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\ A Waer Correspondent.

Madame von Rledesel,)

The "greet men" who meke history are not the most trustworthy chro=
niclers, Most of them are much given to lying. But the humble,the
anonymous wltnesses of grest events may tell the truth.

A general might re-arrange or even falsify facts in nils memoirs,
for the sake of his own fame end glory. His wife,however - a passionate
though sober and efflcient personage - sees and remembers the simple
things,the ruthentic things,the truth.

General John Burgoyne's Csmpalgn In Americe wes deseribed,snalysed,
snd Judged by varied mem of high standards and profound knowledge:
by historians,militery experts,English Torles,and American petriots,
But "Gentf&men Jonny Burgoyne" carried with him,quite unwittingly,

& vigilant observer,whose precise testimony is more or less forgotten
today.

The Baroness von Riedesel,the wife of & German general with the
British army,wes an indefatigeble correspondent and kept her diary
most consclentiously. She wrote almost daily accounts of what happened
from the beginning of the campalgn to the end of the long yeurs of

impriscnment. An Americen efiition of her books, Letters and Memoirs

relating to the War of American Independence and the Capture of the

German Troops at Saratoga, wes published in New York in 1828,
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now, Was it right for her to take the children all the way
to america? Hockel would give his life for her -- he had
served her family for yeusrs -- and she had plcked the ser-
ving-maids whod were to follow in e carriage behind her own,
with utmost caution, But only God knew what hazards they
might encounter, Suddenly she remembered the convietion
in the volce of the friend who had warned her that she and
her children might be eaten by saveages, " u«nd that people
in america lived upon horse-flesh and cats."” Her mother,
the widow of a minister of state, had slso tried to dise
suade her, finally, with authority, she forbade her toc leave.
{he barcness had been firm., "I am very sorry tc be cbliged,
for the first time in my life, willingly to discbey you « « «
It 1s impossible for me to remain here, while the best, the
fondest of husbands, has consented 1 should follow him . . o "
Holf-smiling, she recalled the restrained jubllance of
his letter when he wrote that the Duke of Brunswick had
raised his rank from Colonel to mejor-general in charge of
all the German troops in america « « « Of course, Zn-land's
guarrel with her colonies was not the business of German
sovereipgnties, but &nglend's king and queen were Loth
German, and the duke was right to help them., She was
oroud to think that the duke had been first smong six German
rulers to conclude a treaty with His Brittanic Majesty for a
corps of infantry men and ummounted dragoons., She was

aware tlat some people suld that the duke had sold his men
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the suggestion that she follow him had come from her,
Ee had been relieved, joyous, frishtened. " I confess

that I tremble when I think of it," he wrote. It was
dangercus, the children might be sea-sick, she was & deli-
cate lady. "A ship's company generally consists of filthy
and coarse people, whose chief food is salt meat, half-done
and scareely eatables The water, after a short time, be-

comes 50 foul and nauseous, that it is impossible to drink

it."

Croseing to Dover, one of the sailors begged to hold
Carolina. It was droll to watch him, a rough, black-whis-
kered mariner, as tender as a saint with the child, Guse
teva and Frederike played cutch on the deck, dbursting with
laughter, Now there was no need to defend herself spgainst
the horror she had hidden from the children, An innkeeper
had told her that the roads were full of hizhwaymen, that
in « fortnight cne hundred and thirty had been hanged. She
had resolved not %o travel through the woods after dark,
but once, at twilight, when the horses were slowingz down to
a walk, an object hanging in the alr struek her through the
open window of the carriage. Madame von Riedesel pushed 1t
away. without looking, she knew by the chill in her heart
that she had touched death., It was the body of a huanged

man, and she had felt the woolen stockings. She must never

think of it again « .







“awrence frozen snd the entrance tc .uebec shut. She could
do nothing but wait several more months, OZhe eried at
night, thinking of his letters, "Where are you now?" he
wrote, " perhaps at sea, perhaps in grest danger. Oh!
1 hope thet God will soon end my anxieties, and grant
me the happiness of holding you inmy arms « - . "

Hut she had one very satisfying experience. The cueen

had expressed a lesire to see her, and on January lst. 1777

she presented herself at court, She had been told that the
king kissed only Anglishwomen and marchionesses, and sude
denly, quite unexpectedly, he leaned down and touched her
cheek with his lips. OShe could not help blushing scarlet,
Remembering that she was a mother, the queen led her into
the nursery and showed her the ten happy royal children.
When Kedame von Rledesel confessed that all her thougzhts were
bent on Canada, Hor Majesty was impressed,

"Have you then no dread of the sea? I do mnot like it."

£he little German woman could not keep her volce frem
quavering. "Nor do I, Madam. But as there 1s no other means
of meeting my husband I shall cheerfully erbark,” =

It was spring egein, april, almost a year since she had
left Wolfenbuettel, and finally an o0ld friend of her
father's arranged her passage on one of his own merchante
men, <The children were well, Mrs, Foy was prevalled upon

to come, and at last . . . at last . . « as the wind

filled the sails, as the gulls grew scarce in the rainy
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dirls stopped at Ticonderoga on their way to Fort Edwerd
where they were to meet the dear gemeral. The soldiers
ccecupying Ticonderoga could hardly wait to tell her the
news., Had Madam von Hiedesel heurd? Burgoyne would be in
albany in e fortnight, there wes no question of it., War
with these farmers was child's play. Mow could they have
expected to hold out ageinst Lurope's crack regiments?
Purgoyne's men had captured Fort Ticonderoge without firing
& chot. Gentleman Johnny knew what he was about, and he
couldn't have abler generals than Phillipe and Fraser and
her own husband. Think of it] The speed! July lst, Bure
royne left Montreal with 8,000 men, moved them down Lake
Chemplain, snd had them camped at Crown Point on the 5th,
He merely surrounded the fort, and on the 6th, General St
Clair and bis men ccurried awsy like scared rabbits. But
Medem von Riedesel, that was the strange thing. Only God
knew how they got out . . . taking most of theilr supplies
100 ¢« « « Or where they went . , , with an army practi-
cally surrounding them, DBurgoyne had sent Riedesel and
Fraser in pursuit, but they couldn't even gee the americans
in that wild country. They fought like Indians, the cow-
ards, shooting from behind trees . . . and the British
had loet a few men, not many . . « several hundred ., . .
mostly Brunawlckers . « »

I beg your pardon, baroness. I didn't mean to

frighten you. Jfour husbend' s safe. He's with the army

now, moving down from “keensborough to Fort Edwerd .  »










hungry. Une had only to look at them to know
been living on emaller and amaller rations., COne

talk of nothing but Benninston. There was no chance of a

battl fhe stores were there for the taking,

“1x hundred Brunswiek dragcons were goling, but not her
husband, 4 captain would be enough, St1l1l1, that bright
august morning, Maduam von Hiedesel rose early to weteh
them start, They were the pick of the Duke's tro: pe, huge

en over six feet tall, <She followed them throuzh the

ilong grass, watching them dissppear into the thick sloom of
forest. She stood waving at them, calling good-bye, as

the,; plodded along in thelr heavy riding boots =nd huge spurs

tliat caught in the underbrush; their ridiculous pis-tails

and plumed hats, thelr dangling, useless sabers entange

ling them in the branches and brambles. S0 many of them were

friends she had known since childhood,

Days passed =-- and no word came. The men went asbout

ielr tasks, but a pall of anxiety hunz over the camp.

£t was shocking that when the actual news of whut had

happened was brought back to camp, it was almost a relief,

Burgoyne had been entirely misinformed. There had been a
force of more than twenty-five hundred men protecting the
reservolr at Dennington, and the Brunswick detachment

had been annihilated in less than two hours.

