were standing «il showed signs of pillage,
and on every plaitation we saw the
charrea remains of the ginhouse and pack-
ing screw, while nere and there lonie chim-
ney stacks, "Sherman'’s sentinels,” told of
hoines laid in ashes.

The infarnous wretches! [ couldn't
wonder now that these poor people should
want 1o put a rope round the neck of every
red-handed “devil of them” they could lay
their hands on. Hayricks and fodder
stacks were demolished. corncribs were
empty, and every bale of cotton that could

be found was burned 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 rom the beasts of the field,
though 1 cannot say it would have been
sale from the assaults of hungry men.

Crowds of soldiers were tramping
over the road in both directions; it was like
traveling through the streets ot a populous
town all day. They were mostly on foot,
and I saw numbers seated on the roadside
greedily eating raw turnips, meat skins,
parched corn—anything they could find,
even picking up the loose grains that Sher-
man's horses had left. . . .

i.cfore crossing the Oconee at
Milied . eville, we ascended an immense
hill froai which there was a fine view of
the toun, with Governor Brown's fortifica-
tions i the foreground and the river
rolling at our feet. The Yankees had
burrnie. thie bridge, so we had to cross on
a ferry lhere was a long train of vehicles
ahead or us, and it was nearly an hour
before our turn came, so we had ample
time t. look about us.

Un our left was a field where thirty
thousaind Yankees had camped hardly
three weeks before. It was strewn with
the debris they had left behind, and the
poor people of the neighborhood were
wandering over it, seeking for anything
they cuuld find to eat, even picking up
grains of corn that were scattered around
where the Yankees had fed their horses.
We were told that a great many valuables
were {Lund there at first, plunder that
the invaders had left behind. but the
place l.ad been picked over so often by
this uiue that little now remained except
tufts ui loose cotton, piles of half-rotted
grain, .nd the carcasses of slaughtered
animals, which raised a horrible stench.
Some ..en were plowing in one part of
the ficid, making ready for next year's
crop.

"My Hecwrt Aches for the Poor Wretches™

Union Prisoners Suffer at Andersouville

LEliza Andrews

Neither side was prepared to deal with prisc.ers of war. Union and
Confederate jorces routinely exchanged priscners until 1863 when Grant
realized that the South had more to gain by e process. The most notori-
ous Confedeiate prison was an open stockacde at Andersonville, Georgia,
where about one-third of all prisoners died. Eliza Andrews’s tour of the
prison in January 1865 softened her hard fe-lings toward Yankees.
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Ithough matters have improved

somewhat with the cool weather,

the tales that are told of the condi-
tion of things there last summer are
appalling. Mrs. Brisbane heard all about it
from Father Hamilton, a Roman Catholic
priest from Macon who has been working
like a good Samaritan in those dens of filth
and misery. Itis a shame to us Protes-
tants that we have let a Roman Catholic
get so far ahead of us
in this work of charity
and mercy. Mrs. Bris-
bane says Father
Hamilton told her that
during the summer
the wretched prisoners
burrowed in the
ground like moles to
protect themselves
from the sun. It was
not safe to give them
material to build
shanties as they might
use it for clubs to
overcome the guard.
These underground
huts, he said, were
alive with vermin and
stank like charnel
houses [funeral
vaults].

Mauny of the
prisoners were stark
naked, having not so
much as a shirt to
their backs. He told a
pitiful story of a Pole
who had no garment
but a shurt, and to
make it cover him bet-
ter, he put his legs
into the sleeves and tied the tail arcund his
neck. The others guyed him so on his
appeararnice, and the poor wreich was so
disheartened by suffering, that one day he
deliberately stepped over the dead line and
stood there ‘til the guard was forced to
shoot hiri. But what I can't understand is

This photcgraph of a Union prisoner of war from
Belle Isle, the Confederate prison at Richmond,
demonstrates the horrific conditions many prisoners
endured.

that a Pole, of all peoplec in the world,
should come over here «iid try to take away
our liberty when his owii country is in the
hands of oppressors. Ouie would think that
the Poles, of all nations in the world, ought
to sympathize with a people fighting for
their liberties.

