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MEMORIES OF THE CIVIL VAR
By Mrs, Martha fnn Stone

Memory has painted pictures destined never to fade from the minds of the
Southern women who lit;éd in war times. Their colors are still vivid, although
many of their pictures are shrouded in gldm'and surrounded by deepest shadows.
Yet all of them are tinged by the glory and nobility of Southern womanhoods

Yhy could not Millet Reynolds or some of the greatesi landscaege or
chazacter painters who lived in those times, so that posterity might now enjoy
a vision of war times on canvas, and as it wers to catch a vision of glory?

Truly no theme ever offered greater opportunity of sublimity to either
artist or authors

Oén you picture a clearing in a wilderness of large trees and in the midst
of these an humble home made beautiful by background of forest shaded sky? And
at the door shading her eyes, a woman with lines of anxiety in her face, patience
in every line of her fomm, wakening, but not knowing whether to expect friend
or foe.

At home with several small children this woman was not surrounded by friends,
but she was alvme, with the spirit to do and dare, to fight and work bravelye
Such was the condition largelr “acughout the South uhen the war of the Confederacy
was raging through the Southern States. '

The glorious anti-bellum #ays of plenty were changed to the years of famine,
when the most rigid was turned away hungry, He was welcomed and fed.

Very often voices echuing.across the silent hills were a herald of the
approach of "our men®™ or of the Yankees.

Vhen my husbanu, dohn Henry Stone was ealled into the army he was thirty
years ald. Ve had a little girl who was two years old, so I went .~ }ive with
my parentse Out in the country, mot too far from several farm homes was a one

room school house and our county, fyiends begged me to teach their children
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in this place. Ue owned a small houss in the country, noy too far fram ths
school house, so I decided to move our there to live and teach, Hy father gave
me Aunt “hvilis ti take with me to look afterilf’ia‘;?ﬂu Fllen, my little girl,
Aunt Phyllis was & sweet, dependable colored siav’e and T knei vhile I was in
school skw would take good care of my baby. :

(ne day some farmers came by and told me a Unicn detachment had campe:
Jus* aé:fjoss the road from vhere I lived, They tokd me they forged, stole your
horses; food or anything, and to watch oul for theme Or better still, close
the school and move back to my father®s home,

'};?zéﬁ I reached home after schocly I told Aunt Phyllis to keep Illen with
her, and I '.;rent <ot the hifl crossed the roag to the Yankees camp. A soldier
stepped forward and asked what I wanted. I told him I would like to spsak to
the ofﬁcer in charge. He led me to 2 teni, a#lled in, and told the captain
someone wanted to speak to him, and then usherec v+ insides :

"that ear. T do for you Madam?” asked the Captain, "I live on the hill wp
there in the house you can see,” T explained to hime "My husbanc is auay in
the Confederate irmy, and I live wp there all alene with my little girl and
my maide I would like your promise not to allow any of your men on my property,
while you are camped here,®

The Captain ros= *~ lds feet, bowed to nw and said; "Lady, you have gy
ik, mone of my men will be 2 lowsd oG gour place.” Then he stepped to the
door of thé tent, called the Sargeant. and‘ said, "Sarfeant, I want you to %ell
all our men that i am ordering every one of them not to g0 on this lady's property
and if & one of them discbeys that ovder he will b shoti® ‘

The Sargesnt saluted him, and left to give out his orders. ¥ thanked hdmg
and he boved courteously and said seod by,
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And it may be said to the honor of those men, that they never malested
or harmed these lonesome women who were left to waich and prays

For days afterwards no news came to the solitude of the hills until
detailed scouts were sent by General Lee to seek»deserters. The Scout brought
news of the battles of Gettysburg, Guilford Gourthouse and others, They tald
vonderful tales of adventures and of comrades in the workd of action, Among
them were Captains Grimes and Todd.

One morning a detachment led by Ceneral Joseph Wheeler passe' alemg the
mountain aide headed for Martinsville, A light skimmish occurred there, but
en the route no harm was forthcoming faum the dread Sherman®s army. One ineidest
typical of waptime mothods, remains especially vivid in my mind, The father
of our Gomfedérate itates sought tc protect the States in every way possible,
&nd in caring for Confederate money it wes necessary for it to be concealed in
some safe place, lear my home was an old flour mill and just below the dam,
Fisher®s Creek mad: a careful twn, There a large tree had =ent ot gnarled
limbs in protecticn ower the surfaye of the water. Here the Ambassador from
Jefferson Davis brought bags of gold and silver, and placed them in the ank
beneath the care of the firee, These bags were left here all during the war,
aod when peace cane, these men returned and secured the money. It was found
untouched and many persons later visited the spot to see the hole which concealed
an amount so valusble Lo cur govermment.,

By far; the most sorrowful featurs of the war was the death list in almoht
every home. My owm list consiste of two brothers and my husband,

One morning I heard someane drive wp in the yard. 7 opened the front door
and upon seeing me the driver of the vehicie called outs '

"there do you vt the body?"









