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NINE

M during the summer of 1864 began what is really meant by “war,” for
privations had to be endured which tried body and soul, and which temper

and patience had to meet unflinchingly day and night. A growing want of
confidence was forced upon the mind; and with doubts which though unex-
pressed were felt as to the ultimate success of our cause, there came into
play the antagonistic qualities of human nature.

The money worthless, and a weak Congress and weaker financier failing

to make it much more valuable than the paper it was printed on; the for-
mer refusing to the last to raise the hospital fund to meet the depreciation.
Everything furnished through government contracts of the very poorest
description, perhaps necessarily so from the difficulty of finding any supply.

The railroads were constantly cut so that what had been carefully
collected in the country in the form of poultry and vegetables by hospital
agents would be rendered unfit for use by the time the connection would
be restored. The inducements for theft were great in this season of scarcity
of food and clothing, The pathetic appeals made for the coarsest meal by
starving men, all wore upon the health and strength of those exposed to the
strain, and made life weary and hopeless. The rations became so small about
this time that every ounce of flour was valuable, and there were days when
it was necessary to refuse with aching heart and brimming eyes the request
of decent, manly-looking fellows for a piece of dry corn-bread. If given it
would have robbed the rightful owner of part of his scanty rations. After the
flour or meal had been made into bread, it was almest ludicrous to see with
what painful solicitude Miss G. and myself would count the rolls, or hold a
council over the pans of corn-bread, measuring with a string how large we
could afford to cut the squarcs, to be apportioned to a certain number,
Sometimes when from the causes above stated, the supplies were not issued
as usual, invention had to be taxed to an extreme, and every available arti-

cle in our pantry brought into requisition. We had constantly te fall back
upon dried apples and rice for convalescing appetites, and herb-tea and
arrowroot for the very ill. There was only one way of making the last at all
palatable, and that was by drenching it with whiskey. Long abstinence in the
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field from everything that could be considered, even then, a delicacy, had
exaggerated the fancy of sick men for any particular article of food they
wanted into a passion; and they begged for such peculiar dishes that sur-
geons and nurses might well be puzzled. The greatest difficulty in granting
these desires was that tastes became contagious, and whatever one patient
asked for, his neighbor and the onc next to him, and so on throughout the
wards, craved also, and it was impossible to decide upon whom to draw a
check. No one unacquainted with our domestic relations can appreciate the
difficuldes under which we labored. Stoves in any degree of newness or
usefulness we did not have; they were rare and expensive luxuries, As may
be supposed, they were not the most convenient articles in the world to
pack away in blockade-running vessels; and the trouble and expense of land
transportation also seriously affected the quality of the wood for fuel, fur-
nished us. Timber which had been condemned heretofore as unfit for use,
light, soggy and decayed, became the only quality available. The bacon, too,
cured the first two years of the war, when salt cormmanded an enormous
price, in most cases was spoilt, from the economy used in preparing that
article; and bacon was one of the sinews of war. We kept up brave hearts,
and said we could eat the simplest fare, and wear the coarsest clothing, but
there was absolutely nothing to be bought that did not rank as a luxury. It
was wasting time and brain to atternpt to economize, so we bent to the full
force of that wise precept, “Sufficient for the day is the evil thereof.” There
really was a great deal of heroism displayed when looking back, at the calm
courage with which I learned to count the number of mouths to be fed
daily, and then contemplating the food, calculate not how much but how
little each man could be satistied with. War may be glorious in all its panoply
and pride, when in the field opposing armies mect and strive for victory;
but battles fought by starving the sick and wounded—by crushing in by
main force day by day all the necessities of human nature, make victorics
hardly worth the name.