The baroness merked the date in her diary, ausu

fow much money would that mean for the Aduke at




55,00 a head = for her friends who would never zpaln

the Elbe and the Weger, snd the lovely valley of the

Khine? What 1f her Friedrich had zone with them? It w
just an accident that he hadn't . - It was no accident
but the will of Providence. It was God who had spared
husband, He would not take him away from her, because
realized how much she loved him. She had no tears for
dead men, although she was not heartless. 5Sut she was
realistie. Love is selfish., OShe was not interested in
other women's men. Frledrich was safe: this was all she
knew, She held him as one holds a thing, a possession.
Encircled by English and Germsn troops the Riedesels
lived in & red house in the midst of the woods, eating in
the open air in good weather, laughing and playing with
their children, DBefore he could move on Burgoyne was foreed
tc walt almost a month for supplies from Lake George. In
her elegant elghteenth century seript Madam von Riedesel
recorded serenely the happiness of days from which she
excluded all terror of the future., "In consequence of the
nfortunate engagement which tock place at Bennington, I
had the pleasure of seeing him ( General von Riedesel)
azain on the 18th, of August from which day we passed
three weeks in delightful tranquility."” Here, for the
first time, the little baroness tasted bear's mezt, and

she loved it.

The army began to move ageain on September llth.,
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Her ¥riedrich drove the enemy back - at least they dis-
peared sgain into the country that lay below them., Where
had they gone? How many were there? Albany was a word as

remote as Samarkend or Bagdad . . »

4t dawn the Royal aArmy moved again, bedraggled, shattere
ed, weary = this time north, the wounded groaning on the
carts that had caurried the supplies -- a slow dull retreat,
not very fer, a few miles up the Hudson. 7The men talked
s0ftly to each other without resentment, with a melancholy,
indifferent hopelessness. <he Americens had attacked
{iconderoga and were holding it prectically in e state of
siege. 1t was impossible even to get to Fort George, and
the flotilla on the lake between the two forts on which
British supplies depended, was in the hands of the rebels.
A rapld retreat to Canada was out of the question - they were
marooned. How long could they hold out? What could they do?

The wind rose and it began 'to rain, great drops
falling with light, separate, explosive sounds on the
bright leaves that loosened here and there and drifted
lownward, a rain of leaves like flocks of red and yellow
birds scattered by shot. There was a strong smell of
balsam end rich earth, and the sounds of the rain mingled
with the loud surge of the Hudson, with the sinking sound
of heavy feet on the soggy esrth, with the wooden creak

of wheels turning . . .Un the carts, the wounded no longer
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groaned. They lay quietly, pstiently, with closed eyes -
sometimes one sobbed a little,.

Kight fell, and the men shrouded themselves in thelr
tents, a fragile, nomad city, furtive as = conspiracy.
Back of the lines, the baroness again moved into a house
from which the inhabitants had fled, the rooms still
redolent of the family whieh had lived there in leisure and

peace.,

General Riedesel was with the maln body of the army
which seemed to be engaged in " little skirmishes of emall
consequence”. She could visit her husband every morning,
eat her noon meal with him, from time to time he could come
to her quarters for dimner. It wasn't really living to-

gether - she belonged with him, end no one could tell how

long this would go on. She would have a house bullt for

herself, & log cabin fashioned out of sweet-smelling pine.
It would take only a few days to bulld, and then Friedrich
would be with her where che could lock after him properly.

If the troops could hold out, there was help coming.
If the men could surmount their wretched submission, 1if
they could be infused with enough spirit to break through
the American lines surrcunding them, they could meet the
British squadron under General Clinton that had salled up

the Hudson as far as Kingston, destroying rebvel stores,




and then march south again to Albany.

Un Uetober 7th. taking IZfteen hundred men, Burgoyne
decided to make a reconnaissance to Freeman's Farm, to
determine whether or not the smericans could be attacked.
The men moved swiftly through the dying fields, with a
bitter, hostile courage. They went, not like an army,
but like military men, marching wilfully together, each
with farewells unsaild and unacknowledged, for that would
have been a denial of faith. To confess meant the end, and
50 the men c¢alled to each other every now and then with
brusque, jovial gayety. No one spoke of England or of
Germany, of anything that had happened before the present

march,

Madam von Riedesel tcok the children to see the cabin
which was almost ready for occupancy, and the children
poked here and there at the plaster stuffed Letween the
logs to keep the wind out. It was a heavenly place, and
the 1little girls shouted vith deligzht.

But now they must be good children and stay with

Lena, the maid., They must be little ladies and not wander
away anywhere - for mother was going to be very busy this
afternocn. In her room at the big house, papa was bringing
the three other generals to dine, Burgoyne, “hillips and
Fraser,

It would be a nice dinner though rations were scarce,




Hockel had brought in a large catch of trout, and she had
mansged to coax two hens from the commissary, MNow they
were roasting in the Dutch oven beside the fireplace in
the kitchen, Bourgoyne was a gourmet, end she wanted the
food to be particularly good . « .

She didn't like Burgoyne. He was a dissolute drunken
man, %00 ready with flamboyant compliments which always
seemed a little mocking. His shamelessness was disgrace=-
ful, taking his mistress with him openly wherever the army
went, It was sald that he had a wife at home whom he loved
dearly. How could it be possible? But men were curious
about such things - it was o good thing, in any case, she

had come to america - althouzh she couldn's imazine

Friedrich with another woman ..

The table lookel charming. There was besutiful china
in the house, and real silver, and she had decorated the room
with spreys of autumn leaves, the zayest she could find,
what could be keeping the men? Friedrich was always prompt,
and the roast would be ruined., From the window she could
see conslderable movement emong the troops even at the back
of the lines. There was & dense fog of black smoke over the
distent woods, and the house suddenly shook with the low
growl of cannon. <The children were in the kitchen with
Lena, end dinner or no dinner, she wanted them with her.

"Lena, bring the children to me . .. at once . . . do
Jou hear?"

Were they English or smeriecan canncn? The large suns
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had not arrived from the flotilla snd besides the flotilla
was now in the hands of the americans. Dear God, let things

furn out well this time}

At the edge of the clearing there was a bed of asters,
dead now, hanging dismally on their blackened stalks, Out
there, Just appearing from the dark thicket, two men care-
fully, slowly, trundled a hand-barrow on which a man lay.
1t couldn't be . . « she threw a shawl over her shoulders
and ran.

It was General Fraser, the young Earl of Balcarres,
his clothes muddy end bleeding, his blue eyes already
straining to penetrate the vast growing darkness., He had
been shot through the bowels, Stronger than her breathless
relief was a stifling sense of shame. She tried to wet her
lips but her throat was dry. General Fraser looked at her
as 1f he senses her feeling, and smiled reassuringly, ale
most humorously, through his paln. He tried to nod at the
solemn-eyed children as they carried him intc her room.

He was a dear young man, and such a zood soldler, her husband
said.

There could be mo help for General Fraser. She knew it

at once, He moaned pitifully for water, but they ecould not

give 1t tc him - it would have been too agenizing. The mhs

roared all through the afternoon., The sun set, and they
went on intermittantly., In the evening her husband came in

with Burgoyne. Burgoyne sat down beslide the young Earl,




holding his hand, smcothing back the damp hair, weeping
openly in front of her children, as she herself would
never do. Therc was no need to ask zbout the battle, She
had only %o look et Friedrlich's collapsed bewildered face,
~he knew that it meant disaster,

Gustave, Frederike, Carolins - they were asleep now,
end they would forget. But the little baroness sat for

hours whliching the children, not darinz to turn to her

husband who was too bitterly humbled, " constantly afraid

that my children would weke up and ery, and thus disturd
the poor dying man, who oftenm sent to beg my pardon for

naking me so much trouble,”

Dewn came, and noon, and all day long the shooting went
on sporadically - even at dusk when the entire body of
generels gathered on a hill top for the obsequies for
General Fraser. The gloom was lighted by sudden fleres and
cannon balls flew around und over the men. 4 thin drizzle
of rain slanted down as the body wes laid in 1its last
resting place, as General DBurgoyne spoke in a hesitant,
deeply-moved voice, as the scldiers packed the supplies to
take with them on the march, as they kindled fires in
every direetion and left their tents stending in a hopeless,
childigh effort to conceal their retreat.

