
UNION LOOTERS
Mary S. Mallard:  

Journal, December 15–21, 1864

A week before his army left Atlanta, Sherman issued orders directing 
his troops to “forage liberally on the country” during their march 
through Georgia. His orders prohibited foraging parties from enter-
ing dwellings and placed restrictions on the destruction of property. 
During the march Sherman’s infantry moved in four large columns 
roughly twenty miles apart, while his cavalry maneuvered along the 
front and flanks of the advance. As a result, Georgia residents were 
sometimes visited by different parties of Union “bummers” (forag-
ers), as well as by groups of stragglers and Confederate deserters. At 
the end of the march Sherman estimated that his troops had con-
sumed or destroyed resources worth $100 million, of which $20 
million was used by the army, while the rest was “simple waste and 
destruction.” Union troops engaged in very few acts of physical vio-
lence against white civilians, while violence against African Americans 
was more common. In December 1864 Mary S. Mallard was staying 
with her widowed mother Mary Jones at Montevideo, a rice and 
cotton plantation on the North Newport River in Liberty County 
south of Savannah. She wrote about her encounters with Union 
soldiers.

Thursday, December 15th. About ten o’clock Mother walked 
out upon the lawn, leaving me in the dining room. In a few 
moments Elsie came running in to say the Yankees were com-
ing. I went to the front door and saw three dismounting at the 
stable, where they found Mother and rudely demanded of her: 
“Where are your horses and mules? Bring them out!”—at the 
same instant rushing by her as she stood in the door. I debated 
whether to go to her or remain in the house. The question was 
soon settled, for in a moment a stalwart Kentucky Irishman 
stood before me, having come through the pantry door. I 
scarcely knew what to do. His salutation was: “Have you any 
whiskey in the house?”

I replied: “None that I know of.”
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“You ought to know,” he said in a very rough voice.
I replied: “This is not my house, so I do not know what is in 

it.”
Said he: “I mean to search this house for arms, but I’ll not 

hurt you.” He then commenced shaking and pushing the fold-
ing door and calling for the key.

Said I: “If you will turn the handle and slide the door you 
will find it open.”

The following interrogatories took place:
“What’s in that box?”
“Books.”
“What’s in that room beyond?”
“Search for yourself.”
“What’s in that press?”
“I do not know.”
“Why don’t you know?”
“Because this is my mother’s house, and I have recently 

come here.”
“What’s in that box?”
“Books and pictures.”
“What’s that, and where’s the key?”
“My sewing machine. I’ll get the key.”
He then opened the side door and discovered the door lead-

ing into the old parlor. “I want to get into that room.”
“If you will come around, I will get the key for you.”
As we passed through the parlor into the entry he ran up-

stairs and commenced searching my bedroom. “Where have 
you hid your arms?”

“There are none in the house. You can search for yourself.”
He ordered me to get the keys immediately to all my trunks 

and bureaus. I did so, and he put his hands into everything, 
even a little trunk containing needle books, boxes of hair, and 
other small things. All this was under cover of searching for 
arms and ammunition. He called loudly for all the keys; I told 
him my mother would soon be in the house and she would get 
her keys for him.

While he was searching my bureau he turned to me and 
asked: “Where is your watch?”

I told him my husband had worn my watch, and he had 
been captured the day before at Walthourville.
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Shaking his fist at me, he said: “Don’t you lie to me! You 
have got a watch!”

I felt he could have struck me to the floor; but looking 
steadily at him, I replied: “I have a watch and chain, and my 
husband has them with him.”

“Well, were they taken from him when he was captured?”
“That I do not know, for I was not present.”
Just at this moment I heard another Yankee coming up the 

stair steps and saw a young Tennessean going into Mother’s 
room, where he commenced his search. Mother came in soon 
after and got her keys; and there we were, following these two 
men around the house, handing them keys (as they would 
order us to do in the most insolent manner), and seeing almost 
everything opened and searched and tumbled about.

The Tennessean found an old workbox, and hearing some-
thing rattling in it, he thought it was coin and would have 
broken it open. But Dick, the Kentuckian, prevented him until 
Mother got the key, and his longing eyes beheld a bunch of 
keys.

