should be so amended to cover this point.

2/25/76

RESIGNATION OP JUDGE MAYES

At the meeting of the Board of Supervisors on yesterday. Judge Mayes

tendered his resignation as County Treasurer, which was accepted.

3/17/76

Mr. George E. Wilkinson and Dr. Lawrence Gadberry left some days ago
for Texas - the former to practice law and the latter for the benefit of

his health which is far from good.

3/17/76

Attention is called to the following publications
Hay, Elzey.
A Family Secret.

Ihiladelphia, J. B. Lippincott and Co., I876

Elzey Hay is the pen name of Fanny Andrews, sister of Col. Gamett

Andrews of this city, and daughter of Judge Andrews.

3/2*^/76

The County Convention convened last Saturday for the purpose of nomi
nating a County Treasurer. On motion of Dr. W. Y. Gadberry, it was decided
not to make a nomination for said office ... We now have some six candidates

for the position lately filled by Judge Mayes.

3/31/76

PROCEEDINGS OP THE CITY NOMINATING CONVENTION

At a meeting of the Democracy of Yazoo City, called for the purpose of
nominating corporation officers for the coming election of April 3, Mr. P.
Barksdale was appointed chairman and Mr. A. G. Gardner, Secretary. On motion
the following resolutions offered by Judge R. Bowman w^e adopted 1
"Resolved that hone but Democrats and those who will support the nomi-

aeea of this meeting and are legally qualified to vote at the ensuing city

election shall be allowed to participate in the proceedings of this meeting.
CONINUED

Women of Achievement
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B.08-10-1833/1840?, Eliza Frances Andrews authored the bestellers A

Family Secret(1876) and The War-Time Journal ofa Georgia Girl(1908)
which were about her life during the Civil War. She wrote,"Oh the slavery it
is to be a woman and not a fool." in one of her journal. She often wrote under

the alias "Elzey Hay." Her first stories were published just after the Civil War.

She appeared to lose interest in writing as things returned to normal at her
platation home in north Georgia, although she vowed never to marry - which
she didn't. However, bad investments by her financial advisor for her, at age
33, to eam her living for the first time. She became a schoolteacher and over
the next 40 years her work ranged from principal at a girls' seminary to
teaching French and literature at Wesleyan Female College at Macon, Ga., the
nation's oldest woman's college.

She also began to write again and her novel A Family Secret was very
successful. Her other novels continued to describe "her abiding distaste for the

vulgar postwar plutocracy and her resentment ofthe limited sphere of action
prescribed for women."
But her fame would rest on the diaries she had kept during the last years of
the Civil War and its aftermath. When she published them 40 years after they
were written, one critic said, that it gave an "unexcelled [insight into] the
minds and sentiments of many Southern women during wartime and early
Reconstruction."

In her later years she turned to socialism as the answer to the economic

problems in the South, noting that the confederacy was doomed to lose
because of economic pressures. A self-taught botanist from childhood, she

published two textbooks, Botany All the Year Round(1903) and A Practical
Course in Botany(1911)that was translated and used in French schools.
B.08-10-1859(?), Anna Julia Haywood Cooper - Afro-American
educator. AJH called

http://www.undelete.org/woa/woa08-10.html
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"They Call It Patriotism":
Homespun as Politics in the South, 1860-1861*
by Vicki Betts

Historians are beginning to discover that throughout time dress has been more than fiber, more
than construction techniques, perhaps even more than art. Clothing is "one ofthe most revealing

signifiers of popular culture, in which the manufacturer, the wearer, and the spectator account for a rich
diversity of meanings." While this might appear obvious when discussing national costume or military
uniform,in 1860-61 one ofthe most potent symbols of Southern economic and political independence
was a homespun suit or dress.[1]

Homespun as a patriotic statement dates back prior to the Revolution. It served to promote
American industry, simplicity, and democracy as opposed to "British luxury and corruption." In 1767,

shortly after Parliament passed the Townshend Act increasing duties on manufactured goods,the various
colonies passed non-importation resolutions. They urged citizens to rely instead on their own resources,
including textiles. The Reverend Charles Woodmason proudly reported that "50 Young Ladies all drest
in White oftheir own Spinning" were among those who attended his Sunday services in the backcountry
community of Camden,South Carolina. In 1769, the ladies of Williamsburg showed their support for
the colonial boycotts ofBritish goods by wearing homespun gowns to a public ball at the capitol.
During the subsequent Revolution, with British goods cut off by war, many across the fledgling nation.
North and South, of all economic classes, turned to homespun. One editor wrote "The industry and

jfrugality ofthe American ladies much exalt their character in the eyes ofthe World and serve to show
how greatly they are contributing to bring about the political salvation of a whole Continent." The all
male graduating classes of Harvard, Yale, and the College ofRhode Island wore homespun to their
commencement exercises.[2]

Again, in 1807, with the Embargo Act, domestic manufactures were encouraged and European
luxuries condemned. In 1808,the members of Virginia's "Surry Society to Encourage Domestic

Manufactures" asserted that they were "already for the most part, clad in homespun." "Dorothy Distaff,"
writing to the Raleigh Register in 1810 wrote "With all due respect to what you call the resolves of

Congress,I think the resolves ofour sex offull as much consequence to the nation, a hundred thousand
spinning wheels put in motion by female hands will do as much towards establishing our independence,
as a hundred thousand of the best militia men in America." The situation eased after the War of 1812

concluded, but heated up again, particularly in South Carolina, during the Nullification Crisis in the
1820s and 1830s. This time the call was to produce homespun and boycott New England textiles as a
protest against high tariffs.[3]
As tensions rose once more,in 1860 and 1861, Southerners again turned to the old symbol, fully

aware of homespun's historical significance. While across Virginia, in late 1859, men met and spoke on
self-dependence, by early 1860 "the ladies have begun to act. Without noise they have commenced to
give force and color to our resolutions" by sponsoring homespun parties. "More than a hxmdred ladies
and gentlemen, belonging to the most respected families in the city [Richmond], were present all of
whom were attired in part or in whole in garments made of Virginia fabrics, woven in Virginia looms."
Over a thousand miles away,the editor of the Dallas Herald approved.

Old Virginia seems thoroughly aroused to action, by the alarming encroaching of Northern
fanatics and their insane teachings
'Anterior' to the Revolution the ladies and gentlemen of
the old Dominion attended balls and parties, and received their most distinguished guests,
dressed in homespun clothes^ one ofthe means adopted to show the Mother country that the
colonies possessed within themselves all the elements ofindependence.... The daughters of
the Old Dominion have ever been patriotic,~since the days in which Mrs. Washington draped
in homespun, received her highborn company arrayed in fabrics manufactured at home and by

http;//www.uttyl.edu/vbetts/homespun%20patriotism.htm
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her own hands partly.
In nearby Ellis County, Texas,

The matrons of Ellis county are aroused by the present aspect of affairs and have
resolved to show their spirit, that they can imitate their grandmothers in days of yore,

when oppression forced us from beneath the British yoke ofbondage, almost as
degrading as that ofthe servile masters ofthe North at present. The women of Ellis
have formed what they call'home spun societies.' They say that the immense sums of
money sent North, to purchase finery to decorate their persons, can and ought to be
expended in encouraging home industry and home manufactures. Hence they propose
to wear and use all such articles ofSouthem make as they can possible [sic] obtain, in

prefence [sic] to the Northern articles, even though our home article be inferior. As
far as articles of dress go they propose to wear nothing manufactured at the North.[4]
The editor ofthe Austin State Gazette wrote:

We are much pleased to find that many papers have entered the list in favor of
homespun. During the embargo imder the administration of Mr. Madison,the richest
and finest ladies in the country vied with each other who could produce the
handsomest dresses. Old pieces of silk were picked, carded, spun, wove and made
into dresses. Many ofthem equaled the finest silks and cambrics. Fourth of July
celebrations were held where both the ladies and the gentlemen all dressed in

homespun

God send that our wives and daughters, could be induced to imitate the

customs ofthe days of Martha Washington...[5]

Thoughts in South Carolina turned to that state's unique history. In a WPA interview, Mrs. Wary
Ann Lipscomb recalled: "During the second year ofthe war I was making me a homespun dress, and
while my father helped me with the weaving he told me ofa dress that one of his friends made during
the Nullification days. I carded and spim the filling for my new dress, wove it, made the dress and wore
it to Charleston when I went to see my husband."[6]

Showing one's Southem patriotism wasn't necessarily cheap. "Jennie Freedom" in Atlanta
chided her editor that "You certainly don't know how costly homespun is in these war times," and a later
writer to the Columbus[OA]Enquirer rebuked the wealthy women ofthat town with "You who,in the
first flush of your patriotism, gave twenty five and thirty dollars for homespuns and ostentatiously wore
them..." Yet the rewards seemed to make the effort worthwhile. Elzey Hay, also in Georgia, wrote
after the war:

In the first burst of our 'patriotic' enthusiasm, we started a fashion which it would have
been wise to keep up. We were going to encourage home manufacture—^we would
develop our own resources, so we bought homespun dresses, had them fashionably
made, and wore them instead of'outlandish finery.' The soldiers praised our spirit,
and vowed that we looked prettier in homespun than other women in silk and velvet.
A word from them was enough to seal the triumph of homespun gowns.[7]
Southem merchants also supported the "cause." In Memphis, a storekeeper writing under the
name Cynicus, publicly doubted the girls' "oft-repeated cry to 'Live and die for Dixie"" and "challenged
them to put aside their pretty, airy, muslin frocks and walk down the fashionable thoroughfare of Main
Street clad in humble homespun." He even offered the cloth free of charge. Margaret Drane, aged
fourteen, and her "bevy" of Mends marched down to the store.

http://www.uttyl.edu/vbetts/homespun%20patriotism.htm
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There they selected the unmistakably genuine article, with their own hands made the
dresses in the style ofthe day—^ten widths to the skirt, tight waist, and low-corded
neck. Wearing their homespun not as housemaids, but as if it were the ermine of

royalty, and trjdng to keep step in their ungainly brogans, with comshuck hats oftheir
own braiding, bravely trimmed with red-white-and-red ribbons, shading their blushing
faces, the appearance ofthe quartette on Main street at once set the patriotic fashion
and made them the toast ofthe hour.[8]

Schools also encouraged homespun. In October of 1860, twenty-seven teachers and pupils ofthe
Spring Hill School attended the Georgia State Fair "all attired in a substantial Check Homespun Dress,
made fashionably full and flowing" "a sight worth seeing on a southern fair ground." One ofthe
students, Sarah Conley Clayton later wrote about the experience. According to her

to show our patriotism at that critical time, we were all clad in homespun dresses made

by our own Wds,the girls, with two or three exceptions being under sixteen years of
age. We were a proud set, and were confident of being the first to appear in Georgia
cotton; so in our simply made blue and white and brown checks, with all eyes upon us
we walked proudly from the Union Depot out to the groimds on Fair Street near the
cemetery.

The girls did win a prize, but were they were "a little bit crest fallen" to discover another homespun clad
young lady also in attendance. Years later Sarah could describe almost every detail: "In her dress, a

clear, bri^t blue was the predominating color; a narrow buff stripe, with probably a red and white
thread running through it, alternating with the blue about every halfinch. It was made quite stylishly, as
I remember; more of a riding habit, a pretty skirt and tight coat piped with buff and ornamented with
numerous buttons, we understood that she herself had woven the material."[9]
Graduating classes made a special effort to patronize homespun, much as Harvard and Yale did

during the Revolution. In March 1860,the students of Mercer University pledged themselves to buy "no
more apparel of Northern manufacture...[and] to appear on the rostrum ofour next Annual
commencement in Southern-made clothing." During the summer of 1861, an article entitled "Home

Spun at the Mary Sharp" announced that the young ladies graduating from this Baptist college in
Winchester, Tennessee, had chosen "home made cotton dresses" as their clothing ofchoice for
commencement.

"It was designed to be emblematical ofthe intention ofthese young women to make
themselves all the present condition of our country may require her daughters to be. We have
since heard ofsome ofthese graduates appearing at church in the same humble but becoming
garb, where it ehcited the earnest admiration ofthe right thinking ofthe other sex." The
Trustees later discussed purchasing a bolt ofcottonade "from some of our own factories" to
serve as the school uniform. "They could thus be all dressed alike, and hence all temptation to
extravagance would be removed."