Wearily, all night long, the army dragged through the
woods, the baroness end her children snd mailds again in the
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calash, Carolina and Gu:.tava slept soundly, but Frederike
begen to cory in slarm, frightened of the mysterious woods,
of the despairing silence of the marching men., Her mother
pressed a handkerchief to her mouth.

at six in the morning Burzoyne ordered a halt, The

scldiers lay down on the ground, too tired to miné the rain,

and Baron von Riedesel slept on his wife's shoulder for
three hours., Then the army started again, marching with

the enemy in sight, the Indians scattering in all directions,
making for home. Towards evening, at Jaratoga, the men
encamped « « »

Thelr one desclate hope of escape lay in a swift re-
treat to Fort Edward, and the baroness indignantly asked
Generaul Fhillips why they did not continue while there was
still time,

"Poor woman,"™ he said, " I am amazed at youl Completely
wet through, have you still the courage to wish to g0 fure
her in this weather! Would that you were only our corman=
ling general! He halts beceuse he is tired, and intends to

spend the night here and give us a supper!®

At two the next afterncon, the americans resched them,
end riring started. There was u deserted house on the
Hudson, and seating herself and her three children in the
culash, she made for it rapldly. As she reasched the walk

she saw five or six men with guns aimed at her on the opnno-




site side of the river, and involunterily, she threw the
children to the floor of the carriage and herself over them,
4t that instant the men fired, shattering the arm of & poor
#nglish scldier who rode behind tc guard them,

The children scresmed as she dragzed them to the docor.
They took refuge in the celler, and sll day and night the
héduse was battered by cannons pounding st the walls with
deafening thuds. <She lald herself down in a corner near a
door, the children lying on the earth with their heads in
her lap, erying. There was no use talking to them . . .

She wasn't frishtened anymore. It was surprising how
simple her life had become, merely something to guard, How
much more entangled her life had been when she wag sixteen
and courted by all the young officers, She had been full
of schemes, half-carried through, impulses that she re-
gretted, wvague, painful longing that she could not under-
stand, But something happened to her heart the day she met
Friedrich, They had been married before Christmas, on the
2lst. of December, 1762, Could it be that long ego?

No girl ever had a lovelier wedding. She remembered
the dancing peasants, the houses hung with banmers, the
parades of adjutants and officers in their gorgecus rege-
lia galloping up and down the streets., Peasants and townse
people had come from all over Brunswick tc her father's
house, thelr arms laden with gifts. Duke Ferdinand, Prince
Friedrich, all the notables, had their portralts painted,



life-cize - to give her. They were hanging in the long
hall at Wolfenbuettel - woull she ever see¢ them again?
And Just before her wedding the orettiest zirls in Brunswick

were chosen to pose for a pleclure representing the four

seasons, und the - in a dress of dalest green, her arms
full of lililes-of-the-valley and violets, her head en-
twined with a wreath of delicate white flowers, the leaves
tangling in her hair that hung pale and loosened to

her wailst - she, was spring,

Her eyes were growing used to the darkness and she

btegan to distinguish the faces around her, her maids, a

great many wounded soldilers, two strange women, HNobody

spoke, Of what were they thinking, these silent, ghostly
peonle?

The house shook as & cannon ball struck it again. Now,
Gustava and Cerolina slept, their tears dry om her hands
beneath thelr eyellds, Only Frederike oried broken-hearted-
lys It was always Frederike, she was a haunted ehild, She
must stop « « + but she would not,

Une of the wounded officers offered to help her, He
sat down on the ground beside the baroness. "Do you like
kittens, baby kittens?™

The child did not answer,

He micowed. You could almost see the dark grey wooly
fur, the small pointed ears, the large, dark-pupiled eyes.

Then he purred, & deep contented purr,




"Here's a baby lamb lost from itd.; mother."” He
bleated woefully, The child's sobs subsided a little,
“he turned her sad little face to him, The cannoms rosred
aine Jrederike trembled vioclently, but did not cry,
Ee was & magiclan. He could be a dog, or a wolf, or a

licn, Ke cculd be a hen laying an egg, or a rocster crowing

in triumph, "May I take her? You must be very tired,

Kadsm,"

¥he little girl wemt trustfully to his amms, glesling
and talking. ©Soon she slept, and the young officer's worn

face was as peaceful as the childi's.

The house was cannonaded from the opposite side in the
moraing, but the baroness was almost used to 1t. Lnough
murky light streaked in so that she could examine the
cellar, three great musty rooms. UMadem von Riedesel took
charge. " I advised all to go out of the cellar for a little
while during which time I would have it cleaned, as other=
wise we would all be sick, They followed my suggestion, and
1 at once set many hands to work, which was in the hichest
degree necessary: for the women and children being afraid
to venture forth, had soliled the whole cellar.” The rooms
were swept and fumigated by sprinkling vinegar on burning
coals, and then the most dangerously wounded men were

pleced in one room, the women end children in another, and
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yubbornly, in

nUetober 13th, Burgoyne agreed to treat with the

On ©ctober 17, 1777 the British caplitulated, =nd

of thelr own officers, the troops marched

the American camp and laid down thslr amms.

von Rledesel was afrald tliat she might be trea-
and contemptucusly by the victorlious Americans,
afterncen of the surrender when her hush=nd sent

for her che herdly lifted her eyes as she rode through the

rebel camp to the officer's tents. The children had locked

dazad when she first took them out of the cellar into the
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in him, her enemy, and when he invited her and her family
to visit at his home in ilbany, where General Burgoyne
would also be, she acoepted at once + «

Albany at last, but as prisconers-of-warl General
Schuyler and his wife and daughters were so courteous that
one would not have known there was a war between England
and america, It was surprising that they could be so
friendly with Ceneral Burgcyne " although he had - without
any necessity it was sald - caused their magnificently
built houses to be bumed, DBut they treated us as a people
who knew how to forpget bheir misfortunes in the losses of
cthers.”

They stayed three days, and she would have loved to
stay longer. But they had to go to Boston, General Gates
had promised that as socn as ships were sent for them,
all the troops would be sent to England on condition eof
not serving agalnst the smerlicans azgain in the Revolu-

tionary War.

It was hard to keep her husband's spirits up. If she
¢ould have kept him from thinking of the defeat the journey
from Albany would have been very pleasant,

How curious the Americane were! CZome of thelr generals

who accompanied the troops we'e shoemskers, and not at all

loath to practice their trade. OUn days when the srmy
stopped to rest they made boots for the officers, and did
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not even mind mendingz the shoes of the commeon soldlers.
‘nee she heard an English captalnm who had worn his btoots
into shireds offer an American general who had on a good
)air, a guinea for them, The general immellately alishted
from his horuse, took the money, gave up his boots, and put
on the badly worn ones of the officer! Ul course, American
money wes worth almost nothing. But this was a new
countrysl

'ne troops could not go into Bo:ton. Something had
happened. Congress could not agree on frecing the priscners
ani they would have to wait. The soldiers were quartered
in wretched barracks, no floors, not even a bit of straw
to sleep on, no firewcod, leaking celiling through which the
rain dripoed . . « LZven the Riedesels were billeted in a

tiny room in the house of a fermer, Thelr malds had to

sleep on the floor, and the men in the entry, 1t was

filthy, and the farmer's femlly hated them,

And yet the general was enraged when they were ordered
to Cambridges, It wes to Poston thet the ships were to come
to take them back to England, Now everything was uncer=-
tain. Bursoyne had been stuplid to take the word of
general Gates. The baronm paced back and forth in the tiny

room, and his wife's heart ached for him,

Cambridge was « charming city, and they were lodged

in a beautiful home which had formerly belonged to
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Royalists. It was cheerful and comfortable during the

long winter. She made frionds with many American families,

and they cculdn't have been kinder., Spring came, and her
garden was full of flowers, lilses and phlox and hyacinths,

In June she guve a supper end ball in honor of her
busband's rfortieth birthday, snd she invited all the
generals and officers. She had the house and garden illu-
minated with tapers and the light fell softly on the hedge
of elimbing roses, white and pink and red, At dinner, her
husbsnd rose to toast the king and the Duke of Brunswick,
and everyone sang God Save the Ling, Suddenly, the house was
surrounded by angry americams., In Ke: England burning
torches of pitch were placed on hilltops as sizgnals for the
minute men whenever there was danger, and every able-bodied
man would instantly abendon whatever he was doing, greb his
gun, and rush in the direction of the signal, <The baroness
had lighted her house so brightly, that the Americans had
thought it was a signal, and that the prisoners were plenning
a mutiny., 7They excused themselves and went away as scon as
they learned 1t was a party.