In looking through the bureaus, to Mother’s surprise, Dick 
pulled out a sword that had belonged to her deceased brother 
and had been in her possession for thirty-one years. Finding it 
so rusty, they could scarcely draw it from the scabbard, and 
concluded it would not kill many men in this war and did not 
take it away.

The Tennessean found a large spyglass which had belonged 
to Mr. Mallard’s father, and brought it out as quite a prize.

I said to him: “You won’t take that!”
“No,” said he, “I only want to look through it. It’s of no use 

to me.”
Dick went into the attic, but did not call for the keys to the 

two locked rooms. He took up the spyglass, and winking at me 
said: “I mean to take this to Colonel Jones.” (Susan had told 
him Mary Ruth was Colonel Jones’s child.)

Mother said to him: “Is your commanding officer named 
Jones?”

He laughed and said he meant to take the glass to Colonel 
Jones.

I said: “You won’t take that, for I value it very much, as it 
belonged to my father.”
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Said he: “It’s of no use to you.”
“No, none whatever beyond the association, and you have 

much finer in your army.”
He did not take it, though we thought he would have done 

so if we had not been present. He turned to Mother and said: 
“Old lady, haven’t you got some whiskey?”

She replied: “I don’t know that I have.”
“Well,” said he, “I don’t know who ought to know if you 

don’t!”
Mother asked him if he would like to see his mother and 

wife treated in this way—their house invaded and searched.
“Oh,” said he, “none of us have wives!”
Whilst Mother walked from the stable with one of the Yan-

kees from Kentucky he had a great deal to say about the South 
bringing on the war. On more than one occasion they were 
anxious to argue political questions with her. Knowing it was 
perfectly useless, she would reply: “This is neither the time nor 
place for these subjects. My countrymen have decided that it 
was just and right to withdraw from the Union. We wished to 
do it peaceably; you would not allow it. We have now appealed 
to arms; and I have nothing more to say with you upon the 
subject.”

Mother asked him if he would like to see his mother and 
sisters treated as they were doing us.

“No,” said he, “I would not. And I never do enter houses, 
and shall not enter yours.”

And he remained without while the other two men searched. 
They took none of the horses or mules, as they were too old.

A little before dinner we were again alarmed by the presence 
of five Yankees dressed as marines. One came into the house—
a very mild sort of a man. We told him the house had already 
been searched. He asked if the soldiers had torn up anything. 
One of the marines (as they called themselves) came into the 
pantry and asked if they could get anything to eat. Mother 
told them she had only what was prepared for our own dinner, 
and if they chose they could take it where it was—in the 
kitchen. They said they preferred to take it there, and going to 
the kitchen, they cursed the servants awfully, ordered milk, 
potatoes, and other things. They called for knives and forks, 
and having no others Mother sent out those we used; but they 
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ordered Milton to take them immediately back and to tell his 
mistress to put them away in a safe place, as “a parcel of 
damned Yankees” would soon be along, and they would take 
every one from her.

We hoped they would not intrude upon the dwelling; but as 
soon as they finished eating, the four came in, and one com-
menced a thorough search, ordering us to get him all the keys. 
He found some difficulty in fitting the keys, and I told him I 
would show them to him if he would hand me the bunch.

He replied: “I will give them to you when I am ready to 
leave the house.”

He went into the attic and instituted a thorough search into 
every hole and corner. He opened a large trunk containing the 
private papers of my dear father, and finding a tin canister, he 
tried to open it. Mother could not immediately find the key, 
and as he spoke insolently to her about getting the key, she 
told him he had better break it, but she could assure him it 
contained only the private papers of her husband, who was a 
minister of the gospel.

“Damn it,” he said, “if you don’t get the key I will break it. 
I don’t care!”

In looking through the trunk he found a beautiful silver 
goblet which had been given to Mother by her dear little 
granddaughter Julia, and which she had valued as a keepsake. 
His eyes sparkled as he held it up and called out: “Here’s 
something pretty, boys!”

Mother looked at him scornfully and said: “And would you 
take it?”

He said no, and put it quickly down, although we believe 
only our presence kept him from pocketing it.

One of the party came in with a secession rosette which 
Brother Charlie had worn at the great meeting in Savannah 
when he was mayor of the city. Mother had given it to Jack 
with a few letters to put away. As they were riding up he took 
it from Jack, and we were quite amused to see him come in 
with it pinned on the lapel of his jacket. This one was quite 
inclined to argue about the origin of the struggle.