Father Hamilton suid that at one time
the prisoners died at the rate of a hundred
and fifty a day, and he saw some of them
dic on the ground
without a rag to lie on
or a garment to cover
them. Dysentery was
the most fatal dis-
ease, and as they lay
on the ground in their
own excrements, the
smiell was so horrible
that the good father
says he was often
obliged to rush from
their presence to get a
breath of pure air. It
is dreadful.

My heart aches
for the poor wretches,
Yaunkees though they
arc, and I am afraid
Goa will suffer some
terrible retribution to
fall upon us for let-
ting such things hap-
pen. If the Yankees
ever should come to
southwest Georgia
and go to Anderson-
ville and see the
graves there, God
have mercy on the
land! And yet what
calr we do? The Yan-
kees themselves are really more (o blame
than we, for they won't exchange these pris-
oners, and our poor, hard-pressed Confed-
eracy has not the means o provide for them
when our own soldiers are starving in the
field. Oh, what a horrible thing war is when
stripped of all its pomp aud circumstance!
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“[ Accept Thiese Teriis

Lee Surienders

Colonel Criaries Marssiai

In mid- 1864, Grant managed to trap Lee at P.wersburg, Virginia, a rail cen-
ter south of the Confederate capital at Richmond. From June 1864 to April
1865, Grant laid siege to Petersburg. On Apru 2, 1865, both Petersburg
and Richmond fell. Lee retreated to the west, but Grant cut off his escape.
On April 9, Lee surtendered to Grant at Appoinattox Courthouse, Virginia.
Colonel Charles Marshall, an aide to Lee, witiiessed the event.

j"e struck up the hill towards

| Appomattox Courthouse. There
was a man named McLean who
used to live on the tirst battlefield of Man-
assas, at a house about a mile from Man-
assas Junction. He didn't like the war,
and having seen the first battle of Manas-
sas, he thought he would get away where
there wouldn’t be any more fighting, so he
moved down to Appomattox Courthouse.
General Lee told me to go forward and find
a house where he could meet General
Grant, and of all people, whom should 1
meet but McLean. I rode up to him and
said, "Can you show me a house where
General Lee and General Grant can meet
together?” He took me into a house that
was all dilapidated and that had no furni-
ture in it. I told him it wouldn’t do.

Then he said. “Maybe my house will
do!” He lived in a very comtfortable house,
and I told him I thought that would suit. 1
had taken the orderly along with me, and [
sent him back to bring General Lee and
[Colonel] Babcock. who were coming on
behind. I went into the house and sat
down, and alter a while General Lee and
Babcock came in. Colonel Babcock told
his orderly that he was to meet General
Grant, who was coming on the road, and
turn him in when he came along. So Gen-
eral Lee, Babcock, and myself sat down in
McLean's parlor and talked in the most
friendly and affable way.

In about halt an hour we heard
horses, and the first thing I knew General
Grant walked into the room. There were
with him General Sheridan, General Ord.

Ordinary Aericans

Colonel adeau, General Porter, Colonel
Parker, and quite a number of other offi-
cers whose names 1 do not recall.

Gereral Lee was standing at the end
of the roum opposite the door when Gener-
al Grant walked in. General Grant had on
a sack cout, a loose fatigue coat, but he
had no «.de arms. He looked as though he
had had « pretty hard time. He had been
riding ar.d his clothes were somewhat
dusty and a little soiled. He walked up to
General Lee, and Lee recognized him at
once. He¢ had known him in the Mexican
War. Geiieral Grant greeted him in the
most cordial manner and talked about
the weaitier and other things in a very
friendly \vay. Then General Grant brought
up his oilicers and introduced them to
General Lee.