Mudame Eiledesel wes a soclal success. Her house " was
always full of English gentlemen”, as she proudly noted in
her diary., People liked her, she was popular and respected,
éne of her visitors of that period called her " the
amiable, the accomplished, and dignified barcmess." He also

pralsed her " charming blue eyes, bedewed with tears at the




recital of her sufferings.” She had ™ much embonpoint,” - he

added -, " and a handsome face,"

Her husband, meanwhile, grew more and more gloomy,
He spent most of his time by laboring om a Eilitary Memoir,

deceribing eand analysing the Campaign of 1777, It was
supposed to be his apology, his complete Justification,
He started his report with thdssignificant statement:

"From the beginning of 1777, General Rledesel was never
permitted to take part in the deliberations held on by the
British generals in thelr counsels of Warsses, NOr was he
éver made acquainted with the instructions which General
Burgoyne received from his govermment.” All he could do,
according to his own account, was " to execute, by all means,
Surgoyne's orders with the utmost exactness,” Burgoyne,
therefore, was alone responsille for everything that
heppened, He, and nobody else, wes to blame, 1 innocent,
ascured the German general,

Hledesel apperently did not know, or 414 not want to
know, thet Burgoyne, for his part, was the vietim of the
English Wer Minister's confusion. When the General was on
leave in London, in November 1776, he took the opportunity
tc present to King George III and the Wear Minister, Lord
Ceorge Germaine, a plan for the American camdaign of 1777,
His idea was to march an army south from Kontresl, another,
east from Uswega, and a third north from New fork, - all
three to meet at Albany, cut New England off from the other

&tutes, and at the same time lecve enough forece behind to
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protect Canada. The plan was apsroved. Burgoyne was put in
command of the northern army and ordered to proceed to
#lbany to meet General Howe, But Howe knew nothing of it,

In Vecember of the same yeer, General Howe, who was in
Hew ¥ork with about 20,000 trocps, wrote to Lord Germaine
proposing enother plen requiring an additional 30,000 men
to operate against New Englend, New Jersey, and to hold
the South, OCermaine replied thet the king thought highly
of his plan, but had also suggested a diversion upon the
coasts of Massachusetts and New Hampshire, This was the
last letter Howe received from Germsine before he get out
for Philadelphia the following surmer.

As for Biedesel, he had, up to the last seene of the
tragedy, sound and helpful ideas which were smeered at by
conceited, firrespcnszible General Burgoyne., If things had
gcne as the German officer wanted, America would still be-
lons to the British Empire.

In Hovember 17%., the prisoners were ordered to
Yirginia, She felt a pang of regret at leaving her many
new friends, the house she had grown to love, It would be
herd travelling through the country againe. The children
were excited at the prospect. They uxelaimed Joyfully over
the elegant EZnglish wagon and the wagon for provisions her
husband had bought for them, and she pretended that they were
all going to be gypsies., It was November now and it would
take a long time to go,.




¥hey arrived in Virginia in the middle of February,

1779, having passed through Connecticut, New fork, New

Jersey, Pemnsylvenia and Maryland - 678 Enslish miles in

twelve weeks. It hud been & hard Journey, MNost of the

time the roads hed been covered with a slaze of ice, and
rain fell, and snow - and the windi was plercing. They often
halted in the woods at midnight where the poor marching
soldiers had to sleep without evem straw to lie on, shel-
tering themselves as well as they could in the deep cre-
vices of rocks and in demse thickets, ¥he Ricdesels slept

in thelr covered wagon - but they could not reall¥ keep the
children warm, “hen they woke up at nizht and cried, the
baroness sang to them, German lieder, 1ittile Fremch folk
SONES o o »

after the jourmey there was no loncer any question in
Kadam von Riedesel's mind about the feeling of the american
pecple to the mother country. Lurineg the trip she often re-
culled Surgoyne's naive hope of thousands of Royalists
flocking to the king's colors. The Americans hed not yet won
the wur = but they were no longer colenists, They were a
nation,

Uften people had not wanted to sell them provisions, One
lady whom they Legged to sell them anything at all - & few
vegetables - a few eggs - had shouted at them hoarsely:

" You shall not have a morsel of food, You have come to

cur land to kill us and lay waste our possessions. Now you




are our prisoners . « « " Hut when little Carclina who
was néw two and a half said she was hungry, the wompan
shamefrcedly geve them whatever they wanted, in Virginia,
only a day's journey from their destination, they had

nothing left but tea, and the baroness begged food lor the

children from the farmers, They

would not sell it to logs
of Hoyalists, «

At the home of a Colonel Howe, she heard his pretty
fourteen yvear old daughter exclaim as she looked at the
lowing coals: ™ Oh! if I hed the kinz of England here,
with what satisfaction I would cut his body in pleces, tear
out his heart, dissect it, put it upon these coals and
consume 1t."

¥he barcness loocked at her with horror., " I am almost
ashemed to belong to a sex that 1s cepable of taking such

pleasure,”

The Riedesels were quartered at Colle, two hours ride
from where the troops were stationed at Charlottesville,
Virginie. They rented the home of en Itallan, end when
gpring came they had the gardens and fields tilled and
planted, How fertile the land was! The seeds seemed to
sprout over-night, and the vegetables were delicious, They

built an enclosure for wild turkeys, which were perfectly

teme, and sometimes weighed over rifty pohnds. In the spring




the great sleek birds flew awey tc the woods to hatch
Lheir eggs, end the baroness thought they were zone fore
ever, but they came back later followed by an enormous
flock of chicks,

‘hey were in Virginia until Ausust, miscrable months,

despite the rich plenty of the land., Her husband was ale

ternately full of a muttering rage, or a silent, more

terrible despalr, At rirst he wrote outraged letters to the
americans about the troops who had been promised decent
treatment. On their arrivael, when 1t was still bitterly
celd, the barracks at Charlottesville were rows of unfini-
shed bloek houses, without plaster and no docrs or windows,
The prisoners had arrived later then they were oxpected, and
meat for them had been stored im a vault in the earth with
aches instead of salt between the pisces. 4all the top layers
were spolled by the sun, snd the men hed often been obliged
to throw away all their meat rations, though sometimes a
plece could be saved by washing and salting and hanzing it
up in the sun. 4 number of the man sickened snd dled, The
general could mot sit back and watch his men starve: he
was responsible for their well-being . . . But the troops
worked hard preparing their quarters, and later a very
pretiy little town grew wp vwith gardens and coops for
poultry back of each barrack,

The baron was no longer the petient, placid man she
had kncwn: his temoer was like the climate, He would sit
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trooding in the great heat, writing and rewriting letters
to Washington and Jefferson, pleadins to be exchanged,
walting impetiently for snswers, recelving courtecus re-
fuseles He blamed La Fayette, feelinz that it was his
influence on the American Congress which had induced them
toc bresk their word though they had solemnly vowed to allow
the British troops to return to Europe,

fhe baroness recalled her meeting with La Fayette in
Hartford, Connecticut on their way socuth., She had humiliase
ted him, and she was glad, He had dined with the Kiedesels
and La Fayette had spoken nostalgically of Lngland, of the
kindness which the king had shown him, Madsm von Fiedesel
" had not been able toc curb her tonzue. How could he bring
himself to accept the king's kindness when he was leaving
to fight against him? La Fayette had the grace to look
abashed. " It 1s true that such a thouszht passed through my
mind one day when the king offered to show me his fleet.

I answered that I hoped to see it someday: and then quietly
retired, in order to escape from the embarrassment of being
obliged to decline pcint-blunk, the offer, should it be
repeated + o + " Had he really been a spy as the people in
Bngland suspected?

In the middle of the summer the barcn was overcome by
the heat, and the Riedesels went to Frederick-Spring, a near-
by spa. Here 1t vwas pleasant, and they made the acquain-
tance of General Washington's family, and of Madem Garal,

a lovable woman, an ardent Americen patriot, but rggﬁoﬂgb 8.




*hey went to country dances, and the baroness was amused.
‘he languid Virginians loved dancing: on the slightest
inducement, in a twinkling, they would leap up and dance
about; 1ir a reel were played for them " immediately the
men catch hold of the women who then jump about as if they
were possessed; but as soon as they are led back %o thelr
chalrs they sit on them like blocks of wood,.”

