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MATCHLESS 

By Kenneth Robbins 

 
Cast of Characters: (15 men with doubling, 12 women) 

 

The Dreaded Yankees-- 

 Major General William T. Sherman 

 General Oliver Otis Howard 

 General Henry Slocum 

 General Judson Kilpatrick 

 Major Lawrence Dayton 

 Major Nichols 

 Various Officers and Soldiers in the Army of the West 

 A Reporter 

 

The Beloved Southerners-- 

 Gerald Bell, father of Celestine 

 James Clark, father of Martha 

 Hubert Sommers, father of Isabelle 

 Mrs. Vaughn Brodie Montgomery 

 Samuel Modley 

 

The Dorcas Club-- 

 Celestine Bell 

 Martha Clark 

 Isabelle Sommers 

 Viola Morrison 

 Charlotte Duray 

 Beatrice Adams 

 Sandra McLauren 

 Sharma McLauren 

 

The Slaves-- 

 Larmie T. Sherman Freeman 

 Flora 

 Velva 

 Maji 

 

Date: November 15, 1864 through January 13, 1865 

 

Note: On November 15, 1864, Major General William T. Sherman 

and his army left Atlanta, Georgia, in a smoldering ruin and 

began the historic march through Georgia to the sea.  For a 

more accurate account of the famed march, consult General 

Sherman’s Memoirs. 
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Act I  
 

AT RISE:     In darkness we hear the sounds of  

     havoc as the city of Atlanta is  

     burned.  We see the glow of fire  

     washing the stage.  Shadows of  

     soldiers are seen hurrying across  

     the stage.  Lights continue to rise 

     as we see officers scurrying about, 

     giving orders.  NICHOLS, aide-de- 

     camp to General Howard  enters the 

     scene, yelling orders as soldiers  

     and civilians hurry about in all  

     directions.  SHERMAN enters on the 

     balcony.  He is dressed only in  

     pants.  He carries his boots,  

     shirt, and blue jacket. 

 

SHERMAN 

Major Nichols!  What in hell’s blazes is going on here! 

 

NICHOLS 

We have everything under control, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

So I see.  Do I smell something burning? 

 

NICHOLS 

Well, sir-- 

 

SHERMAN 

Weren’t my orders clear?  Did I or did I not decree that no 

fire was to be set without my personal consent? 

 

NICHOLS 

Yes, sir, I know, sir, but. . . 

 

SHERMAN 

When have you started “butting” me, sir?  Have those flames 

put out immediately. 

 

NICHOLS 

Believe me, General, we’re trying.  But over a third of the 

city is already afire.  The wind, you see, and all those 

damn bales of cotton-- 
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SHERMAN 

Yes, yes, I can see.  Well. . . let it burn.   

 (A WOMAN enters behind SHERMAN.  She is dressed in a 

 sheer night gown.) 

 

WOMAN 

Billy, honey, what’s keeping you? 

 

SHERMAN 

You’re not to come out here, honey bee. 

 

NICHOLS 

Will that be all, sir? 

 

SHERMAN 

 (Trying to hide THE WOMAN.) 

Of course, carry on.  Do something! 

 

WOMAN 

I wanna see. 

 

SHERMAN 

There’s nothing to see.  Get back inside, okay, honey bunch?  

I’ll be with you in just a minute, okay? 

 

WOMAN 

Promise? 

 (She exits as SHERMAN struggles with his shirt and 

 boots.  He moves along the balcony.  A SOLDIER crosses 

 the area with a NEGRO WOMAN over his shoulders.) 

 

SHERMAN 

Hey, you, soldier! 

 

SOLDIER 

What!  Can’t you see I’m busy? 

 

SHERMAN 

I can see that.  Listen, I have a twenty dollar gold piece 

here for you if you’ll run across the street and set fire to 

that fancy house with the white columns. 

 

SOLDIER 

Can’t do that.  Old Billy hisself tole us to save our 

matches for the public -- 

 

SHERMAN 

Private.  I am “Old Billy.”  Now hustle yourself over there 

and burn that damn building.  Here’s a box of matches.  Use  
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SHERMAN (Continued) 

‘em all.  I better not find any unstruck sticks on you when 

you return. 

 

SOLDIER 

Yes, sir.  Sorry sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

Git! 

 (Other SOLDIERS rush past, each carrying some form of 

 loot.) 

Nichols!! 

 

NICHOLS 

 (Rushing in.) 

Sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

Where’s my hat? 

 

NICHOLS 

I’ll find it, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

And find Captain Poe.  Tell him to set the torch to the 

railroad yard.  That should make quite a blaze. 

 

NICHOLS 

Yes, sir. 

 (NICHOLS exits.  The sounds of havoc are slowly being 

 replaced by the voices of soldiers singing “John 

 Brown’s Body.”  SLOCUM enters below, looking for 

 SHERMAN but finding HOWARD.) 

 

SLOCUM 

Ollie,  have you seen the old man? 

 

HOWARD 

He’s somewhere about, looking on all this and not saying one 

word to prevent it. 

 

SHERMAN 

 (As the two exit.) 

Amen, brothers.  Amen. 

 (He is now fully dressed.  NICHOLS rushes in with his 

 hat.) 

Let’s mount up, Nichols my man.  There’s adventure awaiting. 

 (A cheer comes from the soldiers as SHERMAN exits.  The 

 WOMAN returns as the lights slowly fade on the scene.) 
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WOMAN 

Billy?  What about me, Billy? 

 (Song swells into a blackout.  When the lights return, 

 we see the placid scene of Savannah.  On a verandah are 

 BELL, SOMMERS, and  CLARK, three older gentlemen who 

 pass their days reading  newspapers, smoking cigars, 

 and spreading gossip.  At the moment, they are 

 reading newspapers and sipping wine.) 

 

SOMMERS 

Listen to this. 

 (He reads from his LONDON TIMES.) 

“The movement seems as far as we can judge to resemble the 

celebrated march of Napoleon in 1814 to St. Dizer.”  

Imagine, comparing that--that--that scoundrel and hooligan 

to a genius like Napoleon. 

 

BELL 

He’ll not make it past Jonesboro. 

 

CLARK 

Audacity.  That is what the man has.  Sheer audacity. 

 

SOMMERS 

“General Sherman will undoubtedly be entitled to the honor 

of having added a fresh chapter to the history and practice 

of modern warfare.  The worst of such enterprises as 

Sherman’s is that they allow nothing for the chapter of 

accidents, proverbially so potent in war, and that the 

slightest and most unforeseen causes may lead to their 

defeat and ruin.  We had our own experience in the 

tremendous disaster of Saratoga in 1777, undertaken, it 

might be thought, under auspices far more promising than the  

expedition of Sherman.”  That’s the Brits for you. 

 

BELL 

They have a point there, you see.  Nothing short of victory 

is what Sherman wants.  Nothing short of defeat is what he 

shall get. 

 

CLARK 

Here, here. 

 

SOMMERS 

Listen, listen, there’s more.  “General Sherman, the long-

shot gambler, will become the scoff of mankind and the 

humiliation of the United States!” 

 

CLARK 

Truer words, truer words. 
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BELL 

Why, God has put a hook in Sherman’s nose and is leading him 

to destruction. 

 (The men laugh too loud and too long.) 

 

SOMMERS 

Truer words.  I read in the Richmond Whig the other day that 

the only reason Sherman began his march was because he has 

presidential hopes! 

 (Bell scoffs.) 

 

CLARK 

The only think he’ll preside over is the paradise for fools. 

 

SOMMERS 

Here, here. 

 

CLARK 

Gall. Did you read last week’s New York Examiner?  The Army 

left Madison in ruins.  I understand they are headed  

straight for Augusta. 

 

SOMMERS 

Macon.  I heard Macon. 

 

BELL 

I have it on the best authority that he is headed straight 

for Milledgeville. 

 

CLARK 

Let us pray that he does.  Governor Brown has sworn that he 

will defend Milledgeville to the last.  That he will die 

before he surrenders to the Yankee swine.  And Governor 

Brown is not one for idle promises. 

 

SOMMERS 

Don’t forget that I have personal connections with General 

Hardee, and he said the other day-- 

 (The conversation is broken as CELESTINE BELL and 

 MARTHA CLARK enter. They are two young, attractive 

 women, both almost twenty.) 

 

SOMMERS 

 (Stopping SOMMERS before he says something unfit for a 

 woman’s ear.) 

Hmmmmm. 

 

BELL 

What, what? 
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CELESTINE 

Good morning, father, gentlemen. 

 (She kisses her father on the cheek as MARTHA moves to 

 her own father.  General niceties are exchanged.) 

 

CLARK 

Ah, Miss Bell, the Belle of all Savannah. 

 

MARTHA 

Papa, please, you’ll embarrass the entire family. 

 

SOMMERS 

You mustn’t embarrass the young ladies, Hubert. 

 

CLARK 

You’re the one they should watch. 

 

SOMMERS 

But my Isabelle can match them both.  Am I right, Miss Bell? 

 

MARTHA 

But Mr. Sommers, you sound like Isabelle herself.  I didn’t 

know she was here, too. 

 (Laughter.) 

 

BELL 

You’ve interrupted our conversation, Celestine. 

 

CELESTINE 

Martha and I have exhausted our own resources, papa.  We 

simply wish to say hello. 

 

BELL 

Well, you’ve said it. 

 

CELESTINE 

It isn’t every day we have two such charming gentlemen on 

our verandah. 

 

MARTHA 

My papa, charming? 

 

CLARK 

That’s enough out of you, young lady. 

 

CELESTINE 

Tell me, Mr. Sommers, did we interrupt anything important? 
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SOMMERS 

None whatsoever, Miss Bell, Miss Clark. 

 

BELL 

You interrupted our conversation.  What could be more 

important than that? There is a premium on good 

conversation, you know. 

 

MARTHA 

Perhaps we should return inside, Ceel. 

 

CELESTINE 

And be bored out of our wits?  You gentlemen were talking of 

the war, of course.  And here we come, barging in so rudely. 

 

CLARK 

You are always welcome in our company, Miss Celestine. 

 

MARTHA 

Don’t mind him, Ceel, he treats all petticoats the same. 

 

CLARK 

Except for you, daughter.  Where are your manners? 

 

MARTHA 

Left them home today, purposefully. 

 

CELESTINE 

Please, all of you, continue.  You have no idea how much I 

enjoy the comforting tones of manly speech.  You were 

discussing General Sherman’s march. Everyone in town is. 

 

BELL 

Yes, but we do not wish to discuss it with you. So, would 

you please-- 

 

CELESTINE 

Come, father.  Tell me, Mr. Clark, any word about the feared 

General’s destination? 

 

CLARK 

Augusta undoubtedly. 

 

SOMMERS 

Macon.  Macon. 

 

BELL 

Milledgeville and then God knows what. 
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CELESTINE 

Savannah, of course. 

 

CLARK 

What? 

 

SOMMERS 

Oh dear God, let us hope not.  Won’t you sit, Martha? 

 

MARTHA 

Thank you, sir. 

 

CELESTINE 

But why not?  What’s to keep him at bay?  It could be 

exciting. 

 

BELL 

Celestine! 

 

CELESTINE 

General Sherman is a perfect gentleman, so I’m told. And 

besides, I personally hope he does come to Savannah.   

 

CLARK 

Why for heaven’s sake? 

 

CELESTINE 

Because I have written him a letter inviting him to be our 

dinner guest when he arrives.  (A serious silence.) 

 

BELL 

You’ve what? 

 

SOMMERS 

My goodness. 

 

MARTHA 

You didn’t tell me. 

 

CELESTINE 

Surely you don’t mind, papa.  He is a man of wit and 

ultimate charm, quite the cavalier.  And definitely a 

romantic.  His adventure through Georgia proves that. 

 

BELL 

You wrote. . .wrote. . . 

 

CELESTINE 

. . . him a letter, yes, inviting him to Christmas dinner.  

As our guest.   
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BELL 

You didn’t consult me.  How could you do such a thing? 

 

CELESTINE 

I didn’t consult you because you know as well as I do that 

if I left such things to you,  we’d never have guests. 

 

BELL 

 (Profoundly upset.) 

We’ll discuss this later if you don’t mind. 

 

CELESTINE 

Of course, if you wish.  Perhaps I shouldn’t have mentioned 

it.  You’re staying to lunch aren’t you, Martha, Mr. Clark?  

Mr. Sommers? 

  

CLARK 

No, I don’t think we can today.  James? 

 

SOMMERS 

I’m afraid I have an engagement elsewhere. Unfortunately.  

Will we see you at the club tomorrow, Gerald? 

 

BELL 

Probably.  I’ll pick up the Times if you’ll get the 

Examiner. 

 

SOMMERS 

Surely.  Well, good day, Miss Bell, Gerald. 

 

CLARK 

Good day.  We shall see you again soon, no doubt, Miss Bell.  

Are you coming, Martha? 

 

MARTHA 

I’ll be right along. 

 

BELL 

You are not to leave, Celestine. I have a few words for you. 

 (He leaves with his friends.) 

 

MARTHA 

This is a joke, isn’t it, Ceel? 

 

CELESTINE 

No. 

 

MARTHA 

I’m afraid I don’t understand. 
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CELESTINE 

Won’t you stay to lunch? 

 

MARTHA 

Papa will be holding the carriage for me.  You must tell me 

all about this letter! 

 

CELESTINE 

There’s nothing more to tell, really. 

 

MARTHA 

But it’s so exciting.  I’ll meet you in the garden this 

afternoon and  you are to tell me all about it. 

 

CELESTINE 

But-- 

 

MARTHA 

Please? 

 

CELESTINE 

Two, then. 

 

MARTHA 

Oh, this is the most exciting thing to happen around here 

since the war began.  It will be the talk of the town.  Two, 

in the garden? 

 

CELESTINE 

Good-bye. 

 (MARTHA leaves, nearly bumping into BELL.) 

 

MARTHA 

Excuse me, sir.  Bye! 

 

BELL 

 (A long pause.) 

I hope you enjoyed yourself. 

 

CELESTINE 

Are you ready for lunch? 

 

BELL 

No, I am not.  How could you do such a thing?  I’ll be a 

laughing stock.  I’ll not have it, Miss Priss. 

 

CELESTINE 

We could have lunch brought out here if you like.  I’m sure 

Flora wouldn’t mind.  Flora? 
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BELL 

How could you be so callous, daughter?  Have I reared you so 

poorly as that? 

 

CELESTINE 

What has you so concerned, Papa? 

 

BELL 

This--letter! 

 

CELESTINE 

He’ll more than likely not receive it.  And even if he does, 

chances are he will fail to read it.  And if by some 

absolute fluke of chance he should both receive it and read 

it, he’ll most likely laugh.  So I see no problems here. 

 (FLORA, the maid, has entered.) 

Lunch will be served out here today, Flora. 

 

BELL 

No it will not!  Lunch will be served where we always have 

lunch, in the dining room! 

 

CELESTINE 

Like I said, Flora.  Lunch is to be served as usual. 

 

FLORA 

Yes, ma’m. 

 (She exits.  CELESTINE is following.) 

 

BELL 

How did you send it? 

 

CELESTINE 

Special courier. 

 

BELL 

Who? 

 

CELESTINE 

Larmie.  He’s only a house servant so we won’t miss him.  

Besides, Larmie is smart as a whip.  I could count on him 

getting through. 

 

BELL 

I have never in my life. . . You realize that Sherman is 

burning everything in sight. 

 

CELESTINE 

An old wives’ tale.  I’m sure he is a perfect gentleman. 
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BELL 

You have set the torch to your own home, inviting such a man 

as that here.  For Christmas?  Thank goodness he’s headed 

for Augusta. 

 

CELESTINE 

When he arrives in Savannah, he won’t burn a thing.   

 

BELL 

Oh, is that a fact?  And why not?  He burned over two thirds 

of Atlanta, all of Madison, and everything in between.  Why 

would he suddenly have a change of heart and spare us? 

 

CELESTINE 

Because. . . I know his secret. 

 

BELL 

Secret!  Ah, Celestine, if you had only had a mother to help 

as you were coming of age.  Maybe she could have invested in 

you a sliver of common sense.  Well, I must to lunch.  Are 

you coming? 

 

CELESTINE 

In a moment. 

 (He leaves.  CELESTINE, to herself.) 

That’s right, Cump Sherman, I know your secret. . . 

 

 (Lights  change.  We hear the sounds of a mass of men 

 in movement. SHERMAN is discovered as he lights a 

 match, touching it to his cigar.  He is giving an 

 interview to a REPORTER.) 

 

SHERMAN 

Secret?  Whatever gave you that idea?  I have no secrets. 

 

REPORTER 

Is that so.  How do you explain the success of your campaign 

so far?  You must realize that all odds are against you. 

 

SHERMAN 

Then I guess that’s my secret, knowing there’s not a chance 

in hell that I’ll succeed. 

 (Calling to a SOLDIER off.) 

Hey, you, get that nigger off that horse.  What does he 

think he is, a goddamn general or something? 

 

REPORTER 

Exactly what is your destination, sir? 
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SHERMAN 

Richmond. 

 

REPORTER 

But Richmond is North of here. Your men are marching due 

south. 

 

SHERMAN 

There are more ways than one to get where you want to go. 

 

REPORTER 

That may be true, but-- 

 

SHERMAN 

Tell me, do you work for Mr. Greeley by any chance? 

 

REPORTER 

He’s my boss. 

 

SHERMAN 

That son of a bitch. 

 (He spits.) 

Perhaps that explains why you are able to remain a civilian 

in this time of national crisis. 

 

REPORTER 

Well, you see-- 

 

SHERMAN 

I hate that asshole, Greeley.  I guess that means I hate 

everything about him, including his menials.  I swore after 

the near debacle of Chicamauga that if I ever crossed paths 

with your boss, I’d shoot him on the spot.  Maybe I should 

extend that to include his paid employees. 

 

REPORTER 

 (Trying to laugh the General off.) 

You’re kidding, right? 

 

SHERMAN 

I am?  Private! Yes, you.  Count to five, and if you still 

see this gentleman standing next to me, shoot his blasted 

head off. 

 

SOLDIER 

Which head, General? 

 

SHERMAN 

The one between his. . . shoulders. 
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SOLDIER 

Yes, sir.  One, two, three, four, five-- 

 (The REPORTER is gone.) 