Myrtie Long remembered her cousin Carrie graduating from College Temple in Newnan, Georgia. The
class chose homespun for their graduation dresses. "The whole coimty praised the act. On that day
every body was singing the popular song: Hurrah, Hurrah! For the Southern girls. Hurrah! Hurrah, for
the homespun dresses that the Southem Ladies wear!"'[10]
Editors and correspondents noticed particular young ladies around the region who exemplified
the Southem ideal. "Home Industry" wrote in to the Charleston Mercury in November, 1860:
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We observed, while on a visit to a lady friend, a bonnet and dress of Georgia linsey

and cotton, designed for the daughter ofone of our leading Secessionists. The dress is
made in fashionable style, a la Gabrielle, and the bonnet is composed of white and
black Georgia cotton, covered with a net work ofblack cotton, the streamers
ornamented with Palmetto trees and Lone Stars, embroidered in gold thread, while the

feathers are formed of white and black worsted. The entire work is domestic, as well ^
as the material, and exhibits considerable ingenuity. The idea illustrates the patriotism
ofthe ladies, and their earnest sympathy with the great Southern movement, while its
execution affords convincing proof ofhow independent we can be ofour Northern
aggressors, when we have the will to undertake and the energy to achieve.
Within the next month,the Columbus[GA] Times noted "In the street yesterday was observed one of

our pretty young ladies attired in a dress of Georgia homespun and wearing the blue cockade. The make
ofthe dress and the style ofthe cloak, gave it the appearance of silk at a distance, and attracted the
attention of all."[ll]

The year 1861 brought more accolades from the press. "Two ofPortsmouth's(Va.)fair
daughters appeared in its streets Tuesday in homespun, and the general verdict was they looked
charming." The Atlanta Locomotive reported that

A gay and fashionable yoxmg lady attracted the attention on the Fair ground yesterday,
because ofa most handsome, and neatly fitting copperas homespun dress, which she
wore, and seemed justly proud. She is wealthy ofa fine family, and for her dress,
which really was among the handsomest of any kind on the ground, she certainly
deserves a grand premium, and we insist upon the Agricultural Society awarding her
one. We heard a number ofladies wish for a dress like it, but whether they wished it
because ofthe style ofthe goods, or because they discovered it to be so popular we
will not say. But most assuredly we were delighted to see this one Southern lady
rigged out in home made cloth.[12]

"Miss T.", the daughter ofa friend ofthe editor ofthe Atlanta Southern Confederacy, arrived at
that printing establishment on August 24,1861,
dressed in beautiful checked homespun; white, blue, copperas, and 'Turkey Red'colors
were beautifully woven into the fabric. It really was refreshing. Then it fit right. It
was not only spun and wove,but cut and fit by the accomplished wearer, who has just
completed a collegiate education....Let us have more homespun dresses—enough at
least to destroy the novelty; and let us have more good warm jeans for gentlemen, and
for our soldiers to wear this winter.

By fall, the Charleston Courier was noticing "Many beautiful damsels were seen yesterday on King
street, in suits of homespun. We trust the example will be followed, and ifour fair ladies Imow how
much pleasure it afforded to the volunteers and to all good citizens, it would be generally and
universally followed."[13]

If editorial comments were not enough,some prominent citizens sponsored "homespun parties"
of various sorts. One early Virginia party has already been noted. In Milledgeville, Georgia,
The ladies of this city, or at least a good many ofthem, had a homespun party at
Newwell's hall, on last Thursday evening, which was decidedly the most pleasant
affair that has occurred in the city for many years. The ladies all wore homespun
dresses, and their persons were tastefully and appropriately ornamented with native
jewels and charms. Many ofthe dresses, though ofthe plainest cotton fabric, were
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beautiful, and the wearers looked charming in them....[The group was] delighted
with the first experiment ofa social gathering in plain and unpretending attire. The
animus ofthis party was decidedly secession, but we believe there was perfect union
among the company.

In Leake County, Mississippi, Col. Donald gave a party in which "The ticket sent to each young lady,
required that she should come dressed in Mississippi manufactured apparel, in the manufacture of which
she must in some way assist. The gentlemen were also required to dress in the manufacture of
Mississippi, made in Leake and Attala. There were near one hundred persons ofboth sexes in
attendance, all attired as specified above." In March, 1861,the young ladies of Albany, Georgia, gave a
"Homespun Pic Nic." "We were not present, but learn that a great number ofthe fashion and beauty of
the city were there, and several gentlemen and many ofthe young ladies dressed in plain but neat
Homespun dresses. This is praiseworthy." In Atlanta, for one ofthe first Fairs sponsored by the Ladies'
Relief Society in September, 1861,the notice in the newspaper announced that "The ladies will appear
in southern homespun."UA]

One ofthe most interesting accounts, however,is of an Alabama homespun ball. Mrs. Elizabeth
Lyle Saxon recalled the preparations leading up to that event and the unintended results.

The young ladies were all preparing for a grand ball, that was soon to be given, and
four ofthem were going to wear homespun dresses... The four girls were sewing on
their dresses, vile-smelling, common checked goods, such as we used for our servants
at that time. They were making them with long trains, low neck and short sleeves, and
the lace they were trimming them with was Pointe de Alencon, Honiton and
Valenciennes, suitable for the dress of a duchess at a court ball... When the ball came

offthe girls looked as lovely as when in satin and lace, for the dresses fitted their
perfect figures to a charm. One ofthe young men who had danced with all the four
came to me,and taking me to one side, asked in a hollow whisper: "Miss Lizzie, what
in heaven's name is it that smells so awfully about those girls?" "Why,it is a new
perfume they are using," I said. "They call it patriotism; I call it indigo dye." "Oh,"
he said, "it is the dresses; why didn't they wash them? It is a horrid smell." I told the
girls about it, and when they got home they were a beautiful blue all about their necks,
and they hardly allowed the word homespun ever to be uttered to them until we really
had to make it at home and wear it."[15]

The young Southern ladies of 1860 and 1861 created and "ostentatiously" wore their homespun
dresses as a means ofbeing "heard" politically, without leaving their separate spheres and without
having the vote. Homespun became,for them, a visible tie with their heroic and independent past and a
uniform to match the gray oftheir brothers and beaux. Some soon became disillusioned with the
fashion, putting their dresses aside when they washed poorly or were too hot to wear. But by late 1862,
many civilians were beginning to turn back to homespun out of necessity, as the blockade cleared off the
merchants' shelves and the Confederate army consumed much of what came out of Southern textile
mills. Eventually, even the Alabama girls with the Valenciennes lace "really had to make it at home and
wear it."

^Originally appeared in The Citizens' Companion vol. 9, no. 4(October-November 2002): 1217.
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Chronicle & Sentinel[Augusta, GA],2 December 1860, p. 2, c. 1 (second quotation).
[12] Charleston MercM/7,6 February 1861, p. 4,c.4(first quotation); Atlanta Zocomorive, quoted in San
Antonio Ledger, 19 July 1861 (second quotation).

[13]Southern Confederacy [Atlanta, GA],25 August 1861, p. 3, c. 1 (first quotation); Charleston
Courier quoted in the Natchez Daily Courier,2 October 1861,p. 1, c. 3(second quotation).
[14] Milledgeville[GA] Union, quoted in the Memphis Daily Appeal,30 January 1861, p. 2, c.6(first
quotation); Marshall Texas Republican,20 April 1861, p. 3, c. 3(second quotation); Albany[GA]
Patriot, 21 March 1861, p. 3, c. 1 (third quotation); Southern Confederacy [Atlanta], 27 September
1861, p. 2, c. 1-2(fourth quotation).

[15] Elizabeth Lyle Saxon,A Southern Woman's War-Time Reminiscences. Memphis: Pilcher Printing
CO., 1905, pp. 18, 22, accessed 28 July 2002, http://sunsite.unc.edu/docsouth/saxon/saxon.htm.
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FOUR FAMILIES OF THE SOUTH
research by Keith Giddeon

If you use any ofthis research in your database, please keep the names spelled exactly as you find them.
Genealogy is hard enough without adding this bad practice into it.

Notes for Garnett ANDREWS,JR.

1839 Gamett Andrews(1837-1903)Papers, 1816-1928, 325 items. Confederate officer, of Georgia,
Mississippi, and Tennessee. Topics: Estate papers. Correspondence and other material, conceming the
estate of Andrew Beime of Monroe County, WY,Andrews' service as Judge-Advocate for the courtsmartial of Confederate generals Lafayette McLaws and Jerome B. Robertson(1863-1864), genealogy of
the Andrews, Beime, Gamett, and Key families(1891-1903), and other matters. Includes scrapbook and

American autography collection of Eliza Frances Andrews, who wrote under the name of
Elzey Hay. Gift of Gamett Andrews, 1951-1958. Source: The National Union Catalog of Manuscript
Collections, 1962, MS 62-490, p. 33.

[http://www.wvculture.org/history/reposits_not_wv/n_carolina.html]
At the Battle Of Salisbury, NC Gamett icceived two sabci slashes tP thp hpud and a pistpl slipt thlPHg|l
his shoulder brought him down. Aftei'ward, he was taken prisoner by the Union forces.

I HOME I EMAIL|SURNAMES|
Copyright © 2002 by Keith Giddeon

http://www.giddeon.eom/roots/html/nti00821.html

8/18/2004

TDGH - December 24

Page 1 of 1

1864 Fearing that Sherman was going to change the path of his march to Augusta instead of
Savannah, Judge Gamett Andrews in Washington, Ga. sent his 25-year-old daughter Eliza to
live with her oldest sister near Albany. Her journey took her through the area Sherman's
forces had marched through earlier. Writing in her Journal, Eliza Andrews described the
destruction she saw:

"About three miles from Sparta we struck the 'Burnt Country,' as it is well named
by the natives, and then I could better understand the wrath and desperation of
these poor people. I almost felt as if I should like to hang a Yankee myself. There
was hardly a fence left standing all the way from Sparta to Gordon. The frelds
were trampled down and the road was lined with carcasses of horses, hogs, and
cattle that the invaders, unable either to consume or to carry away with them, had
wantonly shot down to starve out the people and prevent them from making their
crops. The stench in some places was unbearable; every few hundred yards we
had to hold our noses or stop them with the cologne Mrs. Elzey had given us, and
it proved a great boon. The dwellings that were standing all showed signs of
pillage, and on every plantation we saw the charred remains of the gin-house and
packing-screw, while here and there, lone chimney-stacks,'Sherman's Sentinels,'
told of homes laid in ashes. The infamous wretches! I couldn't wonder now that

these poor people should want to put a rope round the neck of every red-handed
"devil of them" they could lay their hands on. Hay ricks and fodder stacks were
demolished, com cribs were empty, and every bale of cotton that could be found
was burnt by the savages. I saw no grain of any sort, except little patches they
had spilled when feeding their horses and which there was not even a chicken left
in the country to eat. A bag of oats might have lain anywhere along the road
without danger from the beasts of the field, though I cannot say it would have
been safe from the assaults of hungry man. Crowds of soldiers were tramping
over the road in both directions; it was like traveling through the streets of a
populous town all day. They were mostly on foot, and I saw numbers seated on
the roadside greedily eating raw tumips, meat skins, parched com - anything they
could find, even picking up the loose grains that Sherman's horses had left. I felt

tempted to stop and empty the contents of our provision baskets into their laps,
but the dreadful accounts that were given of the state of the country before us,
made pmdence get the better of our generosity."

Source: Eliza Frances Andrews, The War-Time Journal ofa Georgia Girl. 1864-1865(New
York: D. Appleton and Co., 1908), pp. 32-33.

http://www.cviog.uga.edu/Projects/gainfo/tdgh-dec/dec24.htm
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Andrews, Eliza Frances, b. 1840
The War-Time Journal of a Georgia Girl, 1864-1865
New York,D. Appleton and Company,1908

m.

^ Return to Menu Page for The War-Time Journal ofa Georgia Girl 1864-1865 by Eliza Frances
Andrews

Return to "First-Person Narratives of the American South. 1860-1920" Home Page

^ Return to Doctimenling the American South Home Page
© Copyright 1998 by the Academic Affairs Library, The University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill, all rights reserved.
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1864-1865

BY

ELIZA FRANCES ANDREWS

ILLUSTRATED
CONTEMPORARY
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PHOTOGRAPHS

NEW YORK

D. APPLBTON AND COMPANY

1908

^ Return to Menu Page for The War-Time Journal ofa Georgia Girl J864-1865 bv Eliza Frances
Andrews

^ Return to "First-Person Natratives of the American South. 1860-1920" Home Page
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INTRODUCTION

Eliza Frances Andrews' War- Time Journal has been described as one of

the most significant diaries of the Civil War period to come out of Georgia.^ The
diary has been through several releases, the most recent last year from the
University of Nebraska Press.
Historians of the South Spencer King and and Richard Harwell ranked

Andrews' Wartime Journal along side Mary Chesnut's diary which came from
South Carolina. Both the Andrews and the Chesnutjournals reflect the trials

and the hardships of war at the home; and the reflect and the attitudes,

prejudices, and opinions of two cultured and outspoken women.2
Historian E. Merton Coulter said the Fanny Andrews' diary of the last two

years of the war is "unexcelled" in its interpretation of the "minds and
sentiments of many southern women....