At Frederick-Spring word came et last that Kiedesel
and General Phillips had permission to go to0 New York to
be exchanged, und so while her husband returne! to Colle to
hand over the command of the German troops to Colonel
Specht, the baroness tock her children and set out im

August 1779 for & vislt at Madam Garzl's home in Maryland,

arranging to meet her husband later in forkitown, Pennsyle

vania.

Her last impression of the South was one of tenderness
and beauty. <he Garal home was exquisitely furnished, the
garden loveliest of all. " We ascended the vineyerd by a
winding path which led to the top of the hill, Between
every vine a poplar rose and an amaranth grew.,” DBefore she
left, she and Captain Freeman - an Englishman whom the
general had sent with her to protect them - designed a temple
in the garden for Madem Garal, adorning it with flowers and
dedicating 1t to Friendship sand Gratitude, " In this
country 1t would be held a crime to refuse hospitality to a

stranger.”




New York had remained in the hends of the Hoyalists,
snd when the kiedesels settled there in the winter of 1779,
they were loaded with kindnesses. The baroness now had many
american friends whom she cherished deeply, but still 1t was
good to be agaln among people whose cause was her own,
Governor=-General Tryon gave them his house for as long as
they wanted to live there, General Patterson and Lord
Cornwallis ceme to pay thelr respects. It was an honor for
Vadam von Rliedegel, a German woman, t¢ be chosen from among
all the great ladies of the c¢lty to represent the queen at a
ball celebrating Her Majesty's birthday, and though she was
far advanced with child she " was obliged to open the ball

with one of the generals by a formal minuet,”

New fork had avolded most of the direct ravages of

war, but there was ineredible sufferung in the city. <he
baroness found thet fifty dollars in English money couldn't
feed her little family for two days - what must that have
meant for the poor? Food could not be bouzht from the sur-
rounding farmers no matter how the English entreated them.
Feeling was a & strong in the immediate vicinity of New Xork
as i1t was all over the country. Finally, foraging parties
werc sent out, but the americans buried their cwops, hid
their furniture in the forests, and the British found only
deserted houses, empty barns and no cattle,

It was fortunate that Uustava and Frederike and Carclina

were hardy youngsters for the winter was icy, and the Ried=




esels froze in the drafty Tryon mansion. Wood, 1f one could
buy it, was ten pounds a cord, and they could find only
enough to keep a meagre blaze in cne of the fireplaces.
At lenzth, over-ruling many objections, & city officlal
ordered scme of the loveliest shade trees lining the streets
of lower Manhatten to be cut down, and had the wood sent to
the baroness " for it was better to spere a few trees than
to have & family, who had served the king with so much zeal,
suffer from want,”
The city suffered not only nrivation- but disease.

dhen the Riedesels first errived a virulent epldemic of
small-pox raged in New York, and General Clinton, whe had
been too tardy to help Burgoyne, hastened to offer them his
country home where they could have the children innoculated

sainst 1t, In March 1780, when the barcness, to her
husbend's mild chagrin, gave birth to another daughter, she
noted in her dlary that small-poXx was a scourge again, and
the alarmed general insisted on having little america
innoculated tco.

In the heat of summer a mslignunt fever swept the city,

«nd in the Riedesel house alone, out of thirty people in=-

¢luding the servants, only ten remained in good health.

The sick had paroxysms of fever and ague, and Madem von

Riedesel, who was nursing the baby, went from patient to
patient for days, never lying down " except when riving

the baby the breast.”

And so life went, busily, exhaustingly. It marked the




handscme face of the barocness, it left its traces, she was
not young anymore. Wwhen an old friend- General Loos, of
the Hesslan troops - saw her again, after nany years, he
exclaimed: " Ha ha ! - what have you done with your
elegant figure, your brilliant complexion, and your pretty

taper white hands? They are gcne; but you have seen many

countries, and on your return amidst your old friemds, you

will have much to narrate."

In the autumn of 178¢ the Generals von Riedesel end
Phillips were exchanged, though the rest of the troops
captured at Saratoga remained prisomers for the duration of
the war,

General Clinton gave the baron a command at Long Island,
and he was happy again, and his heurt wes open tc her. It
was wonderful to have the new baby, ameriea, so fat and
healthy, so significant of all the new world had brought

her of peril and survival and love , . .

FETURN
Thejr stay at lLong Island was brief, and then the
general was ordered to Canada where they remained until the
sunmer of 1783 when news was received that the preliminaries
of peace had been signed and that the troops might be sent
back to Europe the seame year. 4in the fall of 1782 the
baroness bore another little girl, whom she called Canada.

But Cansda was a frail child, living only five months =
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to the sorrow of the family, particulerly Gusteve who would

not be comforted and became sick with grief. Madam von

Riedesel had to be assured and reassured that her tiny

rotestant daughter would be allowed to rest in peace in the
Catholie graveyard in which she was buried before she would
agree to leave for Zurope,.

His brittanie Majesty wished the Riedesels to have
every comfort, A fine ship was given them on which to
returne A cow and her eelf were sent on beoard so that the
children might have a constant supply of fresh milk:
chickens and sheep and quantities of fresh vegetables were
stored on the vessel: the wupper deck was covered with
earth and salad plants were set out,

In September 1783 they landed at Portsmouth,

The queen sent for them, and the Riedesels had tee with
the Royal family in e sitting room before a bright fire.

IThe princesses could not hear enocugh about their American
adventure and kept erowding closer, interrupting each other
with eager questions. The baroness had a bad cough and
"Princess Sophla went herself and brought me a jelly made

of black currants which she represented as a particularly
good remedy and forced me to accept a jar full,” The Prince
of Wales came in and his younger sisters flocked around him,
and he hugged them and danced them around, The king spcke to
the baron in German, nodding and shaking his head and
smiling, understanding all hisz dirriculties ... Locking at




L

- ":5 -

the fire and at the king, Madam von Riedesel suddenly
recalled the daughter of Colonel Howe . . . I would tear out

his heart, dissect it, put 1t upon these COBLE ¢« « »

They had been gone from Wolfenbuettel over seven
years, far too long for the children to remember it,
Now 1little imerica stood up in the coach pressing her
inquisitive little nose sgainst the window, and it was
Curolina's doll which slipped to the floor. Gustave and
frederike sat sedately. They were young ladies now. Rockel
was returning with them, his hair snow-white, his eyes
blurred with tears. In the rields they hay was stacked
in tall, sweet-smelling mounds, end the farms looked peace-
fule She was returning home and her Friedrich was with
her, The carriage was rolling up to the gates of their
ancient house, and she had a giddy feeling, Her husband
would have to help her through the door for her hapoiness
was muck too great for her to bear. She must pray to God
to thank Him for His protecticmn in many dangers, for the
preservation of her dear ones, for the increase of their

number by little America . . .

The barcness lived tc be sixty~two, blessing her hus-
band's housechold with five more children of whowm only one
was a soms " It 1s perfectly emazing”, she wrote in her







War Gorrespondents.

The " great men" who meke history are not the most
trustworthy ehroniclers. Most of them are much given to
lying. But the humble, the anonymous witnesses of great
events may tell the truth.

A generasl might re-arrange or even falsify facts in
his memoirs, for the sake of his own feme and glory. His
wife, however - a passionate though sober and efficient
personage - sees and remembers the simple things, the
authentic things, the truth,

A mighty leader and statesman is bound to overlook
the minor features of life, dazed and spellbound by the
chimera of his own historical importance. bDut an unknown
little lieutenant who accompanies the mighty leader, may be
a reliable observer. He understands the significance of
ingignificant things.

Genersl John Burgoyne's Campaign in Americe was des-
eribed, analysed, and judged by varied men of high sten-
dards and profound knowledge: by historiens, military ex-
perts, poets, English Tories, and American patriots. but
"Gentleman Jonny Burgoyne" carried with him, quite un-
wittingly, two vigilent observers, whose preclse testimon-
ies are more or less forgotten tcday. Lieutenant ‘homas

Anburey's "Travels through the Interior Parts of America"

appeared in England in 1789, was transluted into French end




and German, end was widely read. A smsll edition of Sao
was published in aAmerica, in 1923.

The Baroness von Riedesel, the wife of a German
general with the British army, was an indefatigable corres-
pondent and kept her diary most conscientiously. She wrote
almost daily accounts of what happened from the beginning
of the campaign to the end of the long years of imprison-

ment. An American edition of her book, "™ Letters and le-

moirs releting to the war of aAmerican Independence and the

capture of the German Troops at Saratoga™ was published in

New York in 1828.
I present two war-correspondents: e middle-aged German

lady, and a young English ofrficer.