One of them had an old cap—the helmet-shaped cap with 
horsehair plume belonging to the Liberty Independent Troop, 
and the jacket also, as we afterwards understood were those 



 December 1864 527

formerly used by the troop. Being blue with bell buttons, they 
could very well pass for sailors’ jackets. They had rigged them-
selves from some house they had searched before coming here.

After spending a long time in the search, they prepared to 
leave with all the horses. Mother told them they were over 
seventeen years old and would do them no service. They took 
away one mule, but in a short time we saw it at the gate: they 
had turned it back.

After they left I found that my writing desk had been most 
thoroughly searched and everything scattered, and all my little 
articles of jewelry, pencils, etc., scattered. A gold pen was taken 
from my workbox.

Mother felt so anxious about Kate King that she sent Charles 
and Niger in the afternoon to urge her coming over to us, and 
told them if she was too unwell to walk or ride, they must take 
her up in their arms and let someone help to bring the little 
children. But they did not reach South Hampton, as they met 
a Yankee picket which turned Niger back and took Charles 
with them to assist in carrying horses to Midway, promising to 
let him return.

Friday, December 16th. Much to our relief, Prophet came 
over this morning with a note from Kate to know if we thought 
she could come to us. Mother wrote her to come immediately, 
which she did in great fear and trembling, not knowing but 
that she would meet the enemy on the road. We all felt truly 
grateful she had been preserved by the way.

About four in the afternoon we heard the clash of arms and 
noise of horsemen, and by the time Mother and I could get 
downstairs we saw forty or fifty men in the pantry, flying hither 
and thither, ripping open the safe with their swords and break-
ing open the crockery cupboards. Fearing we might not have a 
chance to cook, Mother had some chickens and ducks roasted 
and put in the safe for our family. These the men seized whole, 
tearing them to pieces with their teeth like ravenous beasts. 
They were clamorous for whiskey, and ordered us to get our 
keys. One came to Mother to know where her meal and flour 
were, insisted upon opening her locked pantry, and took every 
particle. They threw the sacks across their horses. Mother re-
monstrated and pointed to her helpless family; their only reply 
was: “We’ll take it!”
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They flew around the house, tearing open boxes and every-
thing that was closed. They broke open Mother’s little work-
table with an andiron, hoping to find money or jewelry; it 
contained principally little mementos that were valuable only 
to herself. Failing to find treasure, they took the sweet little 
locks of golden hair that her mother had cut from the heads of 
her angel children near a half century ago, and scattering them 
upon the floor trampled them under their feet. A number of 
them rifled the sideboard, taking away knives, spoons, forks, 
tin cups, coffeepots, and everything they wished. They broke 
open Grandfather’s old liquor case and carried off two of the 
large square gallon bottles, and drank up all the blackberry 
wine and vinegar which was in the case. It was vain to utter a 
word, for we were completely paralyzed by the fury of these 
ruffians.

A number of them went into the attic into a little storeroom 
and carried off twelve bushels of meal Mother had stored there 
for our necessities. She told them they were taking all she had 
to support herself and daughter, a friend, and five little chil-
dren. Scarcely one regarded even the sound of her voice; those 
who did laughed and said they would leave one sack to keep us 
from starving. But they only left some rice which they did not 
want, and poured out a quart or so of meal upon the floor. At 
other times they said they meant to starve us to death. They 
searched trunks and bureaus and wardrobes, calling for shirts 
and men’s clothes.

We asked for their officer, hoping to make some appeal to 
him; they said they were all officers and would do as they 
pleased. We finally found one man who seemed to make a little 
show of authority, which was indicated by a whip which he 
carried. Mother appealed to him, and he came up and ordered 
the men out. They instantly commenced cursing him, and we 
thought they would fight one another. They brought a wagon 
and took another from the place to carry off their plunder.

It is impossible to imagine the horrible uproar and stampede 
through the house, every room of which was occupied by 
them, all yelling, cursing, quarreling, and running from one 
room to another in wild confusion. Such was their blasphe-
mous language, their horrible countenances and appearance, 
that we realized what must be the association of the lost in the 
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world of eternal woe. Their throats were open sepulchres, their 
mouths filled with cursing and bitterness and lies. These men 
belonged to Kilpatrick’s cavalry. We look back upon their 
conduct in the house as a horrible nightmare, too terrible to 
be true.