 

SHERMAN 

Thanks.  If you can find me a keg of beer, it’ll be worth a 

gold piece to you. 

 

SOLDIER 

Yes, sir. 

 (The SOLDIER leaves.  HOWARD enters, forcing two 

 soldiers in front of him, each dressed in the underwear 

 of a southern lady.  A group of soldiers follow, having 

 a joyous time at the expense of the two poorly garbed 

 men.) 

 

SHERMAN 

Why, Hello, Ollie.  Where did you run across the misses? 

 

HOWARD 

Sir.  I think you should be made aware of the fact that an 

undue amount of unauthorized pillaging is taking place in 

your name and in the name of the United States Government.  

It must stop immediately. 

 

SHERMAN 

How do you propose to stop it? 

 

HOWARD 

These men were apprehended stealing the clothing they are 

now wearing.  The lady who was being so rudely treated was 

of the highest standing.  These men are to wear their pre-

sent costume for four days without reprieve.  I hope to make 

them the laughing stock of the entire Army of the West, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

You’ll most likely succeed. 

 

HOWARD 

I feel compelled to bring to your attention the following 

document.  I intend to read it aloud so all might hear.  Be 

it known that I, General Oliver Otis Howard--” 

 

SHERMAN 

I’ve read your order, General.  Come, step aside with me. 

 (They move aside.) 

You really consider the foraging of my army as abusive? 

 

HOWARD 

I do. 
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SHERMAN 

Even though we are supplied almost entirely by what we glean 

from the countryside? 

 

HOWARD 

The foraging I can abide.  It’s the unauthorized pilfering 

that I abhor.  It is reducing this honorable army to nothing 

more than a pack of thieves. 

 

SHERMAN 

War is hell, you know.  That is so easy to say, “War is 

hell.” Who gets credit for that lovely phrase, Ollie, do you 

know? 

 

HOWARD 

Hannibal I believe. 

 

SHERMAN 

More than likely.  Regardless, I am convinced that we, this 

army, must make the citizens of Georgia, of the whole south, 

rue the day they chose war over peace. 

 

HOWARD 

I concur. 

 

SHERMAN 

The sooner we accomplish this goal, the sooner we can all go 

home and pray that peace is never broken again.   

 

HOWARD 

Am I or am I not in charge of my corps, General? 

 

SHERMAN 

You are, of course, in total command. 

 

HOWARD 

And my decision concerning the welfare of my corps will 

stand unaltered? 

 

SHERMAN 

Ollie, have I given you cause to ask such a question as 

that? 

 

HOWARD 

Very well.   

 (Aloud.) 

The next man caught stealing from the populace without 

appropriate authority will be shot without benefit of 

appeal.  Is that clear enough? 
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HOWARD (Continued)  

 (He waits for an answer that doesn’t come.) 

And the two of you will wear your present clothing in 

disgrace for the period of one week.  Now, to your quarters 

on the double. . . All of you! 

 (All leave except the two generals.) 

 

SHERMAN 

You feel strongly about this. 

 

HOWARD 

I wish you did as well.  War may be hell but must it be 

hellacious as well? 

 

SHERMAN 

I fear so. 

 

HOWARD 

Then, so be it. 

 (DAYTON, aide-de-camp, has entered.) 

 

DAYTON 

Excuse me, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

Well, what is it? 

 

DAYTON 

A member of the Christian Commission to see you. 

 

SHERMAN 

What the hell for? 

 

DAYTON 

To ask permission to pass out literature and hold services 

for the troops. 

 

SHERMAN 

Tell them to go to hell.  (HOWARD gives him a look.) 

Maybe not.  You do that and they’ll run immediately to the 

press. Tell them, “Crackers and oats are more necessary for 

the army than any moral or religious garbage.” 

 

HOWARD 

Garbage, sir? 

 

SHERMAN 

Make that “agency.”  I don’t care.  Tell them that every 

regiment already has a chaplain and I see no need to 

supplement a job that is already in progress. 
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DAYTON 

Yes, sir. 

 (He leaves.) 

 

SHERMAN 

Got your Bible, Ollie? 

 

HOWARD 

Of course. 

 

SHERMAN 

I suppose you disagree with me about religion as well. 

 

HOWARD 

Not really, sir.  Religion is and always will be a personal 

matter. 

 

SHERMAN 

You’re goddamn right. 

 (NICHOLS enters with a soldier under guard.) 

 

NICHOLS 

Excuse me, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

And so it begins.   

 

HOWARD 

What is it? 

 

NICHOLS 

This man was caught taking a quilt from the farmhouse over 

there. 

 

HOWARD 

Was it a nice quilt? 

 

NICHOLS 

I wouldn’t know, sir. 

 

HOWARD 

As if it mattered.  So, tell me, soldier.  Didn’t you hear 

my order regarding unauthorized stealing? 

 

SOLDIER 

Sure I heard you. 

 

HOWARD 

Then you must have been cold? 
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SOLDIER 

Georgia, cold?  Shoot, General, I’m from Minnesota.  Cold! 

 

HOWARD 

Then if you heard my order and you weren’t cold, then why? 

 

SOLDIER 

Ah, we know you, Genral.  You be a good man. 

 

HOWARD 

Do you think me a liar? 

 

SOLDIER 

Ah, no sir.  I’d shoot the man who say a thing like that. 

 

HOWARD 

Nichols.  You are aware of my order.  Form a firing squad. 

 

NICHOLS 

Are you quite sure, sir? 

 

HOWARD 

Do as you are told, Major. 

 

NICHOLS 

Yes, sir. 

 (He goes followed by the SOLDIER and his guards.) 

 

SOLDIER 

You’re kidding, ain’t you, sir?  You’re just kidding, ain’t 

you? 

 (He is gone.) 

 

SHERMAN 

A Minnesotan? 

 

HOWARD 

A thief. 

 

SHERMAN 

You would have a good honest Minnesotan executed for 

stealing a quilt? 

 

HOWARD 

No. I will have him executed for disobeying a direct order. 

 

SHERMAN 

And what will you write in the letter you send to his 

mother? 
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HOWARD 

The truth. 

 (Firing squad off.) 

One thing keeps me going, Cump.  And that’s that tomorrow 

brings us one day closer to the end.  It comes so slowly, so 

very slowly. 

 (He exits.  SHERMAN’s cigar has gone out.  He relights 

 it and stares for a moment at the match before shaking 

 it out.  DAYTON returns.) 

 

DAYTON 

Sir? 

 

SHERMAN 

More Christians? 

 

DAYTON 

No, sir.  I’m sorry to bother you, but that darkie’s back, 

the one who insists on seeing you. 

 

SHERMAN 

A “darkie?” 

 

DAYTON 

He’s been pestering us for over a week.  He refuses to 

leave.  He says he must see you, that it’s urgent. 

 

SHERMAN 

A week no less.  Such an eon of time, a week.  Well, bring 

him on, Dayton.  Let’s put an end to his misery. 

 

DAYTON 

Yes, sir.  This way, boy. 

 (LARMIE enters.  He is frightened but determined.) 

 

SHERMAN 

Well? 

 

LARMIE 

I gots me a letter for your Lordship, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

That’s fine.  So read it to me. 

 

LARMIE 

Can’t do that, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

And God asked, why not. 
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LARMIE 

I never learned no book reading, your Lordship. 

 

SHERMAN 

Well. . . Give it to me. 

 (LARMIE takes the letter from inside his dirty hat and 

 hands it to him.  He doesn’t make to leave.) 

Is there something else? 

 

LARMIE 

My missus she say I was to wait. 

 

SHERMAN 

For what? 

 

LARMIE 

Yo’ answer, I reckon. 

 

SHERMAN 

 (Reading.) 

“My Dear Sir: Please forgive the forwardness of this 

epistle.”  Epistle.  Tell me, boy, do you know what that 

means, “epistle?”  

 

LARMIE 

I reckon I could speculate, if you’s wants me to. 

 

SHERMAN 

I don’t suppose I would.  “My father, the notable Gerald D. 

Bell, and I would be honored by the pleasure of your company 

as our dinner guest upon your arrival in our fair city of 

Savannah.  Yours in waiting, Miss Celestine Bell.  RSVP.”  

This is your urgent message? 

 

LARMIE 

Miss Celestine didn’t give no others. 

 

SHERMAN 

You mean to tell me that you came all this way from Savannah 

just to deliver this silly little note? 

 

LARMIE 

I brung it. 

 

SHERMAN 

Well, I’ll be damned.  I’ve never been more flattered. You 

tell your Miss Celestine that I would be most happy to dine 

with her when and IF I make it to her “fair city.”  And 

here, give her this. 
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 SHERMAN (Continued) 

 (He scribbles something on the back of the letter.) 

Make sure she receives this immediately.  Don’t dawdle. 

 

LARMIE 

Yes, sir, your Lordship. 

 

SHERMAN 

Just a minute.  What’s your name? 

 

LARMIE 

Larmie. 

 

SHERMAN 

Larmie what? 

 

LARMIE 

Just Larmie, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

Then I’ll give you another.  From now on, you’ll be known as 

Larmie T. Sherman, Free Man.  Now get home. 

 

LARMIE 

Thank you, your Lordship.  I like that.  Larmie T. Sherman 

Freeman. 

 (HE goes.) 

 

SHERMAN 

The “T” stands for Tecumseh! 

 (DAYTON returns with a dispatch.) 

Celestine Bell.  Nice ring to it. 

 

DAYTON 

Beg pardon, sir.  Dispatches from Kilpatrick.  It seems he’s 

been cut off from the Augusta railway by Wheeler and his 

men. 

 

SHERMAN 

Damn Wheeler.  He’s nothing but a piss ant with his stinger 

plucked.  Wire Kilpatrick he’s to cut that damn trestle 

tonight.  And if his men can’t get the job done, I’ll send 

somebody out there who can.  You tell him I’ll have his 

stars in a cow’s fart if he doesn’t push past Wheeler into 

South Carolina.  And no reinforcements.  Tell him that.  No 

reinforcements! 

 

DAYTON 

Yes, sir. 

 



 23

SHERMAN 

You tell the son of a bitch he’s on his own and that Wheeler 

better not get the better of him or he’ll be toting a rifle 

in this man’s infantry quicker than he can say his prayers-- 

 

DAYTON 

Yes, sir. 

 (He leaves as NICHOLS rushes in.) 

 

NICHOLS 

Sir!  Good news! 

 

SHERMAN 

It’s about time.  Well? 

 

NICHOLS 

Old Joe Brown’s skedaddled.  He just picked up his baggage 

and scooted for the hills.  The city of Milledgeville is 

ours, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

Surrendered? 

 

NICHOLS 

No, sir.  Deserted.  The Corn-feds cleared out as quick as 

you please.  The capitol, the houses of legislature, the 

governor’s mansion--all yours, sir.   

 

SHERMAN 

Well, can you beat that.  After all that bombastic bravura 

about holding out to the last man.  Old Joe Brown’s 

skedaddled.  I’d hope to meet the man, and punch his face in 

with the butt of a musket. Well, don’t just stand there.  

Let’s take her.  Tonight, I sleep in a governor’s bed! 

 (Lights change.  We discover CELESTINE, MARTHA, and 

 ISABELLE SOMMERS sewing on a quilt.  The sounds of a 

 Chopin Nocturne are heard in the background.) 

 

MARTHA 

Have either of you visited River Street lately? 

 

CELESTINE 

Not in over a month.  Why? 

 

MARTHA 

I was there this morning, and the street is inundated with 

decay.  Bales of cotton, mostly.  They sit there, collect 

rain, and rot.  I can remember when River Street was the 

heart throb of the entire city.  Now, it’s a wasteland. 
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ISABELLE 

And smelly, too.  The stench is so I must shut my bedroom 

window just to get a wink of sleep.  And it’s not even 

January yet. 

 

CELESTINE 

Such a thing.  Think of it. 

 

MARTHA 

It is so strange.  No one is left in the city.  Everyone is 

moving away. 

 

ISABELLE 

Isn’t it a national shame?  The Federal gunboats have been 

in the River for years and they haven’t harmed anyone. 

 

CELESTINE 

They’re leaving because of Sherman. 

 

ISABELLE 

He will never march to Savannah.  And even if he did, he’d 

not get past Fort McAllister.  General Hardee is the finest 

general in the country today. I should know.  He’s my uncle. 

 

CELESTINE 

General Hardee is a country farmer.  All he’ll do is get in 

Sherman’s way. 

 

ISABELLE 

Why, Celestine Bell.  How can you say such a thing?  It’s 

down right unpatriotic.  I’ve known Uncle Billy Joe all my 

natural days, and I’ve never met a finer gentleman, never.  

And his moment of glory is near.  Sherman will not see the 

red waters of the Savannah River, you mark my words. 

 

MARTHA 

Must we talk of war? 

 

CELESTINE 

When it comes down to a direct confrontation, Isabelle, your 

Uncle Billy Joe will desert all of us, leaving us at 

Sherman’s mercy.  You mark my words. 

 

ISABELLE 

I declare, Celest, I’ve not heard you talk like this  

before. 

 

CELESTINE 

That’s because you’ve never taken time to listen. 
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MARTHA 

Why don’t we change the subject. 

 

ISABELLE 

Wonderful idea.  When is the next Dorcas meeting?  Do either 

of you know? 

 

MARTHA 

Soon, let’s hope.  It has been too long.  Do you think we 

will have any new Dorks this spring? 

 

CELESTINE 

The man we need is Johnston. 

 

MARTHA 

Oh, Ceel, please. 

 

CELESTINE 

Well, he is.  He’s the only man with enough intelligence and 

experience to beat Sherman at his own game. 

 

MARTHA 

War.  That’s all I hear, morning, noon, night.  Personally I 

wish we could all surrender and get back to living the way 

we did before.  I wish we had never heard of Sherman, or 

Grant, or Lincoln. . . or Lee. 

 

ISABELLE 

My goodness, Martha.  Next thing you know you’ll be inviting 

the Yankees right into your own home. 

 

MARTHA 

Well, why not? 

 

ISABELLE 

Why, Martha Clark, I’m surprised in you. 

 

CELESTINE 

Why?  She’s just being honest. 

 

ISABELLE 

That kind of talk is treason.  We are waging a war for 

Southern Independence and you’re talking surrender?  Don’t 

you realize what they’ll do to you if we surrender?  I 

shudder to think about it. 

 (LARMIE enters behind, unseen by the women.) 

 

CELESTINE 

No need to worry, Isabelle.  They’re not going to do a thing 

to you.  But the rest of us?  Ho.  Watch out. 
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LARMIE 

‘Scuse me, missus. 

 

CELESTINE 

Larmie!  You’re back! 

 

LARMIE 

Yes, ‘em, guess so. 

 

CELESTINE 

Sit down.  You must be exhausted. 

 (She forces him into an easy chair causing ISABELLE to 

 rise in surprise and disdain.) 

So, tell me.  Did you see him? 

 

LARMIE 

Yes, ‘em, I seen him. 

 

CELESTINE 

But did you gain audience with him? 

 

LARMIE 

Mam? 

 

CELESTINE 

Did you get to talk to the man. 

 

LARMIE 

Oh, yes, ma’m, just like you tole me. 

 

CELESTINE 

Well. . . what did he say? 

 

LARMIE 

You mean, Genral Sherman? 

 

CELESTINE 

Of course General Sherman.  Who else? 

 

LARMIE 

Well, I done talked to hundreds of peoples since I see you 

last. 

 

MARTHA 

Ceel, is he the one you sent to-- 

 

CELESTINE 

Yes. 
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ISABELLE 

I don’t believe my ears.  You sent this nigger to our enemy?  

What is all this about? 

 

CELESTINE 

Tell me what he said, Larmie, before I die of excitement. 

 

LARMIE 

Genral Sherman, he say I’m Larmie T. Sherman Free Man.  The 

“T” she stand for “Tecumseh,” he say.  I don’t rightly know 

why I needs all that name for.  I don’t mind being just 

plain old Larmie. 

 

CELESTINE 

What about my letter.  Did you deliver it like I told you? 

 

LARMIE 

Oh, yes ma’m.  And he’s done sent it back. 

 (He gives her the letter.) 

 

ISABELLE 

You wrote that hellhound a letter?  I swan. 

 

MARTHA 

What does he say? 

 

CELESTINE 

Oh, here it is, on the back.  “Dear Miss Bell: I would be 

delighted to take Christmas dinner in your presence.  Yours 

humbly, W. T. Sherman, Major General, US Army.” 

 

ISABELLE 

Well, I never. 

 

MARTHA 

He’s coming here?  Oh, this is. . . I’ve never. . . Can I 

come too, Ceel?  Please? 

 

CELESTINE 

Of course.  And you, too, Isabelle. 

 

ISABELLE 

I wouldn’t be caught dead!  Regardless, the Yankees will 

never get past Uncle Billy Joe. 

 

CELESTINE 

He’ll not only get past him, but he’s going all the way to 

Richmond, and I wish him God’s speed. 
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ISABELLE 

I declare!  I refuse to remain in this house and put up with 

such treason. 

 

CELESTINE 

Oh, Isabelle-- 

 

ISABELLE 

Martha.  Please inform Miss Bell that I do not speak to 

traitors.  Are you coming? 

 

MARTHA 

Celest is no more a traitor than I am. 

 

ISABELLE 

Is that so.  Then that’s that, I suppose. 

 (She leaves in a huff.) 

 

CELESTINE 

Hell hath no wrath. . . 

 

LARMIE 

You want me to go, ma’m? 

 

CELESTINE 

Of course not.  I have a thousand questions. 

 

MARTHA 

I want you to know, Ceel, that I agree with you one hundred 

percent.  About Sherman, I mean. 

 

CELESTINE 

You realize that when he arrives in Savannah, he’s probably 

going to burn your house as well as mine and everything in 

between. 

 

MARTHA 

Oh, please, don’t say that. 

 

CELESTINE 

It’s the truth.  We must face the truth, no matter how much 

we dislike it. 

 

MARTHA 

But. . . Oh, I couldn’t stand losing my home.   

 

CELESTINE 

Then you are the same as every other woman between here and 

Atlanta. 
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MARTHA 

Give your papa my greetings, Ceel. 

 (Hugs CELESTINE’s neck.) 

Forgive me, dear, but I sincerely hope Isabelle’s confidence 

in General Hardee is accurate. I will see you tomorrow, 

won’t I? 