King pointed out in 1960 there were actually two authors for the Wartime
Journal of a Georgia Girl . Both authors were Fanny Andrews. One was the
young Frances, the twenty-four year-old who saw the collapse of the Confederacy
and recorded her experiences and her feelings. The second author was the

1 For a sampling of Harwell's work see: Marjorie Lyle Crandall and
Richard B. Harwell, Confederate imprints, a check list. 1955 and More
Confederate imprints 1957 New Haven: Research Publications, 1974.
2 Wartime Journal of a Journal Girl, Spencer B. King, editor, Ardivan
Press, 1960, vii. See also, Mary Boykin Chesnut, A Diary from Dixie, Williams,
Ben Ames, editor, Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1949.

Chesnut, Mary Boykin Miller, A diary from Dixie : as written by Mary
Boykin Chesnut, wife of James Chesnut. Jr.. United States senator from South
Carolina. 1859-1861. and afterward an aide to Jefferson Davis and a brigadiergeneral in the Confederate army. New York : Peter Smith, 1929

3 Coulter is the author of a number of books on the South including The
South during reconstruction ; Baton Rouge : Louisiana State University Press,
1947; College life in the Old South, Athens: University of Georgia Press, 1951;
William C. Brownlow; fighting parson of the Southern Highlands, Chapel Hill:
The University of North Carolina Press, 1937; Lost generation : the life and death
of James Barrow. C. S. A. , Tuscaloosa, Ala.: Confederate Pub. Co., 1956.
1
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mature Frances-the "gray-haired editor"- who looked back from her 68-years in
sober reflection in the 1908 introduction to the Wartime Journal at the young

rebel she was a half century before.

Tonight I have the privilege of introducing to you a third "Fanny"
Andrews — a Fanny Andrews in transition... a middle-aged Frances, a woman
developing from the youthful rebel into the mature matron... the 32-year-old
adult who, in transition with her native South, survived reconstruction...

...who developed and adapted with a new culture, a new reality. She was
moving from the sheltered life of a female of the antebellum Southern
aristocracy to a life of self-sufficiency... self-support... and self-determination of
the educated elite of the transitional South.

Andrews was born to and raised in privilege... privilege based on the

slave economy of the pre-war era. Even though Judge Andrews, Fanny's father,
was an ardant Unionist, much of the family fortune was tied up in slaves and
cotton farming... and the family was left virtually destitute and almost
resourceless with the collapse of the Southern Confederacy and the destruction
of the Southern economic system.

To survive and Frances became a teacher

a journalist... a novelist... a

scientist... and she was successful.

We knew of her attitudes and values as a young women of the upper class

during the collapse of the Confederacy because of her war time journal. We
know of her attitudes and values as an elderly matron who survived and
matured because of the introduction and conclusion she wrote in 1908 when the

war time journal was originally published. Up to now, we have known nothing
of the period of struggle as she attempted to survive the desolution of her pre
war reality.

Tonight, I can share with you something about the personal - the intimate
Frances Andrews of those years between the girl of the war and the retired
matron of 1908 because of a recent discovery
what I to believe is a major
discovery....

That discovery ~ a diary written by Miss Andrews several years after the
classic and well recognized Wartime Journal... a heretofore unknown
commentary written during the era of Radical reconstruction.
My intention tonight is to tell you first about the circumstances that lead
to the discovery....
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Secondly, I want to give you some background and history for the family
of Frances Andrews; and

...thirdly, I'll point to some specific comments from the Andrew's diary
that may be interpreted as indicators of changing values and attitudesAndrews'changing attitudes and beliefes, and , perhaps, in a way indicators of
the attitudinal and social changes that took place in the Southern culture of the
last half of the nineteenth century.^

4 For a broad description of conditions in the South during the early years
of reconstruction, see E, Merton Coulter's The South During Reconstruction.
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THE DIARY

For several years now, my scholarship has centered on the application of
modern agenda-setting and uses and gratification theories to antebellum mass
media. During the fall of 1997 I had the good fortune to receive from UTChattanooga a semester research sabbatical, and my plan was to spend the 15
weeks examining primary evidence of media usage in antebellum and bellum
Tennessee.

My plan was to use the first weeks of the sabbatical to travel to state and
university archives, then to complete the sabbatical here in the UTC archives
engaged in local research and writing.
Frankly, I expected to find most of the data for my subject in the state
archives in Nashville, ...from Knoxville's famous East Tennessee Historical

Society's McClung Collection, ...and from the beautiful facility and archival
resource that is the Mississippi Valley Collection at the University of Memphis
archives.

Each of these collections — especially the McClung here in East Tennessee
and the Mississippi Valley facilities over in West Tennessee are noted for their
extensive collections of nineteenth century letters, diaries,journals, and family
papers.

Honestly, I did not expect to find much material here within the UT
Chattanooga library and archives, but I did expect a warm,cozy place to pull
together the results of my across the state travels.
So... after I made my first research trips to the McClung... then to
Nashville... to Memphis... I returned to Chattanooga with few expectations of
finding too much to add to material collected from the major state repositories.

Actually, I was a little frustrated, because I had not found much directly related to
either agenda-setting or uses and gratifications.
On my first day in the UTC archives, ...following the methodology
developed during my travels... I visited for a time with the library archivist... a
recent addition to the UTC library staff. Holly Hodges.
As Holly and I talked, I set out my equipment~my wonderful little
Macintosh laptop computer and the portable scanner that accompanied me
across the state. Holly retreated into the library's archival storeroom for which
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she had only weeks before taken responsibility, and from the "A" shelf she
brought to me a stack of folios and folders.

Although I'd been on the quest for weeks, and although I'd visited the
most extensive collections in our state, as I've indicated, I had not been

stunningly successful— I'd found some interesting material, yes! Successful in
meeting my research objectives? —well, honestly — not so much sol
Holly brought to me the four or five folios in what I assumed would be
the first in a lengthy progression of of old documents. Unlike the material held
in the major historical archives, very little of the material here at UTC has been
examined carefully or thoroughly cataloged.
The first folios held some interesting items, but nothing directly related to

my objective. Then, as I opened up a large folio labeled "Andrews Family
Papers," I saw an old family photograph album and an old ledger. I opened it
carefully, and there saw a woman's handwriting on page after page of diary.
The first pages of the diary had been torn from the ledger, but from what
remained, I began to read:

...number of pleasant acquaintances, and made as many more. Our special
escorts, besides old brother Knowles, were Dr. Ford of Augusta, Mr. Phelps

of Warrenton, a perfectly charming fellow, an educated Irishman named
Walter Scott, and Captain Francis, the dearest man that ever lived. We
arrived in Charleston by six a.m. had an elegant room and breakfast at the
Charleston hotel, and then rode about the noble old city till noon.
On stepping into a street car, we had our first experience of practical social

equality, in the presence of a negro passenger. It was apparent from the
conductor's voice and manner, that he was a thoroughbred gentleman,
and we soon discovered, in the course of the conversation that he was a

nephew of our friend Mr. Tripper.

At one o'clock we sailed, and contrary to all expectations, did not feel in
the least frightened when I found myself on the broad ocean, with
Charleston and Sumter and Moultrie fading into dim speck on the
horizon.

I was reading the daily account of a young Southern woman's summer
time visit to Yankee cousins in Newark, New Jersey. I could not stop reading.
Here was a 130-year-old voice reaching across the years from 1870 to 1998.
The voice obviously was that of a well-educated, strong-willed,
opinionated, intelligent, sharp-witted, and a skilled observer. I could not put the

old diary down. I sat enthralled for more than three hours... reading the story of
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a month long trip to the North
a story, a description, a commentary from a
member of the vanquished Southern aristocracy on the society of the Northern
merchant class.

August 13, 1870...

These Yankees, rich as they are... have no time to enjoy life. Everybody
seems in a hurry. The people on the streets go in a sort of trot that I shall
never catch, and children are put through the park in as much haste as if
recreation itself were a business.

We took a drive through the city yesterday afternoon, and saw some
elegant residences on the suburbs, but they all belong to merchants or
manufacturers.

Opposite one of the parks, cousin Lilla pointed out a row of elegant
residences, everyone of which was owned by some sort of rich tradesman.
Metta (the sister of the diary's author) and I could hardly restrain our
laughter at the naivete with which she (cousin Lilla) gave information
concerning them.

"See that brown stone front to your left - two of our most fashionable
belles live there - their father is in the leather business."

"Mr. Jones built that large double house over the way - he made his
money in the shoe business- and there,just beyond it, live the Brownsthey are the leaders of our society- manufacturers of spool cotton- worth
two million at least. The lady living in that four stories front, behind
those elm trees, has the handsomest diamonds in Newark- her husband

owns a trunk factorv- he came here twenty years ago, without a dollar in
his pocket."

We are expected to admire these men very much,for making their own
fortunes, and I pretended to think it all very nice, but can't help thinking
to myself all the time, how much more I admire our Southerners for the
way they lost theirs, and I can't help contrasting cousin Lilla's
ciceroneship, with the way we show places in our part of the world"That old house in the park, belongs to Judge King- the one who married
Judge Pettigrew's daughter- no relation to your Roswell Kings, in Georgia,
but a fine old family- Dungenesse, yes, that is the residence of the
Nightingales- descendants of Gen. Greene- the Randolphs live over there,

in that old brick house they are a branch of the Virginia family-"
This is the way we point out places in Carolina and Georgia- without a
word or a thought about the negroes formerly owned or the bales of cotton
made there.^

Andrews, August 13, 1870.
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Her observations continued for page after page ~ Newark, New Jersey of
1870 as seen through the eyes of an educated Southerner of the upper class.
I had to find out who was this woman,and the more I've discovered about

the diary's author, the more impressive she becomes, and the more valuable are
her observations and commentary.

Andrews'Family

From evidence in the folio I learned that the diary's author was Eliza
Frances Andrews, the second daughter of Georgia judge,slave holder, and ardent
unionist Garnett Andrews and his wife Annulet Ball Andrews. Frances had

three brothers, two were officers in the Confederate Army. The older of the
brothers, named for his father, practiced law after the war, and late in the

century became a resident and after a few years mayor of Chattanooga. The
brothers were instrumental in the founding of several successful early twentieth
century businesses here ~ including precursors to the huge carpet industry that
now is a major economic influence in this region.
Eliza Frances Andrews was born on August 10, 1840, in Washington,
Georgia. She was very well educated for the period ~ one of the first graduates of
Georgia's LaGrange College, graduating in 1859. The Andrews were prominent
in antebellum Northeast Georgia society. Neighbors and friends of the Andrews
family were scions of the antebellum South-the Toombs, Semmes,Sneed,

Tuppers, Willis, Barnett, and FIcklen families. Abraham Simmons, the rich and
eccentric Jew, lived close to Andrews' homeplace—Haywood, as did Jesse Mercer,
the Baptist minister, editor, and benefactor whose name is perpetuated in Mercer
University. Mercer was this minister who officiated at the marriage of Garnett
Andrews and Annulet Ball in 1828.

Frances' brother, Garnett, the future Chattanooga major was born in 1837,
was three years her senior, and for most of his life her acted as her guardian and
confidant. Garnett is the link between Frances and Chattanooga, and it is

through the papers of the Garnett Andrews family that the 1870-1871 diary came
to be in the UTC archives.

After serving until the surrender as an officer in the Confederate Army,

Garnett moved with his family to Yazoo, Mississippi, were he oversaw the
family's agricultural interests while he practiced law. Shortly after the 1873 death
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of their father, Frances moved to Yazoo to accept a teaching post with the
reorganized Yazoo public schools.

The success of her experience in Yazoo depends upon the source, but she
did not remain in Mississippi long.

When she returned to Georgia Wesleyan Female College in Macon gave
her an honorary degree and invited her to teach there. She began her college

teaching career at Wesleyan in the literary department, teaching French and
literature. She was on the Wesleyan faculty until 1897, and all the time she was
writing stories, essays, poems, novels, and criticism. Most of her writing was
creative, but she found time to write in the area of her old love, botany
Her students remembered her as a friend and counselor. One described her

as being of medium height, lithe and graceful. She had red hair and freckles, and
she rode her bicycle to and from school "just like one of its kids."
Miss Andrews began her writing career cautiously, not allowing the
reading public, to know her real identity. This was typical of the times for
women.

She began to publish her writings under the name of "Elzey Hay." General
Arnold Elzey was an acquaintance of the Andrews family, and may have
inspired the first part of her pseudonym. Obviously, the second part came from
the home place, Hajrwood.

In July, 1866, "Elzey Hay" had published an essay, "Dress Under
Difficulties," in Godey's Lady's Book, one of the most popular magazines of the
nineteenth century.

