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Document 4.4  
 
Dolly Lunt Burge, A Woman’s Wartime Journal (1864) 
 
Dolly Sumner Lunt was born in Maine in 1817 and moved to Georgia as a young woman to join her married sister. 
She became a school teacher in Covington, where she married Thomas Burge, a plantation owner. When her 
husband died in 1858, Dolly was left alone to manage the plantation. She kept a diary of her experiences, including 
an entry about Sherman’s march through Georgia. 
 
November 19, 1864 
 
Slept in my clothes last night, as I heard that the Yankees went to neighbor Montgomery’s on Thursday night at one 
o’clock, searched his house, drank his wine, and took his money and valuables. As we were not disturbed, I walked 
after breakfast, with Sadai, up to Mr. Joe Perry’s, my nearest neighbor, where the Yankees were yesterday. Saw 
Mrs. Laura [Perry] in the road surrounded by her children, seeming to be looking for some one. She said she was 
looking for her husband, that old Mrs. Perry had just sent her word that the Yankees went to James Perry’s the 
night before, plundered his house, and drove off all his stock, and that she must drive hers into the old fields. Before 
we were done talking, up came Joe and Jim Perry from their hiding-place. Jim was very much excited. Happening to 
turn and look behind, as we stood there, I saw some blue-coats coming down the hill. Jim immediately raised his 
gun, swearing he would kill them anyhow. 
 
“No, don’t!” said I, and ran home as fast as I could, with Sadai. 
I could hear them cry, “Halt! Halt!” and their guns went off in quick succession. Oh Clod, the time of trial has come! 
A man passed on his way to Covington. I halloed to him, asking him if he did not know the Yankees were coming. 
“No – are they?” 
“Yes,” said I; “they are not three hundred yards from here.” 
“Sure enough,” said he. “Well, I’ll not go. I don’t want them to get my horse.” And although within hearing of their 
guns, he would stop and look for them. Blissful ignorance! Not knowing, not hearing, he has not suffered the 
suspense, the fear, that I have for the past forty-eight hours. I walked to the gate. There they came filing up. 
 
I hastened back to my frightened servants and told them that they had better hide, and then went back to the gate 
to claim protection and a guard. But like demons they rush in! My yards are full. To my smoke-house, my dairy, 
pantry, kitchen, and cellar, like famished wolves they come, breaking locks and whatever is in their way. The 
thousand pounds of meat in my smoke-house is gone in a twinkling, my flour, my meat, my lard, butter, eggs, 
pickles of various kinds – both in vinegar and brine – wine, jars, and jugs are all gone. My eighteen fat turkeys, my 
hens, chickens, and fowls, my young pigs, are shot down in my yard and hunted as if they were rebels themselves. 
Utterly powerless I ran out and appealed to the guard. 
 
“I cannot help you, Madam; it is orders.” 
 
As I stood there, from my lot I saw driven, first, old Dutch, my dear old buggy horse, who has carried my beloved 
husband so many miles, and who would so quietly wait at the block for him to mount and dismount, and who at 
last drew him to his grave; then came old Mary, my brood mare, who for years had been too old and stiff for work, 
with her three-year-old colt, my two-year-old mule, and her last little baby colt. There they go! There go my mules, 
my sheep, and, worse than all, my boys [slaves]! 
 
Alas! little did I think while trying to save my house from plunder and fire that they were forcing my boys from 
home at the point of the bayonet. One, Newton, jumped into bed in his cabin, and declared himself sick. Another 
crawled under the floor, – a lame boy he was, – but they pulled him out, placed him on a horse, and drove him off. 
Mid, poor Mid! The last I saw of him, a man had him going around the garden, looking, as I thought, for my sheep, 
as he was my shepherd. Jack came crying to me, the big tears coursing down his cheeks, saying they were making 
him go. I said: 
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“Stay in my room.” 
 