NADANE, VON RIEDESEL.

JOURNEY.

On May 4, 1776 Baroness Frederike Charlotte Louise von
Hiedesel left the little German town of Wolfenbuettel with
her three little girls, Gustava four, Frederike two, and
Carcline, only ten weeks old. "Good old Rockel" helped the
baroness into the coach first, and she hugged the baby
tightly to her breast as she watched him settle the little
zirls. Usually the children prattled incessantly in soft
busy voices, but now they sat staring at their mother, al-
most not breasthing. Mademe von Riedesel was overcome with

feeling of apprehension. 4t wasn't too late to turn back
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now. Was it right for her to take the children all the way
to America? Rockel would give his life for her -- he had
served her family for yesars -- and she had picked the ser=-
ving-maids who were to follow in & carriage behind her own,
with utmost caution, But only God knew what hazards they
might encounter. Suddenly she remembered the conviction
in the voilce of the friend who had warned her that she and
her children might be eaten by savages, " and that people
in America lived upon horse-flesh and cats." Her mother,
the widow of a minister of state, had also tried to dis-
suade her, finally, with authority, she forbade her tc leave.
The baroness had been firm. "I am very sorry to be obliged,
{for the first time in my life, willingly to disobey you . . .
It is impossible for me to remain here, while the best, the
fondest of husbands, has consented 1 should follow him . . . "
Half-smiling, she recalled the restrained jubilance of
his letter when he wrote that the Duke of Brunswick had
raised his rank from Colonel to major-general in charge of
all the German trcops in america . . . Of course, England's
quarrel with her colonies was not the business of German
sovereignties, but England's king and queen were uoth
German, end the duke was right to help them, OShe was
proud to think that the duke had been first among six German
rulers to ceconeclude a treaty with His Brittanic Majesty for a
corps of infantry men and unmounted dragoons. She was

aware that some people said that the duke had sold his men




like cattle. It wasn't true! The colonists had been mis-
led by a few wicked people, and it was right to help the
English. It was right for England to pay, too - for the
Uuke - of Brunswick was poor, He would have to give up

his beloved Opera and the charming French corps de ballet,

unless he received substential aid from abroesd, It couldn't
be possible tihat men had been forced into the ranks, as
people said. The baroness, for one, had never personally
known of such a case . . . that kind of talk was not only
scandalous: 1t was seditious!

Her derling Friedrich! Separation was painful and he
could hardly bear it., He had written her every day while
he was whipping the soldiers into shape before they left
for England: he reported the most trivial details of his
life on board ship from England to Canada, from Montreal to
wuebec. It was as if no experience could have meaning until
he shared it with his wife. Perhaps people thought them a
little ridiculous, a women of thirty, married fourteen
years, the mother of three children . . . behaving likea
love-sick young girl with her own husband, And her
Friedrich had grown heavy, he was no longer a dashing young
officer. .

"Love me , . ., love me always,"™ he wrote. "Preserve
for my sake your precious health . ., . " She had felt his
longing for her in his letters, longing that was not just

hablt and loneliness, but like starvation, Nevertheless,




the suggestion that she follow him had come from her,

He had been relieved, joyous, frightened. " I confess

that I tremble when I think of it," he wrote. It was
dangerous, the children might be sea-sick, she was a deli-
cate lady., "A ship's company generally consisis of filthy
and coarse people, whose chief fcocod is salt meat, half-done
and scarcely eatable., The water, after a short time, be-
comes sﬁ foul and nauseous, that it is impossible to drink

i-t’"

Crossging to Dover, one of the sailqors begged to hold
Carolina. It was droll to watech him, a rough, black-whis-
kered mariner, as tender as a saint with the child. Gus-
tava and Frederike played catch on the deck, bursting with
laughter. Now there was no need to defend herself against
the horror she had hidden from the children. An innkeeper
haed told her thet the roads were full of highwaymen, that
in & fortnight one hundred and thirty had been hanged. She
had resolved not to travel through the woeds after dark,
but once, at twilight, when the horses were slowing down to
& walk, an object hanging in the alr struck her through the
open window of the carriage. Madame von Riedesel pushed it
away. Without looking, she knew by the chill in her heart
that she had touched death., It was the body of a hanged
man, and she had felt the woolen stockings. She must never

think of it again . .




From Dover they went tec London, and then to Bristol
where the baroness was to meet Mrs. Foy, the American-torn
wife of an English captain. The general had arranged to
have his wife cross the Atlantic with Mrs. Foy for a lady
could not travel unaccompenied. But Mrs. Foy was gav and
irresponsible, a flirtatious, silly woman, who could not,
or would not make up her mind. Three or four months
passed in Bristol, and the baroness was still there, in
Lnglend, on the opposite side of the Atlantie.

Neither the barcness nor Kockel knew more than a few
words of English, and she spent lonely hours weeping in her
room, She was a good Hgusfreu who understood the value of
money, and she was being shamelessly exploited by innkeepers
and coachmen and servants. She could not bear to be con-
spicuous, and people took her for a French woman, which she
bated. Unce, she walked down the street in & new calico
dress trimmed with crisp green taffeta, waving a gay little

fan - and a group of sailors, drunk and boisterous, minced

after her., Erench whore . . they shouted . . French whore . .
She had felt so beautiful in the dress! ©She had loved it
soi Now it was hateful, and she had to give it to the
cook o .

If Mrs., Foy would not leave, she would take the chil-
dren and the maids . . . and Rockel would look after all
of them. but, she went to Fortsmouth, only te be told that

the season was too advanced, that she might find the St.




Lawrence frozen snd the entrance to «uebec shut. She could
do nothing but weit several more months. She cried at
night, thinking of his letters. "Where are you now?" he
wrote, " perhaps at sea, perhaps in great danger. Oh!

I hope that God will soon end my anxieties, and grant

me the happiness of holding you in my erms . . . "

But she had one very satisfying experience. lhe queen
had expressed a desire to see her, and on January lst. 1777
she presented herself at court. She had been told that the
king kissed only &nglishwomen and marchionesses, and sud-
denly, quite unexpectedly, he leaned down end touched her
cheek with his lips. ©She could not help blushing scarlet.
Remembering that she was a mother, the queen led her into
the nursery and showed her the ten happy royal children.
When Madame von Riedesel confessed that all her thoughts were
bent on Canada, Her Majesty was impressed.

"Heve you then no dread of the gea? I do not llke 1it."

Phe little German woman could not keep her volce from
quavering,., "Nor do I, Madam, But as there i1s no other means
of meeting my husband I shall cheerfully embark." =-

It was spring agein, April, almost a year slince she had
left Wolfenbuettel, and finally an old friend of her
father's arranged her passage on one of his own merchant-
men. The children were well, Mrs. Foy was prevailed upon
to come, and at last . . . at last . . . &5 the wind

filled the sails, as the gulls grew scarce in the rainy




gky, she could believe again in the words her husband
had written shortly after his own departure. "God loves

us too well to keep us long separested."

Two months later, as the merchantman sailed proudly
up the St. Lawrence, Mademe von Riedesel brought the chil-
dren on deck to get their first glimpse of (uebec. The
city was blurred and lovely in the misty, yellow sunlight,
and as she stood trembling with her eyes and her heart on
the new world, her baby in her arms, Gustava and Frederike
clinging to her skirts, all the ships in the harbor roared
a salute.

She looked eagerly from face toc face, searching among
the crowd of shouting, waving people on the dock, Her heart
leeped . .+  NOW . .. she couldn't wait any longer. Llhe
last week had been almost unendurable., DBut a canoe drew
swiftly alongside of the ship, and a seaman, agile as &
squirrel, clambered up a swinging ladder to the deck. She
recognized the writing before she reached numbly for the
letter, Her husband had been obliged to set out for St.
John with Genersl Burgoyne, and she would have to wall a
few more days.

