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Document 2.10 Dennis E. Haynes, A Thrilling Narrative (1866) 
 
Even as deserters took up arms and formed posses, the southern home guard companies committed their own 
acts of violence against the deserters and Unionists. Dennis Haynes, a Louisiana Unionist who late in the war 
commanded a unit of federal scouts, recalled in his memoir that a home guard company, led by “Bloody Bob” 
Martin, terrorized anti-Confederates in western Louisiana. 
 
Should the full history of Western Louisiana be written, it would present a picture of horrors shocking to the 
sensitive feelings of humanity. The cold-blooded murders, to say nothing of thefts and robberies; the barbarity with 
which these acts of violence were committed; the innocence of the "Martyrs of Liberty," whose blood was shed to 
gratify the wolfish thirst for blood of those human vampires, cannot be paralleled—if in the number of victims 
sacrificed, not in remorseless cruelty, even in the massacres of La Vendee, during the "Reign of Terror" of the French 
revolution.  
 
One of the first of “Bloody Bob’s” murders was the killing of Oliver Sanders. He lived about eight miles southeast of 
Manny [in] Sabine parish. He was a poor man, and had a wife and eight children. The reader may judge of their age 
from the fact of Sanders being a conscript under the age of 35 years. Sanders said, that before he would go to fight 
for the rich man’s negroes, and leave his family to suffer, while the rich man stayed at home–as he could do, 
according to the exemption in the conscript act–if he had to die fighting at all he would die fighting at home. 
“Bloody Bob,” hearing this, went to test the truth of his statement; but, coward as he is in his heart–for I never 
knew a bloodthirsty villain to be anything else–he took a company of his vampires with him. Sanders was at home; 
but before he could prepare to meet them with any hopes of success, they had made a charge on the house and 
surrounded it. Sanders jumped for his rifle, which lay on a rack over the door facing the road, and in his attempt to 
get hold of it he exposed his body to the full view of his enemies, who poured in a volley on him, with dreadful effect 
to poor Sanders. He staggered and fell–fell across a sick child on the bed, pierced with eight bullets–a lifeless 
corpse. Oh ! would not humanity shudder at witnessing such a scene. How heart-rending to the poor widow and 
orphans, thus to be deprived of husband and father in such a cruel and remorseless manner. I saw the grave of 
Sanders as " Paddy Carey's" men had me a prisoner, on their way to Shrevesport, under a charge of high treason. It 
was on the side of the road, opposite Sanders' house, about fifty yards from the house. His wife and some 
neighboring women had to bury him, for the men were either in the army or in the woods.  
 
To follow in detail the number of murders committed by this wretch, whose acts of barbarity would not entitle him 
to be classed with the human species, would fill a volume in octavo. I only select the case of Sanders as being 
among the first of his deeds of cruelty; and these cruelties were not only sanctioned, but applauded by the 
sensitive, the elite aristocracy of Western Louisiana. 
 
Source: Dennis E. Haynes, A Thrilling Narrative: The Memoir of a Southern Unionist (Washington D.C.: McGill & 
Witherow, 1866), 66–67. 
 