But a man followed in, cursing him and threatening to shoot him if he did not go; so poor Jack had to yield. James 
Arnold, in trying to escape from a back window, was captured and marched off. Henry, too, was taken; I know not 
how or when, but probably when he and Bob went after the mules. I had not believed they would force from their 
homes the poor, doomed negroes, but such has been the fact here, cursing them and saying that “Jeff Davis wanted 
to put them in his army, but that they should not fight for him, but for the Union.” No! Indeed no! They are not 
friends to the slave. We have never made the poor, cowardly negro fight, and it is strange, passing strange, that the 
all-powerful Yankee nation with the whole world to back them, their ports open, their armies filled with soldiers 
from all nations, should at last take the poor negro to help them out against this little Confederacy which was to 
have been brought back into the Union in sixty days’ time! 
 
My poor boys! My poor boys! What unknown trials are before you! How you have clung to your mistress and 
assisted her in every way you knew. 
 
Never have I corrected them; a word was sufficient. Never have they known want of any kind. Their parents are 
with me, and how sadly they lament the loss of their boys. Their cabins are rifled of every valuable, the soldiers 
swearing that their Sunday clothes were the white people’s, and that they never had money to get such things as 
they had. Poor Frank’s chest was broken open, his money and tobacco taken. He has always been a money-making 
and saving boy; not infrequently has his crop brought him five hundred dollars and more. All of his clothes and 
Rachel’s clothes, which dear Lou gave before her death and which she had packed away, were stolen from her. 
Ovens, skillets, coffee-mills, of which we had three, coffee-pots – not one have I left. Sifters all gone! 
 
Seeing that the soldiers could not be restrained, the guard offered me to have their [of the negroes] remaining 
possessions brought into my house, which I did, and they all, poor things, huddled together in my room, fearing 
every movement that the house would be burned. 
 
A Captain Webber from Illinois came into my house. Of him I claimed protection from the vandals who were forcing 
themselves into my room. He said that he knew my brother Orrington [the late Orrington Lunt, a well known early 
settler of Chicago]. At that name I could not restrain my feelings, but, bursting into tears, implored him to see my 
brother and let him know my destitution. I saw nothing before me but starvation. He promised to do this, and 
comforted me with the assurance that my dwelling-house would not be burned, though my out-buildings might. 
Poor little Sadai went crying to him as to a friend and told him that they had taken her doll, Nancy. He begged her 
to come and see him, and he would give her a fine waxen one. [The doll was found later in the yard of a neighbor, 
where a soldier had thrown it, and was returned to the little girl. Her children later played with it, and it is now the 
plaything of her granddaughter.] 
 
He felt for me, and I give him and several others the character of gentlemen. I don’t believe they would have 
molested women and children had they had their own way. He seemed surprised that I had not laid away in my 
house, flour and other provisions. I did not suppose I could secure them there, more than where I usually kept them, 
for in last summer’s raid houses were thoroughly searched. In parting with him; I parted as with a friend. 
 
Sherman himself and a greater portion of his army passed my house that day. All day, as the sad moments rolled 
on, were they passing not only in front of my house, but from behind; they tore down my garden palings, made a 
road through my back-yard and lot field, driving their stock and riding through, tearing down my fences and 
desolating my home – wantonly doing it when there was no necessity for it. 
 
Such a day, if I live to the age of Methuselah, may God spare me from ever seeing again! 
As night drew its sable curtains around us, the heavens from every point were lit up with flames from burning 
buildings. Dinnerless and supperless as we were, it was nothing in comparison with the fear of being driven out 
homeless to the dreary woods. Nothing to eat! I could give my guard no supper, so he left us. I appealed to another, 
asking him if he had wife, mother, or sister, and how he should feel were they in my situation. A colonel from 
Vermont left me two men, but they were Dutch, and I could not understand one word they said. 
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My Heavenly Father alone saved me from the destructive fire. My carriage-house had in it eight bales of cotton, 
with my carriage, buggy, and harness. On top of the cotton were some carded cotton rolls, a hundred pounds or 
more. These were thrown out of the blanket in which they were, and a large twist of the rolls taken and set on fire, 
and thrown into the boat of my carriage, which was close up to the cotton bales. Thanks to my God, the cotton only 
burned over, and then went out. Shall I ever forget the deliverance? 
 
To-night, when the greater part of the army had passed, it came up very windy and cold. My room was full, nearly, 
with the negroes and their bedding. They were afraid to go out, for my women could not step out of the door 
without an insult from the Yankee soldiers. They lay down on the floor; Sadai got down and under the same cover 
with Sally, while I sat up all night, watching every moment for the flames to burst out from some of my buildings. 
The two guards came into my room and laid themselves by my fire for the night. I could not close my eyes, but kept 
walking to and fro, watching the fires in the distance and dreading the approaching day, which, I feared, as they 
had not all passed, would be but a continuation of horrors. 
 