When leaving they ordered all the oxen to be gotten up 
early next morning.

Montevideo, Saturday, December 17th, 1864
As soon as it was light Kate discovered an officer near the 

house, which was a great relief to our feelings. Mother and I 
went down immediately, when she said to him: “Sir, I see that 
you are an officer; and I come to entreat your protection for 
my family, and that you will not allow your soldiers to enter 
my dwelling, as it has been already three times searched and 
every particle of food and whatever they wanted taken.” He 
replied it was contrary to orders for the men to be found in 
houses, and the penalty was death; and so far as his authority 
extended with his own men, none of them should enter the 
house. He said he and his squad (there were many others pres-
ent) had come on a foraging expedition, and intended to take 
only provisions.

Upon Mother’s inviting him to see some of the work of the 
previous evening he came in and sat awhile in the parlor. Be-
fore leaving he discovered a portable desk on a table and 
walked up and opened it. She said: “That is my private prop-
erty; it is here for my own use, and has only a little paper in it.” 
He closed it immediately. (It had previously escaped observa-
tion and removal.)

The Yankees made the Negroes bring up the oxen and carts, 
and took off all the chickens and turkeys they could find. They 
carried off all the syrup from the smokehouse. We had one 
small pig, which was all the meat we had left; they took the 
whole of it. Mother saw everything like food stripped from her 
premises, without the power of uttering one word. Finally they 
rolled out the carriage and took that to carry off a load of 
chickens. They took everything they possibly could.

The soldier who acted as our volunteer guard was from 
Ohio, and older than anyone we had seen; for generally they 
were young men and so active that Mother called them “fiery 
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flying serpents.” As he was going Mother went out of the 
house and said to him: “I cannot allow you to leave without 
thanking you for your kindness to myself and family; and if I 
had anything to offer I would gladly make you some return.”

He replied: “I could not receive anything, and only wish I 
was here to guard you always.”

It was not enough that they should insult us by converting 
our carriage into a chicken-cart and take it away drawn by our 
own carriage horses; but they sent in to tell Mother if she 
wanted her carriage to send for it, and when they were done 
with it she might have it. We afterwards learned it was broken 
to pieces and left beyond Midway Church.

They took off today June, Martin, George, Ebenezer, Little 
Pulaski, our house servant Jack, and Carpenter Pulaski. Seeing 
the two last-named going away, Mother called to the soldier 
who had them in charge: “Why are you taking my young men 
away?”

He said: “They need not go if they do not want to.”
She then asked: “Boys, do you wish to go or stay?”
They immediately replied: “We wish to stay.”
She then said: “Do you hear that? Now, by what right do 

you force them away?”
They had Pulaski laden down with our turkeys, and wanted 

Jack to drive one of the carts. So they were all carried off—
carriages, wagons, carts, horses and mules and servants, with 
food and provisions of every kind—and, so far as they were 
concerned, leaving us to starvation.

A little while after this party started, Mother walked to the 
smokehouse and found an officer taking sugar that had been 
put to drip. He was filling a bag with all that was dry. He 
seemed a little ashamed of being caught in the act, but did not 
return the sugar, but carried it off on his horse. He was 
mounted on Mr. Audley King’s pet horse, a splendid animal 
which he had just stolen, and as he rode off said: “How the 
man who owns this horse will curse the Yankee who took him 
when he goes home and finds him gone!” He had Mr. King’s 
servant mounted on another of his horses, and no doubt knew 
Mrs. King was with us and would hear the remark.

Immediately we went to work moving some salt and the 
little remaining sugar into the house; and while we were doing 
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it a Missourian came up and advised us to get everything into 
the house as quickly as possible, and he would protect us while 
doing so. He offered to show Mother how to hide her things. 
She said: “We need instruction from Yankees, for we have 
never been accustomed to any such mean business.” He said 
he had enlisted to fight for the Constitution; but since then the 
war had been turned into another thing, and he did not ap-
prove this abolitionism, for his wife’s people all owned slaves. 
He told us what afterwards proved false—that ten thousand 
infantry would soon pass through Riceboro on their way to 
Thomasville.