She couldn't, not now that she had cpossed the ocean,
He had left in February more than a year ago, had never
even seen the baby. ©She would start after him the next

day. The children would be rested enough . . «
¥




The caloshes, which were used here, in place of
coaches, looked too light to be safe, and her maids would
have refused to go if Rockel had not travelled in their
carriage with them. The children were delighted. Frederike
laughed as the baroness tied her fast in one corner: sghe
held Carolina in her lap -- still sound asleep -- They

were going to see their father . . .

She met .her husband at Chambly two days later, and
they rushed weeping into each other's arms.

How worn he looked! Had he really missed her as much as
she had missed him - all the nights she couldn't sleep? Had
he really not known where she was for a long time - or if
his letters reached her? How gilly he had been to worry, it
hadn't been bad ecrossing the Atlantic, not the way he
thought. Oh, the children loved it on the sea, they were

magnificent sallors, especlally Carolina.

Unly “ustuvéi the oldest one, recognized the father.
She hugged him as if she would never let him go. But
Frederike was afrald of his odd uniform and weary face,
She clung to her mother, choked with sobbing: "No, no:
this is an ugly papa! My papa is pretty!"

«».Two aimless, impetuous, beautiful days - not to be
fully comprehended until some emptier time:i DBut he had to
go, Dburgoyne was expecting him at Montreal. She wanted to

accompany him - : "Why not? Tell me, Friedrich! - why
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not?" But he insisted she should go to Trois Rividres

and wait there for him. "It's your duty,dear! Don't forget
you are a soldier's wife."

What power and fascination it exercised upon him, this
magic word, duty! His face became stiff, his voice was
solemn and at the same time harsh, aggressive, when he men-
tioned duty. His humble wife felt a sudden pang while she
watched this dreadful and mysterious transformation of his
beloved, femiliar features. 'Men are possessed W' abstract
ideas., Abstract ideas are noxious and confusing. They make
life complicated. Life should be simple. My life is
simple enough. The birth of a child, a disease, good weather,
bad weather, food, and sleep: this is life. And love. I
love him., This is my life and myg duty, and nothing else.

I am his wife, and I have a right to be with him. That's
gld, voila tout, das ist &lles_... i want to remein with
him',

She remembered some beautiful lines she once had
found in an old book,

"Withersoever your destinie shall dryve you, either

by the furious waves of the oceane, or by the mani-
folde and horrible dengers of the lande, I will
surely bear your company. There can be no peryll
chaunce to me so terrible, nor any kynde of deathe so
cruell, that shall be much easier for me to abyde,

than to live so farre separate from you."

Ihe baroness had copied these words in her diary.

In the middle of July the baroness and the three little
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girls stopped at Ticonderoga on their way to Fort Edward
Where they were to meet the dear general. The soldiers
occunying Ticonderoga could hardly wait to tell her the
news., Had Madam von Riedesel heard? Burgoyne would be in
Albany in a fortnight, there was no question of it., War
with these farmers was child's play. How could they have
expected to hold out against Lurope's erack regiments?
Purgoyne's men had captured Fort Ticonderoga without firing
a shot. Gentleman Johnny knew what he was about, and he
couldn't have abler generals than Phillipe and Fraser and
her own husband. Think of it! The speed! July lst, Bur-
goyne left Montreal with 8,000 men, moved them down Lake
Chemplain, end had them camped at Crown Point on the 5th.
He merely surrounded the fort, and on the &th, General St.
Clair and his men scurried away like scared rabbits. But
Madsm von Riedesel, that was the strange thing. Only God
knew how they got out . . . teking most of their supplies
100 . + + or where they went . . . with an army practi-
cally surrounding them. Burgoyne had sent Riedesel and
Fraser in pursuit, but they couldn't even see the Americsans
in that wild country. They fought like Indiens, the cow-
ards, shooting from behind trees . . . and the British
had lost a few men, not many . ., . several hundred . . .
mostly Brunswickers . . .

1l beg your pardon, baroness. 1 didn't mean to
rfrighten you. Your husband' s safe. He's with the army

now, moving down from =keensborough to Fort Edward . . .
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Indeed, she could get to him rapldly, now that the
British were in control of Leke George. They were sending
the heavy baggage and artillery down the lake to Fort
George, and overlend to Fort Edward, and the baroness could
leave that very evening with one of the boats. From Fort
George she could easily hire a vehicle to take her to
Fort Edward. She'd probably get there before her husband.,

Yes, it was good news, aend Friedrich was safe. She
could breathe again. Anxiety and fear lay slwaeys at the
bottom of her heart, waiting to destroy her. It took all
her courage, all her strength, to hide . .. andlto survive
them., Why couldn't Friedrich understand that it was easier
to be with him no matter what happened, so long as she

knew? In Trois Rivieéres, while she was being comfortably

entertained by some charitable csisters from the convent of
the Ursulines, every kind of death had lived in her mind.
Had the children seen it in her face?

It was cool, sailing down Lake George, and she had a

sudden delicious feeling of happiness . . .

The country was lovely at Fort Edward, curiously
lethargic and peaceful. YThe troops loitered in the camp,
sometimes drilling - but for the most part, fishing and
tramping through the woods, waiting for Burgoyne's order to
push on to Albany. The baroness wondered what he could be

waiting for. There was no sign of the American army and
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runners brought message after message that the enemy had
fallen back, had crossed the Hudson, retreated as far as
the Mohawk. This marching through a country that the
inhabitents abandoned wasn't like war at all,

for almost & fortnight not a shot had been fired, yet
her dear Friedrich wes worried. He couldn't understand why
Burgoyne had ordered the men to strip themselves of all but
the barest necessities, and had sent the rest of the sup-
plies back to the flotilla on Lake George. Of course, the
army could advence repidly with such light equipment, but
then, they must hurry. Rations were slready very low. What
was keeping Burgoyne here? General von Riedesel was almost
beside himself. They had hed very little trouble occupying
Fort Ticonderoga and Fort George - but they had gone on =
and left almost no troops behind to protect the captured
forts . . . a mere handful of men. <‘he Americans could re=-
capture them whenever they made up their minds. And that
would mean that they were cut off from Cansada.

Thinking about it later, the baroness couldn't remem-
ber when she had heard the first rumors of an enormous
magazine of stores at Bennington on the northern frontier
of New &ngland. Everybody seemed to know of it. Hardly
protected at all, there were horses enough for all the
dismounted dragcons, horses to pull the heavy wagons filled
with supplies, a great herd of fat cattle for meat, barns

loaded with wheat and green vegetables. 'The soldiers were
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hungry. OUne had only to look at them to know they had
been living on smaller and smaller rations. OUne heard
talk of nothing but Bennington. <There was no chance of a
battle. The stores were there for the taking.

Six hundred Zrunswick dragoons were going, but not her
husband. A captain would be enough. ©Still, that bright
August morning, Madem von Hiedesel rose early to watch
them start. They were the pick of the Duke's troops, huge
men over six feet tall. She followed them through the
long grass, watehing them diseppear into the thick gloom of
the forest. She stood waving at them, calling good-bye, as
they plodded along in their heavy riding boots and huge spurs
that caught in the underbrush; their ridiculous pig-tails
and plumed hats, their dangling, useless sabers entang-
ling them in the branches and brambles., So many of them were
friends she had known since childhood.

Days passed -- and no word came. <Lhe men went about
their tasks, but a pall of anxiety hung over the camp.

¥t was shocking that when the actual news of what had
happened was brought back to camp, it was almost a relief,
Burzoyne had been entirely misinformed. There had been a
force of more than twenty-five hundred men protecting the
reservolr at Bennington, and the Brunswick detachment
had been annihilated in less than two hours.

The baroness marked the date in her diary, august 16,
£ A

How mueh money would that mean for the duke at




v 36.00 a head - for her friends who would never again see
the Elbe and the Weser, and the lovely valley of the
fhine? Whet 1if her Friedrich had gone with them? It was
just an sccident that he hadn't . - It was no accident
but the Will of Providence. It was God who had spared her
husband. He would not teke him away from her, beceuse He
realized how much she loved him. ©She had no tears for the
dead men, although she was not heartless. 5But she was
realistic. Love is selfish. She was not interested in
other women's men. Friedrich was safe: this was all she
knew, ©She held him as one holds a thing, & possession,
Encircled by English end Germen troops the Riedesels
lived in a red house in the midst of the woods, eating in
the open air in gzood weather, laughing and playing with
their children. Before he could move on Burgoyne was foreced
to wait almost a month for supplies from Leke George. In
her elegant eighteenth century script Madam von Riedesel
recorded serenely the happiness of days from which she
excluded all terror of the future. "In consequence of the
unfortunate engagement which tocok place at Bennington, I
had the pleasure of seeing him ( General von Riedesel)
azein on the 18th, of August from which day we passed
three weeks in delightful tranquility." Here, for the
first time, the little baroness tasted bear's meat, and

she loved it.