Source: Dolly Lunt Burge, A Woman’s Wartime Journal: an Account of the Passage over a Georgia Plantation of 
Sherman’s Army on the March to the Sea, as Recorded in the Diary of Dolly Sumner Lunt (Mrs. Thomas Burge) 
(New York: The Century Co., 1918), 20–32. 
 
 
Eliza Frances Andrews, The War-Time Journal of a Georgia Girl (1864) 
 
Eliza Frances Andrews was born in 1840 in Washington, Georgia. Her father owned a plantation with 200 slaves. 
Eliza was still living with her family at home when the war began, although went to live with her old sister in 
southwest Georgia late in the war. Her father opposed secession and refused to support the Confederacy. 
 
Jan. 19 – I suffered a great disappointment to-day. Mrs. Stokes Walton gave a big dining – everybody in the 
neighborhood, almost everybody in the county that is anybody was invited. I expected to wear that beautiful new 
dress that ran the blockade and I have had so few opportunities of showing. All my preparations were made, even 
the bows of ribbon pinned on my undersleeves, but I was awakened at daylight by the pattering of rain on the roof, 
and knew that the fun was up for me. It was out of the question for one just up from an attack of measles to risk a 
ride of twelve miles in such a pouring rain, so I had to content myself to stay at home with the two old ladies and be 
edified with disquisitions on the Apostolic Succession and Baptism by Immersion. They are both good enough to be 
translated, and I can’t see why the dear little souls should be so disturbed about each other’s belief. Once, when 
Mrs. Meals left the room for some purpose, Mrs. Sims whispered to me confidentially: “There is so little gentility 
among these dissenters – that is one reason why I hate to see her among them.” I could hardly keep from laughing 
out, but that is what a good deal of our religious differences amount to. I confess to a strong prejudice myself, in 
favor of the old church in which I was brought up; still I don’t think there ought to be any distinction of classes or 
races in religion. We all have too little “gentility” in the sight of God for that. I only wish I stood as well in the 
recording Angel’s book as many a poor negro that I know. 
 
About noon a cavalryman stopped at the door and asked for dinner. As we eat late, and the man was in too big a 
hurry to wait, sister sent him a cold lunch out in the entry. It was raining very hard, and the poor fellow was 
thoroughly drenched, so after he had eaten, sister invited him to come into the parlor and dry himself. It came out, 
in the course of conversation, that he was from our own part of Georgia, and knew a number of good old Wilkes 
County families. He was on his way to the Altamaha, he said, and promised to do his best to keep the raiders from 
getting to us. 
 
Feb. 10 – We had to get up very early to catch the seven o’clock train to Americus. Jim met us at the dépot, though 
there were so many of our acquaintances on board that we had no special need of an escort. Mr. George Lawton 
sat by me all the way from Smithville to Americus, and insisted on our paying his family a visit before leaving South-
West Georgia. I wish I could go, for he lives near father’s old Tallassee plantation where I had such happy times in 
my childhood; but if we were to accept all the invitations that come to us, we would never get back home again. 
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We reached Americus at ten and went straight to Cousin Bolling’s hospital. He was not there, but Dr. Howard, his 
assistant, told us he was in the village and would be at the office in a few minutes. All along the streets, as we were 
making our way from the dépot to the hospital, we could recognize his patients going about with patches and 
shades and blue spectacles over their eyes, and some of them had blue or green veils on. We didn’t care to wait at 
the hospital in all that crowd of men, so we started out to visit the shops, intending to return later and meet Cousin 
Bolling. We had gone only a few steps when we saw him coming toward us. His first words were the announcement 
that he was married! I couldn't believe him at first, and thought he was joking. Then he insisted that we should go 
home with him and see our new cousin. We felt doubtful about displaying our patched up Confederate traveling 
suits before a brand new bride from beyond the blockade, with trunk loads of new things, but curiosity got the 
better of us, and so we agreed to go home with him. He is occupying Col. Maxwell’s house while the family are on 
the plantation in Lee county. 
 