Soon after this some twenty rode up and caught me having 
a barrel rolled toward the house. They were gentlemanly. A 
few only dismounted; said they were from various of our Con-
federate States. They said the war would soon be over, for they 
would have Savannah in a few days.

I replied: “Savannah is not the Confederacy.”
They spoke of the number of places they had taken.
I said: “Yes, and do you hold them?”
One of them replied: “Well, I do admire your spunk.”
They inquired for all the large plantations.
Squads came all day until near dark. We had no time to eat a 

mouthful. The remaining ox-wagons were taken to the corn-
house and filled with corn.

Sabbath, December 18th. We passed this day with many fears, 
but no Yankees came to the lot; though many went to Carlaw-
ter and were engaged carrying off corn, the key of the corn-
house having been taken from Cato the day before and the 
door ordered to be left open. A day comparatively free from 
interruptions was very grateful to us, though the constant state 
of apprehension in which we were was distressing.

In the afternoon, while we were engaged in religious ser-
vices, reading and seeking protection of our Heavenly Father, 
Captain Winn’s Isaiah came bringing a note from Mr. Mallard 
to me and one from Mr. John Stevens to Mother, sending my 
watch. This was our first intelligence from Mr. Mallard, and 
oh, how welcome to us all; though the note brought no hope 
of his release, as the charge against him was taking up arms 
against the U.S. Captain Winn had been captured but released. 
We were all in such distress that Mother wrote begging Mr. 
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Stevens to come to us. We felt so utterly alone that it would be 
a comfort to have him with us.

Monday, December 19th. Squads of Yankees came all day, so 
that the servants scarcely had a moment to do anything for us 
out of the house. The women, finding it entirely unsafe for 
them to be out of the house at all, would run in and conceal 
themselves in our dwelling. The few remaining chickens and 
some sheep were killed. These men were so outrageous at the 
Negro houses that the Negro men were obliged to stay at 
their houses for the protection of their wives; and in some 
instances they rescued them from the hands of these infa-
mous creatures.

Tuesday, December 20th. A squad of Yankees came soon after 
breakfast. Hearing there was one yoke of oxen left, they rode 
into the pasture and drove them up, and went into the woods 
and brought out the horse-wagon, to which they attached the 
oxen. Needing a chain for the purpose, they went to the well 
and took it from the well bucket. Mother went out and en-
treated them not to take it from the well, as it was our means 
of getting water. They replied: “You have no right to have 
even wood or water,” and immediately took it away.

Wednesday, December 21st. 10 a.m. Six of Kilpatrick’s cavalry 
rode up, one of them mounted on Mr. Mallard’s valuable gray 
named Jim. They looked into the dairy and empty smoke-
house, every lock having been broken and doors wide open 
day and night. They searched the servants’ houses; then they 
thundered at the door of the dwelling. Mother opened it, 
when one of them presented a pistol to her breast and de-
manded why she dared to keep her house closed, and that “he 
be damned if he would not come into it.”

She replied: “I prefer to keep my house closed because we 
are a helpless and defenseless family of women and little chil-
dren. And one of your officers informed me that the men were 
not to enter private dwellings. And it is also contrary to the 
published orders of your general.”

He replied: “I’ll be damned if I don’t come in and take just 
what I want. Some of the men got wine here, and we must 
have some.”

She told them her house had been four times searched in 
every part, and everything taken from it. And recognizing one 
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who had been of the party that had robbed us, she said: “You 
know my meal and everything has been taken.”

He said: “We left you a sack of meal and that rice.”
Mother said: “You left us some rice; but out of twelve bush-

els of meal you poured out a quart or so upon the floor—as 
you said, to keep us from starving.”

She then entreated them, on account of the health of her 
daughter, not to enter the house. With horrible oaths they 
rode off, shooting two ducks in the yard.

About half an hour after, three came. One knocked in the pi-
azza and asked if Mother always kept her doors locked. She said 
she had recently done so by the advice of an officer; and Kate 
King said: “We have been compelled to do so since the house 
has been so repeatedly ransacked.”

He said: “Well, I never do that and did not come for that.” 
Asked if we knew Mrs. S—— of Dorchester, for he had turned 
some men out of her house who were ransacking it. He de-
meaned himself with respect, and did not insist upon com-
ing in.