By the time 1870-1872 diary was being written, Frances Andrews was
contributing regularly for the New York World, the Augusta Chronicle, and the
Burlington Hawkeye.
She was also writing social commentaries and essays that, apparently, were

published in several venues usually under the name of "Elzey Hay."
The true identity of "Elzey Hay" was revealed to the public in 1872 when
an anthology of stories by Southern female authors was published. The book.
The Living Female Writers of the South by Mary Tardy included two of "Elzey
Hay's" essays In her book:"A Plea for Red Hair" and "Paper Collar Gentility."
Miss Andrews' first novel, A Family Secret (Philadelphia, 1876), was
published under the Elzy Hay pseudonym., but by then, Andrews' identity was
no longer a secret
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Three years later, her second novel, A Mere Adventure (Philadelphia,
1879) was published and it was followed by Prince Hal; Or the Romance of A Rich
Young Man (Philadelphia, 1882). Contemporary reviews of Andrews* novels
praised her style and strength.

Fanny Andrews* writings in the late years of the nineteenth and early
twentieth century were, for the most part, scientific. Andrews established herself
as an authority in botany. In 1903 the American Book Company published
Andrews* Botany All the Year Around, and the following year it issued a new
edition which included a section on the flora of the eastern United States. This

was widely used as a textbook both in the North and South. A Practical Course In
Botany was released by the same publisher in 1911. It was translated into French
and Andrews text was used for a number of years in the schools of France.
She remained her own person throughout her life. She, by her own

description belonged to no man, and her she was not hesitant to share her
political and social views. Andrews* was listed in the 1918 Who*s Who as a
Socialist.

In January, 1893, Popular Science Monthly carried her article, "Will the
Coming Woman Lose Her flair?'* Her story of the invention of the cotton gin
was published in the Library of Southern Literature (XVI, 117-120), and became
the authorized account of Eli Whitney*s machine on which the whole
plantation-slavery system had rested. A scholarly article was published in Science
in February, 1918, under the title, "Relation Between Age and Area in the
Distribution of Plants."

In 1926,five years before her death, Frances Andrews* work in botany was

recognized by the International Academy of Science in Italy, and she was invited
to Naples to .address the Academy. Because of her age-she was eighty-six at the
time-she declined the invitation. She shared the honor of membership in this

academy with only two other Americans: Theodore Roosevelt and Woodrow
Wilson, and was, at the time of her nomination the first and only woman in
America to be so honored.

Andrews died in Rome on January 21,1931, and was buried in the family
plot in Washington, Georgia.
In her will she bequeathed to the city of Rome the royalties from her

botany textbooks to provide a public woodland where, as a writer in the Atlanta
Journal said, "children can learn the wonders of trees while playing under the
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friendly shade of them and where weary veterans in life's battle can find rest to
their souls."

The importance of the new diary

Andrews 1870 diary demonstrates a changing perception of industry, as it
reflects a passing away of old beliefs. For example, after visiting a Newark spool
factory, Andrews wrote in the diary, and I'm quoting now:
It was a very interesting visit- and heavens! how it opened my eyes! I will
never turn up my nose again at a manufacturing of spool thread. Cotton
planting is nothing to it.

It is a really manly business to command such an establishment so that,
and still more so, to understand all about it as Mr. Clark does- and still
find time, with all that on his hands, to be one of the most cultivated and

sensible gentlemen I ever met!
What a fool I have been! I know now that cotton planting and soldiering
are not the only occupations for gentlemen, and I have found out that rich
manufacturers are not necessarily shoddies and upstarts.
A spool of sewing thread seems a very insignificant thing but the process

of making it is anything but insignificant. I'll never make a fool of myself
again by feeling contempt for manufacturers.

Verily travel is a great liberalizer: no son of a planter that I ever knew, can
surpass in general culture, elegance of manners, and geniality of mind, the
manufacturer of "George A. Clark & Co.." spool cotton.
Manufacturers are not here what they are at the South. If Mr. Clark only

was not a Radical, what a splendid fellow he would be! And yet, one of
the things I most admire about him, is the delicacy with which he avoids
all allusion to his political tenets in my presence: he does not sneak

around and pretend to be half rebel just out of deference to me, but steers
clear of the subject altogether-1 would not know that he had any politics if
others had not told me, and I don't think he can be enough of a radical to
hurt.

At any rate, he had had the good sense and good taste to prefer the dignity
of English citizenship and evidently don't care enough for American
politics to dirty his fingers with them, for he has never been naturalized. I
think the reason why so many nice people at the North are Radicals, is
because the Irish laborers are all Democrats, and capital and labor seem

naturally to assay themselves against each other.
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The Irish bedevil the native Americans and others of the upper ranks of

society,just as the negroes do us at the South, and hence the fight between
them. I would be a Rad myself, if 1 had to deal long with the Baddies and
the Paddies, and could forget the (Negroes)" and scalawags down South.6

Andrews' sense of self and self-worth in a male-dominated nineteenth

century culture are expressed clearly in the diary. So too is her awareness of the
problems faced by many women of her social strata. Andrews felt blessed to be
able to support herself — she was a writer, a journalist, a teacher.
Writing in 1871, several months after her return to the family home in
Washington, Georgia, Frances wrote:
There was a party at the Waddey's in the evening, and 1 had to go though
half sick, because father says Mett and 1 have declined too many
invitations recently, and must go out more frequently. Who should 1
have for an escort, but old Sam Wynn! a very decided step in his part. 1
thought it was his son, young Sam, when the note came and could hardly
keep from laughing out, when 1 came down in evening dress and found
the old gentleman waiting for me, Mr. Simmons, of Atlanta called at the
same time, and 1 invited him to accompany us, but he withdrew, and left
the field to old Sam.

The party was stupid- a lot of strange women there, and entirely too hot to
dance,so 1 came away at 12 M Old Sam told me he intended to take a trip
to Canada, and a lot of other places, this summer, but that he didn't want

to go alone, &c. &c. 1 saw through the mill stone, but didn't give him a
chance to say what he wanted. 1 don't pretend to say that 1 haven't got my
price, but old Sam Wynn, with all his money, isn't rich enough to pay it.
It would take a round hundred thousand to make his "onst" and his

"trial" and his "ten mile" go down with me, to say nothing of his silly
daughter. 1 wish 1 was like other girls- willing to marry anybody and be
done with it.

They all job along pretty much the same afterwards, and it don't seem to
matter much whom they take, so he is not a downright scoundrel. There

is poor Lilly Legriel now, would give her head for a good pull at old Sam's
purse, and the Presbyterians are after him like a pack of hounds for little
Bessie Walthour, while , who am just as poor and needy as any of them,
can't make up my mind to take the plunge they are all dying to make, and
" "niggers" used in the original.
6 Andrews,September 12, 1870.
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Ugh! the more I think of it, the further I am from making up my mind to
it. Even school teaching, bad as it is, can't bring me to terms.

Mett and I were talking about it the other day; she has been trying for six
months to make up her mind to take old Hobbs, but then he is a far worse
case than old Sam,thought he has got more money, and I won't try to
encourage her to take any such desperate step as that. I don't know what is
to become of us: all the men that are worth having for their own sakes,

are too poor to be thought of, and I can't make up my mind to the others.
I believe I will ask father if we are so bad off as to make such a sacrifice

necessary- though I don't believe starvation itself could drive me to it. yet,
he is a very honest, worthy old fellow, spends his money free, and is by no
means bad looking for a man of fifty, or thereabouts- but I don't know
what it is-1 cant, and I wont. I am afraid my pen has spoilt me: it has

opened such a world to me,and I shudder at any kind of a marriage, as a
divorce from it.^

Several days later she confided to the diary:
What would become of me now,if I were like Mattie Morgan, and most

other girls of my class in soviety, who were educated only for show?®
Andrews survived the loss of the family fortune... she survivied the loss
of her antebellum world or privilege
she survived by, in a way, becoming
what to people who live in the late twentieth century might describe as "Scarlet
O'hara".... but Frances Andrews'"Rhett Butler" was not a man... it was not a

piece of land... Frances Andrews'salvation was her wit and her drive to write....
Quoting now from her diary for October 29, 1871:

Mett attends mostly to the housekeeping. I help about it here and there,
when I can, and do all the family darning on Saturdays, it takes me all the
morning, for the boys do wear awful holes in their stockings.

I tried yesterday to work a little on my story, over the darning: I had the
skeleton of a sprightly conversation between Audley Malvern and Maude
Harflens (?) in my head, and I undertook to fill it out, and put it in

language over my sewing- but with the ragged stocking heels before my
eyes, and a sick mother on my heart, made sad work of it- everything got

7 Andrews(no month or day, but 1871) Andrews' numbering 236-237
® Andrews' diary, September 3,1871.
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into a hopeless jumble in my brain, and I almost despair of its ever
coming right again.

[The family's] Poverty and sickness are poor incentives to romance- alas,
there is too much stern reality about them. I am afraid I must bid a long
adieu to Ruth and Audley, George Dalton, and uncle Bruen, and shake
hands once more then the commonplace people of everyday life.

I do not know if it will not be a lasting farewell- that is, I fear they will take
leave of me- my romance will rot on my brain, as it were, and spoil for

long keeping. Bright visions and vivid conceptions ought to be seized and
committed to paper- the authors canvas- his lyre, while they are fresh in
the heart, where my poor conceptions fade and grow dim, and sometimes
die entirely out, and have to be renewed, before I find a spare moment to
write them down.

But a mother is more than a romance, more than the dearest children of

one's brain, and God has called me to other work. I have often feared that
it was a sin for me to write, because it makes the common duties of life so

hard, and tempts so to neglect them, but I cannot resolve to lay aside my
pen forever.

When I think of it, the thing seems as impossible as to divorce myself

from myself. This little steel tipped staff of pine is my fairy wand,that
charms all cares away: as soon might an opium eater relinquish his drugas soon might the flowers bid adieu to sunshine, as I give up the one
friend that has never failed me.
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CONCLUSIONS

Many Civil War diaries exist. A large number of those diaries were
written by women. However, we have few diaries from the Reconstruction era;
and, as far as I know, most of those are simply continuations of Civil War or
antebellum diaries.^

The newly discovered diary of Frances Andrews adds, I think, a significant
piece of evidence to our appreciation, and perhaps even better understanding of
that time between the end of the war and the twentieth century. Eliza Andrews

as a young woman wrote one of the more interesting wartime diaries, and fifty
years later added a mature commentary. The new diary provides some evidence
of the transition that occurred between the 24-year-old and the 68-year-old. The

diary deals with areas of interest to historians of the South, women, the family,
and to a lesser extent, race and class relations.

Andrews was one of those postwar Southern women who became the first

generation of female teachers and produced the fiction that filled the magazines
and book shops. As an articulate observer and recorder, she can speak to modem
scholars and students, especially graduate students, and advanced
undergraduates.

9 See, for example, Ella Gertrude Clanton Thomas's The Secret Eye
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FINAL WORD

Last year a Jennifer Siler of the University of Tennessee Press attended our
symposium... only three weeks after I first opened the Andrews' folio. I shared
with her what I then thought was a huge find. She suggested that I continue my
research, prepare a prospectus, and offer it to the UT Press for consideration.
The prospectus was received with an encouraging response from
reviewers, and we now look forward to a publication date for the journal
sometime in late 1999 or early 2000.
I guess the moral of my tale tonight is to tell you to search your university
archives for other diaries by Frances Andrews.
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A Southern Girl's Diary

The Spirit of Christmas Past.

The War-Time Joumal of

A Young Georgia Girl

ELIZA FRANCES ANDREWS
1864-1865

"In the fall of 1864, while Sherman's army was lying around Atlanta like a
pent-up

torrent ready to burst forth at any moment, my father was afraid to let us get out
of

his sight, and we all stood waiting in our defenseless homes till we could see
what

course the destroying flood would take. Happily for us it passed by without
engulfing
the little town of Washington, where our home was situated, and after it had
swept

over the capital ofthe State, reaching Milledgeville November 23d, rolled on
toward toward Savannah, where the soimd of merry Christmas bells was
hushed by the roar of its angry waters."

Eliza Frances Andrews was born in Washington, Georgia in 1840. The daughter
of

a prominent judgeand accustomed to all the niceties of life, she was caught up in
the

Civil War as an enthusiastic supporter of her home under Southern skies. She
kept a
simple diary of what was going on around and in her life. And she was very verbal
about her feelings of the war and the treatment of the Southern people both
during

the war and through the "reconstruction." The diary was written in a time of
storm
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and tempest, of bitter hatreds and fierce animosities, and its pages are
saturated

with the spirit of the time. Attesting to the fact that the Old South was not
the

monstrosity that some would have us believe, but merely a case of belated
survival.

I have read this diary from start to finish, and was totally captivated. This was a
true daughter of the South,and so very proud of her heritage.
I have tried to pick a few of the entries from her diary which began as Sherman
was making his march across Georgia. This can in no way even begin to document
the events which happened in this young girl's life in such a brief but everlasting
time in 1864-65. The last entry was made August 29,1865.

She and her sister were making a trip to her older sister's home in Albany for

safety reasons. Only to get there and learn that the sleepy little town they had
left,Washington, Georgia had become the very center or mecca of the war as the
Confederacy was crumbling. There are "shades of Scarlett" in this lady's life!