Feb. 16 – 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 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 there, with all those nice 
army officers. I am going back home as soon as I can decently change my mind. I have been at the rear all during 
the war, and now that I have a chance, I want to go to the front. I wish I could be here and there, too, at the same 
time. 
 
We were fairly besieged with visitors till time to dress for the party. Miss Pyncheon dined with us, and Gardiner 
Montgomery is staying in the house, and I can’t tell how many other people dropped in. It was all perfectly 
delightful. Capt. Hobbs and Dr. Pyncheon offered themselves as escorts, but we had already made engagements 
with Albert Bacon and Jim Chiles. We gave Miss Pyncheon and Dr. Sloane seats in our carriage, and we six cliqued 
together a good deal during the evening, and had a fine time of it. I never did enjoy a party more and never had less 
to say about one. I had not a single adventure during the entire evening. Metta was the belle, par excellence, but 
Miss Pyncheon and I were not very far behind, and I think I was ahead of them all in my dress. Miss Pyncheon wore 
a white puffed tarleton, with pearls and white flowers. The dress, though beautiful, was not becoming because the 
one fault of her fine, aristocratic face is want of color. A little rouge and sepia would improve her greatly, if a nice 
girl could make up her mind to use them. Mett wore white suisse with festoon flounces, over my old blue Florence 
silk skirt, the flounces, like charity, covering a multitude of faults. She was a long way the prettiest one in the room, 
though her hair is too short to be done up stylishly. But my dress was a masterpiece, though patched up, like 
everybody else’s, out of old finery that would have been cast off years ago, but for the blockade. I wore a white 
barred organdy with a black lace flounce round the bottom that completely hid the rents made at dances in 
Montgomery last winter, and a wide black lace bow and ends in the back, to match the flounce. Handsome lace will 
make almost anything look respectable, and I thank my stars there was a good deal of it in the family before the 
Yankees shut us off by their horrid blockade. My waist was of light puffed blonde, very fluffy, made out of the skirt I 
wore at Henry’s wedding, and trimmed round the neck and sleeves with ruchings edged with narrow black lace. My 
hair was frizzed in front, with a cluster of white hyacinths surmounting the top row of curls, and a beautifully 
embroidered butterfly Aunt Sallie had made for me half-hidden among them, as if seeking its way to the flowers. 
My train was very long, but I pinned it up like a tunic, over a billowy flounced muslin petticoat, while dancing. My 
toilet was very much admired, and I had a great many compliments about it and everybody turned to look at it as I 
passed, which put me in good spirits. We danced eighteen sets, and I was on the floor every time, besides all the 
round dances, and between times there were always three or four around talking to me. Mett says it counts a great 
deal more to have one very devoted at a time, but that keeps the others away, and I think it is much nicer to have a 
crowd around you all the time. One man grows tiresome unless you expect to marry him, and I am never going to 
marry anybody. Marriage is incompatible with the career I have marked out for myself, but I want to have all the 
fun I can before I am too old.... Among others I met my old acquaintance, Mr. Draper, who was one of the 
attendants at Henry’s wedding. He says I have changed a great deal, and look just like Mett did then. I suppose I 
may take this as a double-barreled compliment, as Metta is the beauty of the family and she was then only fifteen, 
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while I am now twenty-four! Oh, how time does fly, and how fast we grow old! But there is one comfort when a 
woman doesn’t depend upon looks; she lasts longer. 
 