Upon one occasion one of the men as he sat on the bench 
in the piazza had his coat buttoned top and bottom, and in-
side we could plainly see a long row of stolen breast pins and 
jewelry—gallant trophies, won from defenseless women and 
children at the South to adorn the persons of their mothers, 
wives, sisters, and friends in Yankeeland!

One hour after, five came. Mother and Kate trembled from 
head to feet. It appeared as if this day’s trials were more than 
they could bear. They knelt and asked strength from God; 
went down and found that three had already entered the pan-
try with false keys brought for the purpose. They immediately 
proceeded to cut open the wires of the safe and took all they 
wanted, amongst other things a tin kettle of eggs we had man-
aged to get.

Mother said to them: “Why, you have entered my house 
with false keys!”

With demoniacal leer they said: “We want none of your 
keys,” and tried to put in one of those they brought into the 
pantry door.

She told them: “Your soldiers have already broken the key in 
that lock, and it cannot be opened; but everything has already 
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been taken.” When they insultingly insisted the door should be 
opened, Mother told them: “Very well, break it open just as 
soon as you please.”

She remonstrated against their coming over the house, and 
told them of the order of the officers. They replied none of 
their officers prohibited them from coming in, and they would 
be damned if they would mind any such orders, would be damned 
if they did not go where they pleased, and would be damned if 
they did not take what they pleased. Mother remonstrated, 
and in her earnest entreaty placed her hand upon the shoulder 
of one of them, saying: “You must not go over my house.” 
Strange to say, they did not go beyond the pantry, and ap-
peared restrained, as we afterwards believed, by the hand of 
God. They said they wanted pots and buckets, for they were in 
camp and had nothing to cook in. One asked for whiskey. To 
our amusement the man who stole the eggs stumbled and fell 
as he went down the steps and broke them all—but carried off 
the bucket. (Psalm 27:2—“When the wicked, even mine enemies 
and my foes, came upon me to eat up my flesh, they stumbled 
and fell.”)

At dinner time twelve more came—six or seven to the door 
asking for flour and meal. Mother told them she was a defense-
less widow with an only daughter on the eve of again becom-
ing a mother, a young friend, and five little children dependent 
on her for food and protection. They laughed and said: “Oh, 
we have heard just such tales before!” They wanted to know 
why the house was kept locked; said it would only make it 
worse for us. (This had proven false, for when the doors were 
open it was impossible to keep them out.) Kate observed a 
large cravat upon the neck of one made of a black silk dress of 
hers which had been taken by one of them a few days before. 
Every species of men’s clothing in our trunks and bureaus and 
portmanteaus was taken, but none of our personal apparel, for 
we generally stood by when they were searching our ward-
robes. They took every piece of jewelry they could find. Twelve 
sheep were found shot and left in the pasture—an act of wan-
ton wickedness.

Late in the afternoon more came and carried off the few re-
maining ducks. Going to the Negro houses, they called Cato, 
the driver, and told him they knew he was feeding “that 
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damned old heifer in the house,” and they would “blow out 
his damned brains” if he gave her another morsel to eat, for 
they meant to starve her to death. Pointing to the chapel, they 
asked what house that was. Cato answered: “A church which 
my master had built for the colored people on the place to 
hold prayers in the week and preach in on Sunday.” They said: 
“Yes, there he told all his damned lies and called it preaching.” 
And with dreadful oaths they cursed him. To Patience, when 
they were taking good and valuable books from his library (as 
they said, to send their old fathers at home), they said, when 
she spoke with honor of her master and his labors for the good 
of the colored people: “He was a damned infernal villain, and 
we only wish he was now alive; we would blow his brains out.” 
To Sue they said, when she spoke of his goodness to the people: 
“We wish he was now here; we would cut his throat.” They 
stole two blankets from July, and attempted to steal his hat. 
They took a piggin of boiled potatoes from Sue, and threw the 
piggin in the marsh when they had eaten them.

After all the day’s trials, late at night came Kate’s servant 
Prophet bringing her some clothing and chickens. We were 
rejoiced to see anyone. He reported South Hampton had been 
visited by a hundred and fifty men, who had taken all the corn 
given to the Negroes (three months’ allowance), killed forty or 
fifty hogs and taken seven beef cattle, stolen all the syrup and 
sugar from the Negroes, and taken their clothing, crawling 
under their houses and beds searching for buried articles.