By the middle of December, communication, though subject to many difficulties and
discomforts, was so well established that my father concluded it would be practicable

for us to make the journey to our sisters. We were eager to go, and would be safer,
he thought, when once across the line, than at home.

Sherman had industriously spread the impression that his next move would be on either
Charleston or Augusta, and in the latter event, our home would be in the line of danger.
So then,after careful consultation with my oldest brother, Fred, we set out under
the protection of a reliable man whom my brother detailed to take care of us.
It may seem strange to modern readers that two young women should have been
sent off on such a journey with no companion of their own sex, but the exigencies
of the times did away with many conventions.

Then, too, the exquisite courtesy and deference ofthe Southern men ofthat
day toward women made the chaperon ofsecondary importance among us.
It was the "maleprotector" who was indispensable,
I have known matrons of forty wait for weeks on the movements of some male
acquaintance rather than take the railroad journey of fifty miles from our village
to Augusta, alone; and when I was sent off to boarding school,I remember,the
great desideratum was to findsome man who would pilot me safely through the
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awful difficulties of a railroad journey of 200 miles. Women,young or old were
intrusted to the care of any man known to their family as a gentleman, with a
confidence as beautiful as the loyalty that inspired it."

"About three milesfrom Sparta we struck the "Burnt Country," as it is well
named by the natives, and then Icould better understand the wrath and
desperation ofthese poor people.Ialmostfelt as ifIshould like to hang a
Yankee myself"

There was hardly a fence left standing all the way from Sparta to Gordon. The fields were
trampled down and the road was lined with carcasses of horses, hogs,and cattle that the
invaders, unable either to consume or to carry away with them, had been wantonly shot down

to starve out the people and prevent them from making their crops. The stench in some places
was unbearable; every few hundred yards we had to hold our noses or stop them with the

cologne Mrs. Elzey had given us. The dwellings that were standing all showed signs of pillage,
and on every plantation we saw the charred remains of the gin-house and packing-screw, while
here and there, lone chimney-stacks,"Sherman's Sentinels," told of homes laid in ashes.
The infamous wretches! I couldn't wonder now that these poor people should want to put a rop

round the neck of every "devil of them" they could lay their hands on. Hay ricks and fodder
stacks were demolished, corn cribs were empty,and every bale of cotton that could be found

was burnt by the savages. I saw no grain of any sort, except for the little patches spilled on th
ground when feeding their horses. There was not even a chicken left to eat it.
"Crowds ofsoldiers were tramping over the road in both directions; They were mostly
onfoot, andIsaw numbers seated on the roadside greedily eating raw turnips, meatskins,
parched corn -anything they couldfind, even picking up the loose grains that Sherman's
horses had left."
Jon.l, 1865

Wednesday.-1 am just getting well of measles, and a rough time I had of it.
Measles is no such small affair after all, especially when aggravated by
perpetual alarms of Yankee raiders. For the last week we have lived in a state of
incessant fear. All sorts of rumors come up the road and down it, and we never
know what to believe. I used to feel very brave about Yankees, but since I have
passed over Sherman's track and seen what devastation they make,I am so
afraid of them that I believe I should drop down dead if one of the wretches
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should come Into my presence.

Gen.Sherman told Mr. Cuyler that he did not intend to leave so much as a blade of
grass in South-West Georgia. They say his soldiers have sworn that they will
spare neither man, woman norchild in all South-West Georgia. It is only a question
of time,I suppose, when all this will be done.
"It begins to look as ifthe Yankees can do whatever they please and go
wherever they wish - except to heaven.

Idofervently pray the good Lord willgive us restfrom them there."

Feb. 12, Sundoy. -

Spring is already breaking in this heavenly climate, and the
weather has been lovely to-day. Theyellow jessamine buds begin to show their golden tips,
forget-me-nots are peeping from under the wire grass,and the cherry tree by the dairy is
full of green leaves. Spring is so beautiful; I don't wonder the spring poet breaks loose then.
Our "piney woods" don't enjoy a very poetical reputation, but at this season they are the
most beautiful place in the world to me.
Feb. 13, Monday. - Letters from home.
Mary Day had typhoid fever in Augusta. She is too weak to make the journey from Mayfield
to Macon,and all non-combatants have been ordered to leave Augusta,so mother invited

her to Haywood. Oh,that dear old home!I know it is sweeter than ever now, with all those
delightful people gathered there. One good thing the war has done among many evils; it has
brought us into contact with so many pleasant people we should never have known otherwise.
"Iknow it must be charming to have all those nice army officers around, andIdo

want to go back. They write us that little Washington has gotten to be the great
thoroughfare ofthe Confederacy now,since Sherman has cut the South Carolina R.R."

Feb. 16, Thursday. - We started for Albany for Mrs. Welsh's party, soon after
breakfast, but were a good deal delayed on the way by having to wait for a train
of forty

government wagons to pass. We found Mrs. Julia Butler at Mrs. Sims's, straight
from
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Washington, with letters for us, and plenty of news.I feel anxious to get back
now,since

Washington is going to be such a center of interest. If the Yanks take Augusta, it
will become

the headquarters of the department.

Mrs. Butler says a train of 300 wagons runs between there and Abbeville, and
they are surveying a railroad route. Several regiments are stationed there and
the town is alive with army officers and government officials. How strange all this
seems for dear, quiet little Washington! It must be delightful, with all those nice
army officers.

"Iam going back home as soon asIcan decently change my mind about
coming here,

Ihave been at the rear all during the wary and now Ihave a chance to go to
thefront,"

Feb. 26, Sunday. -Jimmy Callaway and his father have just come from
Washington with such

glowing accounts of the excitement and gaiety there that I am distracted to go
back home.

"Iffather don't writefor us to come soon,Ithink we willgo to
Chunnenuggee

by way ofEufaula and the Chattahoochee, and if Thomas's raiders catch us
over in

Alabama,father will wish he had let us come home,"

April 2, Sunday. -1 went to church at Mt. Enon. After service we stopped to tell
everybody
good-by,and I could hardly help crying,for there is no telling what may happen
before we come back; the Yankees may have put an end to our glorious old

plantation life forever. I went to quarters after dinner and told the negroes
good-by. Poor things,I may never see any of them again, and even if I do,
everything will be different. We all went to bed crying, sister, the children, and
servants.

"Farewells are serious things in these times, when one never knows where
or under what circumstancesfriends will meet again,"
April 3, Monday. Albany, So. - All of us very miserable at the thought of
parting.

The news this evening is that Montgomery has gone,and the new capital of the
Confederacy
will be either Macon, or Athens, Georgia.

"The war is closing in upon usfrom all sides,Iam afraid there are rougher
times

ahead than we have ever known yet,"
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April 17, Monday. Macon. Ga. - Up early, to be ready for the train at seven. When the
train

arrived from Eufaula it was already crowded with refugees, besides 300 volunteers from the
exempts goingto help fight the Yankees at Columbus. The excitement was intense oil along
the

route. At every little station crowds were gathered to hear the news The excitement
increased

as we approached Fort Valley, and many of the passengers predicted that we should be
captured
there.

"At the next station below Fort Valley, ourfears regarding thefate ofColumbus were
confirmed by a soldier on the platform, who shouted out as the train slowed down,
"Columbus gone up the spout!" Nobody was surprised, and all were eager to hear

particulars,I was glad to learn that our poor little handful ofConfederates had made
a bravefight before surrendering."

April 18, Tuesday. - At last, to the great relief of us all, the train steamed out of Macon and
traveled along in peace till it reached Coggins's Station, four miles from Barnesville, where it
was stopped by some country people who said that the down train from Atlanta had been
captured

and the Yankees were just five miles beyond Barnesville waiting for us.

"Iconfess to being pretty badly scared at this possibility, but the women on board
seemed to have worked offtheir excitement by this time, and we all kept quiet and
behaved ourselves very creditably."

April 19, Wednesday. Milledgeville. - They began to evacuate the city [Macon]at dusk
yesterday, and all through the night we could hear the tramp of men and horses, mingled
with the rattle ofartillery and baggage wagons. Mr. Toombs was very averse to spending
the night in Macon,and we were all anxious to push ahead to the end of our journey, but
it was impossible to get a conveyance of any sort.

"The Yankees were expected every minute, and as this was our very last chance to
escape, there was a great rush to get on board the train."
There were enough people and baggage still at the depot to load a dozen trains, and the people
scrambled for places next the track.
When the Central train backed up, there was such a rush to get aboard that I thought we
would

have the life squeezed out of us.
"Isaw one man knock a woman down and run right over her.
Ihope the Yankees will catch him."
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April 20, Thursday. Sparta, 6a. - I went to bed about eleven last night, but never slept
a wink for bedbugs and cockroaches, to say nothing of the diabolical noises in the streets.
Our wagon was ready to leave on the long final stretch to Mayfield at 8 o'clock. At noon
we dined on a dirty biscuit apiece that we had brought from Milledgeville,for we could buy
nothing to eat along the road.
About one o'clock we reached Barnett, where I used to feel as much at home as in Washington
itself, but there was such a crowd,such a rush, such a hurrying to and fro at the quiet little
depot, that I could recognize it.

"When we drew up at the depot, amid all the bustle and confusion ofan important
military post, Icould hardly believe that this was the same quiet little village we had
left sleeping in the winter sunshinefive months ago,"
Long trains of government wagons were filing through the streets and we ran against squads
of soldiers at every turn.

April 24, Monday. - The shattered remains of Lee's army are beginning to arrive. There is an
endless

stream passing between the transportation office and the depot, and trains are going and
coming at all hours. The soldiers bring all sorts of rumors and keep us stirred up in a state of
never-ending excitement. Our avenue leads from the principal street on which they pass, and
great numbers stop to rest in the grove. Emily is kept busy cooking rations for them and,
pinched as we are ourselves for supplies it is impossible to refuse anything to the men that
have been fighting for us. Even when they don't ask for anything the poor fellows look so tired
and hungry that we feel tempted to give them everything we have.
. Nearly everybody that passes our street gate stops and looks up the avenue and I know they
can't help thinking what a beautiful place it is. The Cherokee rose hedge is white with blooms.
It is glorious. The officers often ask for a night's lodging, but our house is always so full of
friends who have a nearer claim, that a great many have to be refused. It hurts my conscience
ever to turn off a Confederate soldier on any account, but we are so overwhelmed with
company - friends and people bringing letters of introduction - that the house, big as it is, will
hardly hold us all.

The square is so crowded with soldiers and government wagons that it is not easy to make your
way through it. It is especially difficult around the government offices, where the poor,
ragged, starved,<& dirty remnants of Lee's heroic army are gathered day and night.
Little Washington is now, perhaps, the most important military post in our poor, doomed
Confederacy. - what there is left of them. Soon all this will give place to Yankee barracks, and
our dear old Confederate gray will be seen no more.

"When we arrived in the afternoon,Ifound Burton Harrison,President Jefferson
Davis's
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private secretary, among our guests He is traveling with Mrs, Davis, who is being
entertained at Dr, Ficklen *s. Nobody knows where President Davis is,"
All sorts of ridiculous rumors are afloat concerning him; one, that he passed through town
yesterday hid in a box.

Mr. Harrison probably knows more about his whereabouts than anybody else, but of course we
ask no questions.

"Mrs, Davis herselfsays that she has no idea where he is, which is the only wise thing
for her to say.

The poor woman is in a deplorable condition - no home, no money, and her husband a
fugitive. She says she sold her plate in Richmond, and in the stampedefrom thatplace,
the money, all butfifty dollars, was left behind,Iam very sorryfor her, and wish Icould
do something to help her, but we are all reduced to poverty, and the most we can do isfor
those ofus who have homes to open our doors to the rest,"

May 1, Monday.- Men were coming in all day, with busy faces,to see Mr.
Harrison, and one

of them brought news of Johnston's surrender, but Mr. Harrison didn't tell
anybody about it

except father, and the rest of us were left in ignorance till afternoon when Fred
come back

with the news from Augusta.
While we were at dinner, a brother of Mrs. Davis came in and called for Mr.
Harrison, and

after a hurried interview with him, Mr. Harrison came back into the dining-room
and said it

had been decided that Mrs. Davis would leave town to-morrow. Delicacy forbade
our asking

any questions, but I suppose they were alarmed by some of the numerous reports
that are

always flying about the approach of the Yankees.

"Mother called on Mrs, Davis this afternoon, and she really believes they are
on

their way here and may arrive at any moment. She seemed delighted with her
reception here, and, to the honor ofour town, it can be truly said that she has

received more attention than would have been shown her even in the palmiest
days
ofher prosperity,"

May 2, Tuesday. - Mr. Harrison left this morning, with a God-speed from all the
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family and

prayers for the safety of the honored fugitives committed to his charge.
There is so much company and so much to do that even the servants hardly have
time to eat.