 

CELESTINE 

Of course.  And don’t forget. Christmas dinner here with 

General Sherman.  You promised. 

 

MARTHA 

Yes, yes.  It’s all so exciting--and frightening.  Good-bye, 

my dear. 

 (She goes.) 

 

CELESTINE 

Now, Larmie.  Did you see it? 

 

LARMIE 

I seen lots of things, ma’m. 

 

CELESTINE 

The special wagon.  I told you to seek it out. 

 

LARMIE 

Yes, em.  I done done that.  It was setting out there big as 

day. 

 

CELESTINE 

It was fully loaded? 

 

LARMIE 

Oh, no, ma’m.  Not near half.  He’s getting low, ma’m, and 

that’s a fact. 

 

CELESTINE 

Just as I thought.  You have performed well, Larmie Tecumseh 

Sherman Freeman.  Come with me and I’ll have Henrietta fix  

you the biggest chicken dinner you ever seen. 

 

LARMIE 

I done had me plenty of chicken, ma’m, with Genral Sherman, 

them.  They had chicken darn near ever night. 

 

CELESTINE 

Then, why didn’t you stay with them? 

 

LARMIE 

Why, Missus, you told me to hurry home. 
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CELESTINE 

And I’m so glad that you did. 

 (They exit as lights rise on an army in chaos.  From 

 all directions come sounds of an army being brought to 

 an abrupt halt.  A SOLDIER and his BUDDY rush across in 

 partial light.) 

 

SOLDIER 

God.  Old Billy’s gonna be pissed this time. 

 

BUDDY 

He’s gonna bust when he sees this. 

 (They are gone.  KILPATRICK enters in a hurry on the 

 balcony as HOWARD and SLOCUM take places along the 

 other side and a CIVILIAN rushes across the playing 

 area.) 

 

KILPATRICK 

Arrest that man!  Don’t let him get away! 

 (SOLDIERS rush about and capture the CIVILIAN.  He is 

 searched as KILPATRICK leaps from the balcony to the 

 lower level.) 

 

HOWARD 

Who fired that bridge? 

 (His question is repeated across the stage and off.) 

 

SLOCUM 

Sergeant, halt that column.  What the hell do you think 

you’re doing, marching a platoon into a blaze like that? 

 

SOLDIER 

 (Bringing the CIVILIAN to KILPATRICK) 

We got him, sir. 

 

CIVILIAN 

No, no.  Please I didn’t do nothing. 

 

HOWARD 

Look out.  That bridge is giving way! 

 

KILPATRICK 

Get those horses out of there, you sons of bitches!! 

 (The sounds of havoc grow as the shrieks of terrified 

 horses and angry men fill the air.  The sound of a 

 bridge crashing in flames overrides all.) 

 

SLOCUM 

Holy hell, is Cump gonna be mad this time. 
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 (He exits.) 

 

HOWARD 

Captain!  We’ll bivouac here for the night.  Inform the men 

to fall out and begin mess. 

 (He goes. KILPATRICK is left as the CIVILIAN is dragged 

 to him.)  

 

KILPATRICK 

God Bless!!  Do I have to do everything myself?  We can’t 

afford to let good horse flesh be destroyed like that!! 

Corporal, round up those horses, on the double. 

 

SOLDIER 

This is him, sir. 

 

KILPATRICK 

Who are you? 

 

CIVILIAN 

Don’t hurt me.  I didn’t do anything. 

 

KILPATRICK 

Who is he? 

 

CIVILIAN 

I voted for Lincoln.  You gotta believe me. 

 

KILPATRICK 

How many times do I have to repeat myself!  Who the Goddamn 

Hell (is this piece of horse shit?)-- 

 

CIVILIAN 

Samuel Modley, sir. 

 

KILPATRICK 

You set this fire, didn’t you, Samuel Modley. 

 

CIVILIAN 

No, sir, I did not.  It was Wheeler and his men. 

 

KILPATRICK 

Wheeler’s in Augusta.  Hang him. 

 

CIVILIAN 

No, no, you can’t--I just live right down the road.  I 

didn’t do nothing! 

 

KILPATRICK 

Then who set this fire? 
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CIVILIAN 

I don’t know, sir, and that’s the God’s truth. 

 

KILPATRICK 

Hang him. 

 

CIVILIAN 

 (As he is dragged away.) 

But I didn’t do nothing!!  It was Wheeler.  He did it.  I 

seen ‘em.  Please!! 

 

KILPATRICK 

Damn swine, the lot of them. 

 

SHERMAN 

 (Having entered and standing apart.  He comes forward.) 

What’s going on here? 

 

KILPATRICK 

Everything’s under control, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

So I see.  My army is split in half--a river dividing the 

cavalry from the infantry and the only bridge in forty miles 

falling apart before my army’s nose.  Everything, as you 

say, is under control.  I’m so pleased. 

 

KILPATRICK 

The culprit has been discovered and dealt with, Cump. 

 

SHERMAN 

So I surmised.  Dayton! 

 (DAYTON enters.) 

How long will it take to lay pontoons at this point? 

 

DAYTON 

Days, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

It’s to be done by morning.  If it’s not, I’ll demote every 

officer in the corps of engineers to buck private.  Convey 

my sentiments if you will.  And Major, that leaves me with 

an idle army of sixty thousand.  I want each soldier in 

General Kilpatrick’s cavalry issued a special box of 

matches-- 

 

DAYTON 

But sir-- 
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SHERMAN 

--with instructions to burn every building--house, barn, 

pigsty, chicken coop--within a fifty mile radius of this 

bridge.  I want nothing in this area left standing. 

 

DAYTON 

General, we’re getting low and-- 

 

SHERMAN 

Don’t question me, sir.  I want it done! 

 

DAYTON 

Yes, sir. 

 (He goes.) 

 

KILPATRICK 

They didn’t teach us this kind of warfare at the Point, 

General. 

 

SHERMAN 

A flaw in the curriculum.  A burning for a burning.  That’s 

what the Good Book says.  If you were me, what would you do? 

 

KILPATRICK 

Hang this fella, Modley.  Burn a few houses here and there. 

 

SHERMAN 

Why? 

 

KILPATRICK 

As a warning. 

 

SHERMAN 

A warning against what, Jud?  These damn rebels understand 

one thing--destroy.  They have to be taught that it is 

dangerous to burn bridges in the path of this army.  I will 

not be trifled with!  The sooner they get that through their 

heads, the sooner this war will be over.  No, by God, I will 

countenance no resistance.  None! 

 (He turns to the burning bridge.) 

It is a beautiful sight, don’t you agree?  The way the fire 

leaps into the air and finds nothing there but emptiness.  

The colors, glorious.  A good fire contains all the colors 

of the flag.  Did you know that?  It’s been a cold week, 

Jud. A fire like this is what one needs to warm his behind. 

 (A brief pause.) 

You have an army to tend to, General.  See to it. 

 (Lights fade as KILPATRICK leaves.  SHERMAN after a 

 moment of watching the flames, also leaves.  In semi-

 dark, three SOLDIERS enter stealthily.) 
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SOLDIER 1 

Shhhhhhhh. 

 

SOLDIER 2 

Let’s get back to the unit.  We ain’t bummers. 

 

SOLDIER 3 

We’re too far off, Henry.  Let’s get back. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

Jeez.  I ain’t never seen such yeller bellies.  Why don’t 

you join up with Wheeler. You and him’d get along just fine. 

 

SOLDIER 3 

I ain’t scared. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

Then, shut up!  I’m gonna have me a ham for dinner if it 

kills me. 

 

SOLDIER 2 

You sure it came this way?  I could of swore it went off 

over yonder through them reeds. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

Just shut up and lemme-- 

 (A rebel  yell is heard.  A swarm of Confederate 

 soldiers fall on the Federals who are bound and gagged 

 and led off hurriedly.  Lights fade out. When they 

 return, there are three soldiers hanging by the neck 

 from above.  Their bodies dangle as a few Union 

 soldiers cross the stage slowly, painfully.  SHERMAN 

 enters and looks about him with HOWARD and DAYTON.) 

 

SHERMAN 

Ollie? 

 

HOWARD 

Yes? 

 

SHERMAN 

What is all this? 

 

HOWARD 

I’m not sure. 

 

SHERMAN 

In the name of what government can murder become part of 

war? 
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HOWARD 

War is hell.  You remember saying that? 

 

SHERMAN 

Are these your men? 

 

HOWARD 

Were. 

 

SHERMAN 

Who did this? 

 

HOWARD 

I don’t know.  I don’t want to find out. 

 (He leaves.) 

 

SHERMAN 

War may be hell, but this isn’t war.  Dayton! 

 

DAYTON 

Sir? 

 

SHERMAN 

What is the name of this town? 

 

DAYTON 

Tenille, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

How. . . 

 

DAYTON 

The patrol was captured by a group of Wheeler’s men and 

locked up in the town jail.  Sometime during the night, a 

lynching mob of townsmen broke into the jail, dragged the 

soldiers there to the center of town and executed them. 

 

SHERMAN 

How many? 

 

DAYTON 

Twelve, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

Why? 

 

DAYTON 

I don’t believe anyone knows, sir. 
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SHERMAN 

Cut them down, please. Inform General Slocum that this town- 

 

DAYTON 

Tenille. 

 

SHERMAN 

Yeah, Tenille.  That Tenille is to cease to exist at 

midnight tonight.  He is to spare no person.  No animal.  No 

vestige of civilization.  This village is to die. 

 

DAYTON 

Yes, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

And when that’s done, tell Kilpatrick to hook his horses to 

some plows.  He’s to turn the earth and then sow it with 

salt so nothing will ever grow here again.  That’s all. 

 

DAYTON 

Yes, sir. There are mostly women and children living here, 

sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

They have until midnight tonight to find someplace else to 

live.  Tenille is a thing of the past. 

 

DAYTON 

Yes, sir. 

 (DAYTON leaves.) 

 

SHERMAN 

When is it going to end?  Oh, sweet Jesus, when! 

 (Lights fade.  Music is heard as we move to Savannah.  

 CELESTINE with the help of LARMIE and FLORA is 

 arranging seven chairs and a table.  An eighth chair is 

 placed behind the table.  LARMIE is singing “John 

 Brown’s Body” as he works.) 

 

CELESTINE 

No, over there.  That’s right.  Now, let me see. . . one, 

two, three--Larmie, please.  You know I hate that song. 

 

LARMIE 

Yes, ‘em. 

 

CELESTINE 

Bring in the table, too.  It’s in the hall.  Four, five, 

six, seven.  No, move it closer, Flora.  That’s right.  One 

more chair.  Fetch it from the kitchen, that’s a dear. 
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BELL 

Larmie, that table doesn’t belong in here. 

 

CELESTINE 

That’s all right, Papa. I’ll move it back after our meeting. 

 

BELL 

Meeting? 

 

CELESTINE 

The Dorcas.  We’re having a special gathering here today. 

 

BELL 

You didn’t say anything to me about it. 

 

CELESTINE 

Because you’re not a member.  You have to be a woman to join 

Dorcas.  And then only if you’re invited. 

 

BELL 

I know all about you and your silly clubs. 

 

CELESTINE 

My guests will be arriving any minute.  If you don’t mind, 

could you take your afternoon tea on the verandah? 

 

BELL 

I always have it in here.  You know that. 

 

CELESTINE 

Please, Papa? 

 

BELL 

Very well.  Being rooted out of house and home-- 

 

CELESTINE 

And tell Henrietta not to bring in tea and cakes until I 

send for them. 

 

BELL 

Let Larmie do that.  He’s your servant, not me. 

 

CELESTINE 

He’s busy.  Please? 

 

BELL 

All right, all right.  But don’t forget I invited the mayor 

over later today to discuss the fortifications.  You will be 

finished before then, I hope. 
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CELESTINE 

Of course. 

 

BELL 

I wouldn’t want any frivolous girls breaking up our 

discussions.  And that includes you, young lady. 

 

CELESTINE 

Yes, father.  And we’re women, not girls. 

 

BELL 

Next thing you know, you’ll be wearing pants.  Tell 

Henrietta what? 

 

CELESTINE 

Not to serve tea and cakes until I send for them. 

 (He leaves mumbling.) 

Larmie, I’m ready for the special things. 

 (He leaves as FLORA enters with an extra chair.) 

Behind the table, Flora. 

 

FLORA 

This is the only one I could find. 

 

CELESTINE 

It will do nicely. 

 

MARTHA 

 (Entering) 

Ceel?  You in here? 

 

CELESTINE 

You’re early! Thank goodness. You look frightfully pretty 

today. 

 

MARTHA 

You like? 

 

CELESTINE 

Stunning.  Did you see any of the others? 

 

MARTHA 

Sandra, Viola, Sharma, and Beatrice were getting out of 

their carriage as I came in.  Can you imagine the four of 

them in the same carriage?  Had no word from Susannne, have 

you? 

 

CELESTINE 

No, the engrate.  Come and sit with me. 



 39

 

MARTHA 

What is all this about anyway? 

 

CELESTINE 

You’ll see. 

 

 (LARMIE brings in a try with a gavel, incense burner, a 

 banner which reads “Dorcas”, and a large fancy match 

 box.) 

 

MARTHA 

I’m so excited.  We haven’t had a special meeting in over a 

year.  I wish you would tell me. 

 

CELESTINE 

When everyone is here.  Patience, patience. 

 (Young women enter: SHARMA, SANDRA, BEATRICE, and 

 VIOLA. Each greets the other.  CHARLOTTE and ISABELLE 

 enter.  More greetings, hugs, kisses and little squeals 

 of admiration.  It is the sort of scene that CELESTINE 

 abhors.  MARTHA receives attention for her do.  

 Gradually all take chairs.  CELESTINE sits behind the 

 table and bangs the gavel.  A hush falls over the 

 gathering.) 

Isabelle, will you lead us in prayer? 

 

ISABELLE 

 (Rising) 

Bow your heads.  Our Heavenly Father, thank you for these 

lovely friends.   Guide and protect us through the days of 

our lives.  In the name of Jesus Christ our Lord and Savior, 

I ask these blessings. 

 

ALL 

Amen. 

 

CELESTINE 

As President of the Dorcas, I hereby call this special 

meeting to order.  It is good to see all of you again, 

especially you, Charlotte.  Welcome home.  Where were you, 

New Orleans?  It must have been exciting. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

Oh but it was, immensely so.  I swear, the French Quarter!  

Oh, it was much too exciting to believe-- 

 

CELESTINE 

Good.  Not, to business-- 
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CHARLOTTE 

There were these little men just everywhere!  Beards, these 

little goatees, and little bags made from scraps of rug, and 

Yankees just everywhere. Couldn’t shake a stick without 

hitting one.  It’s simply outrageous, I swear. 

 

CELESTINE 

Thank you, Charlotte.  The reason-- 

 

CHARLOTTE 

And the women!  The styles in Nawlings are oh so much more 

stunning than here in drab old Savannah, I swear.  You must 

see my new pantaloons-- 

 

CELESTINE 

 (Gavel) 

Sharma, do you have the minutes from our last meeting? 

 

SHARMA 

Oh my goodness.  I didn’t know we would need them.  Should I 

run home? 

 

CELESTINE 

No, that won’t be necessary. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

And the men!  Just the most beautiful men you ever set eyes 

on.  Tall, rugged, those uniforms-- 

 

CELESTINE 

Charlotte, please. 

 

BEATRICE 

Should I sit on her like before? 

 (Laughter.) 

 

CHARLOTTE 

That wasn’t funny, Beatrice, and you know it.  I swear. 

 

BEATRICE 

No, but it was effective. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

I missed you girls so! 

 (She giggles.) 

 

CELESTINE 

May we begin?  Thank you.  One of our members is missing.  

Has anyone seen Susanne? 
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SANDRA 

Last I heard, her father had taken all of them to Bermuda.  

Something about fearing the dreaded Yankees.  I think he 

forced Susanne to go with them. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

Oh, I wouldn’t miss Sherman’s coming for anything.  I swear, 

it’s going to be so exciting. Just the most-- 

 

ISABELLE 

Maybe he’ll burn your house first, Charlotte.  Just for your 

excitement. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

And your house, too, Isabelle Sommers.  I swear.  All those 

petticoats in your closet would make a beautiful blaze.  And 

I hope to be there to see it. 

 

SANDRA 

Can we get on with it?  I have an appointment with my 

seamstress in half and hour and I don’t want to be late. 

 

CELESTINE 

If I may. 

 (Gavel) 

Dorcas! 

 (All stand form a “D” with their fingers and hold the 

 letter over their hearts.  Silence.  They sit.) 

Now, the reason I’ve called all of you here today is to 

remind you of the Dorcas Pledge.  It obligates us as a group 

and as individuals within the group to do all in our power 

to be of service to our families, our city, and our country.  

Well, that is what I wish to discuss, how we can perform our 

duty during the crisis that is due upon us any day now--

Sherman’s occupation of Savannah. 

 

ISABELLE 

Sherman will never occupy us.  We’re too well fortified.  As 

you know, General Hardee is my uncle.  I know. 

 

CELESTINE 

Sherman’s army at this very minute is only a three week 

march from the city. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

I didn’t know that.  Three weeks? 

 

MARTHA 

What can we do?  We are only nine in number. 
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SHARMA 

Eight.  Susanne, remember. 

 

CELESTINE 

There is a great deal we can do.  I have a plan.  I know 

Sherman’s secret. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

I know his secret, too, I swear.  It’s women.  Haven’t you 

been reading of the atrocious attacks he’s made against the 

women he and his army have left half dead along their march?  

It’s no secret: he loooooves women!  Why else would he be 

coming to Savannah? 

 

ISABELLE 

Maybe we should send Charlotte back to New Orleans.  Then 

Sherman would have to alter his march in order to find her. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

You’re just so cynical, Isabelle, I swear. 

 

CELESTINE 

Please. May we stick to the purposes of this meeting? 

 

VIOLA 

Charlotte is right.  I know for one, I’m terrified of what 

is coming. 

 

ISABELLE 

They will never get past Uncle Billy Joe.  He will 

obliterate the damn Yankees once and for all. 

 

VIOLA 

All one hundred thousand of them? 

 

BEATRICE 

More.  I heard there may be as many as two hundred and fifty 

thousand by the time they reach the River.  Counting all the 

slaves and prisoners-of-war they gather along the way. 