Another of my local troubles were the rats, who felt the times, and waxed
strong and cunning, defying all attempts to entrap them, and skillfully levy-
ing blackmail upon us day by day, and night after night. Hunger had edu-
cated their minds and sharpened their reasoning faculties. Other vermin,
the change of seasons would rid us of, but the coldest day in winter, and the

hottest in summer, made no apparent difference in their vivacious strategy.
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They examined traps with the air of connoisseurs, sometimes springing
them from a safe position, and kicked over the bread spread with butter and
strychnine to show their contempt for such underhand warfare. The men
related wonderful rat-storics not well enough authenticated to put on record,
but their gourmands ate all the pouitices applied during the night to the
sick, and dragged away the pads stuffed with bran from under the arms and
legs of the wounded.

They even performed a surgical operation which would have entitled
any of them to pass the board, A Virginian had been wounded in the very
center of the instep of his left foot. The hole made was large, and the wound
sloughed fearfully around a great lump of proud flesh which had formed in
the center like an island. The surgeons feared to remove this mass, as it
might be connected with the nerves of the foot, and lock-jaw might ensue.
Poor Patterson would sit on his bed all day gazing at his lame foot and
bathing it with a rueful face, which had brightened amazingly one morning
when I paid him a visit. He exhibited it with great glee, the little island
gone, and a deep hollow left, but the wound washed clean and looking
healthy. Some skiliful rat surgeon had done him this good service while in
the search for luxuries, and he only knew that on awaking in the morning
he had found the operation performed. I never had but one personal inter-
view with any of them, An ancient gray gentleman, who looked a hundred
years old, both in years and depravity, would eat nothing but butter, when
that article was twenty doliars a pound; so finding all means of getting rid
of him fail through his superior intelligence, caught him with a fish-hook,
well baited with a lump of his favorite butter, dropped into his domicile
under the kitchen floor. Epicures sometimes managed to entrap them and
secure a nice broil for supper, declaring that their flesh was superior to
squirrel meat; but never having tasted it, I cannot add my testimony to its
merits. They staid with us to the last, nor did I ever observe any signs of
a desire to change their politics. Perhaps some curious gourmet may wish
a recipe for the best mode of cooking them, The rat must be skinned,
cleaned, his head cut off and his body laid open upon a square board, the
legs stretched to their full extent and secured upon it with small tacks, then
baste with bacon fat and roast before a good fire quickly like canvas-back ducks.

One of the remarkable features of the war was the perfect good nature

with which the rebels discussed their foes. In no instance up to a certain
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period did [ hear of any remark that savored of personal hatred. They fought
for a cause and against a power, and would speak in depreciation of a corps
or brigade; but “they fit us, and we fit them,” was the whole story generally,
and till the blowing up of the mine at Petersburgh there was a gay, insou-
ciant style in their descriptions of the war scenes passing under their obser-
vation. But after that time the sentiment changed from an innate feeling the
Southern soldiers had that mining was “a mean trick,” as they expressed it.
They were not sufficiently versed in military tactics to recognize that strate-
gem is fair in war, and what added to their indignation was the pouring in
of negro soldiers when the breach was effected. Incensed at the surprise,
they craved foes worthier of their steel, not caring to rust it in the black
cloud that issued from the crater. The men had heretofore been calm and
restrained, particularly before a woman, never using oaths or improper lan-
guage, but the wounded that were brought in from that fight emulated the
talents of Uncle Toby’s army in Flanders, and eves gleamed, and tceth
clenched as they showed me the locks of their muskets to which the blood
and hair still clung, when after firing, without waiting to re-load, they had
clenched the barrels and fought hand to hand. If their accounts could be
relied upon, it was a gallant sirifc and a desperate one, and ghastly wounds
bore testimony of the truth of many a tale then told.

Once again the bitter blood showed itself, when, after a skirmish, the foe
cut the rail track, so that the wounded could not be brought to the city. Of
all the monstrous crimes that war sanctions, this is surely the most sinful.
Wounded soldicrs without the shelter of a roof, or the comfort of a bed of
straw, left exposed to sun, dew, and rain, with hardly the prospect of a
warm drink or decent food for days, knowing that comfortable quarters
awaited them, all ready prepared, but rendered useless by what seems an
unnecessarily cruel act. Was it any wonder that their habitual indifference
to suffering gave way, and the soldier cursed loud and deep at a causeless
inhumanity, which, it practiced habitually, is worse than savage? When the
sulforers at last reached the hospital, their wounds had not been attended
to for three days, and the sight of them was shocking.