I never lived in such excitement and confusion in my life. Thousands of people
pass through

Washington every day, and our house is like a free hotel; father welcomes
everybody as long

as there is a square foot of vacant space under his roof.
Meeting all these pleasant people isthe one compensation of this dismal time, and
I don't

know how I shall exist when they have all gone their ways.

The sad part of it is that the most of them I will probably never meet again, and
if I should,

where,and how? What will they be? What will I be? These are portentous
questions in such
a time as this.

It seems as if all the people I ever heard of, or never heard of, either,for that matter, are
passing through Washington. Some of our friends pass on without stopping to see us because

they say they are too ragged and dirty to show themselves. Poor fellows! if they only knew
how honorable rags and dirt are now, in our eyes, when endured in the service of their country,
they would not be ashamed of them.
The town is full of celebrities, and many poor fugitives, whose necks are in danger, meet here

to concert plans for escape, and I put it in my prayers every night that they may be
successful.

Yankee troopers, are closing in upon us; our own disbanded armies, ragged,starving, leaders,
making their way to their far-off homes as best they can.
While the structure of our social fabric was aristocratic, it was extremely democratic. Life
was

simple, patriarchal, unostentatious. Our chiefextravagance was the exercise ofunlimited
hospitality.

Anybody that was respectable was welcome to come as often as they liked and stay as long
as they

pleased, andIremember veryfew occasions during myfather's life when there were no
guests in the house,

"The props that held society up are broken. Everything is in a state ofdisorganization
and tumult. We have no currency, no law save the primitive code that might makes right.
We are in a transition statefrom war to subjugation, and it isfar worse than was the

transitionfrom peace to war. The suspense and anxiety in which we live are terrible,"
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Jefferson Davis,President of The Confederacy Arrives

About noon the town was thrown into the wildest excitement by the arrival of President Davis.

He is traveling with a large escort of cavalry, a very imprudent thing for a men in his position
to do, especially now that Johnston has surrendered, and the fact that they are all going in
the

same direction to their homes is the only thing that keeps them together. He rode into town
ahead

of his escort,and as he was passing by the bank, where the Elzey's board, the general and
several other gentlemen were sitting on the front porch, and the instant they recognized him
they
took off their hats and received him every mark of respect due the president of a brave
people.
When he reined in his horse, all the staffwho were present advanced to hold the reins and
assist

him to dismount, while Dr. and Mrs. Robertson hastened to offer the hospitality of their home.

About forty of his immediate personal friends and attendants were with him,and they were all
half-starved, having tasted nothing for twenty-four hours.
Capt. Irwin came running home in great haste to ask mother to send them something to eat, as
it

was reported the Yankees were approaching the town from two opposite directions closing in
upon the President, and it was necessary to hurry him off at once. There was not so much as a
crust of bread in our house, everything available having been given to soldiers. There was some

bread in the kitchen that had just been baked for a party of soldiers, but they were willing to
wait, and I begged some milk from Aunt Sallie, and by adding to these our own dinner as soon
as Emily could finish cooking it, we contrived to get together a very respectable lunch. We had
just sent it off when the president's escort came in, followed by couriers who brought the
comforting assurance that it was a false alarm about the enemy being so near. By this time the
president's arrival had become generally known,and people began flocking to see him; but he
went to bed almost as soon as he got into the house, and Mrs. Elzey would not let him be
waked.

One of his friends. Col. Thorburne, came to our house and went right to bed and slept fourteen

hours on a stretch. The party are all worn out and half-dead for sleep. They travel mostly at
night, and have been in the saddle for three nights in succession.

"Mrs, Elzey says that Mr. Davis does not seem to have been aware ofthe real danger
ofhis situation until he came to Washington, where some ofhisfriends gave him a
serious talk, and advised him to travel with more secrecy and dispatch than he has
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been using,"

May 4, Thursday. - I am in such a state of excitement that I can do nothing but
spend my time, like the Athenians of old, in either hearing or telling some new
thing.

I sat under the cedar trees by the street gate nearly all the morning, with Metta
and Cousin Liza, watching the stream of human life flow by.
Father and Cora went to call on the President Crowds of people flocked to see
him,

and nearly all were melted to tears. Gen. Elzey pretended to have dust in his eyes
and Mrs. Elzey blubbered outright. She told us, after the crowd left
there was a private meeting in his room, where Reagan and Mailory and other high
officials were present, and again early in the morning there were other
confabulations before they all scattered and went their ways.
"The people ofthe village sent so many good thingsfor the
President to eat, that an ogre couldn't have devoured them all,
and he left many little delicacies, besides giving away a number
ofhis personal effects, to people who had been kind to him. He
requested that one package be sent to mother, which, ifit ever
comes, must be kept as an heirloom in thefamily,for thisI
believe is the end ofThe Confederacy,"

May 5, Friday. - It has come at last - what we have been dreading and expecting so long
- what has caused so many panics and false alarms - but it is no false alarm
this time; the Yankees are actually in Washington. Before we were
out of bed a courier came in with news that Kirke - name of ill omen - was

only seven miles from town, plundering anddevastating the country. Father hid
the silver and what little coin he had in the house, but no other precautions were
taken.

They have cried "wolf" so often that we didn't pay much attention to it, and
besides, what could we do, anyway?
After dinner we all went to our rooms as usual, and I sat down to write.

Presently some one knocked at my door and said:
"The Yankees have come,and are camped in Will Pope's grove." I paid no
attention and went on quietly with my writing.

I have so little time for writing lately,I make a mess of the pages. I can hardly
ever write fifteen minutes at a time without interruption. Sometimes I have to
break off in the middle of a sentence and do not return to it for hours and so

I am apt to have everything in a jumble.
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"And the worst ofit is, we are living in such a state ofhurry and excitement
that halfthe timeIdon't know whetherIam telling the truth or not It seems
that the moreIhave to say, the less time Ihave to say it"

The streets of our town are deserted;. The silence of death reigns where a few

hours ago all was stir and bustle - and It Is the death of our liberty.
After the excitement of the last few days, the stillness was painful, oppressive.
News of the odious arrival seems to have spread like a secret pestilence through
the country,for the refugees and the soldiers avoid the tainted spot.I suppose,
for I have seen none on the streets to-day,and none have called at our house.
"Since Lincoln's assassination thefeeling against Southerners has grown so
bitter. The generality ofthe people at the North were disposed to receive the
Confederate officers kindly, but since the assassination the whole country is
embittered against us - very unjustly, too,for they have no right to lay upon
innocentpeople the crazydeed ofa madman,"
June 7, Wednesday The great armies have about all passed through, and now
are coming the sick from the hospitals and prisons, poor fellows straggling home.
They often stop to rest

In the cool shade of our grove, and the sight of their gray coats Is so refreshing
to my eyes.

.- I started out soon after breakfast and got rid of several duty visits to old
ladles and Invalids. There Is certainly something In the air. The town Is fuller of
bluecoats than I have seen It In a long time. I crossed the street to avoid meeting
a squad of them,as I didn't wish to do anything that would attract their notice,

"I bulged right through the midst ofthe next crowd Imet, keeping my veil
down and my parasol raised, and it wouldn't have broken my heart ifthe
point had punched some oftheir eyes out,"

Aug.22, Tuesday. I don't think I shall mind working at all when I
get used
to it. Mrs. Bryan's party was charming, though I was too tired to
enjoy the
dancing as much as usual. Mrs. Bryan gave us a splendid little
supper - the
second one we have had this summer,besides the few given at our
house.

Most of our entertainments are starvation parties. We are too poor
to have

suppers often, but when we do get one we enjoy it famously.
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Aug, 23, Wednesday. - Up very early, sweeping and cleaning the house. I
worked very hard in the morning because I had a great deal to do. I got through
by ten o'clock and was preparing for a nap when Cousin Liza came in with
some of our country kin, and immediately after, Mrs. Jordan, with her sister,
two children and three servants, came to spend the night. I counted twenty at
the table. After I fed and hurried the Southem soldiers who passed this day
I was never so tired in my whole life. Every bone in my body felt like it was
going to drop out.

But we had not long to indulge our feelings, for we had promised Minnie Evans
to go to a dance she was giving for Ella Daniel, and we always stand by
Minnie,though we would both a great deal rather have stayed at home.
"I was so tired thatImade Jim Bryan tell the boys not to ask me to dance,
Mett and Kate Robertson were in the same plight, so we hid offin a corner
and called ourselves "the broom-stick brigade,"

Aug. 24,Thursday. -1 had to be up early and clean the house and prepare
food, though half-dead with fatigue. There were calls on the invalids to be
made.

"Afterwards we went into town and while we were crossing the squareI
received a piece ofpolitenessfrom a Yankee, which astonished me so thatI
almost lost my breath,"

[^r. Hardesty left for Baltimore and we sent off a big Christmas mail to be posted
by him

there- Carnett brought Taz Anderson and Dr. McMillan home todinner. It seemed
just like

the quiet antebellum days,before Washington had become such a thoroughfare,
and our

house a sort of headquarters for the officers of two Confederate armies.
The pleasant strangers the war brought here have nearly all gone their ways,
and Washington is becoming nothing but a small, dull country village again.
"Everything relating to the dear old Confederate times is already so
completely
dead and buried that they seem to have existed only in imagination,"

I feel like one awaking from some bright dream,to face the bitter realities of a
hard

sordid world. The frightful results of its downfall are all that remain to tell us
that there ever was a Southern Confedferacy.

"Oh,for the glorious old days backagain, with all their hardships and
heroism,

with all their"pomp and circumstanceofglorious war!"-for war, with all its
cruelty and destruction, is better than such a degrading peace as this,"
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"I hate the Yankees more and more, every timeI

look at one oftheir horrid newspapers andread the
lies they tell about us, while we have our
mouthsclosed and padlocked. The world will not
hear our story,!get in such a rage when Ilook at
them thatIsometimes take offmy slipper and beat
the senseless paper with it"

No words can express the wrath of a Southerner on beholding
pictures of
President Oavis in woman's dress; And Lee,that star of light before
which

even Washington's glory pales, crouching on his knees.
The world is filled with tales of the horrors of Andersonville prison
but

never a worddoes it hear about Elmira and Fort Delaware.

The "Augusta Transcript" was suppressed, and its editorimprisoned
merely

for publishing the obituary of aSouthern soldier, in which it was
stated that

he died ofdisease "contracted in the icy prisons of the North."

Splendid monuments ore being reared to the Yankee dead, and the
whole world

resounds with pasans because they overwhelmed us with their big,
plundering
armies, whileour Southern dead lie unheeded on the fields where
they fought

so bravely, and our real heroes, our noblest and best, the glory of
human nature,

the grandest of Sod'sworks, are defamed, vilified, spit upon.
"Oh!you brave unfortunates! history will yet do youjustice.
Your

monuments areraised in the hearts ofa people whoselove
isstronger

thanfate, and they will seethat yourmemory does notperish,"
Let the enemy triumph; they will only disgrace themselves in the
eyes of all decent people. They are so blind that they boast of their
own shame. They make pictures

pictures of the ruin of our cities andexult in their work. They picture
the destitution of Southern homes and gloat over the desolation

they havemade."Harper's" goes so far as to publish a picture
of Kilpatrick's "foragers" in South-West Georgia, displaying the plate
and jewels they have stolen from our homes!"Out of their own
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mouths they are condemned," and they are so base they do not even
know that they are publishing their own shame.

Aug.29- The Ficklens sent us some books of fashion brought by Mr. Boyce from
New york.The styles are very pretty, but too expensive for us broken-down
Southerners.

I intend to always dress as well as my means will allow, but will attempt nothing in
the

way of finery so long as I have to sweep floors and make up beds. It is more
graceful

and more sensible to accept poverty as it comes than to try to hide it under a
flimsy

covering of false appearances. Nothing is more contemptible than broken-down
gentility

trying to ape its betters. For my part,I am prouder of my poverty than I ever
was of

my former prosperity, when I remember in what a noble cause all was lost.
We Southerners are the Faubourg St. Germain of American society, and X feel
with

perfect sincerity, that my faded calico dress has a right to look with scorn at the
rich

toilettes of our plunderers.

"Notwithstanding all our trouble and wretchedness,Ithank Heaven thatI was born a
Southerner,- thatIbelong to the noblest race on earth -for this is a heritage that
nothing can ever takefrom me. The greatness ofthe Southern character is showing
itselfbeyond the mere accidents oftime andfortune; though reduced to the lowest
state ofpoverty and subjection, we can stillfeel that we are superior to those whom
bruteforce has placed above us in worldly state.
Heaven grant me rather the horrors ofwar!,,,"
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UTC Communication Symposium
Coming to UTC
A Symposium on the 19th Century Press, the Civil War and Free

Expression will be held Thursday, November 2-Saturday, November 4.
Dr. Kittrell Rushing, head ofUTC Communication, says the conference,
sponsored by the West Chair of Excellence, the UTC Department of
Communication, the Chattanooga Times Chattanooga Free Press, and
WRCB-TV Channel 3, is open to the public.

