Reading for Information

Wife of a former South Carolina senator, James Chesnut, and a member
of the Southern gentility, Mary Chesnut socialized with many prominent
Confederates. In her extensive diaries, she kept notes on the social

and political conditions in the wartime South.
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= tembfr 7i4#— The battle is raging at Adanta, our fate hanging in the balance.

tember Zsea/— Adanta is gone. Well that agony is over. Like David, when the &

‘child was dead, I will get up from my knees, will wash my face and comb my hair. .

There is no hope, but we will try to have no fear. . . . , @ PRIMARY SOURCES
; What does Chesnut feel

tembf?r 274¢ — The President has gone West. He sent for Mr. Chesnut. l after the fall of Atlanta?

I went with Mrs. Rhett to hear Dr. Palmer. I did not know before how utterly

hopeless was our situation. This man is so eloquent; it was hard to listen and not

way. Despair was his word, and martyrdom. He offered us nothing more in

world than the martyr’s crown. He is not for slavery, he says; he is for freedom,

freedom to govern our own country as we see fit. He is against foreign

ference in our state matters. That is what Mr. Palmer went to war for, it

cars. Every day shows that slavery is doomed the world over. For that he

ked God. He spoke of this time of our agony; and then came the cry: “Help

s, Oh God! Vain is the help of man.” So we came away shaken to the depths. . . . I B

" The end has come, no doubt of the fact. Our Army has so moved as to uncover {

con and Augusta. We are going to be wiped off the face of the earth. Now what |l

ere to prevent Sherman taking General Lee in the rear. We have but two

mies, and Sherman is between them now. @

@ PRIMARY SOURCES
According to Chesnut,
why did Dr. Palmer go to
war? What did he not
fight for?

27 teméer 2}7/13/ — These stories of our defeats in the Valley fall like blows upon
ad body. Since Atlanta, I have felt as if all were dead within me, forever. Captain
en of General Chesnut’s staff dined here today. Had ever a Brigadier with lictle or
rigade so magnificent a staff? The reserves, as somebody said, are gathered by
bing the cradle and the grave of men too old and boys too young, . . .

eneral Chesnut was away in Camden, but I could not wait. 1 gave the beautiful

bride, Mrs, Darby, a dinner which was simply perfect. I was satisfied for once in my
with my own table, and I know pleasanter guests were never seated around any
€ whatsoever in the world. My house is always crowded. After all, what a

nber of pleasant people are thrown by war’s catastrophes into Columbia. T

such society glorious. It is the wind-up, the Cassandra in me says; and the
life means o die royally.