 

SHARMA 

But they won’t harm us.  It’s always poor whites and blacks 

that they molest.  Not the higher class of women. 

 

VIOLA 

Do you really think so? 

 

SHARMA 

Of course. 
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BEATRICE 

That is the point of view of an ostrich, Sharma.  Go ahead, 

poke your head in the sand.  They’re more interested in the 

part left exposed anyway. 

 

SANDRA 

Oh, that’s awful, Beatrice. 

 

SHARMA 

We have nothing to worry about. I know. They never bother 

the higher classes. My brother told me so in his last 

letter. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

I heard that Sherman loves Negro women. Do you think it’s 

true? 

 

VIOLA 

I heard that, as well.  My father bought two new slaves just 

last week--extremely pretty ones, just in case.  Who knows?  

Maybe Sherman won’t burn our home if father gives him those 

two pretty darkies. 

 

MARTHA 

You can all say what you will.  I am frightened when I think 

of what may be ahead for all of us. 

 

SHARMA 

Personally, I don’t think we have anything to worry about. 

 (All begin talking at once as CELESTINE tries to regain 

 control.  The lights change, revealing KILPATRICK with 

 two black women and a white woman.  The white woman, 

 MRS. VAUGHN BRODIE MONTGOMERY, is dressed as a slave 

 and the black women are in the clothing of the mistress 

 of the house.  MRS. VAUGHN BRODIE MONTGOMERY is 

 stirring a large pot of stew, fighting back tears of 

 humiliation.  One of the black women is playing a 

 guitar and humming a song as the other dances.  

 KILPATRICK sits beside the guitarist and drinks from a 

 bottle of whiskey.) 

 

KILPATRICK 

You sing nice.  What’s your name? 

 

VELVA 

Velva. 

 

KILPATRICK 

Teach me to sing, Velva of the Velvet Voice. 
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VELVA 

This song’s called “Swing Low.”  You wanna learn it? 

 

KILPATRICK 

I’ll learn anything you want to teach me.  You can teach me 

any old song you like. 

 (She begins to sing softly.  He joins in bellowing.  He 

 laughs at himself and his inability to carry a tune.) 

Shit.  Can’t sing. 

 

VELVA 

Anybody can sang. 

 

MAJI 

 (Moving to the music.) 

Velva’s got her a real nice voice.  You oughta hear her sang 

over to the Baptist church yonder.  She’s gotta real nice 

sanging voice. 

 

KILPATRICK 

I just bet she puts that Baptist church on its ear.  Come 

on, girlie, dance with me. 

 (He gets up and dances.) 

How’s the grub coming, honey? 

 (MRS. MONTGOMERY ignores him.) 

I asked you a question, woman.  When we gonna eat! 

 

MRS. MONTGOMERY 

Leave me alone. 

 

KILPATRICK 

Leave her alone!  Hell, who’d wanna mess with you, you old 

hag?  Now you (this to MAJI), you’re my type.  What’s your 

name, honey? 

 

MAJI 

CoraNewMajiKillieWillieMattOllieGusTaylorVaughnBrodie 

Montgomery. 

 

KILPATRICK 

Give me that again. 

 

MAJI 

Coranewmajikilliewilliemattolliegustaylorvaughnbrodie 

Montgomery. 

 

KILPATRICK 

You’re pulling my leg. 
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MAJI 

No, sir, that’s my God given name. 

 

KILPATRICK 

Well, what do people call you? 

 

MAJI 

Maji. (Pronounce Mygee.) 

 

KILPATRICK 

Shit.  Hey, you, Mrs. Montgomery, where’d you get a name 

like that for a slave girl? 

 

MRS. MONTGOMERY 

Maji’s always been a good girl. 

 

KILPATRICK 

Well, hell, what other options did she have?  You been a 

good girl, Mrs. Montgomery?  You ain’t done nothing to 

warrant a flogging, has you, Mrs. Montgomery? 

 

MRS. MONTGOMERY 

Leave me alone. 

 

KILPATRICK 

That ain’t no way for a slave to talk to her massa.  What 

should I do to her, eh, Maji?  Whip her? 

 

MAJI 

Missus Montgomery always treat me right. 

 

KILPATRICK 

Is that so.  Well, I’ll be damned. 

 (He knocks MRS. MONTGOMERY to the ground.) 

How’s it feel, being a slave, you Southern bitch?  Tell me, 

you enjoying yourself?   

 (As MAJI tries to help her.) 

Leave her alone, Maji.  She ain’t worth the effort.  Why 

don’t you spit on her like she’s done you all your life.  Go 

on, give her a wad of your life right in the face.  She’s 

earned it. 

 

MAJI 

I couldn’t do nothing like that. 

 

KILPATRICK 

Well, I sure the hell can. 

 (He spits on her.) 

You gotta learn how to treat your slaves, Maji.  You, too, 

Velva.  You gotta let them know who’s boss.  Hey, you, play  
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KILPATRICK (Continued) 

on that guitar.  Me and Maji want to dance.  Get up from  

there, woman, and fix us our supper.  We’re hungry! 

 (As MRS. MONTGOMERY rises, GENERAL SHERMAN enters from 

 the shadows.  KILPATRICK dances with MAJI without 

 seeing him.  SHERMAN clears his throat and taps 

 KILPATRICK on the shoulder.) 

This one’s mine, Nichols.  Find your own. 

 

SHERMAN 

I would, but I’m not Major Nichols. 

 

KILPATRICK 

Uh--General.  Good to see you, sir.  Just in time to have 

some supper with us. 

 

SHERMAN 

Already dined, thank you.  General? 

 (He pulls KILPATRICK aside.) 

I presume you didn’t receive my directive? 

 

KILPATRICK 

Which directive would that be, sir? 

 

SHERMAN 

The one about patronizing the niggers.  You didn’t get that 

communication? 

 

KILPATRICK 

I don’t recall, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

Strange, seeing as how the order was returned to me with 

your signature in place.  Good evening, ma’m. 

 

MRS. MONTGOMERY 

Are you Sherman? 

 

SHERMAN 

Yes.  And you are--? 

 

MRS. MONTGOMERY 

Mrs. Vaughn Brodie Montgomery.  My husband was killed last 

year at the Battle of Gettysburg. 

 

SHERMAN 

I regret your loss. 

 

MRS. MONTGOMERY 

If this man is an officer of yours, he should be shot. 
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SHERMAN 

General Kilpatrick? 

 

MRS. MONTGOMERY 

If that’s his name, yes. 

 

SHERMAN 

Jud, why don’t you get these niggers out of here. 

 

KILPATRICK 

But, sir-- 

 

SHERMAN 

Yes? 

 

KILPATRICK 

Right away, sir.  Come on, let’s go. 

 (Exits quickly with the women.) 

 

SHERMAN 

I would have a difficult time of it, Mrs. Montgomery, if I 

should have a general in my command shot.  That national 

disgrace, Horace Greeley, would have my hide.  But any other 

suggestion would be welcome.  Would you care to join me in 

my quarters?  We might discuss the matter more fully.  

Perhaps I could treat you to some tea and perhaps a more 

comfortable change of clothing? 

 

MRS. MONTGOMERY 

He is an animal. 

 

SHERMAN 

Perhaps we all are in one way or another. 

 (They leave.  Lights blink and we are back in Savannah 

 in the midst of the discussion.  CELESTINE bangs her 

 gavel to little effect.  She finally restores control.) 

 

CELESTINE 

Now.  This is getting us nowhere.  Sit down, Isabelle.  I’m 

sure you’ll be more comfortable.  Thank you.  May we get on 

with it? The reason for today’s meeting of the Dorcas-- 

 (All place a “D” over hearts, formed by joining the 

 forefinger with the thumb.) 

--wasn’t to debate our individual fates at the hands of the 

demon.  It is to consider our options.  And quickly.  Time 

is slipping away.  The sooner we get down to business, the 

better.  I need not remind you that this city, our homes, 

face imminent danger.  I’ve been in correspondence with a  
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CELESTINE (Continued) 

cousin in Atlanta.  She was there during the forced 

evacuation. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

My aunt who was there, too, said it was horrible, simply 

horrible. 

 

CELESTINE 

Please! 

 

MARTHA 

Should I gag her, Ceel? 

 

CELESTINE 

Charlotte is right.  It was horrible.  And the same thing 

that those in Atlanta faced is in our future.  Unless we 

begin today making plans to avoid it. 

 

ISABELLE 

My uncle, General Hardee, said that-- 

 

CELESTINE 

We must not dwell on the dreams of those prone to wishful 

thinking!  General Hardee can’t withstand Sherman and his 

army, fortifications or no.  And I am not talking treason, 

Isabelle, but simple common sense.  Which tells me that 

Savannah will fall to Sherman before Christmas.  That 

doesn’t give us very much time to prepare.  We must begin 

today, right now!, if my plan is to work. 

 

SANDRA 

You have a plan? 

 

CELESTINE 

Yes, to save our city from the holocaust that destroyed over 

half of Atlanta. I can’t do anything alone.  I’ll need all 

of you--I’ll need your help. 

 

MARTHA 

What do you want us to do? 

 

CELESTINE 

Do you see this?  It is a special item, a box of long stem 

matches.  This particular box was given me while I was in 

Darien before the war.  I happened to meet Miss Fanny Kemble 

and I didn’t have anything else at hand except this box.  

You see?  Her graceful signature?  Members of the Dorcas, I 

freely give my treasure to the cause. 
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ISABELLE 

Are we supposed to stand up and cheer?  Did y’all bring your 

flags? 

 

BEATRICE 

You’re being obnoxious, Issy. 

 

SHARMA 

Celest, you want us to give up our most prized possessions.  

Is that it? 

 

CELESTINE 

Of course not. I want your matches. That’s all. 

 

MARTHA 

I don’t understand. 

 

CELESTINE 

It’s simple.  General Sherman’s weakness is not women, as 

most of you have heard. Nor is it drink, though he enjoys a 

good sound drunk now and then. 

 

VIOLA 

I read that he’s a drunkard.  I’m sure. 

 

SANDRA 

That’s Grant, dear. 

 

VIOLA 

Oh.  I can’t keep those folks apart. 

 

CELESTINE 

Sherman’s major concern is not freeing the slaves.  He hates 

the Negro, free or not. His main passion, his uncontrollable 

penchant, his ultimate Achilles heel--is fire. 

 

ISABELLE 

Why do I keep feeling that I’m supposed to faint or 

something? 

 

CELESTINE 

Don’t you understand?  If we control Sherman’s ability to 

set a fire, we in turn control him. 

 

SHARMA 

What has all that got to do with your box of matches? 

 

ISABELLE 

Signed by Fanny Kemble, no less, the hussy. 
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CHARLOTTE 

I met Fanny Kemble in New York.  I swear, she’s a beautiful 

woman. 

 

CELESTINE 

I have discovered that right now, General Sherman is nearing 

the last of his available matches. 

 

BEATRICE 

How could you possibly know a thing like that? 

 

CELESTINE 

I have my resources.  Sherman keeps a wagon loaded with 

nothing but matches.  At least, that’s what he left Atlanta 

with.  But he’s been on the road a long time.  By the time 

he reaches Savannah, he will be in need of restocking his 

wagon.  The poor man.  Can you imagine the problems he’s 

going to have burning Savannah if he can’t find any matches?  

What if we’ve collected them all before he arrives? 

 

BEATRICE 

Let me understand you.  You want us to collect all the 

matches we can find.  All over the city.  Is that it? 

 

CELESTINE 

We need three wagon loads if my plan is to work.  We won’t 

have to collect all the matches. Only a significant number.   

 

VIOLA 

Where would we find them? 

 

CELESTINE 

Well, start in the merchandise stores.  From there, go to 

the refineries, the ship yards-- 

 

VIOLA 

And do what?  Buy them? 

 

CELESTINE 

If necessary.  But by all means, don’t let anyone know what 

we’re doing. 

 

ISABELLE 

You really expect us to collect three wagons of matches? 

 

VIOLA 

Celest, you’re confusing me.  What for? 
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CELESTINE 

Explain it to her, Martha. 

 

MARTHA 

I don’t think I can. 

 

CELESTINE 

It’s simple.  If Sherman doesn’t have any matches, he can’t 

burn our city.   

 

ISABELLE 

That’s silly. 

 

CELESTINE 

Can I count on you to help? 

 

SHARMA 

I’d love to.  It’s a way to get out of the house. 

 

BEATRICE 

Do you realize how many boxes of matches it’s going to take 

to fill three wagons?  Over five hundred thousand, easily. 

 

SANDRA 

Probably more. 

 

SHARMA 

There aren’t that many matches in the city. 

 

CELESTINE 

There are more than that.  All we have to do is find them. 

 

MARTHA 

When can we begin? 

 

CELESTINE 

What’s wrong with right now? 

 

CHARLOTTE 

Can I help?  I enjoy meeting new people. 

 

CELESTINE 

I’m counting on you.  All of you.  Are you with me? 

 

ISABELLE 

I simply do not see what good any of this is going to do. 

 

CELESTINE 

Hopefully none.  If your dear Uncle Billie Joe keeps his 

word and prevents Sherman from taking the city, all of this  
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CELESTINE (Continued) 

will be moot.  But as a precaution, what I propose is 

definitely worth the effort. 

 

BEATRICE 

I’m ready. 

 

SANDRA 

So am I. 

 

VIOLA 

What do we do with the matches when we collect them? 

 

CELESTINE 

Bring them here.  I’ll store them in my attic. 

 

MARTHA 

Won’t you be afraid they’ll ignite?   

 

CELESTINE 

Maybe someday they will.  But not in Savannah.  So, are we 

agreed and ready to go?  Isabelle? 

 

ISABELLE 

I think this is the silliest thing I’ve ever heard of. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

Oh, come on, Issy.  We’ll have fun. 

 

ISABELLE 

Oh, well.  What have I got to lose. 

 

CELESTINE 

Then we’ll get started.  Martha, you take the girls into the 

dining room for tea and cakes.  Start dividing the city into 

sections and mapping out strategies.  I’ll be right in. 

 (The girls leave, chatting.  CELESTINE remains.) 

Larmie, are you still there? 

 

LARMIE 

Yes, ma’m. 

 

CELESTINE 

 (She writes.) 

Here.  Take this to General Sherman immediately.  Make sure 

no one else delivers this.  You are to put it in his hand 

personally.  This is terribly important.  Do you understand? 
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LARMIE 

Send somebody else this time, Miss.  I don’t like that man 

Sherman.  He make me feel all scared inside. 

 

CELESTINE 

There’s nobody else I can trust like you, Larmie Freeman.  

Now, take this with you and God’s speed.  Don’t let anything 

stop you.  Not anything. 

 

LARMIE 

Yes, ma’m, if you say so. 

 (He goes.) 

 

CELESTINE 

 (Striking a match.  At the same time, SHERMAN strikes a 

 match.  Both gaze intently into flames.  They speak at 

 the same time.) 

Beautiful. 

 

SHERMAN 

Beautiful. 

 (Lights leave CELESTINE and find SHERMAN as he lights 

 his cigar.  We hear the sound of artillery in the 

 distance.  SHERMAN peers through a pair of field 

 glasses.  Beside him, viewing the battle, are his 

 generals.) 

 

SLOCUM 

The fortifications are formidable, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

Can they be taken? 

 

KILPATRICK 

I can do it.  Sweep around on the other side of the river-- 

 

HOWARD 

A frontal assault could be disastrous, Cump. 

 

SHERMAN 

Nothing new in that. 

 (Another series of explosions.) 

Gentlemen, Fort McAllister is all that stands between us and 

the end of this war.  Mount a frontal assault. 

 

KILPATRICK 

My cavalry is ready and waiting for the word to move. 
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SHERMAN 

Cavalry against entrenched infantry?  I’d think you’d have 

learned by now, Jud.  Call up Hazen. 

 

KILPATRICK 

But my men are itching for a scrap, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

Then let them scratch.  I will not sacrifice good men, 

horses, and equipment to satisfy your sagging ego. 

 

KILPATRICK 

You’re not being fair, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

Fair?   

 (He glares at KILPATRICK.  After a moment, KILPATRICK 

 leaves.  More sounds of battle in the distance.  

 SHERMAN peers through is field glasses.) 

I can’t make anything out from here.  Come on, gentlemen.  

Let’s take a closer look at this Fort McAllister.  Major, 

send word to General Hazen to ready for assault.  I want the 

second division of the 15th Corps ready to move at a 

moment’s notice. 

 

DAYTON 

Yes, sir. 

 (Leaves.  More artillery.  The generals change 

 positions, getting closer to the scene of battle.)   

 

HOWARD 

 (As they move.) 

Hazen’s rather young, isn’t he, for such an important 

undertaking? 

 

SHERMAN 

Young, but not impetuous.  Let’s get a closer look. 

 (They are at a lower level where they discover a group 

 of soldiers, huddled, trying to get warm.  As soon as 

 the generals arrive, the soldiers try to get to 

 attention, but are too intertwined in blankets to do so 

 effectively. To the side is LARMIE, asleep.) 

What’s going on here! 

 

SOLDIER 

Just trying to get some sleep, Genral. 

 (A loud explosion near by.  The soldiers cower.) 
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SHERMAN 

Sleep!  By God, you men’re scared out of your wits.  What’s 

wrong with you? When has artillery raised the devil in you! 

 

SOLDIER 

We ain’t afraid, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

Like hell.  You’ve got minnie balls with your names on them, 

right?  Or grapeshot headed right for your noggins.  This is 

a disgrace.  No soldier in my army’s gonna cower in front of 

the enemy. 

 

SOLDIER 

We’re just sleepy, sir.   

 

SHERMAN 

You make me ill.  Is this the way you men behaved at 

Kennesaw? Or Peachtree Creek?  Hell, you already forgot 

about Chattanooga?  Shit.  I’ve seen niggers with more guts 

than you fellers’ve got. Slocum, I want these men moved to 

the forward pickets. 

 

SLOCUM 

This is the forward picket, Cump.  Any closer and they’d be 

sitting down to breakfast with the Rebs. 

 

SHERMAN 

Maybe that’s what they need.  Get these men out of here.  

Hand them over to the Corn-feds for all I care. Get them out 

of my sight. 

 (The soldiers are hustled away.) 

Got a match, Ollie? 

 

HOWARD 

I don’t smoke. 

