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Extracts from the Diary of Dolly Sumner Lunt  
 November 19 1864 - Covington, Georgia 
 

        My Heavenly Father alone saved me from the destructive fire. My carriage-
house had in it eight bales of cotton, with my carriage, buggy, and harness. On top 
of the cotton were some carded cotton rolls, a hundred pounds or more. These were 
thrown out of the blanket in which they were, and a large twist of the rolls taken and 
set on fire, and thrown into the boat of my carriage, which was close up to the cotton 
bales. Thanks to my God, the cotton only burned over, and then went out. Shall I 
ever forget the deliverance? 
         
To-night, when the greater part of the army had passed, it came up very windy and 
cold. My room was full, nearly, with the negroes and their bedding. 
 
They were afraid to go out, for my women could not step out of the door without an 
insult from the Yankee soldiers. They lay down on the floor; Sadai got down and 
under the same cover with Sally, while I sat up all night, watching every moment for 
the flames to burst out from some of my buildings. The two guards came into my 
room and laid themselves by my fire for the night. I could not close my eyes, but 
kept walking to and fro, watching the fires in the distance and dreading the 
approaching day, which, I feared, as they had not all passed, would be but a 
continuation of horrors.  

November 20, 1864. 

This is the blessed Sabbath, the day upon which He who came to bring peace and 
good will upon earth rose from His tomb and ascended to intercede for us poor 
fallen creatures. But how unlike this day to any that have preceded it in my once 
quiet home. I had watched all night, and the dawn found me watching for the 
moving of the soldiery that was encamped about us. Oh, how I dreaded those that 
were to pass, as I supposed they would straggle and complete the ruin that the 
others had commenced, for I had been repeatedly told that they would burn 
everything as they passed.   … 

About ten o'clock they had all passed save one, who came in and wanted coffee 
made, which was done, and he, too, went on. A few minutes elapsed, and two 
couriers riding rapidly passed back. Then, presently, more soldiers came by, and 
this ended the passing of Sherman's army by my place, leaving me poorer by thirty 
thousand dollars than I was yesterday morning. And a much stronger Rebel! 

         
After the excitement was a little over, I went up to Mrs. Laura's to sympathize with 
her, for I had no doubt but that her husband was hanged. She thought so, and we 
could see no way for his escape. We all took a good cry together. While there, I saw 
smoke looming up in the direction of my home, and thought surely the fiends had 
done their work ere they left. I ran as fast as I could, but soon saw that the fire was 
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below my home. It proved to be the gin house [cotton gin] belonging to Colonel 
Pitts. 
        My boys have not come home. I fear they cannot get away from the soldiers. 
Two of my cows came up this morning, but were driven off again by the Yankees 
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1. What do you learn about Dolly’s religious beliefs from her diary? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

2. What do you learn about her relationship with her slaves? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

3. What else do we learn about Sherman’s march to the sea  from this diary 

extract? 

 

 

 

 

 

4.  How do you think she feels about this ordeal? How would you feel about it if 

it happened to you? 