March 18 – I went up to Americus yesterday, with Flora and Capt. Rust, to see Cousin Bolling about my eyes, 
expecting to return to Gopher Hill on the afternoon train, but Cousin Bessie insisted that we should stay to dinner, 
and her attempt to have it served early was so unsuccessful that Capt. Rust and I got to the station just in time to 
see the train moving off without us. Flora had another engagement, that caused her to decline Mrs. Pope’s 
invitation, so she made the train, but the captain and I had nothing for it but to spend the night in Americus and kill 
the night as best we could. I was repaid for the annoyance of getting left by the favorable report Cousin Bolling 
gave of my eyes. He says it is nothing but the effects of measles that ails them, and they are almost well. I occupied 
Flora’s room that night. Cousin Bessie lent me one of her fine embroidered linen nightgowns, and I was so 
overpowered at having on a decent piece of underclothing after the coarse Macon Mills homespun I have been 
wearing for the last two years, that I could hardly go to sleep. I stood before the glass and looked at myself after I 
was undressed just to see how nice it was to have on a respectable undergarment once more. I can stand patched-
up dresses, and even take a pride in wearing Confederate homespun, where it is done open and above board, but I 
can’t help feeling vulgar and common in coarse underclothes. Cousin Bessie has brought quantities of beautiful 
things from beyond the blockade, that make us poor Rebs look like ragamuffins beside her. She has crossed the 
lines by special permit, and will be obliged to return to Memphis by the 2d of April, when her pass will be out. It 
seems funny for a white woman to have to get a pass to see her husband, just like the negro men here do when 
their wives live on another plantation. The times have brought about some strange upturnings. Cousin Bolling is 
awfully blue about the war, and it does begin to look as if our poor little Confederacy was about on its last legs, but 
I am so accustomed to all sorts of vicissitudes that I try not to let thoughts of the inevitable disturb me. The time to 
be blue was five years ago, before we went into it. Before breakfast this morning I went out to make the 
acquaintance of Col. Maxwell’s old mammy, Aunt Lizzie. She lives in a pretty little cottage on a corner of the lot, 
and is more petted and spoiled than any of his children. 
 
May 6 – The mournful silence of yesterday has been succeeded by noise and confusion passing anything we have 
yet experienced. Reënforcements have joined Wilcox, and large numbers of Stoneman’s and Wilson’s cavalry are 
passing through on their way to Augusta. Confederate soldiers, too, are beginning to come by this route again, so 
Washington is now a thoroughfare for both armies. Our troops do not come in such numbers as formerly, still there 
have been a great many on the streets to-day. About noon, two brigades of our cavalry passed going west, and at 
the same time a body of Yankees went by going east. There were several companies of negroes among them, and 
their hateful old striped rag was floating in triumph over their heads. Cousin Liza turned her back on it, Cora shook 
her fist at it, and I was so enraged that I said I wished the wind would tear it to flinders and roll it in the dirt till it 
was black all over, as the colors of such a crew ought to be. Then father took me by the shoulder and said that if I 
didn’t change my way of talking about the flag of my country he would send me to my room and keep me there a 
week. We had never known anything but peace and security and protection under that flag, he said, as long as we 
remained true to it. I wanted to ask him what sort of peace and protection the people along Sherman’s line of 
march had found under it, but I didn’t dare. Father don’t often say much, but when he does flare up like that, we all 
know we have got to hold our tongues or get out of the way. It made me think of that night when Georgia seceded. 
What would father have done if he had known that that secession flag was made in his house? It pinches my 
conscience, sometimes, when I think about it. What a dreadful thing it is for a household to be so divided in politics 
as we are! Father sticks to the Union through thick and thin, and mother sticks to father, though I believe she is 
more than half a rebel at heart, on account of the boys. Fred and Garnett are good Confederates, but too 
considerate of father to say much, while all the rest of us are red-hot Rebs. Garnett is the coolest head in the family, 
and Henry the hottest. I used to sympathize with father myself, in the beginning, for it did seem a pity to break up a 
great nation about a parcel of African savages, if we had known any other way to protect our rights; but now, since 
the Yankees have treated us so abominably, burning and plundering our country and bringing a gang of negro 
soldiers here to insult us, I don’t see how anybody can tolerate the sight of their odious old flag again. To do father 
justice, our house is so far from the street that he couldn’t see the plunder with which the wretches, both black and 
white, were loaded, but Cousin Mary Cooper, who lives right on the street, opposite our gate, told us that she saw 
one white man with a silver cake basket tied to the pommel of his saddle, and nearly all of them had stolen articles 
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dangling from the front of their saddles, or slung on in bags behind. And yet, they blame us for not respecting their 
flag, when we see it again for the first time in four years, floating over scenes like this! 
 