 

SHERMAN 

A pity. 

 

SLOCUM 

Here, sir.  My last one. 

 (SHERMAN lights his cigar.) 

 

SHERMAN 

Thanks.  Gotta restock our supplies in Savannah.   

 (He takes the lit match and demonstrates it.) 

The match, gentlemen, is the most formidable cog in the 

fabled war machine.  Without it, an army can falter on the 

seats of its pants.  Witness Napoleon and his disaster in  
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SHERMAN (Continued) 

Russia, 1812.  The Russians had matches, the French didn’t.  

It was a simple as that. 

 (Looking through is field glasses.) 

Holy Christ!  Take cover!  They’re leveling their cannon 

straight for us! 

 (The generals and others scatter as LARMIE comes 

 toward SHERMAN to give him his letter.) 

 

LARMIE 

Your worship, I gots me a message for you-- 

 (Huge explosion.  LARMIE flies backward, landing in a   

 heap with his coat thrown over his head.  There is 

 blood everywhere.  The cannon ball has obviously caught 

 LARMIE shoulder high and taken off his head.  The 

 generals come back into the area, shaken.) 

 

SHERMAN 

Goddamn. 

 

SLOCUM 

Right where we were standing, sir.   

 (Sees LARMIE’s dead body.) 

My God. 

 

SHERMAN 

 (Shaking his fist at the Rebels.) 

Almost got me, you sons of bitches!  That battery commander 

deserves a medal.  Good shooting.  You want a medal?  I’ll 

give it to you, you goddamn sonabitch! 

 (He is laughing.) 

 

HOWARD 

Maybe we should return behind the lines. 

 

SHERMAN 

What the hell for?  This is where the action is!  Try it 

again, you yeller bellies!  Just try it again.  I’ll throw 

it back at you five fold!  You hear me? 

 

SLOCUM 

Sir.  There’s nothing to be gained by flaunting yourself 

before the enemy.  I suggest we return to our quarters 

immediately. 

 

SHERMAN 

You always were skittish under fire, Henry.  I love it.  

This is what makes it all worth while!  Anybody hurt by that 

sortie? 

 



 57

SOLDIER 

Just a nigger, sir.  He’s dead. 

 

SHERMAN 

A nigger?  What’s he doing out here? 

 

SOLDIER 

Sleeping. 

 

SHERMAN 

 (Looking at LARMIE’s body.) 

God. What a mess.  Looks like the ball caught him shoulder 

high.  Cover him up. 

 

SOLDIER 

 (Finding the note in LARMIE’s hand.) 

Here’s a note addressed to you, General.  A woman’s hand.  

It has your name on it. 

 

SHERMAN 

My name? What’s a black nigger doing with a note written to 

me? 

 

SOLDIER 

We could ask him, but I wouldn’t trust his answer. 

 

SHERMAN 

 (Taking the note, reading.) 

Be damned. 

 

HOWARD 

What is it? 

 

SHERMAN 

“My dear General Sherman, Please be advised that the 

Christmas dinner you propose in our last correspondence will 

be most suitable for my household.  I will expect you by 

6:00 p.m. sharp, December 25, 1864.  My address is enclosed.  

I remain respectfully yours, Celestine Bell.” 

 (SHERMAN takes off his overcoat, hands it to soldier.) 

Here, cover him up. 

 (He leaves.) 

 

SLOCUM 

What the hell was that all about? 

 

HOWARD 

Who cares?  Bury that man, then come away from here.  This 

position is of no use to any of us. 
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 (Lights fade as all leave, carrying LARMIE’s body.    

 When lights return, we are in CELESTINE’s attic which 

 is cluttered with boxes.  CELESTINE enters followed by 

 FLORA who carries another box or two.)  

 

CELESTINE 

It’s coming along, Flora.  Slowly but surely.  We might 

actually accomplish my goal.  Have Miss Martha or Miss 

Beatrice come by today? 

 

FLORA 

Nome, not yet.  You want me to brang up the rest them 

crates? 

 

CELESTINE 

Yes, please.  I’ll rearrange up here, make more room. 

 

FLORA 

Yes, ma’m.  You mind, Miss Celestine, if I asks you a 

question? 

 

CELESTINE 

Of course not. 

 

FLORA 

What you got in these here boxes, ma’m? 

 

CELESTINE 

Military secret. 

 

FLORA 

That so? 

 

CELESTINE 

Inside these boxes is the world’s most explosive tool of 

war.  Don’t tell anyone, all right? 

 

FLORA 

Oh, nome.  I ain’t breathing a word to nobody. 

 

CELESTINE 

Good.  If Miss Martha arrives, send her up here please. 

 

FLORA 

Yes, ma’m.  

 (She goes as MARTHA enters, carrying a large crate.) 

 

MARTHA 

Yoo hoo, Ceel? 
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CELESTINE 

In here. 

 

MARTHA 

 (Entering with her crate.) 

My, it’s a long way up here to the attic.  Wouldn’t the 

cellar be more convenient?  Fewer stairs. 

 

CELESTINE 

The exercise will do us good.  Besides, the  cellar is too 

damp. 

 (She places the crate with the others.  It is heavy.) 

Gracious, Martha, why didn’t you get one of the boys to help 

with this?  It must weigh a ton. 

 

  MARTHA  

It’s the least I can do. 

 

CELESTINE 

Isn’t this exciting?  Look at this.  We must be at least a 

third of the way to my goal.  We have a million matches here 

if not more. 

 

MARTHA 

I’ve heard of wagons full of cotton, but never this. 

 

CELESTINE 

There’s not much time left.  Help me keep the girls busy. 

 

MARTHA 

It’d be easier if you’d let us know what you have planned. 

 

CELESTINE 

I can’t tell anyone.  Not even you.  The General must be 

taken completely unawares.  Oh, Martha.  You know if I were 

going to share with anyone, it would be you. 

 

MARTHA 

I know. 

 

CELESTINE 

I can’t take a chance with Sherman.  He’s too clever.  And  

unscrupulous. 

 

MARTHA 

You speak of him as if you know him. 

 

CELESTINE 

I do. At least, once upon a time I did. 
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MARTHA 

You’re jesting, of course. 

 

CELESTINE 

Not at all.  I met him when I was thirteen years old.  And I 

fell in love with him even then. 

 

MARTHA 

Where did this happen? 

 

CELESTINE 

Right here in Savannah.  He was a Captain then.  Captain 

Billy Sherman, right out of the academy.  Gallant, debonair, 

enchanting.  He completely stole my heart. 

 

MARTHA 

And still has it, apparently. 

 

CELESTINE 

Definitely not.  I’m too old for silly crushes.  I got over 

my love for him almost as quickly as it had come.  I 

remember seeing him for the very first time.  I was on my 

balcony.  He was parading down the street on a large blue 

roan. . . Just him, no one else.  He looked exquisite.  I 

met him a few days later.  I didn’t meet him exactly.  

Actually, we bumped into one another.  Literally.  I was 

coming out of church with Papa and he marching down the 

sidewalk with a woman on his arm.  Smoking a cigar.  He 

wasn’t watching where he was going and he knocked me quite 

hardily into a nearby mudhole. 

 

MARTHA 

You’re making this up. 

 

CELESTINE 

I swear on a stack of Bibles this high that I’m telling the 

truth.  Anyway, he knocked me into this mudhole and it 

embarrassed him immensely.  He couldn’t apologize enough.  

He tried to give Papa money to replace my dress--mine was 

ruined by the mud and grime.  But Papa wouldn’t hear of it.  

He wiped my face for me and gave me the handkerchief.  I’ve 

treasured it since. 

 

MARTHA 

Then what happened? 

 

CELESTINE 

Nothing.  I think he was embarrassed since the woman he was 

with was not his wife.  No, that woman was certainly not the 

marrying type. 
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MARTHA 

Did you return the hanky? 

 

CELESTINE 

Of course not.  I have it right here.  See? 

 

MARTHA 

You saw him again, surely.  Didn’t you? 

 

CELESTINE 

No.  He must have been restationed after that.  But I’ve 

made a career of learning all I can about him.  I knew he 

would become a great man.  I could tell by the way he bumped 

into me. 

 

MARTHA 

You’re silly, Celest.  You didn’t know any such thing. 

 

CELESTINE 

Well, maybe not then.  But I know it now.  Oh, would you 

look at us?  Wasting time.  We have work to do. 

 

FLORA 

 (Entering with more boxes.) 

Miss Beatrice brung these, ma’m.  You want them here? 

 

CELESTINE 

Yes, thank you.  Is she coming up? 

 

FLORA 

Lord no, ma’m.  Too many stairs. 

 

CELESTINE 

Thank you.  Oh, Flora, has Larmie returned yet? 

 

FLORA 

Nome.  And Miss Henrietta’s all upset.  You spect he’ll be 

home soon? 

 

CELESTINE 

We’ll see. 

 (FLORA leaves.) 

That ingrate.  I bet he’s joined with the Yankees.  Be just 

like him.  I knew he’d desert me.  He was the type.  Well, 

that’s that.  Let’s keep busy, Martha.  No time to lose. 

 (Lights fade. We discover SHERMAN on a high level 

 scanning the distance with his field glasses.  With him 

 are HOWARD, DAYTON and a signal officer who is 
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 currently sending a message with flags.  He then 

 receives one.) 

 

SHERMAN 

Well? 

 

DAYTON 

Nothing yet, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

I hate having to wait.  Why doesn’t Hazen attack? 

 

DAYTON 

Perhaps we should send an order to attack immediately? 

 

SHERMAN 

Why not?  It’ll only be the third such message this past 

hour.  Tell him to get the lead out of his britches and 

storm those fortifications.  I want Fort McAllister taken 

before the sun sets.  That gives him less than forty-five 

minutes. 

 (Distant artillery.) 

Listen to that.  The fleet is out there somewhere. 

 (The signal officer is conveying the message.  He 

 waits, then records the return message from Hazen.) 

Well?  Come on, man, what’s he say! 

 

SIGNAL OFFICER 

General Hazen replies that his preparations are going as 

rapidly as possible.  The assault will be underway soon. 

 

SHERMAN 

Soon!  By God, what’s the man’s problem?  Soon isn’t good 

enough.  Now!  That’s when to attack!!  Now! 

 

HOWARD 

Cump, over there. 

 

SHERMAN 

Now’s not the time, Ollie.  Hazen is supposedly preparing 

for an assault. More like a picnic if you ask me.  Slowest 

son of a bitch to wear stars I’ve ever seen. 

 

HOWARD 

Will you look to the east?  Use the glasses for pity’s sake. 

 

SHERMAN 

What am I looking for? 
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HOWARD 

Don’t you see it?  On the river.  It’s just now coming round 

the bend. 

 

SHERMAN 

By sweet Jesus, it’s a gunboat!  Hazen’ll be blown from here 

to Kennesaw.  Sound retreat, Dayton! 

 

HOWARD 

Wait, Billy, it’s flying the stars and stripes.  It’s ours. 

 

SHERMAN 

By God, I think you’re right.  It must be part of the  

South Atlantic fleet.  I didn’t know they controlled the 

river. 

 

HOWARD 

The entire fleet must be beyond that bend.  We’re almost 

there, General.  We’ve almost made it. 

 

SHERMAN 

 (Sound of artillery.) 

There, they’re laying into the poor rebs.  I feel sorry for 

the sonsabitches.  By God, I do.  If Hazen doesn’t move, I’m 

going down there myself. 

 

SIGNAL OFFICER 

Message received from Hazen, sir.  He is in position and 

ready to attack. 

 

SHERMAN 

Really?  Amazing.  Please inform him to proceed with all due 

precaution.  My God. 

 

HOWARD 

Your observation about his not being impetuous was pretty 

close to the mark, Cump. 

 (We hear the chaos of battle.) 

 

SHERMAN 

What’s happening?  I hate not being down there with them. 

 

DAYTON 

First assault is being launched, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

Good.  Sound the forward. 

 (Bugle calls are heard.) 
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SIGNAL OFFICER 

Sir, we’re being advised by the ship. 

 

SHERMAN 

Well? 

 

SIGNAL OFFICER 

They want to know who we are.   

 

SHERMAN 

Tell them “Abe Lincoln’s Right Arm of Vengeance!”  That 

should please the bastards.   

 

SIGNAL OFFICER 

Their response: “Welcome South, Brother.”  They want to know 

if McAllister’s been taken? 

 

SHERMAN 

Momentarily.  Got a match anyone? 

 

DAYTON 

Afraid not, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

I don’t see them moving yet.  Are you sure Hazen is really 

down there? 

 

DAYTON 

From all reports. 

 

SHERMAN 

 (As sounds of battle swell) 

By God, look at that.  It’s like trying to swarm through 

quicksand. 

 

HOWARD 

The abatis is extra thick in places, Cump.  Hazen had to 

choose a section of the perimeter that he could penetrate.  

Thus, his delay.  I would have done the same. 

 

SHERMAN 

They’ve cleared it.  Now, they’re moving!  It’s beginning to 

waver.  Come on, you sonsabitches, don’t do this to me! 

 

HOWARD 

The gunboat is opening fire on Hazen. 

 

SHERMAN 

Tell them to cease fire for God’s sake.  They’re ripping my 

men apart!  What do they think they’re doing? 
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HOWARD 

They’re moving again.  They’ve regrouped. 

 

SHERMAN 

There they go, right over it.  See, see!  There’s the flag, 

and another, and another on the works.  It’s ours!  The fort 

is ours!   

 

HOWARD 

Thank God. 

 

SHERMAN 

Howard, Savannah is a peach ready to be eaten! 

 (Lights fade as the sounds of battle are replaced by 

 the sound of a yell of victory from the soldiers.  Then 

 quiet.  The stage is in dark blues of night as we see 

 numerous soldiers lying about the stage.  An American 

 flag covers the dead body of a Confederate soldier.  

 Others do not move as SHERMAN and his entourage enter, 

 walking quietly among the dead.  DAYTON tries to stir a 

 soldier.) 

 

DAYTON 

This man is dead. 

 

SLOCUM 

Soldier, wake up. 

 

SOLDIER 

Leave me alone. 

 

SLOCUM 

Where is General Hazen, man? 

 

SOLDIER 

I ain’t seen him. 

 

SHERMAN 

The living and the dead, sharing the same coffin. 

 (He sits beside a dead Rebel.) 

Who is the victor here, Dayton? 

 

HOWARD 

Can I get a chair for you, sir? 

 

SHERMAN 

No, I’m fine here. 

 (He takes the blanket that covers the dead man.) 

So young.  No more than sixteen.  Shameful. 
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DAYTON 

Perhaps Hazen is over there, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

He’s fine, wherever he is.  Look.  Such agony on his face.  

Perhaps he realized too late that he was too young to die.  

Such a pity.  To die nameless on a foreign soil and have no 

one to weep for you.  I’m tired, Ollie. 

 

HOWARD 

I’ll find an appropriate place for you to rest, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

I’ll take a nap here. 

 (He drapes himself in the blanket.) 

I remember when we encamped on the property of General  

SHERMAN (Continued) 

Howell Cobb, an old Negro with a tallow-candle in his hand 

was scanning my face.  Closely.  I asked him, “What do you 

want, old man?” He answered, “Dey say you’s Massa Sherman.”  

I said, yes, such was the case, and asked what he wanted 

again.  He only looked at me and kept muttering, “Dis nigger 

can’t sleep none this night.”  I asked him why he trembled 

so and he said, “Dis nigger can’t sleep none dis night.” 

 (He curls up beside the dead Rebel.) 

Dis nigger ain’t gonna sleep. . . 

 (He goes to sleep.  The lights fade and find CELESTINE 

 on a high level with a candle.  She is quiet for a 

 moment, then she speaks to herself.) 

 

CELESTINE 

You’re out there somewhere, my General. And you’re sleeping 

now.  You are shutting your eyes and curling up beside a 

warm crackling fire.  You are cozy and unaware of being 

alive.  You are in the witches spell, thinking only of 

tomorrow and what glories it might bring.  Goodnight, my  

general.  Goodnight, my love. 

 (She sings a lullaby, softly.) 

  Close your eyes and sleep my love, 

  Let your dreams come softly to you. 

  Sleep, sleep, oh sleep my love, 

  I will stay and watch over you. 

   Oh sleep, 

   Sleep, 

   Oh, sleep. 

 

 (The lights fade out as she blows out her candle.   

 

 End Act I.) 
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Act II 

 
AT RISE:   In the dark, we hear the sound of   

    artillery fire, overpowering in   

    intensity.  When lights rise, we see  

    SHERMAN seated behind a field desk,  

    writing.  He is flanked by HOWARD and  

    SLOCUM, both of whom are enjoying their 

    vices: HOWARD his Bible, SLOCUM the  

    contents of an unmarked bottle.    

    SHERMAN, puffing on his cigar, hands the 

    paper to HOWARD. 

 

SHERMAN 

Read it back to me. 

 

HOWARD 

“The Honorable F. M. Stanton, Secretary of War, Washington, 

DC: Yesterday at 5:00 p.m., General Hazen’s division of the 

5th Corps carried Fort McAllister by assault, capturing its 

entire garrison and stores.” 

 

SHERMAN 

Any word on the exact count? 

 

SLOCUM 

Less than two hundred.  Not nearly as formidable as we’d 

thought. 

 

SHERMAN 

That’s for us to know and Stanton to find out.  If he gets 

word that the enemy is nonexistent down here, we might be 

called home.  Our casualties? 

 

SLOCUM 

Ninety-two dead, twice that wounded. 

 

SHERMAN 

We lost a hundred times that en route to Atlanta.   

 

HOWARD 

Too many. 

 

SHERMAN 

A small price for the end of the war wouldn’t you say? 

 

HOWARD 

Regardless of the purpose even one is too many. 
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SHERMAN 

Whatever.  What do you plan to do with yourself after the 

war, Ollie? 

 

HOWARD 

Plant some corn. 

 

SHERMAN 

Me, too.  And some red beets.  It’s been so long since I’ve 

had a red beet.  You Henry? 

 

SLOCUM 

Think I’ll get drunk and stay that way for six months. 

 

SHERMAN 

And then? 

 

SLOCUM 

Run for Congress.  Being drunk is about the only 

qualification one needs for that job. 

 

SHERMAN 

Continue, Ollie. 