I reinember that General Lee asked
for General Lawrence Williams, of the Army
of the Poiomac. That very morning Gener-
al Williamis had sent word by somebody
to Generul Lee that Custis Lee, who had
been captured at Sailor Creek and was
reported killed, was not hurt, and General
Lee askeda General Grant where General
Williams was, and if he could not send tor
him to ccme and see him. General Grant
sent somcbody out for General Williams,
and whei. he came, General Lee thanked
him for huving sent him word about the
safety ol 1iis son.

After a very free talk General Lee
said to Goneral Grant: “General, I have
come to i.cet you in accordance with my
letter 1o you this morning to treat about
the surreader of my army, and I think the



best way would be for you to put your
terms in writing.”

General Grant said: "Yes, | believe it
will.”

So a Colonel Parker, General Grant's
Aide-de-Camp, brought a little table over
from a cormner of the room, and General
Grant wrote the terms and conditions of
surrender on what we call field note
paper—that is, a paper that makes a copy
at the same time as the note is written.
After he had written it, he took it over to
General Lee.

General Lee was sitting at the side of
the roomni; he rose and went to mect Gener-
al Grant w take that paper and read it
over. When he camne to the part in which
only public property was to be surren-
dered, aid the officers were to retain their
side arms and personal baggage, General
Lee said: “That will have a very happy
effect.”

Gerneral Lee then said to General
Grant: "General, our cavalrymen furnish
their own horses; they are not government
horses. Some of them may be, but of
course you will find them out—any proper-
ty that is public property, you will ascer-
tain that. but it is nearly all private
property, and these men will want to
plough ground and plant corn.”

General Grant answered that as the
terms were written, only the officers were
permitted to take their private property,
but almost immediately he added that he
supposed that most of the men in the
ranks were small farmers, and that the
United States did not want their horses.

“The Giant Sufferer’

Keeping Vigil at Liucoln's Deathbed

Gideon Welles

He would give orders 1o ullow every man
who claimed to own a horse or mule to
take the animal home.

General Lee having again said that
this would have an excelient effect, once
more looked over the letier, and being
satisfied with it, told me o write a reply.
General Grant told Coloriel Parker to copy
his letter, which was written in pencil,
and put it in ink. Coloncl Parker took the
table and carried it back to a corner of
the room, leaving General Grant and
General Lee facing each other and talking
together. . . .

After a while Coloncl Parker got
through with his copy of General Grant's
letter, and [ sat down to write a reply. 1
began it in the usual way: “I have the
honor to acknowledge the receipt of your
letter of such a date,” and then went on
to say the terms were sausfactory.

[ took the letter over to General Lee,
and he read it and said: "Don’t say ‘I have
the honor to acknowledgc the receipt of
your letter of such a datc’: he is here.
Just say, 'Taccept these terms.”™ . . .

Then General Grant signed his let-
ter, and I turned over my letter to General
Lee and he signed it. Parker handed me
General Grant's letter, and [ handed him
General Lee’s reply, and the surrender
was accomplished. Therc was no theatri-
cal display about it. It wus in itself per-
haps the greatest tragedy that ever
occurred in the history ol the world, but
it was the simplest, plaincest, and most
thoroughly devoid of any uttempt at eftect
that you can imagine. . . .

Presideru and Mrs. Lincoln celebrated the Union victory by aitending
Ford's Theater on April 14, 1865—Good Friday. John Wilkes Booth, an
alcoholic actor and Southern sympathizer, entered the president’s box and
shot hirrc in the back of the head. Lincoln was taken across the street to a
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boarding house, where he died on April 15— .e first American president to
be assassinatcd. Secretary of the Navy Gide it Welles was present at

Lincoln’s deathbed.

Six weeks earlier on March 4, Lircoln hie .t argued in his Second Inau-
gural Address for a policy to end the war “wiii malice towards none, with
charity for all.” But with Lincoln died the Sow.idi's hopes for a merciful peace.