Busy in my kitchen, seeing that the supply of necessary food was in prepa-
ration, 1 was spared the sight ol much of the suffering, but on passing
among the ambulances going in and out of the wards I descried seated up

in one of them a dilapidated figure, both hands holding his head which was
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tied up with rags of all descriptions, He appeared to be incapable of talk-
ing, but nodded and winked and made motions with head and feet. In the
general confusion he had been forgotten, so I took him under my especial
charge. He was taken into a ward, seated on a bed, while I stood on a bench
to be able to unwind rag after rag from around his head. There was no sen-
sitiveness on his part, for his eye was merry and bright, but when the last
caine off, what a sight!

Two balls had passed through his cheek and jaw within half an inch of
each other, knocking out the teeth on both sides and cutting the tongue in
half. The inflammation caused the swelling to be immense, and the absence
of all previous attendance, in consequence of the detention of the wounded
until the road could be mended, had aggravated the symptoms. There was
nothing fatal to be apprehended, but fatal wounds are not always the most
trying, The sight of this was the most sickening my long experience had ever
seen. The swollen lips turned out, and the mouth filled with blood, matter,
fragments of teeth from amidst all of which the maggots in countless
numbers swarmed and writhed, while the smell generated by this putridity
was unbcarable. Castile soap and soft sponges soon cleansed the offensive
cavity, and he was able in an hour to swallow some nourishment he drew
through & quill. The following morning I found him reading the newspaper,
and entertaining every one about him by his abortive attempts to make
himself understood, and in a week he actually succeeded in doing so. The
first request distinetly enunciated was that he wanted 2 Jooking-glass to see
if his sweetheart would be willing to kiss him when she saw him. We all
assured him that she would niot be worthy of the name if she would not be
delighted to do so.

An order came about this time to clear out the lower wards for the
reception of improperly-vaccinated patients, who soon after arrived jn
great numbers. They were dreadfully afflicted objects, many of them with
sores so deep and thick upon arms and legs that amputation had to be
resorted to, to preserve life. As fast as the eruption would be healed in
one spot, it would break out in another, for the blood seemed entirely
poisoned. The unforiunate victims bore the infliction as they had borne
everything else painful

with calm patience and indifference to suffering.
Sometimes a favorable comparison would be made between this and the

greater loss of limbs. No one who was a daily witness to their agonies from
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this cause, can help feeling indignant at charges made of inhumanity to Fed-
eral prisoners of war, who were vaccinated with the same virus; and while
on this subject, though it may be outside of the recollections of hospital life,
I cannot help stating that on no occasion was the question of rations and
medicines to be issued for Federal prisoners discussed in my presence; and
circumstances placed me where I had the best opportunity of hearing the
truth (living with the wife of a Cabinet officer); that good evidence was not
given, that the Confederate commissary-general, by order of the govern-
ment issued to them the same rations it gave its soldiers in the field, and
only when reductions of food had to be made in our army, were they also
made in the prisons, The question of supplies for them was an open and a
vexed one among the people generally, and angry and cruel things were
said; but every one cognizant of facts in Richmond knews that even when
General Lee’s army lived on corn-meal at times that the prisoners still
received their usual rations. At a cabinet meeting when the Commissary-
General [Northrop] advecated putting the prisoners on the half rations
which our soldiers had been obliged to content themselves with for some
time, Gen. Lee opposed him on the ground that men animated by com-
panionship and active service could he satishied with less than prisoners
with no hope and leading an inactive life. Mr. Davis sided with him, and the
question was scttled that night, although in his anger Mr. Northrop accused
Gen. Lee of showing this consideration because his son was a prisoner in
the cnemy’s lines.