 

HOWARD 

“The army is in splendid order, and equal to anything.  The 

weather has been fine, and supplies are abundant.  Our march 

was agreeable, and we were not at all molested by 

guerrillas.”  That’s not completely accurate, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

What Stanton doesn’t know won’t hurt him. 

 

SLOCUM 

What about you, Cump?  What do you plan to do with yourself 

after all this is over? 

 

SHERMAN 

I don’t know. I’ve tried banking.  Hated that.  This war any 

day to the wars inside a bank.  Or teaching. Tried that, 

too.  Can’t stand teaching or being around other teachers.  

They’re all so empty.  Nobody home. 

 

SLOCUM 

You could go into politics with me. 

 

SHERMAN 

All the more reason to stay home and plant red beets. 
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HOWARD 

There’s a rumor that you’re going to run for president. 

 

SHERMAN 

Where’d you hear that? 

 

HOWARD 

Some reporters were talking.  I think Greeley printed 

something along those lines not too long ago. 

 

SHERMAN 

Once a political party approached my father to run for the 

state legislature.  You know what he told them?  “If 

nominated, I will not run; if elected, I will not serve.” 

 

SLOCUM 

Smart man. 

 

SHERMAN 

I feel the same way. 

 

HOWARD 

Can I quote you on that? 

 

SHERMAN 

Sure.  Why not?  I don’t know what’s worse: a room full of 

politicians or this God forsaken bombardment.  Who’s Hardee 

trying to fool?  Just shooting his guns into the night sky, 

enjoying the fireworks. 

 

SLOCUM 

Shooting at shadows. 

 

HOWARD 

“We reached Savannah three days ago, but owing to Fort 

McAllister, could not communicate; but now that we have 

McAllister, we can go ahead.  We have not lost a wagon on 

the trip.  But have gathered a large supply of Negroes, 

mules, and horses.  We have utterly destroyed over two 

hundred miles of rails, and consumed stores and provisions 

that were essential to Lee’s and Hood’s armies.”  Shouldn’t 

you add that the whole countryside has been lain waste?  

Stanton might be interested in that. 

 

SHERMAN 

No need.  He’ll assume as much.  Continue. 

 

HOWARD 

“The quick work made with McAllister, the opening of 

communications with our fleet, and our consequent  
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HOWARD (Continued) 

independence as to supplies, dissipate all their boasted 

threats to head us off and starve the army.  I regard 

Savannah as already gained.  Yours truly. . .” 

 

SHERMAN 

Have I omitted anything of substance? 

 

HOWARD 

A great deal. 

 

SHERMAN 

I mean, anything that Stanton might need to know. 

 

SLOCUM 

The “Savannah already gained” might be premature. 

 

SHERMAN 

Not at all. We’ll be marching into the city in the morning. 

Do you have the report on all our casualties since Atlanta, 

Henry? 

 

SLOCUM 

Since November 15, one hundred and three men killed, four 

hundred twenty eight wounded and two hundred seventy eight 

missing.  We have one thousand eight hundred eighty eight 

Secesh prisoners. 

 

SHERMAN 

All eating better now than they have in four years. 

 

HOWARD 

So what next, Cump? 

 

SHERMAN 

Wait for word from Hardee, I assume. The ball is in his 

court. 

 

HOWARD 

Perhaps we might pray for the deliverance of Savannah 

without loss of life? 

 

SHERMAN 

I’ll leave the praying to you if you don’t mind. 

 (DAYTON enters.) 

 

DAYTON 

Message from General Hardee, sir. 
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SHERMAN 

About time! 

 (He gives a letter to DAYTON.) 

See that this gets off to Washington as soon as possible. 

 

DAYTON 

Sir. 

 (Leaves.  SHERMAN reads the message.) 

 

SLOCUM 

Well? 

 

SHERMAN 

The goddamn arrogant bastard.  “Your demand for surrender of 

Savannah and dependent forts is refused.”  Refused, 

gentlemen.  How dare he refuse me?  General Howard, prepare 

your artillery for a barrage to begin immediately upon dawn. 

 

HOWARD 

Our target? 

 

SHERMAN 

Down town, where else?  Henry, get your men ready to cross 

the river into South Carolina.  We’ll cut the bastard off 

from retreat and blow him to kingdom come.  Hardee’s refusal 

is tantamount to a death wish.  He’ll rue the day.  But that 

can’t be helped.  We’ll level Savannah if we must.  That is 

all, gentlemen. 

 

SLOCUM 

Yes, sir. 

 (Leaves.) 

 

HOWARD 

Do we need another Atlanta, Cump? 

 

SHERMAN 

Ollie, the only thing we really and truly need is peace.  

Anything else is worthless.  Send Major Dayton in as you 

leave if you don’t mind. 

 

HOWARD 

Savannah is like no other city, sir.  It’s wise to give 

Hardee a second chance for surrender. 

 

SHERMAN 

General Howard.  Good night, sir 

 

HOWARD 

Good night. 
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 (Leaves.  SHERMAN takes a telegram from inside his coat 

 as DAYTON enters.) 

 

DAYTON 

You need me, General? 

 

SHERMAN 

Yes.  It seems we have a small problem, Major. 

 

DAYTON 

If I might help. . . 

 

SHERMAN 

Take a seat, please.  And let’s drop the “sir” stuff for the 

moment. 

 (Gives the telegram to DAYTON.) 

It appears that Grant wants me with him in Virginia. 

 

DAYTON 

Your army? 

 

SHERMAN 

No, just me.  The army’s to stay here. 

 

DAYTON 

That would be catastrophic.  Who would be placed in charge? 

 

SHERMAN 

I have no idea.  Howard most likely.  That would be the best 

thing imaginable for the Southern cause. 

 

DAYTON 

Surely you don’t suspect him of treason. 

 

SHERMAN 

Of course not.  Ollie’s too good a soldier for that.  He’s 

simply seen too much war.  It’s made him doubt the efficacy 

of an armed force wreaking its will against the causes of 

conflict.  He’s become a pacifist, wanting to secure peace 

before all sides are willing to accept it.  For that reason, 

he would become the enemies greatest ally.  

 

DAYTON 

I see. 

 

SHERMAN 

When you think about it, you see that Howard’s probably 

right in his own way.  Still, this order from Grant is so 

ill-timed.  I’ve got a job to do here, not in Virginia. 
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DAYTON 

Perhaps if you put your ideas in writing, he might 

reconsider. 

 

SHERMAN 

I have. 

 (Gives him the letter.) 

I can’t leave here now.  Not when we’re so close.   

 

DAYTON 

I agree, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

Is the telegraph lines in working order? 

 

DAYTON 

Yes, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

Why? 

 

DAYTON 

I suppose because Hardee didn’t consider them of any 

importance, so he didn’t order them-- 

 

SHERMAN 

How do we know that? 

 

DAYTON 

Sir?  I don’t understand. The telegraph lines are untouched. 

 

SHERMAN 

What’s to keep them from being touched?  Say taken out?  

There have been all sorts of Rebel raids behind our lines.  

Couldn’t Hardee have realized his mistake and sent a group 

of men behind our lines to cut those silly telegraph wires? 

You see, if we lose our ability to send telegraphs, then 

this letter will have to be taken to Grant by way of special 

courier.  Isn’t that so? 

 

DAYTON 

Yes, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

How long would it take for such a letter to reach Grant, 

especially if the courier is on a slow horse meant for 

plowing fields? 

 

DAYTON 

Days, sir.  Probably even a week. 
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SHERMAN 

By which time we will have secured Savannah and laid plans 

for South Carolina. 

 

DAYTON 

That’s right, sir.  Only there’s a problem. 

 

SHERMAN 

What’s that? 

 

DAYTON 

Hardee hasn’t cut our telegraph lines. 

 

SHERMAN 

He hasn’t? 

 

DAYTON 

I’ll take care of it myself. 

 

SHERMAN 

Take care of what, Major? 

 

DAYTON 

The special courier.  I know the perfect horse. 

 

SHERMAN 

I thought you might.  And I’ll take care of the other.  

Savannah before Christmas.  You see, I have a dinner 

engagement I don’t intend to miss. 

 

DAYTON 

Is that all, sir? 

 

SHERMAN 

Isn’t it enough? 

 (DAYTON leaves.  SHERMAN puffs on his cigar, but it has 

 gone out.  He searches without success for a match.  He 

 sits listening to the artillery fire as lights change.  

 On a lower level, we see three soldiers on a special 

 mission.) 

 

SOLDIER 1 

Shh.  Did you hear that? 

 

SOLDIER 2 

I didn’t hear anything. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

That. 
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SOLDIER 3 

What? 

 

SOLDIER 1 

Nothing. 

 

SOLDIER 3 

What do you think it was? 

 

SOLDIER 2 

The bogey man.  Where are we? 

 

SOLDIER 3 

Somewhere near the Rebel lines I’d guess. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

You’re both idiots. Don’t you know what that is right over 

there? 

 

SOLDIER 2 

No.  What? 

 

SOLDIER 1 

Their sentinel post. 

 

SOLDIER 3 

Let’s get back. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

Can’t. 

 

SOLDIER 2 

Why not? 

 

SOLDIER 1 

Make contact with the enemy.  That was the Captain’s orders. 

 

SOLDIER 3 

Let the Captain do it if he’s so hot to meet the enemy.  I’m 

going back. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

They’ll shoot you. 

 

SOLDIER 3 

What for? 

 

SOLDIER 1 

How should I know?  They’ll shoot you anyway. 
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SOLDIER 2 

I don’t hear anything.  Maybe they’re all asleep. 

 

SOLDIER 3 

Shh. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

Don’t do that!   

 

SOLDIER 2 

Look it that. 

 

SOLDIER 3 

What? 

 

SOLDIER 2 

Over there, just above the ground. 

 

SOLDIER 3 

I see it.  It’s a spirit.  Let’s get out of here. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

It’s just a mist. 

 

SOLDIER 3 

I’m leaving. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

By yourself? 

 

SOLDIER 2 

How’re we supposed to make contact with the enemy  

anyway? 

 

SOLDIER 3 

I could holler out. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

Keep quiet.  We’ve got to draw straws. 

 

SOLDIER 2 

What for? 

 

SOLDIER 1 

To see who goes over there. 

 

SOLDIER 3 

I’ll hold the straws, you two can draw them. 
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SOLDIER 1 

You got any match sticks? 

 

SOLDIER 2 

You’re kidding, right? 

 

SOLDIER 1 

Here.  I’ll drop these three pebbles in my cap, see?  I’m 

gonna spit on one of them.  Now, who draws the wet pebble’s 

going over there and making contact with the enemy.  Agreed? 

 

SOLDIER 3 

Why can’t I spit on the pebble?  Who wants to grab your old 

spit anyway? 

 

SOLDIER 2 

Just shut up, will you?  Let’s get this thing over with. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

Okay.  Draw. 

 (SOLDIER 2 draws and sighs with relief. Next.) 

 

SOLDIER 3 

This pebble ain’t that wet.  Maybe it’s the other one. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

Are you going or do we have to throw you over this wall?  

Get going. 

 

SOLDIER 3 

Here, take my watch for me, will you?  And my St. 

Christopher medal.  If I don’t come back, my wife’s name is 

Olga.  She’s German, but that’s all right, too.  Tell her I 

loved her. Oh, God, I wish I was home with Olga. 

 

SOLDIER 2 

We’ll tell her. 

 

SOLDIER 3 

I got two kids, you know that? 

 

SOLDIER 1 

We know all about it. 

 

SOLDIER 3 

And tell my mother I didn’t mean to get drunk and burn the 

barn that time.  You’ll tell her, won’t you? 

 

SOLDIER 2 

Sure.  Don’t worry about a thing.  I’ll tell her personally. 
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SOLDIER 3 

Thanks.   

 

SOLDIER 1 

Will you get going?  We’ll miss breakfast. 

 

SOLDIER 3 

Well. . . so long. 

 (He slides out of sight.  The others relax.) 

 

SOLDIER 2 

Nice watch.  You want it? 

 

SOLDIER 1 

I’ve already got three. 

 

SOLDIER 2 

Wonder why it’s so quiet. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

Won’t be once they catch sight of him. 

 

SOLDIER 2 

So quiet it’s scary.  You hear that? 

 

SOLDIER 1 

What? 

 

SOLDIER 2 

Nothing.  Well, you ready to head back?  He should of made 

contact by now. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

We ain’t heard anything yet. 

 

SOLDIER 2 

That’s because they’ve already put a knife through his 

gullet.  Let’s go. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

One more minute. 

 

SOLDIER 2 

One then I’m gone.  Hey, this watch don’t even  

work. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

Shhh. 
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SOLDIER 2 

God! 

 (They flatten themselves as SOLDIER 3 returns with a 

 knapsack and wearing a Rebel cap.) 

What’re you trying to do, you idiot!  Get yourself shot? 

 

SOLDIER 1 

Wearing a thing like that, we could of shot you! 

 

SOLDIER 3 

Didn’t think about that.   Nice, huh? 

 

SOLDIER 2 

Full of rat holes.  What’s that? 

 

SOLDIER 3 

Souvenirs. Look, two pairs of socks, change of britches--

falling apart.  The place is littered with knapsacks and 

shovels and guns and things like that.  Mess kits, canteens, 

everywhere. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

What’d they do, give this stuff to you? 

 

SOLDIER 3 

Nobody’s there. 

 

SOLDIER 2 

What’s that mean? 

 

SOLDIER 3 

They’re gone.  Skedaddled. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

I don’t believe it.  You didn’t have time to get there and 

back.  What’re you pulling? 

 

SOLDIER 3 

Go see for yourself.  The place is empty.  I checked all 

over.  Nothing. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

What d’ya think? 

 

SOLDIER 2 

You wanna go see? 

 

SOLDIER 1 

You kidding?  Let’s get back to the Captain. 
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SOLDIER 3 

What about all that loot over there?  Don’t you guys wanna 

see?  The place is loaded with stuff. 

 

SOLDIER 1 

You guys coming? 

 

SOLDIER 2 

 (As they leave.) 

How about those Johnnies.  Skipping out on us fore we could 

give ‘em a good fight. 

 (They are gone.  Lights change.  We discover CELESTINE 

 and BELL sitting at breakfast in silence.) 

 

BELL 

You’re awful quiet this morning, Celestine. 

 

CELESTINE 

Everything’s quiet this morning.  Why have the guns  

stopped? 

 

BELL 

Don’t you worry about that. 

 

CELESTINE 

Not worry.  What if Sherman has turned around and marched 

back to Atlanta or Augusta? What if he’s right now headed 

for Richmond which is what I’d do if I were him.  You said 

yourself that the Confederate army was holding an 

impregnable position. 

 

BELL 

“Impregnable position.”  You have no idea what that  

means. 

 

CELESTINE 

I’m not stupid, Papa.  Just because I’m a woman doesn’t mean 

I can’t understand simple military terminology. 

 

BELL 

Girl, Celestine.  You’ll be a woman once you reach twenty-

one.  You have a year left, my dear. 

 

CELESTINE 

Six months.  It seems ridiculous to me that we women have to 

sit home and read the society pages while men devour the war 

news.  If the truth be known, I know as much about this war 

as you, Papa, and I don’t care for this silence.  It isn’t 

natural. 
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BELL 

General Hardee is probably reloading his guns, or giving 

them a rest.  The barrel of a cannon has a tendency to 

become over heated when placed into constant use.  And 

besides-- 

 

CELESTINE 

I know all that.  You needn’t lecture me.  I also know that 

Hardee has two separate artillery divisions so that while 

one is in use, the other is catching its wind, allowing him 

to sustain a continuous barrage over an indefinite period of 

time.  My guess is that he’s run out of ammunition. 

 

BELL 

My, my, aren’t we the clever one this morning.  They’re 

probably just taking a nap.  After the pounding last night, 

I could use one myself.  So, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll catch 

a few winks.  Do you mind, dear? 

 

CELESTINE 

Of course not.  You never listen to a word I say anyway. 

 

BELL 

That isn’t true, dear.  Wake me in an hour or so. 

 (He is gone.  CELESTINE sits for a moment, obviously 

 irritated by the silence.  MARTHA enters, quietly.) 

 

MARTHA 

Celest? 

 

CELESTINE 

Martha!  I’m so pleased--What’re you doing out so early? 

 

MARTHA 

I had to see you.  Oh, it’s all too exciting.  And 

terrifying.   

 

CELESTINE 

What is it? 

 

MARTHA 

A courier came by our house.  Hardee has gone. 

 

CELESTINE 

Gone where? To sleep? 

 

MARTHA 

South Carolina I suppose.  No one seems to know for sure.  

The army slipped out of the city last night under cover of 

the artillery.  Can you believe it?  After all that hoopla  
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MARTHA (Continued) 

about defending the city to the last man, we are now at the 

mercy of Sherman and the  Yankees.  God help us. 

 

CELESTINE 

I had no idea it would be so easy. 

 

MARTHA 

You don’t understand.  The gates of the city are standing 

wide open.  The only reason Sherman isn’t here right now is 

because he doesn’t know that Hardee’s gone. 

 

CELESTINE 

What wonderful news.  He has been denied the pleasure of 

shelling our city.  He is not going to be able to touch a 

hair on anyone’s head.  I’ll see to that. 

 

MARTHA 

You’re frightening me, Ceel.  What’re you talking about? 

 

CELESTINE 

My plan is going to work. 

 

MARTHA 

You had nothing to do with Hardee’s leaving.  What do you 

mean, your plan? 

 

CELESTINE 

I’ll explain it some day.  Right now, I have preparations to 

make for a very special Christmas dinner.  What are choice 

hens going for these days? 

 

MARTHA 

There aren’t any choice hens left. 

 

CELESTINE 

Scrawny ones then. 

 

MARTHA 

I wouldn’t know.  I haven’t had chicken in so long. 

 

CELESTINE 

I’ll find one.  Wait until Papa hears who our dinner guest 

is to be.  Oh, isn’t it exciting? 

 

MARTHA 

I’m too afraid to be excited. 

 

CELESTINE 

You have no backbone, Martha Clark. 
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MARTHA 

And you have no manners, Celestine Bell. 

 

CELESTINE 

Touché. 

 

MARTHA 

Besides, backbones will be worth nothing if the Yankees come 

in raping and burning like they’ve done everywhere else.  

Oh, it’s too horrid for words.  How can you be excited? 

