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ihe house, it struck me that something was wrong. As we
cere going through the garden George Richards came out
und told us a party of Yankees and armed Negroes had just
left, carrying with them every Negro on the place, most of
Mrs. Hardison’s and the children’s clothes, and all the pro-
visons they could manage. They were led by Charles, Mr.
Hardison’s most trusted servant, and they were all vowing
vengeance against Mr. Hardison. They said they would
shoot him on sight for moving two of his Negroes a few days
before. Mr. Hardison had fortunately seen them coming and,
knowing he would be arrested or perhaps killed as a con-
seript officer, had escaped to the woods.

We walked in and found Mrs. Hardison and the children
all much excited and very angry, with flaming cheeks and
flashing eyes. The Negroes had been very impertinent. The
first armed Negroes they had ever seen. Just as we were
seated someone called out the Yankees were coming again.
It was too late to run. All we could do was to shut ourselves
up together in one room, hoping they would not come in.
George Richards was on the gallery. In a minute we heard
the gate open and shut, rough hoarse voices, a volley of
oaths, and then a cry, “ Shoot him, curse him! Shoot him!
Get out of the way so I can get him.” Looking out of the
window, we saw three fiendish-looking, black Negroes stand-
ing around George Richards, two with their guns leveled and
almost touching his breast. He was deathly pale but did
not move. We thought he would be killed instantly, and I
shut my eyes that I might not see it. But after a few words
from George, which we could not hear, and another volley
of curses, they lowered their guns and rushed into the
house “ to look for guns™ they said, but only to rob and
terrorize us. The Negroes were completely armed and there
was no white man with them. We heard them ranging all
through the house, cursing and laughing, and breaking things
open.

Directly one came bursting into our room, a big black
wretch, with the most insolent swagger. talking all the time
in & most insulting manner. He went through all the drawers
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and wardrobe taking anything he fancied, all the time with
a cocked pistol in his hand. Cursing and making the mogt
awful threats against Mr. Hardison if they ever caught him
he lounged up to the bed where the baby was sleeping,
Raising the bar, he started to take the child, saying as he
waved the pistol, “I ought to kill him. He may grow up to
be a jarilla.*® Kill him.” Mrs. Hardison sprang to his side,
snatched the baby up, and shrieked, “ Don’t kill my baby.

Don’t kill him.” The Negro turned away with a laugh and
came over where I was sitting with Little Sister crouched

close to me holding my hand. He came right up to us stand-
ing on the hem of my dress while he looked me slowly over,
gesticulating and snapping his pistol. He stood there about
a minute, I suppose. It seemed to me an age. I felt like I
would die should he touch me. I did not look up or move,
and Little Sister was as still as if petrified. In an instant
more he turned away with a most diabolical laugh, gathered
up his plunder, and went out. I was never so frightened in
my life. Mrs. Hardison said we were both as white as marble,
and she was sure I would faint. What a wave of thankfulness
swept over us when he went out and slammed the door. In
the meanwhile, the other Negroes were rummaging the house,
ransacking it from top to bottom, destroying all the pro-
visions they could not carry away, and sprinkling a white
powder into the cisterns and over everything they left. We
never knew whether it was poison or not.

The Negroes called and stormed and cursed through the
house, calling each other “ Captain” and ‘ Lieutenant”
until it nearly froze the blood in our veins, and every minute
we expected them to break into our room again. I was com-
pletely unnerved. I did not think I could feel so frightened.

Mrs. Alexander went into her room hoping to prevent their
robbing her bed, when one of them pointed his pistol at her
and said, “ I told you once before, old woman, to keep out
of here and stop your jaw.” Mr. McPherson and George
were all the time on the gallery with Negroes guarding them

with leveled guns.

80 GGuerrilla.