May 29 – I went to the dépot to see Nora and the Gordons off. The general sent me his love and good-by yesterday, 
but that did not suffice. I wanted to touch again the brave hand that has struck so many blows for Southern liberty. 
He is a splendid-looking man and the very pattern of chivalry. Fanny Haralson was not thought to have done much 
of a business when she married the poor young lawyer from the mountains, but now she is the envy of womankind. 
I wish old Mrs. Haralson could have lived to see her son-in-law a lieutenant-general in the bravest army the world 
ever saw; it would have brought joy unspeakable to her proud heart – as who would not be proud of such a son-in-
law? 
 
From the dépot I was going out to return calls with Mary Day, but Garnett told me he had invited the Elzeys to 
dinner, so I came home to receive them. Capt. Hudson brought Cousin Bolling, and we had a pleasant little party. I 
have not seen people enjoy themselves so much since our country fell under the tyrant’s heel. Gen. Elzey was really 
merry, and I was delighted to see him recovering his spirits, for he has been the picture of desolation ever since the 
crash came. I love him and Mrs. Elzey better than almost anybody else outside my own family. Father, too, is so 
fond of Mrs. Elzey that he laughs at her fiery rebel talk, no matter how hot she grows, and lets her say what he 
wouldn't tolerate in the rest of us. Our household is divided into factions – we out-and-out rebels being most 
numerous, but the Unionists (father and mother) most powerful; the “Trimmers” neither numerous nor powerful, 
but best adapted to scud between opposing elements and escape unhurt by either. I think mother is inclined to 
waver sometimes and join the rebels through sympathy with the boys, but she always sticks to father in the long 
run. However, we did not quarrel at all to-day; we Rebs had such strong reenforcements that the others had no 
showing at all. 
 
We had a good dinner, too – mock turtle soup, barbecued lamb, and for dessert, sponge pudding with cream sauce, 
and boiled custard sweetened with sugar – no sorghum in anything. I have not seen such a feast on our table for a 
long time, and we all ate like ogres. The lamb, alas! was the pet Mrs. Jordan had sent Marsh. It was mischievous, 
eating things in the garden, and we too near starvation to let go any good pretext for making way with it, so Marsh 
was persuaded to consent to the slaughter and Garnett took advantage of the occasion to feast his friends, and the 
wolf in the fable never fell upon his victim more ravenously than we upon poor little Mary Lizzie, as Mrs. Jordan had 
christened her pet. The pudding and boiled custard were due to an order father has sent to Augusta for groceries, 
and mother felt so triumphant over the prospect of having something in the pantry again, that she grew reckless 
and celebrated the event by using up all the sugar she had in the house. There was plenty of everything, so Mett 
recovered her appetite and I suddenly lost my fondness for cornfield peas. 
 
Aug. 23 – Up very early, sweeping and cleaning the house. Our establishment has been reduced from 25 servants to 
5, and two of these are sick. Uncle Watson and Buck do the outdoor work, or rather the small part of it that can be 
done by two men. The yard, grove, orchards, vineyards, and garden, already show sad evidences of neglect. Grace 
does the washing and milks the cows, mammy cooks, and Charity does part of the housework, when well. Cora has 
hired Maum Rose, a nice old darkey that used to belong to the Dunwodys, to wait on her, and she is a great help to 
us. 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. Other people came in to dinner – I 
counted twenty at table. Charity was well enough to wait in the dining-room, mammy and Emily did the cooking, 
but Mett and I had the other work to do, besides looking after all the company. I never was so tired in my life; every 
bone in my body felt as if it were ready to drop out, and my eyes were so heavy that I could hardly keep them open. 
I don't find doing housework quite so much of a joke as I imagined it was going to be, especially when we have 
company to entertain at the same time, and want to make them enjoy themselves. By the way, Mrs. Jordan says I 
was right in dusting the top shelves first, so the laugh is on the other side. After dinner Mrs. Jordan and Mary 
Anderson wanted to do some shopping, and then we went to make some visits. 
 
Aug. 25 – 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 always to dress as well as my means will allow, 
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but shall 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 rich vulgarity – not even rich 
vulgarity 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 I 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, I thank Heaven that I was born a 
Southerner, – that I belong to the noblest race on earth – for this is a heritage that nothing can ever take from me. 
 
Source: Eliza Frances Andrews, The War-Time Journal of a Georgia Girl, 1864–1865 (New York: D. Appleton and 
Company, 1908), 71–72, 85–87, 94–97, 110–111, 219–221, 273–275, 375–376, 380. 
 