7~4 he president had been carried
E across the street from the theater to
the house of a Mr. Peterson. We

entered by ascending a flight of steps above
the basement and passing through a long
hall to the rear, where the president lay
extended on a bed. breathing heavily. Sev-
eral surgeons were present—at least six, |
should think more. Among them I was
glad to observe Dr. Hall, who, however,
soon left. | inquired of Dr. H., as I entered,
the true condition of the president. He
replied the president was dead to all
intents, although he might live three hours
or perhaps longer.

The giant sufferer lay extended diago-
nally across the bed, which was not long
enough for him. He had been stripped of
his clothes. His large arms, which were
occasionaily exposed, were of a size which
one would scarce have expected from his
spare appearance. His slow, full respira-
tion lifted the clothes with each breath that
he took. His features were calm and strik-
ing. I had never seen them appear to bet-
ter advantage than for the first hour,
perhaps, that I was there. After that, his
right eye began to swell and that part of his
face became discolored.

... A double guard was stationed at
the door and on the sidewalk to repress the
crowd, which was of course highly excited
and arxdous. The room was small and
overcrowded. The surgeons and members
of the Cabinet were as many as should
have been in the room, but there were
many more, and the hall and other rooms
in the front or main house were full. One
of these rooms was occupied by Mrs. Lin-
coln and her attenidants. . . . About once
an hour Mrs. Lincoln would repair to the
bedside of her dying husband and with
lamentation and tears remain until over-
come by emotion.
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Ap.il 15. A door which opened upon
a porch or gallery, and also the windows,
were kesL open for fresh air. The night was
dark, cloudy, and damp. and about six it
began to rain. I remained in the room until
then without sitting or leaving it, when,
there beng a vacant chair which someone
left at wlie foot of the bed, I occupied it for
nearly two hours, listening to the heavy
groans und witnessing the wasting life of
the good and great man who was expiring
before r..c.

About six a.m. | experienced a feeling
of fainuicess and for the first time after
entering (he room, a little past eleven, I left
it and the house and took a short walk in
the opei: air. It was a dark and gloomy
morning,. and rain set in before I returned
to the liouse, some fifteen minutes [later].
Large groups of people were gathered every
few rods=. all anxious and solicitous. Some
one or n.ore from each group stepped for-
ward as 1 passed to inquire into the condi-
tion of e president and to ask if there was
no hope. Intense grief was on every coun-
tenance when [ replied that the president
could survive but a short time. The colored
people ¢specially—and there were at this
time more of them, perhaps, than of
whites—were overwhelmed with grief. . . .

A iittle betore seven, I went into the
room wliere the dying president was rapid-
ly drawing near the closing moments. His
wife sou. after made her last visit to him.
The dceadi-struggle had begun. Robert, his
son, stoud with several others at the head
of the bed. He bore himself well, but on
two occusions gave way 1o overpowering
grief ana sobbed aloud, turning his head
and leaiung on the shoulder of Senator
Sumner. The respiration of the president
became suspended at intervals, and at last
entirely .cased at twenty-two minutes past
severn. .
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President Lincoln insisted that work on the unfin-
ished dome of the U.S. Capitol not be suspended
during the war. I take it as a sign that the

Union will continue,” he said. The dome was .
compleied in time for Lincoln’s second inaugura- ‘
tion on March 4, 1865. &

[ went alter breakfast to the Executive
Mansion. There was a cheerless cold rain,
and everything seemed gloomy. On the
avenue in front of the White House were
several nundred colored people, mostly
wormen and children, weeping and wailing
their loss. This crowd did not appear to
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diminish through the wiiole of that cold,
wet day. They seemed rot to know what
was to be their fate since their great bene-
factor was dead, and their hopeless grief
affected me more than almost anything
else, though strong and brave men wept
when I met them.
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