 

CELESTINE 

Easy.  No one is going to be harmed.  You’ll see.  My 

manners may be in question, but General Sherman’s certainly 

are not.  Come with me.  We have so much to do! 

 (They exit as lights change.  We discover SHERMAN at 

 his writing desk, head on his folded arms.  DAYTON 

 rushes in.) 

 

DAYTON 

General!  General Sherman, sir! 

 

SHERMAN 

For God’s sake, Major-- 

 

DAYTON 

Beg pardon, sir, but this is important. 

 

SHERMAN 

Better be. 

 

DAYTON 

General Hardee has evacuated Savannah. 

 

SHERMAN 

I’m not laughing, Dayton. 

 

DAYTON 

Because this is no joke.  All hostile forces have been 

removed from the city.  Hardee somehow or other escaped into 

South Carolina with his army in tact. 

 

SHERMAN 

All escape routes were cordoned off. 

 

DAYTON 

Regardless, he’s gone.   
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SHERMAN 

That sly son of a. . .  He’s trying to embarrass me before 

the war office, sneaking away like a thief in the night.  

Grant will never let me live this one down.  So, the city is 

ours? 

 

DAYTON 

For the taking.  It is sitting there waiting for us.  I 

understand the mayor is on his way here to surrender the 

city to you personally. 

 

SHERMAN 

Be damned.  Dayton, if you were a woman, I’d hug your neck.  

Well, what the hell! 

 (The two men embrace.) 

Get hold of Howard and Slocum right away.  And send for that 

fool Kilpatrick, wherever he is.  Oh, and break open that 

keg we took from Old Man Cobb’s, you know the one.  This 

calls for a celebration.  It may even call for a good old 

fashioned drunk! 

 (As DAYTON turns to leave.) 

By the way, what day is it, do you know? 

 

DAYTON 

Friday, December 20.  A glorious day. 

 

SHERMAN 

I’ll drink to that.  Inform the men.  We move into Savannah 

at ten this morning.  We’re the conquering heroes, so let’s 

look the part.  I want every man spit and polish from head 

to toe.  That includes the horses, mules, niggers, the 

works.  That only gives us two hours to prepare.   

 

DAYTON 

Yes, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

And Lawrence?  Damn good news you’ve brought me.  Damn good. 

 

DAYTON 

The best I’ve had since this war began. 

 (He leaves.) 

 

SHERMAN 

December 20.  Five days until Christmas. 

 (He writes.) 

“Savannah, Georgia, December 20, 1864. To his Excellency, 

President Lincoln, Washington, DC: I beg to present you as a 

Christmas-gift the city of Savannah. . .” 
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 (He sits back, breaks out a new cigar, but he can’t 

 find a match. Lights change.  We discover CELESTINE and 

 MARTHA hanging ornaments about the stage.  They sing a 

 work song.) 

 

CELESTINE 

Here, Martha, reach this one for me. 

 

MARTHA 

Where did you find these charming ornaments? 

 

CELESTINE 

Made them.  Thank you.  Being tall has its advantages. 

 

MARTHA 

That’s a matter for discussion.  This angel is beautiful.  

What did you make it from? 

 

CELESTINE 

A perfume bottle and melted wax.  Larmie taught me how to 

carve wax when I was a little girl. 

 

MARTHA 

Simply beautiful.  Where should we put it? 

 

CELESTINE 

On the mantle.  Do you think I should hang mistletoe?  You 

don’t think he would consider that too forward, do you? 

 

MARTHA 

Who knows what he might consider.  Be on your guard. 

 

CELESTINE 

Everything looks so nice! 

 

MARTHA 

What time do you expect him? 

 

CELESTINE 

Who can predict. 

 

MARTHA 

What time did he say? 

 

CELESTINE 

I haven’t heard from him. 

 

MARTHA 

Then how do you know he’s coming? 
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CELESTINE 

I don’t.  How do I look? 

 

MARTHA 

As stunning as this room.  I have to go.  I don’t want to be 

here when he arrives.   

 

CELESTINE 

IF he arrives. 

 

MARTHA 

What if he doesn’t? 

 

CELESTINE 

Then I’ll march right over to the Green mansion and demand 

an apology. 

 

MARTHA 

Why to Mr. Green’s? 

 

CELESTINE 

That’s where he’s staying. He’s living like a king in that 

gaudy castle. 

 

MARTHA 

I heard he was at the Pulaski. 

 

CELESTINE 

That was before.  Besides the Pulaski is beneath him.  No 

conquering hero should have to put up with the decadence of 

the Pulaski.  Perhaps I should have worn my blue gown.  This 

one is a trifle frilly. 

 

MARTHA 

You look beautiful.  Any more so and you’ll not escape the 

evening unscathed. 

 

CELESTINE 

Oh, what a rumor that would make!  I can hear the Dorcas 

now, chattering about the orgy at the Bell residence on 

Christmas night. 

 

MARTHA 

I’ll help you spread it if you like. 

 

CELESTINE 

We’ll see. 

 (She is fidgety.) 

Oh, I always get ready too soon.  Here I am with an hour to 

kill and nothing to kill it on. 
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MARTHA 

Would you care for a stroll through the garden? 

 

CELESTINE 

I’m too nervous to stroll. 

 

MARTHA 

How about a quick game of slap jack? 

 

CELESTINE 

That would make me even more nervous. 

 

MARTHA 

Perhaps you’d rather play with your matches.  You could 

light them and toss them over the balcony at passersby. 

 

CELESTINE 

You know I hate playing with fire. 

 

MARTHA 

That’s obvious.  Why else invite General Sherman into your 

home on Christmas night? 

 

CELESTINE 

You’re horrible.  I could check on Henrietta. 

 

MARTHA 

And I must be going home. 

 

CELESTINE 

Stay, please.  I need you. 

 

MARTHA 

The day you really need somebody will be the day the sun 

stands still.  I’ll drop by in the morning.  I’ll be 

petrified with curiosity. 

 (DAYTON and two soldiers enter abruptly.) 

 

DAYTON 

Beg pardon, ma’m, could you direct me to a Miss Celestine 

Bell? 

 

CELESTINE 

You’re speaking to her.  How dare you come barging in here-- 

 

DAYTON 

Routine, Miss.  Amos--Oleg-- 

 (Two soldiers exit searching the house.) 
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CELESTINE 

This is criminal! 

 

DAYTON 

Very likely, ma’m.  But military regulations. Would you mind 

if I search your person? 

 

CELESTINE 

I most certainly would. 

 

DAYTON 

Your handbag would do.  If you would be so kind. 

 (He searches through her bag.) 

And yours, miss? 

 

MARTHA 

I was on my way out. 

 

DAYTON 

Your bag, please. Thank you. Lovely decorations, Miss Bell. 

 

CELESTINE 

What are you, a sergeant? 

 

DAYTON 

A major, miss.  Major Lawrence Dayton, at your service. 

 

CELESTINE 

Please serve me by vacating my home! 

 

DAYTON 

I will be delighted to oblige you, ma’m, once we ascertain 

that your house is suitable for a visit from the General. 

 

CELESTINE 

He’s coming? 

 

DAYTON 

Of course.  He was invited, wasn’t he?  I haven’t seen him 

looking so spiffy in a good while.  This check is routine, 

nothing more. 

 

BELL 

 (Entering) 

Celestine!  There are soldiers in my study, what are--Oh, I 

say, they’re in here as well. 

 

DAYTON 

Good evening, sir. 
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BELL 

Who are you? 

 

CELESTINE 

Major Dayton, Papa, though he looks like a sergeant to me. 

 

BELL 

He could be a Major General for all I care.  What’s he doing 

in my house uninvited? 

 

DAYTON 

Precautionary, sir.  We will be out of your way as soon as 

our search is completed. 

 

BELL 

What might you be looking for--if I may ask. 

 

DAYTON 

An assassin, sir. 

 

BELL 

What? In my house?  Well, I never-- 

 

DAYTON 

One never knows until one has checked, does one. 

 

BELL 

This is the home of a gentleman, sir.  All one need do is 

inquire.  There is no reason for these men to be rummaging 

through my personal belongings.  I’ll see to it that General 

Sherman hears about this atrocity. 

 

SHERMAN 

 (Having eased in unnoticed.) 

I’ll be sure to tell him for you, sir, the next time I see 

him.  Mr. Bell I presume? 

 

BELL 

You presume correctly, sir.  But who are you? 

 

CELESTINE 

General Sherman, Papa. 

 

BELL 

What?  Well, I’ll be damned.  Excuse me, Martha. 

 

MARTHA 

That’s okay, I’m being damned as well. 
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SHERMAN 

 (To MARTHA.) 

You must be Miss Bell?  You look exactly as I had pictured 

from your letters. 

 

MARTHA 

She’s Celestine.  I’m Martha Clark. 

 

SHERMAN 

I beg your pardon, Miss Clark.  I am charmed, I’m sure. 

 

CELESTINE 

I’m sure I am, too, sir. 

 

BELL 

Celestine, what is all this? 

 

CELESTINE 

I told you.  General Sherman is joining us for dinner this 

evening. 

 

BELL 

Well, I’ll be double damned!  Beg pardon, sir, but I have a 

pressing business engagement elsewhere this evening.  I will 

be unable to join you at dinner as planned.  If you’ll 

excuse me-- 

 (He leaves.) 

 

SHERMAN 

A delightful man, your father.  Somewhat predictable, but 

nevertheless as charming as his daughter. 

 

CELESTINE 

You flatter me, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

For obvious reasons. 

 (Two soldiers return from their search.) 

 

SOLDIER 

Nothing, Major. 

 

DAYTON 

Very well.  That will be all. 

 (The two exit.  DAYTON turns to follow them.) 

 

CELESTINE 

Won’t you join us, Major?  We would be most happy to have 

you. 
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DAYTON 

That would be most kind-- 

 (A look from SHERMAN.) 

--But I have already dined. 

 

CELESTINE 

So early? 

 

DAYTON 

Yes, so early.  Have a refreshing evening, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

Thank you.  That will be all. 

 (DAYTON leaves.) 

 

CELESTINE 

What did he mean by that--a refreshing evening. 

 

SHERMAN 

We’ll find out, won’t we?  Well, I had no idea I would be 

graced with the company of two charming ladies this evening. 

How delightful. 

 

MARTHA 

Oh, I must be going as well.  As a matter of fact, I should 

have left an hour ago.  It’s already dark outside. 

 

CELESTINE 

You can’t go now.  I need you. 

 

MARTHA 

You don’t need me, that’s obvious.  It was a pleasure 

meeting you, General.  I hope to see you again soon. 

 

SHERMAN 

Likewise, I’m sure.  Perhaps I will have the honor of yours 

and Miss Celestine’s company at my quarters some evening. 

 

MARTHA 

That would be lovely. 

 

CELESTINE 

But out of the question. 

 

SHERMAN 

Why?  I insist. 

 

MARTHA 

So do I.  But I really must be going.  Good night, Ceel.  

I’ll see you first thing in the morning. 
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CELESTINE 

At least let me send a servant with you-- 

 

MARTHA 

Don’t be silly.  I’m a big girl now.  I can take care of 

myself.  Good night again. 

 (She leaves.  A long pause.) 

 

CELESTINE 

Well. 

 

SHERMAN 

May I sit? 

 

CELESTINE 

Oh, by all means.  I’m sorry.  I have no idea where my 

manners are this evening. 

 

SHERMAN 

But I can’t sit before you, my dear. 

 

CELESTINE 

Oh.  Yes, how silly of me. 

 (She sits.  So does he.) 

Would you care for a mint? 

 (She rises to get one.  He rises again.) 

Oh.  I’m sorry.  How clumsy of me. 

 

SHERMAN 

Not at all.  And yes, I would enjoy a mint.  Thank you. 

 (Pause.) 

Are you sure you wouldn’t care to sit again?  It might be 

more comfortable. 

 

CELESTINE 

 (Sitting.  So does he.) 

How was your trip? 

 

SHERMAN 

I beg your pardon? 

 

CELESTINE 

Your--trip?  You know, from Atlanta.  Did you have a 

pleasant tour of Georgia? 

 

SHERMAN 

As pleasant as one might under the circumstances. 

 

CELESTINE 

It must have been exciting. 
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SHERMAN 

On the contrary.  It was really quite dull, comparatively. 

 

CELESTINE 

Compared to what? 

 

SHERMAN 

The trip from Chattanooga to Atlanta. That was exciting. 

 

CELESTINE 

Tell me about it. 

 

SHERMAN 

Surely you jest. 

 

CELESTINE 

Oh, no. 

 

SHERMAN 

All of it? 

 

CELESTINE 

From start to finish. 

 

SHERMAN 

Then I’m afraid I must move my quarters here for it would 

take days to cover the entire campaign. 

 

CELESTINE 

The highlights then? 

 

SHERMAN 

Do you have a garden? 

 

CELESTINE 

A tiny one.  Why? 

 

SHERMAN 

I enjoy telling my war stories while strolling in a garden.  

They’re more effective that way. 

 

CELESTINE 

This way then.  It’s not far. 

 (She stops as he gets a handful of mints.) 

You’re not a bit like I remember you. 

 

SHERMAN 

Beg pardon? 
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CELESTINE 

Nothing.  I was thinking aloud.  Follow me, now, no lagging 

behind. 

 (They leave as lights change.  We discover a drunken 

 soldier sitting alone as MARTHA enters.  He stops her 

 progress.) 

 

SOLDIER 

‘Scuse me, miss, you got a penny for a cup of coffee? 

 

MARTHA 

No, I haven’t. 

 (She tries to pass but he stops her again.) 

 

SOLDIER 

Could you tell me if this is Bay Street we’re on? 

 

MARTHA 

No, it’s Church.  Please let me pass. 

 

SOLDIER 

You wouldn’t happen to know what time it is, would you? 

 

MARTHA 

After six, I’m sure.  Excuse me.  I must get home. 

 

SOLDIER 

You’re the lucky one.  You got a home to go home to.  I’m a 

thousand miles away from my home.  And here it is Christmas.  

I wish I could go home, too, but I can’t. 

 

MARTHA 

Well, I’m sorry about that.  I really am. 

 (He remains in her way.) 

 

SOLDIER 

Ain’t you got anything you can give me?  I’m hungry, ma’m. 

 

MARTHA 

Well, I don’t have any food on me. 

 

SOLDIER 

It ain’t food I’m hungry for.  Ain’t you got something else 

for me? 

 

MARTHA 

Get out of my way. 

 (She tries to push past him and succeeds.  He grabs her 

 and throws her to the ground.) 
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SOLDIER 

You ungrateful bitch.  I ought to cut your throat.  I just 

might do it, you hear me?  Goddamn southern bitch. You ain’t 

good for nothing cept breeding dogs.  You move and I’ll blow 

your brains out. 

 

MARTHA 

Don’t hurt me.  Please don’t. I have a little money.  How 

much do you need? 

 

SOLDIER 

A minute ago you didn’t have a penny to your name and now 

you’re richer than Santy Claus.  You goddamn southern wench. 

 

MARTHA 

Help!! 

 

SOLDIER 

 (Striking her with the back of his hand.) 

Shut up!  There ain’t nobody cares about you! 

 (He tries to kiss her.  She bites him. He draws his 

 pistol and fires.  She crawls away as he fires again 

 and again.  MARTHA lies still.  He stands over her for 

 a moment.) 

Damn whore. 

 (He exits.  MARTHA lies still.  In a moment, another 

 soldier enters and sees her body.) 

 

SOLDIER 

Over here, sir. 

 (An officer and a second soldier enter as the first 

 soldier checks the body.) 

 

OFFICER 

Is she dead? 

 

SOLDIER 

Yes, sir. 

 

OFFICER 

Christ awmighty.  Old Billy will have our heads for this.  

Why does this sort of thing have to happen on my watch! 

 

SOLDIER 1 

I don’t know about you two, but I ain’t seen nothing. 

 

SOLDIER 2 

Me, neither.  I heard a couple shots but didn’t see nothing.  

That’s the way I’ll tell it. 
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SOLDIER 1 

What say, sir? 

 

OFFICER 

Dump the body in the river.  Nobody’ll ever know the 

difference.  And men, I’ll do what I can to see you’re 

discharged in time for New Years.  Carry on. 

 (They drag the body away.  The OFFICER sees MARTHA’s 

 purse on the ground.  Picks it up, weighs it for money, 

 then pockets it.  Lights change as we discover SHERMAN 

 and CELESTINE returning from their Christmas meal.  

 SHERMAN sits without waiting for CELESTINE.) 

 

SHERMAN 

Delicious dinner, my dear Miss Bell.  Compliments to the 

cook on that marvelous turkey. 

 

CELESTINE 

Please.  Call me Celestine.  Miss Bell is so formal.  And it 

was peacock.  It was all that was available in the markets. 

 

SHERMAN 

That was my daughter’s name as well.  Celestine.   

 

CELESTINE 

Please convey my Christmas greetings to her.  Perhaps we 

might meet one of these days? 

 

SHERMAN 

Not likely.  Celestine did not survive the birthing process. 

 

CELESTINE 

I’m so sorry-- 

 

SHERMAN 

Don’t be.  I have plenty of healthy children.  They are my 

joy--along with my wife, of course. 

 

CELESTINE 

I’m not married. 

 

SHERMAN 

I surmised as much.  A beau, perhaps? 

 

CELESTINE 

No.  Papa needs me. 

 

SHERMAN 

I’m sure he does.  Do you mind if I smoke?  A meal is 

incomplete without a cigar. 
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CELESTINE 

Not at all.  You’ll find a box of matches on the table. 

 

SHERMAN 

Thank you.   

 (Noticing the autograph.) 

Hmm.  Fanny Kemble?  I caught a performance of hers in New 

York before the war.  A striking lady. 

 

 (He lights his cigar.) 

 

CELESTINE 

Most. . . striking.   

 

SHERMAN 

You know her well? 

 

CELESTINE 

Only in passing.  I don’t really care for her acting.  Too 

dishonest. 

 

SHERMAN 

You prefer your fantasies to be honest? 

 

CELESTINE 

Whenever possible.  You for example. 

 

SHERMAN 

What?  I’m a fantasy? 

 

CELESTINE 

No.  Are you honest? 

 

SHERMAN 

Such a question.  If I answer truthfully, I’d be lying. 

 

CELESTINE 

You sound like a politician. 