"Papers and panels deal with media and media influences in the 19th
century, and this year's symposium also contains presentations and

discussions on the literature that evolved from the Civil War era," Rushing
said.

For instance, Rushing is presenting research on the beginning of the
dramatic change for the role and image of women in Southern culture.

Frances Andrews, whose brother was a mayor of Chattanooga in the 1890s,
w

broke free of the traditional upper-class role for women tlirough her ability

to write and her determination to support herself without calling on the
goodwill and sense of male responsibility of the men in her family."'Fanny'

as her friends and relatives called her, was a product ofthe antebellum
Southern upper-class. Her father was a well known Georgia jurist,

politician, and landowner before the war. Fanny was well educated; and she,
like most women of her social class, was trained to take her place on the

'pedestal of chivalry' to which men of her social station could pay homage.
Unfortunately for Fanny and for her antebellum Southern aristocracy, the
Civil War destroyed her way of life and left her family destitute. Her mother
and father died within seven years of the end of the war. Fanny and her
brothers and sisters were forced to sell their family home and plantation,
and Fanny was forced to support herself. She became a writer, a newspaper

reporter, an editor and columnist, and she taught school-first at the
secondary level then later in college," Rushing said.
According to Rushing, Fanny never married. She wrote in her diary early on
that "marriage does not fit the path I have marked out for myself." When she
died in 1931 at aged 91 in Rome, Georgia, she had since the end of the Civil

War written four novels, more than three dozen scientific articles on botany.
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two internationally recognized botany text books, and dozens and dozens of
articles, commentaries, and reports on topics ranging from politics to
environmental issues. Her humor pieces attracted national attention. One
contemporary called Andrews,"the Southern Fanny Fern." Farmy Fern was
a nationally recognized female humorist ofthe late 19th century.
"I discovered Fanny Andrews almost by accident several years ago while
doing unrelated research in the UTC Lupton Library archives. During my
efforts to find information about how media were used during the mid-

nineteenth century, I found in the archives an old ledger. The ledger, it
turned out, was a diary kept by Andrews from 1870 to 1872. The diary was
so well written, so Intriguing, that I had to find out more about the author. I
discovered that Andrews's earlier diary, The Wartime Journal of a Georgia
Girl: 1864-1865 was recognized among Civil War scholars as one ofthe
better first-person narratives ofthe confusion and anarchy ofthe last days of
the Southern Confederacy. The more I researched Farmy Andrews,the more
impressed I became with who she was, what she was and what she
represented in Southern history and in the development ofthe role now
played by women in the culture," Rushing said.
Rushing calls Andrews a transitional woman. Her life spans the transition
from the antebellum patriarchal culture in which women were strictly
limited in their place and role to the late 20th-early 21st century in which
women increasingly are limited only by their drive, talent and education.
"One of the great names in the scholarship ofthe South's history and of the
developing and changing role of women in the South, Anne Firor Scott, said
of Fanny Andrews,'She was quite a gal.' I agree with Scott's sentiment.

Fanny Andrews,in my opinion, represents for us still a model for what a
determined individual can do," Rushing said.

Fanny Andrews had strong ties to Chattanooga. Her brother Gamett
practiced law here in the last decades ofthe 19th century. Gamett was
mayor in the early 1890s. Fanny's younger brother, Daniel Marshal, was the
civil engineer who laid out North Chattanooga. Chattanooga's Little Miss
Mag Child Care Center is named for Fanny's grand niece, the daughter of
her nephew Gamett. Little Miss Mag died from bums received in a kitchen
accident at St. Paul's Episcopal Church in the early part ofthe century. The
Andrews family was instrumental in starting the industries that evolved into
parts of Chattanooga's and North Georgia's carpet folding box companies. A
son ofFanny's younger brother, Daniel Marshal(the civil engineer
responsible for North Chattanooga), also named Gamett, was involved in
Chattanooga hotel and banking business for many years.

"I am now developing annotations and editing Fanny's 1870-1872 diary.
The work is slated for publication by the UT Press in the spring of 2002,"
Rushing said.

For those interested in attending the Friday session on the UTC campus,
parking is available in the UTC parking garage on 3rd street.
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Schedule ofEvents:

Thursday, November 2, 2000 The Radisson Read House Hotel
8:00-10:00 p.m. Reception Honoring the Conference Speakers. Coffee and
dessert will be served.

"She's No Scarlett: Fanny Andrews, The South's New Woman" S. Kittrell
Rushing, UTC
"Eliza Frances Andrews(Elzey Hay): Reporter, 1865-1931" Charlotte Ford,
Georgia Southern
"She's No Scarlett: Fanny Andrews, The South's New Woman" S. Kittrell
Rushing, UTC
"Eliza Frances Andrews(Elzey Hay): Reporter, 1865-1931" Charlotte Ford,
Georgia Southern

Friday, November 3, 2000 Meeting in the Raccoon Mountain Room ofthe
UTC University Center Luncheon and Dinner in the Chickamauga Room
(2nd Floor)
8:30-9:00 a.m. Continental Breakfast in the Raccoon Mountain Room

9:00-9:15 Opening Remarks from conveners and university officials
9:15-10:45 "John Brown: The Many Faces of a 19th-century Character"
Bemell E.Tripp, University ofFlorida
"Coverage of Mary E. Surratt in Three 1865 Newspapers" Hazel DickenGarcia, University of Minnesota

"History with Lightning: The Legacy of D.W. Griffith's The Birth ofa
Nation" Phebe Davidson
10:45-11:00 Refreshments

1 l:00-12:00'"Let the Story Tellers Invent it All': Col. John S. Mosby in
Myth and Popular Literature Paul Ashdown and Edward Caudill, University
of Tennessee at Knoxville

12:00-1:30 Luncheon in the Chickamauga Room,University Center, 2nd
Floor

"'Oh the Sad, Sad Sights I See': Walt Whitman's Civil War Journalism" Roy
Morris, Jr., editor of America's Civil War Magazine and author of The
Better Angel: Walt Whitman in the Civil War(Oxford)
1:30-3:00 "Mother, Murderess or Martyr? Press Coverage ofthe Margaret
Gamer Story" Sarah F. Smith, Minnesota
"Knights ofthe Quill: Wealth, Slaveholding and Other Demographics of

Antebellum Southem Joumalists" Debra Reddin van Tuyll, Augusta State
University

"On the Brink of Battle: Newspaper Coverage of Charles Wilkes and the
Trent Affair, 1861-1862" Sue B.Smith, Georgia State University
3:00-3:15 Refreshments

3:15-4:00 Panel: "Novels ofIdeology - The Fiction of Slavery" Lloyd
Chiasson, Nicholls State University, Robert Dardenne, U of South Florida—
St. Petersburg, Gene Wiggins, Southem Mississippi
4:00-5:30 "'Fanatics,''Fire-Eaters' and the Embattled Republic: Similar
Words, Different Meanings in American Newspapers, 1856-1861" Lorman
A. Ratner, Illinois, Dwight L. Teeter, Jr Tennessee, Knoxville

"The Free State of Jones and The Mass Media: The Legend in Newspapers
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and the Novel Tap Roots" Nancy McKenzie Dupont, Loyola University
New Orleans

"The Rabbi-Editor Who Stood Up Against Slavery" Barbara Straus Reed,
Rutgers University
6:00-8:00 Dinner in the Chickamauga Room,University Center, 2nd Floor
"In Search ofJenkins: Taste, Style, and Credibility In Gilded-Age
Journalism" Andie Tucher, Columbia University

Saturday, November 4,2000
9:00-9:30 a.m. Continental Breakfast in the Raccoon Moxmtain Room
9:30-11:00 "God of Wrath, God ofPeace: Popular Religion and Popular

Press at the Opening and Closing of Reconstruction" Edward Blum,
University ofKentucky
"On War and Liberty: John Stewart Mill as editor ofthe Richmond
Examiner, 1861-65" Peter Gade, University of Oklahoma
"Richard K.Fox, John L. Sullivan and the Rise of Modem American Prize

Fighting" Guy Reel, Ohio U
11:00-6:00 p.m. Discussion continues while the group visits Chattanooga's
historic Civil War sites
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YAZOO HIRALD-DEMOCHAT 1877

THE YAZOO HERALD-DEMOCRAT

The Yazoo City Herald and the Yazoo Valley Democrat are now one and

the same journal.

2/I6/77
AN OUTi?AGE

The counting in of Hayes hy the Electoral Commission was one of the
wr

most outrageous procedures ever enacted in any age and posterity will so
tegard it. Such a wilful disregard of popular rights and such a shameless
piece of political sculduggery never shocked the moral sense of the nation
by its hideous proportions and putrefactive presence, The final action of

the Commission was conceived in sin and it may be taken as the very allegory

%

of political meanness and villainy ingrained.

3/2/77

C. V. Gwinn, Esq., at one time a citizen among us, but now of Lex

ington, is in town upon business.

3/I6/77

«l|

Nho is going to be our Postmaster?

3/16/77

Officer Charles Whitman on Monday last snapped up William Love, who
is w^t^ in Holmes County for gin burning. He is a guest of the "Taylor

Hone while the Sheriff awaits a bench warrant from Holmes,

3/16/77

LITERARY NOTICE

^Y, Elzey, How He Was Temptedj a Story of the South.
(Serialized In the Detroit Free ^ess).
V
of Miss
Fiuinie Andrews, who
Yazoo
City, and is a sistername
of Col.
G. Andrews.

once lived3/23/77
in

residence of Judge Hudson came near heing consumed by fire on

W^esday night, the fire being caused by explosion of a lamp in the room

ot Mrs. Sublett, daughter of Judge Hvidson.

V13/77

uaii
proposition
to build
cotton
factory
Yazoo be
City
seems
to be
well received,
and efforts
in athat
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will in
probably
made
soon.
V20/77

Hi Dtenning is one of the livest and most enterprising of our

le
~
opportunity to push on the general interests.
Ld
of atown
cottage
uponbe-the
wd fort on tte Irft side of the plank road aserection
one leaves
midway
residence. He has already excavated a suit-

be in
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soon the cottage will be erected, and a first-class brick-yard
j not one now to be ^hadP®°»snent
for bricks
emand,
for loveenterprise
or green—backs,
b/27/77

YAZOO CITY HERALD I876

The Court House is infested with another ghost, as a couple of our

■young men are willing to swear ...We hope this ghost is more honest than
■its predecessor, who spirited away $32,000 of the people's money from the
Iteasurer's vault.

Mr, H, D, Gihbs has located here to practice law,

2/18/76

ABOUT THAT STEAL

The President of the Board of Supervisors of Yazoo County, N. H. Luae,
Esq., has offered a reward of $1500 for the apprehension of the thieves and

restoration of the money, "bonds, and warrants stolen from the Treasury qn

the night of the 26th ultimo. Suppose the thieves are cau^t and no money,

bonds or warrants found in their possession, what then? Are the captors to
get nothing for their pains? The law authorizing the action of Mr, Luse in

offering the reward should "be so amended to cover this point,

'"

2/25/76

RESIGNATION OP JUDGE MAYES

At the meeting of the Board of Supervisors on yesterday. Judge Mayes

tendered his resignation as County Treasurer, which was accepted.

3/I7/76

Mr, George E, WlUdnson and Dr, Lawrence Gadberry left some days sigo

for Texas - the former to practice law and the latter for the benefit of

his health which is far from good,

3/17/76

Attention is called to the following publication:
Hay, Elzey,
A Family Secret.

Hilladelphia, J, B, Llppincott and Co., I876

IaAndrews
a
the and
pen daughter
name of Fanny
Andrews,
sister of Col, Garnett
of this iscity,
of Judge
Andrews,
3/2^/76
^

The County Convention convened last Saturday for the purpose of nomi
nating a County Treasurer, On motion of Dr, W. Y, Gadberry, it was decided
. not to make a nomination for said office ,,, We now have some six candidates

for the position lately filled by Jiidge Mayes.

3/31/76

PROCEEDINGS OF THE CITY NOMINATING CONVENTION

meeting of the Democracy of Yazoo City, called for the purpose of

nom^ting corporation officers for the coming election of April 3 Mr, F
appointed chairman and Mr. A. G. Gardner, Secretary/ On'motlon
following resolutions offered by Judge R, Bowman were adopted:
aees

Democrats and those who will support the nomi-

Melf
and axe
legally qualified
vote at theof ensuing
city
■ ection this
shallmeeting
he allowed
to participate
in the toproceedings
this meeting.
1
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ate officer," and Under the Southern Cross by Chris
tian Reid (Frances Christine Fisher Tiernan).