 

SHERMAN 

All successful generals are politicians at heart.  

Scoundrels all. 

 

CELESTINE 

Let’s talk of something else. 

 

SHERMAN 

I am at your disposal. 
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CELESTINE 

What is your impression of our fair city? 

 

SHERMAN 

Savannah is a jewel in the Southern crown.  I’ve anticipated 

my return for some time.  I’m no stranger here.  I suppose 

you know that? 

 

CELESTINE 

Yes.  When you were here before, you were a mere Captain. 

 

SHERMAN 

Fresh from the academy with worlds to conquer. 

 

CELESTINE 

And hearts.  You conquered mine.  Don’t you recall? 

 

SHERMAN 

Really?  How? 

 

CELESTINE 

We bumped into each other one Sunday morning.  I was coming 

from church, you down the sidewalk.  The bump was a hefty 

one.  You knocked me headlong into a mud puddle. 

 

SHERMAN 

You’re joking. 

 

CELESTINE 

No.  My dress was ruined and my ego shattered.  I was 

twelve.  Most impressionable, you see. 

 

SHERMAN 

This is distressing.  All because of my clumsiness? 

 

CELESTINE 

Don’t concern yourself.  I bought a new dress and my ego 

mended nicely.  Here is the handkerchief you gave me that 

morning to wipe the mud from my face.  You see?  Your 

initials in the corner? 

 

SHERMAN 

Then, you’re not making this up.  I’m terribly sorry.  How 

can I repay you? 

 

CELESTINE 

By being my guest this evening.  A most gracious guest, too. 

 

SHERMAN 

My, my, such a long time ago.  I strutted, didn’t I. 
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CELESTINE 

Maybe a little. 

 

SHERMAN 

I was so proud of my uniform in those days.  I even wore it 

to bed.  Did you know that? 

 

CELESTINE 

How could I? 

 

SHERMAN 

Tell me.  Have I changed since then? 

 

CELESTINE 

You’ve grayed a bit.  Your wrinkles about the eyes have 

deepened.  But generally, you’re still the strutting same. 

 

SHERMAN 

Not even the least bit grander? 

 

CELESTINE 

You could hardly look more grand than you did that day with 

that attractive woman on your arm and you dressed in your 

finest blue uniform. 

 

SHERMAN 

 (Slightly concerned.) 

There was a woman involved? 

 

CELESTINE 

Yes.  Most attractive brunette.  She smelled of orange 

blossoms.  I’ve often wondered if she were your wife.  I 

naturally assumed she was. 

 

SHERMAN 

Yes.  Yes, she was.  Tell me, have you lived in Savannah 

long? 

 

CELESTINE 

All my life.  Was she your wife? 

 

SHERMAN 

I don’t recall.  Do you have brandy? 

 

CELESTINE 

Forgive me.  I’m forgetting my manners again. 

 (She pours two classes of brandy.) 

So, General.  To business. 
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SHERMAN 

Business?  I’ve not had my brandy yet. 

 

CELESTINE 

What are your intentions regarding Savannah after you leave? 

 

SHERMAN 

Who says I’m leaving?   

 

CELESTINE 

Oh, come now.  What’s to keep you in Savannah?  You didn’t 

come all this way just to become stodgy and an “Alice-sit-

by-the-fire.” You’re much too ambitious.  There are 

victories to be won.  Savannah can be nothing more to you 

than a convenient supply depot.  So.  What do you have 

planned for us? 

 

SHERMAN 

I haven’t decided. 

 

CELESTINE 

And when will you decide? 

 

SHERMAN 

Probably the day I leave.  To your health, dear lady. 

 

CELESTINE 

And to your future battles. 

 

SHERMAN 

May they become fewer as the days progress. 

 (They drink.) 

 

CELESTINE 

I have relatives in Atlanta.  They have told me of their 

straits and the horrors of war. I’ve wondered how I would 

face the reality of leaving my home and returning to find it 

in ashes.  I think my heart would break if that were to 

happen. 

 

SHERMAN 

We must protect your heart, mustn’t we. 

 

CELESTINE 

My cousin from Atlanta wrote of returning to her home after 

you left--I don’t mean to accuse.  You must be fully aware 

of the disaster that affected her life so profoundly.  She 

couldn’t distinguish her pile of rubble from her neighbors.  

But she and my aunt are rebuilding even as we speak. 
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SHERMAN 

It pleases me to hear that. 

 

CELESTINE 

Does it? 

 

SHERMAN 

Burning Atlanta was a necessity of war, not the act of any 

personal enjoyment. 

 

CELESTINE 

Honestly? 

 

SHERMAN 

Just as the torching of Savannah will eventually be a 

similar necessity.  I would be remiss in my duty if Savannah 

were left untouched to continue supplying the enemy.  It’s 

really quite simple. 

 

CELESTINE 

Nothing is ever simple, General. 

 

SHERMAN 

Nothing is ever terribly complicated, my dear Celestine.  A 

thing is either this or that, seldom the other.  The answer 

to most questions is usually yes or no, rarely maybe. 

 

CELESTINE 

Then you intend to burn Savannah? 

 

SHERMAN 

Maybe. 

 

CELESTINE 

Is there any way I might dissuade you? 

 

SHERMAN 

We could pursue the question, if you wish. 

 

CELESTINE 

If I told you I know a way.  What then? 

 

SHERMAN 

I’m sure I’d welcome any persuasive techniques you possess.  

Shouldn’t we close the drapes? 

 

CELESTINE 

Oh.  Your cigar seems to have gone out.  I’ll send for a 

match.  No, no, please don’t get up.  Flora, will you please 

bring the General a match?  She won’t be a minute. 
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SHERMAN 

I don’t really care for a smoke at a time like this. 

 

CELESTINE 

Oh, I insist.  You see, we’re talking business, and I want  

you to be comfortable. 

 

SHERMAN 

Again business? 

 

CELESTINE 

Bargaining. Savannah is a city a love more dearly than my 

own life.  I intend to see to it that it remains untouched. 

 

SHERMAN 

It’s Christmas, dear lady.  Must we discuss this now? 

 

CELESTINE 

Ah, here she is now--with your match. 

 (FLORA has entered with a cart loaded with boxes of 

 matches.) 

Take your pick, General.  From any box.  I have matches of 

all kinds, shapes, and sizes.  Flints, phosphorus, you name 

it, it’s there somewhere. 

 

SHERMAN 

Incredible. 

 

CELESTINE 

This is a sample of what I now have in my possession.  I’d 

say there’s more than five million matches in my attic. 

 

SHERMAN 

Impressive.  I’ve had a difficult time locating matches here 

in Savannah.  It seems there isn’t a match to be found. 

 

CELESTINE 

I have them all. 

 

SHERMAN 

Well.  Isn’t this a coincidence.  I could use every match 

you own.  What’s your price? 

 

CELESTINE 

They’re yours.  Christmas present. 

 

SHERMAN 

Seriously, how much? 
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CELESTINE 

Every match I have--five large wagon loads--yours, if. . . 

 

SHERMAN 

If? 

 

CELESTINE 

Let’s get serious, General. 

 

SHERMAN 

I am serious.  How much? 

 

CELESTINE 

Savannah. 

 

SHERMAN 

I don’t understand. 

 

CELESTINE 

In return for my stash, you must agree not to set a single 

fire in Savannah.  You are to assign a military commander to 

oversee our safety and well being-- 

 

SHERMAN 

Impossible-- 

 

CELESTINE 

Think of it, General.  All the matches you’ll need in 

exchange for not setting a little fire.  My price is really 

quite minimal considering how desperate you are for matches. 

 

SHERMAN 

I’m desperate for nothing. 

 

CELESTINE 

Oh?  I could have sworn you just said-- 

 

SHERMAN 

I remarked that we’re low.  We’re never desperate for any 

thing.  Besides, there are plenty more matches-- 

 

CELESTINE 

It will take months to resupply your needs from outside the 

city.  If you burn Savannah, you won’t have enough matches 

to ravage South Carolina as you plan.  If you take my offer, 

you’ll have enough to fire every outhouse between here and 

Washington, DC, with sufficient matches left over to light 

your cigar one hundred times a day for a year. 
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SHERMAN 

What assurance do I have that the people in Savannah won’t 

continue sending supplies to Lee and Hood? 

 

CELESTINE 

Your retainer force will see to that.  The military 

commander and his garrison can easily control the import and 

export of military goods.  Ideally Savannah could become a 

major supply base for your army as you move north. 

 

SHERMAN 

Who have you been talking to?  You know too much about my 

plans.  I haven’t decided where we’re going from here. 

 

CELESTINE 

Columbia is undoubtedly your best route. 

 

SHERMAN 

I know. 

 

CELESTINE 

You take Columbia and you’ve successfully broken South 

Carolina’s back.  It’s the major railroad center-- 

 

SHERMAN 

I know, I know. 

 

CELESTINE 

Well? 

 

SHERMAN 

I could confiscate these here and now. 

 

CELESTINE 

I’d set fire to the whole shebang. 

 

SHERMAN 

You wouldn’t. 

 

CELESTINE 

Oh, wouldn’t I? 

 

SHERMAN 

You’d be destroying your home. 

 

CELESTINE 

I know. 

 

SHERMAN 

I could arrest you. 
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CELESTINE 

My organization would destroy the matches as you transported 

them down the street. 

 

SHERMAN 

Organization? 

 

CELESTINE 

You don’t think I collected all my matches alone, do you? 

 

SHERMAN 

I don’t know what to think anymore.  I come here, in 

friendship, for a quiet Christmas dinner, and. . . 

 

CELESTINE 

Take my offer.  It’s easy, direct, and necessary.  My 

matches for Savannah. 

 

SHERMAN 

Let me think.  Ah, the hell with it.  I’ll have you 

arrested-- 

 (She strikes a match and holds it over the boxes.) 

No, wait a minute.  Don’t be hasty. 

 

CELESTINE 

I understand your dilemma.  You can’t go into the field of 

battle without being fully armed.  Without marches, you may 

as well stay home.  It will be months before your supply 

from outside the city can get here.  By then Grant will have 

defeated Lee and you’ll have lost your chance to be the 

national hero you deserve to be.  Don’t you see?  Savannah’s 

not that important when all is said and done. 

 

SHERMAN 

You drive a hard bargain.  How do I know you have as many 

matches as you claim? 

 

CELESTINE 

Come with me.  It’s two flights to my attic-- 

 

SHERMAN 

I trust you. 

 

CELESTINE 

General, I’m merely trying to be of service to you and your 

efforts to bring this war to a speedy conclusion. 

 

SHERMAN 

Savannah in exchange for your stash. 
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CELESTINE 

Not a single fire to be set. 

 

SHERMAN 

I’ll have to set at least three.  Otherwise my men would 

revolt. 

 

CELESTINE 

Three then, on the outskirts of the city, on the South 

Carolina side of the river. 

 

SHERMAN 

Done. 

 

CELESTINE 

You agree? 

 

SHERMAN 

I agree.  You have my word on it. 

 

CELESTINE 

In writing. 

 

SHERMAN 

You’re joking! 

 

CELESTINE 

Is this a joking matter?  I want it in writing that you will 

spare Savannah in exchange for my matches.  Signed. 

 

SHERMAN 

This is hardly necessary.  My word is. . . Oh, very well, if 

my word isn’t good enough. 

 

CELESTINE 

Here is pen and paper. 

 (He sits and writes.) 

 

SHERMAN 

Will that do? 

 

CELESTINE 

Almost.  Add: I also agree to leave a full garrison of 

trained soldiers in Savannah to maintain law and order for 

the duration of the war. 

 

SHERMAN 

The duration?  How much do you think these things are worth? 
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CELESTINE 

Far more than I’m asking.  Now, sign it.  Very good.  Your 

hand, my good sir. 

 (They shake.) 

 

SHERMAN 

Well.  Such a weight off me.  I didn’t want to burn this 

city.  Though it would make a tidy little blaze.   

 (He gathers his things.) 

Thank you, Celestine, for a most entertaining evening.  One 

I’ll remember for quite some time.  I’ll have my men come by 

in the morning. 

 

CELESTINE 

It was a pleasure doing business with you, Cump. 

 

SHERMAN 

Cump?  Well, what the hell.  Give my regards to your father.  

Isn’t this mistletoe I’m under, dear lady? 

 

CELESTINE 

I believe it is. 

 (She kisses him on the mouth.) 

 

SHERMAN 

Mrs. Sherman never kissed like that. 

 

CELESTINE 

What about the lady on your arm that bright Sunday morning? 

 

SHERMAN 

Yes.  Well, Good-bye, Miss Bell.  I hope to see you again.  

Some day. 

 

CELESTINE 

That won’t be necessary.  We’re even now.  You bumped me and 

now I’ve bumped you back. Let’s call it quits, shall we?  

Good night, General Sherman. 

 

SHERMAN 

Your servant, ma’m. 

 (He leaves.) 

 

CELESTINE 

May your journey through South Carolina be ablaze with 

glory, sir. 

 (Lights change.  In darkness we hear an army on the 

 move, singing “Marching Through Georgia.”  Lights 

 reveal SLOCUM observing the exit from Savannah.) 
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SLOCUM 

Arrest that man!  You heard the General’s orders.  No 

burning inside the city!!  Put that man in chains, corporal. 

 (Lights continue to rise, revealing HOWARD and 

 NICHOLS.) 

 

HOWARD 

I haven’t time to worry about the bodies of civilians. 

 

NICHOLS 

But sir. . . 

 

HOWARD 

Where was it found? 

 

NICHOLS 

In the river.  Shot several times.  The wounds indicate that  

a revolver was used. 

 

HOWARD 

I see.  Bury the body.  We’re moving out of here. 

 

NICHOLS 

Shouldn’t we try for some kind of identification, sir? 

 

HOWARD 

What for?  It’s no concern to us.  Bury it and let’s move 

out. 

 (The lights continue to expand.  We see SHERMAN and 

 DAYTON.) 

 

DAYTON 

The only city we’ve left in tact, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

You sound disappointed. 

 

DAYTON 

Gratified.  But the men don’t take to it. 

 

SHERMAN 

I’m not here to please their whims.  There will be plenty of 

loot in South Carolina and I’ll be looking the other way. 

 

DAYTON 

These men will make Georgia look like a picnic. 

 

SHERMAN 

As it should be.  The sonsabitches in Carolina will rue the 

day they fired on Fort Sumpter.  Can’t be helped. 
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DAYTON 

There are a few fires on the outskirts, sir.  The men feel 

they must leave their mark on Savannah in some way. 

 

SHERMAN 

Just to have been here is enough. 

 

DAYTON 

General Geary sends his appreciation to you for naming him 

provost over the city.  I think he’s grown fond of the 

place. 

 

SHERMAN 

He’s not the only one. 

 

DAYTON 

Will that be all, sir? 

 

SHERMAN 

Are we packed? 

 

DAYTON 

Yes, sir. 

 

SHERMAN 

Then let’s go. 

 (DAYTON leaves.) 

Here’s to you, Miss Celestine Bell, and your jewel in the 

Southern crown. 

 (Lights fade as the army marches away.  When lights 

 return, CELESTINE and BELL are discovered.) 

 

BELL 

They’re really gone.  It makes no sense. 

 

CELESTINE 

What’s that, Papa? 

 

BELL 

Why he spared us.  No sense whatsoever. 

 

CELESTINE 

No, it doesn’t. 

 

BELL 

Is Martha Clark ill? 

 

CELESTINE 

No, I don’t think so.  Why ask? 
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BELL 

She hasn’t been around lately.  I miss her. 

 

CELESTINE 

So do I.  She has deserted me, it seems.  No one knows where 

she is.  Everyone is deserting me.  Martha, Larmie. . . 

 

BELL 

What are you talking about.  To hear it, you haven’t a 

friend in the world. 

 

CELESTINE 

Maybe I haven’t. 

 

BELL 

What about your Dorcas Club? 

 

CELESTINE 

I’m too old for such trivial things. 

 

BELL 

That doesn’t sound like you. 

 

CELESTINE 

I suppose not. 

 

BELL 

Are you ill? 

 

CELESTINE 

I don’t think so. 

 

BELL 

Hmm.  I’ll have Dr. Miller drop by in the morning. 

 

CELESTINE 

Oh, Papa. 

 

BELL 

A precaution, that’s all.  Won’t you come inside and sit 

with me? 

 

CELESTINE 

I’ll stay out here if you don’t mind.  It’s such a beautiful 

night. 

 

BELL 

Tell me, Celestine. Are you in love with that man? 
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CELESTINE 

Don’t be absurd. 

 

BELL 

Good.  Well, it’s a bit nippy if you ask me.  Don’t stay out 

too long.  You’ll catch your death. 

 (FLORA enters.) 

What is it, Flora? 

 

FLORA 

A cable for Miss Celestine. 

 

BELL 

A cable?  This time of night?  Give it to me. 

 

CELESTINE 

I’ll take it, Papa.  Thank you, Flora.  That will be all. 

 

FLORA 

Yes’m. 

 (She goes.  CELESTINE reads the cable.) 

 

BELL 

What is it? 

 

CELESTINE 

Greetings from General Sherman. 

 

BELL 

That is preposterous!  Give it to me. 

 (He reads the cable aloud.) 

“My dear Celestine Bell: I address you from the lovely city 

of Columbia, South Carolina, whose treelined streets and 

impeccable homes are making a most relaxing inferno.  This 

magnificent fire which is now reducing this citadel of 

Southern hypocrisy to so much rubble I dedicate to my loving 

memory of you and our delightful evening together.  I remain 

your humble servant. . .” What does this mean? 

 

CELESTINE 

That devil. 

 

BELL 

An inferno dedicated to you?  I don’t understand. 

 

CELESTINE 

I’ll explain it some day, Papa, but not now. 

 

BELL 

Such impertinence.  “Loving memory”? 
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CELESTINE 

Go inside, please. 

 

BELL 

You are to answer me, girl. 

 

CELESTINE 

Tomorrow. 

 

BELL 

Very well, then.  I’ve never heard of such. .  

 (He is gone.  In the distance we faintly see SHERMAN 

 engulfed in the red of fire.  He doffs his cigar and 

 laughs softly.) 

 

CELESTINE 

You dirty bastard.  This isn’t fair! 

 (His laughter grows and the lights fade out.  It is 

 GENERAL SHERMAN’s laughter that ends the play.) 
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