Three twentieth-century Civil War dramas of note
are John Fox's The Little Shepherd of Kingdom Come,
as dramatized by Eugene Walter (1912), and Paul
Green's Wilderness Road: A Symphonic Outdoor
Drama (1956) and The Confederacy: A Symphonic

Outdoor Drama Based on the Life of Gdneral Robert
£. Lee (1959).
■ There are several nonfictional narratives tha't have

Travel (1864); Confederate spy Belle Boyd's memoirs.
Belle Boyd in Camp and Prison, Written by Herself
(1865); John Esten Cooke's Wearing of the Gray;
Being Personal Portraits, Scenes and Adventures ofthe
War(1867);Sam R. Watkins's Co. Aytch (1882),a vig
orous and readable account with irrepressible humor;
and Eliza Frances Andrews's The War-time Journal of
a Georgia Girl(1908)^ which describes the devastation
Sherman's army made in Georgia, as does Cornelia
Jones Pond's Recollections of a Southern Daughter

been praised for their literary merit. In this respect, Ed

(1998).

mund Wilson in Patriotic Gore: Studies in the Litera

Poet William Gilmore Simms employed literary tal
ents in his account of the Sack and Destruction of the
City of Columbia, S.C. (1865). He writes, "The
schools of learning, the shops of art and trade, of in
vention and manufacture; shrines equally of religion,
benevolence and industry; are all buried together in
one congregated ruin. Humiliation spreads her ashes
over our homes and garments, and the universal wreck
exhibits only one common aspect of despair." Grace
King in Memories of a Southern Woman of Letters
(1932) writes about the war and claims "the past as
our only possession."

ture of the American Civil War(1962) singles out the
diaries of Kate Stone, Sarah Morgan, and Mary Chesnut. Stone's observations have been published as Brokenburn: The Journal of Kate Stone (1955), describing
life during the war on a northern Louisiana plantation
and in East Texas. Sarah Morgan Dawson's A Confed
erate Girl's Diary (1913) is an account of war years in
Baton Rouge and New Orleans. Chesnut's literary por
trait of the Confederacy is published as Mary Ches
nut's Civil War (1981); an earlier version is entitled A

Diary from D/*;e(1905). Daniel Aaron in The Unwrit
ten War: American Writers and the Civil War (1973)

defines the literary character of Chesnut's diary. It
abounds, he says, with "evocative description, turns of
phrase,comic episodes, anecdotes,dramatic situations,
conversational exchanges, trenchant comment, and
down-to-earth realities conspicuously absent in the
sappy fiction of her day and later, and it is filled with
nostalgic sad, bitter, and funny Confederate scenes."

Also of literary merit are General Richard Taylor's
vivid and engaging Destruction and Reconstruction:

Personal Experiences ofthe Late War(1879);John Sin
gleton Mosby's War Reminiscences and Stuart Cavalry
Campaigns (1887); Mark Twain's "The Private His

tory of a Campaign That Failed," published in Century
Magazine in 1885 as a mainly humorous contribution
to a series of reminiscences on "Battles and Leaders of

the Civil War"; George Gary Eggleston's A Rebel's
Recollections (1875); the letters of John Hampden
Chamberlayne, Ham Chamberlayne: Virginian, ed.
C. G. Chamberlayne (1932); John B. Jones's A Rebel

War Clerk's Diary (1866); a two-volume biography of
Jefferson Davis by his second wife, Varina Howell
Davis, Jefferson Davis, Ex-President of the Confeder
ate States of America: A Memo/r(1890); Cornelia Phil

lips Spencer's The Last Ninety Days of the War in
North Carolina (1866); Mary Ann Loughborough's
My Cave Life in Vicksburg, with Letters of Trial and

The African American author of Clotel(1853), Wil

liam Wells Brown, wrote a historical analysis entitled
The Negro in the American Rebellion: His Heroism
and His Fidelity (1867). Frederick Douglass in "Men
of Color, To Arms!" which appeared in Douglass'
Monthly in March, 1863, wrote a stirring call to arms:
"to unchain against her foes her powerful black hand."
And Alex Haley in Roots: The Saga of an American
Family (1976) discusses the Civil War as seen through
the eyes of black Americans brought to the New World
in bondage.
Mark Twain in his reflections on southern responses
to the Civil War, recorded in Life on the Mississippi

(1876), noted "how intimately every individual was
visited, in his own person, by that tremendous epi
sode." Through the vast body of literary treatments of
the war, we all continue to be visited by "that tremen
dous episode."
Richard D. Rust

See also Confederacy, Literature of the; Confederate Flag; Dia
ries, Civil War; Forrest, Nathan Bedford; Jackson, Stonewall;
Lee, Robert E.; Lost Cause; Military Tradition; Odes to the
Confederate Dead; Rebel; Rebel Yell; Sherman, William T.
Daniel Aaron, The Unwritten War: American Writers and the

Civil War (1973); Esther Parker Ellinger, The Southern War
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cation; others, like nineteen-year-old Lucy Breckinridge of Grove Hill, Virginia, hoped to pass the time
hanging heavy on their hands because most of the men
were at war. The regulating impulse at the heart of
diary-writing helped southerners—whether soldiers or
civilians—make sense of the upheavals and disloca
tions brought about by war.

In its purest form, the Confederate diary or "jour
nal," as southerners were fond of t;alling them, was a

periodic record preserved without revision. Although
genetically distinct from memoirs, pubKshed diaries
have also been subject to revision: authors have deleted
'sensitive material or embellished their predictions
based on 20-20 hindsight; editors in pursuit of candor,
orthographic standardization, or an economy of words
have altered original texts at the behest of readers or
publishers.

The most prolific and dedicated keepers of wartime
diaries were white women of privilege. Their social and
economic advantages created conditions favorable to
writing that were not shared by slaves or women of
more modest means. Elite women recorded plantation,

community, and family business, whereas unmarried
daughters wrote about the social consequences of
beaux and brothers leaving for the front. Eighteenyear-old Kate Stone watched her thirty-seven-year-old
mother manage 150 slaves on their Louisiana cotton

plantation while she retreated to her bedroom to read.
Like Stone, many female diarists were avid readers.
Their literary tastes ran the gamut from Sir Walter

Scott and Dickens to the homegrown Marion Harland
(Mary Hawes Terhune) and Augusta Evans, whose
Macaria swept the Confederacy in 1864. The/centerpiece of Stone's diary (Brokenhurn, 1955) was the fam
ily's 1863 flight to elude U. S. Grant's siege of Vicksburg. Away from home for more than two and a half

years, Stone likened refugee life in Lamar County and

Too often overlooked is the Journal of Julia Le

Grand (1911), also written during the Union occupa
tion of New Orleans. Le Grand's father, the scion of an

immense cotton plantation, lost his fortune in the
1850s. By the time the war began, Le Grand and a sis
ter, both in their thirties, were running a girls' school in

the Crescent City. Her privileged background height
ened Le Grand's sympathy for the misfortunes of oth
ers, which led to insightful entries about race relations
and the human condition. Keenly aware of the costs of
war,Le Grand was a humanitarian first and a rebel sec
ond: "Even a great victory to one's own side is a sad
thing to a lover of humanity," she wrote. "I accept a
bloody triumph only as the least of two evils."
The diaries of Anna Green (Diary ofa Milledgeville
Girl, 1964), Eliza Frances Andrews (The War-time
Journal of a Georgia Girl, 1908), and Lucy Buck (Sad
Earth, Sweet Heaven, 1973) are less introspective.
Caught up in the drama of her romantic life, the six-

teen-year-old Green said little about Sherman's inva
sion of her Georgia town in 1864. Andrews said more
about the March to the Sea but maintained a provincial
outlook. Before publishing the diary, she deleted mate
rial condemning her father's Unionist views and the

family's compromised social position. There is little
self-censorship in eighteen-year-old Lucy Buck's diary
of the turbulent life around Front Royal, Virginia.
More self-absorbed than other teenage diarists, Buck
fretted about her two soldier brothers (both of whom
survived the war, unlike two of Kate Stone's, two of

Sarah Morgan's, and three of Lucy Breckinridge's),
Yankee invaders, and her awkward entrance to wom
anhood.

Mary Boykin Chesnut's diary may well be the rich
est personal account penned by southerner or north
erner. Making the diary her life's work,Chesnut metic
ulously wrote and rewrote entries, compiling more

Tyler, Texas, to a social prison sentence. When her
family's Baton Rouge home was invaded by Union
forces occupying New Orleans in 1862, twenty-yearold Sarah Morgan also became a refugee. Despite little

than 400,000 words in all. The wife of a well-con

formal education, Morgan's intellect and humor jump

center of an elite circle of generals, politicians, cultural

off the pages of A Confederate Girl's Diary (1913)
("Arkansas troops," she observed, "have acquired a
reputation for roughness and ignorance which they
seem to cultivate as assiduously as most people would
their virtue.") More than other youthful diarists, Mor

celebrities, and women admired for their intimacy with

gan looked beyond the concerns of her immediate fam
ily, several of whom supported the Union cause, to the

sympathy for slave women trapped in concubinage.

larger world around her.

ironist of the first order. She was light-hearted enough

nected senator from South Carolina and the daughter
and daughter-in-law of a governor and a planter patri
arch, Chesnut spent the war years in Richmond at the

powerful men. Brutally frank about the personal costs
of slavery("Ours is a monstrous system"), Chesnut ex
posed the sexual profligacy of white men and the collu

sion of their wives and daughters but expressed little
Endlessly fascinated by human frailty, Chesnut was an
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Woodward's meticulous research on the 1981 edition,

Mary Chesnut's Civil War, it is now well known that
the magnificent, mammoth volume that makes Chesnut the Shakespeare among American women diarists
was not the actual diary that the private Mary Chesnut
wrote between 1861 and 1865. Instead, it is a 2,500-

manuscript-page expansion—of character, context,
and significance—that looks and sounds like a diary.
As such, it adheres to the diary's day-by-day format
and the convention that the author never knows what

the as-yet-unexperienced future will bring. Contempo

rary in its feminist, abolitionist sensibility and in its unsentimentality, Mary Chesnut's Civil War is the great
American Civil War novel, replete with characters, dia
logue, scenes, plots, subplots, intrigues, gossip, and in
tellectual treatises. And it rings utterly true. In it, Ches
nut provides comprehensive coverage of themes
common to many southern women's diaries of any
era—family,friendship, community;reading and recre
ation; woi^; political and domestic economy; race rela
tions and slavery; secession; and always, the war, its
causes, conduct, and aftermath.
For most southern women diarists of the nineteenth

century, when this form flourished, writing the diary
provided a way into their own self-understanding, and
a way out—a window on the world beyond their re
stricted purview. These diarists were educated women,
nearly all married and living on plantations where
much of the daily work was done by slaves. They had
sufficient education to encourage a sensibility as read

ers, fluency as writers, and the leisure to write—often
copious—diaries. After the war, a sense of family and
significance that might never be recaptured led them to
preserve these volumes, paper bulwarks against an un
certain future. For most diarists, schooled in the Cult

of True Womanhood, publication was not an option

until near the century's end. Had she survived her un
timely heart attack in 1886, Mary Chesnut might have
accomplished this.
All the best Civil War diaries were published by

twentieth-century editors, except for Eliza Frances Andrews's The War-Time Journal of a Georgia Girl
1864-1865, which the author edited herself "after the
lapse of nearly half a century" and published with his
torical commentary in 1908.Some of the diarists wrote
exclusively as young girls: Elizabeth Ruffin (1993),
Jane Caroline North (Pettigrew)(1993)(both antebel

(1991). Indeed, the private writings of many women,
southern and northern alike, stopped with marriage.
Others wrote into their mature years, as did Mary
Chesnut, Gertrude Clanton Thomas (1990), and Ann
Lewis Hardeman (1993)—whose bare-bones entries
are devoid of the scenes, robust characters, and realis

tic dialogue that enliven the other works. Cornelia
Jones Pond dictated her memoir to her daughter in
1898; it covers the years 1834 to 1875 experienced by
a belle in Liberty County, Georgia.
The published twentieth-century southern women's

diaries in the main seem pale in comparison with those
of their forebears,subdued,self-conscious, restricted in

scope—perhaps a consequence of the aftermath of the
war. In the twentieth century, the great works of wom
en's self-reflective literature are autobiographies rather
than the diaries that authors of comparable talent

might have written a hundred years earlier. These in
clude works by such professional writers as Zora Neale
Hurston, Ellen Glasgow, Lillian Hellman, Maya Angelou, Eudora Welty, Mary Mebane, Pauli Murray, and
Rita Mae Brown, published to considerable critical and

popular acclaim.(The nineteenth-century exception is
ex-slave autobiographer Harriet Jacobs, who escaped
to the north and published Incidents in the Life of a
Slave Girl under the pseudonym of Linda Brent.)
In combination, southern women's nineteenth-

century diaries and twentieth-century autobiographies
present the first and second acts in the continuing,
compelling drama of significant selves and southern so
ciety.
Lynn Z. Bloom
See also Autobiography; Diaries, Civil War.
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