The army began to move again on September 1llth.,
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and she pleeded to go. The genersl had a lerge calash
built for her, and his wife, the children, two maids and
Rockel jogged leisurely along, an hour's march behind the
Royal troops. <The soldier's spirits were high, and they
sang as they passed "™ through boundless forests and
magnificent tracts of lend - abandoned by the inhabitants
who fled to re-inforce the army of the Americaen General
Gates." On the 13th. the ermy crossed %o the west bank of
the Hudson, and then advanced slowly, a few miles a day,
clearing roads and mending bridges.

Un the 19th., at Freeman's Farm, e few miles south of
Saratoga, the vanished American army sprang up suddenly
out of the wilderness, in beaver caps and homespun, buckskin
and moccasins, almost invisible in the sutumn woods, silent
es Indians, shooting from the tops of trees, from behind
thickets, a great horde of men under General Gates and
Benediet Arnold.

Back of the lines, all day leng, the wounded and
dying were brought tec the house where the baroness end
her children were staying. In every room one could hear
the battle, the precise click of small guns, the explosive
noise of cannon., +he children huddled together quietly,
shrinking against a wall as if it were a covert - feeling,
not understanding the terror arocund them. t‘he baroness
moved among the wounded men speaking hesitantly in her
broken English, more fluently in her comforting, homely,

familiar German . « =«
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Her ¥riedrich drove the enemy back - at least they dis-
appeared again into the country that lay below them., Where
had they gone? How many were there? Albany was a word as

remote as Samarkend or Bagdad . « .

At dawn the Royal Army moved again, bedraggled, shatter-
ed, weary - this time north, the wounded groaning on the
carts that had carried the supplies -- a slow dull retreat,
not very far, a few miles up the Hudson. The men talked
softly to each other without resentment, with a melsancholy,
indifferent hopelessness. +he Americans had attacked
LYiconderoga and were holding it prectically in & state of
siege. It was impossible even to get to Fort George, and
the flotilla on the lake between the two forts on which
British supplies depended, was in the hands of the rebels,
A rapld retreat to Canada was out of the question - they were
marooned., How long could they hold out? What could they dof?

The wind rose and it began ‘to:raim, great drops
falling with light, separate, explosive sounds on the
bright leaves that loosened here and there and drifted
downward, a rain of leaves like flocks of red and yellow
birds scattered by shot. There was a strong smell of
balsam end rich earth, and the sounds of the rain mingled
with the loud surge of the Hudson, with the sinking sound
of heavy feet on the soggy earth, with the wooden creak
of wheels turning . . .On the carts, the wounded no longer

|
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groaned. lhey ley quietly, patiently, with closed eyes -
sometimes one sobbed a little,

Night fell, end the men shrouded themselves in their
tents, a fragile, nomad city, furtive as a conspiracy.
Back of the lines, the baroness again moved into a house
from which the inhabitants had fled, the rooms still
redolent of the family which had lived there in leisure and

peace,

General Riedesel was with the main body of the army
which seemed to be engaged in " little skirmishes of small
consequence”, She could visit her husband every morning,
eat her noon megl with him, from time tc time he could come
to her quarters for dinner. It wasn't really living to-
gether - she belonged with him, and no one c¢ould tell how
long this would go on. She would have a house built for
herself, a log cabin feshioned out of sweet-smelling pine.
It would take only a few days to build, snd then Friedrich

would be with her where che could lock after him properly.

If the troops could hold out, there was help coming.
If the men could surmount their wretched submission, if
they could be infused with enough spirit to break through
the American lines surrounding them, they could meet the
British squadron under General Clinton that had ssiled up

the Hudson as far as Kingston, destroying rebel stores,
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and then march south again to Albany.

Un October 7th. taking fiffteen hundred men, Burgoyne
decided to make a reconnaissance to Freeman's Farm, to
determine whether or not the americans could be attacked.
The men moved swiftly through the dying fields, with a
bitter, hostile courage. They went, not like an army,
but like military men, marching wilfully together, each
with farewells unsaid and unacknowledged, for that would
have been & denial of faith, To confess meant the end, and
so the men called to each other every now and then with
brusque, jovial gayety. No one spoke of England or of
Germany, of anything that had heppened before the present

marche.

Madam von Hiedesel took the children to see the cabln
which was almost ready for occupancy, and the children
poked here and there at the plaster stuffed between the
logs to keep the wind out. It was & heavenly place, and
the little girls shouted with delight.

But now they must be good children and stay with
Lena, the maid. They must be little ladies and not wander
away anywhere - for mother was going to be very busy this
afternoon. In her room at the big house, papa was bringing
the three other generals to dine, Burgoyne, Fhillips and
Fraser.,

It would be a nice dinner though rations were scarce.
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Rockel had brought in a large catch of trout, and she had
managed to coax two hens from the commissary. Now they
were roasting in the Dutch oven beside the fireplace in
the kitchen. Dourgoyne was & gourmet, and she wanted the
food to be particularly good . . .

She didn't like Burgoyne. He was a dissolute drunken
man, too ready with flamboyant compliments which always
seemed a little mocking. His shemelessness was disgrace-
ful, taking his mistress with him openly wherever the army
went, 1t was said that he had a wife at home whom he loved
dearly. How could it be possible? DBut men were curious
about such things - it was a good thing, in any case, she
hed come to America - although she couldn't imagine
Friedrich with enother womsan ..

The table looked charming, There was bezutiful china
in the house, and real silver, and she had decorated the room
with sprays of autumn leaves, the gayest she could find.
Wwhat could be keeping the men? Friedrich was always prompt,
end the roast would be ruined., From the window she could
see considerable movement among the troops even at the back
of the lines. There was a dense fog of black smoke over the
distant woods, and the house suddenly shook with the low
growl of cannon., <J‘he children were in the kitchen with
Lena, end dinner or no dinner, she wanted them with her.

"Lena, bring the children to me . .. at once . . . do
you heart"

Were they English or American cannon? Llhe large guns
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had not arrived from the flotilla and beslides the flotilla

was now in the hands of the Americens. Dear God, let things

turn out well this time!l

At the edge of the clearing there was a bed of asters,
dead now, hanging dismally on thelr blackened stalks. Out
there, just appearing from the dark thicket, two men care-
fully, slowly, trundled a hand-barrow on which a man lay.
It coulén't be . . . she threw a shawl over her shoulders
and ran.

It was Genersl Fraser, the young Earl of Balcarres,
his clothes muddy and bleeding, his blue eyes already
straining to penetrate the vast growing darkness. He had
been shot through the bowels., Stronger than her breathless
relief was a stifling sense of shame. She tried to wet her
lips but her throat was dry. General Fraser looked at her
as if he senses her feeling, and smiled reassuringly, al=-
most humorously, through his pain. He tried to nod at the
soclemn-eyed children as they carried him into her room.

He was a dear young man, end such a good soldier, her husband
said.

There could be no help for General Fraser. She knew 1t
at once. He moaned pitifully for water, but they could not
zive it to him - it would have been tco agonizing. The guns
roared all through the afterncon., <The sun set, and they
went on intermittantly. 4in the evening her husband came in

with Burgoyne. Burgoyne sat down beside the young Earl,




helding his hand, smoothing back the damp hair, weeping
openly in front of her children, ag she herself would
hever do. There was no need to ask about the battle. She
had only to look at Friedrich's collapsed bewildered face,
She knew that it meant disaster.

wustave, frederike, Carolina - vliey were asleep now,
and they would forget. But the little baroness sat for
hours watiching the children, not daring to turn to her
lusbend who was too bitterly humbled, " consteantly afraid
thia® my children would wske up and ery, and thus disturb
the poor dying man, who often sent to beg my pardon for

making me so much trouble."

Dawn ceme, and noon, and all day long the shooting went
on sporadically - even at dusk when the entire body of
generals gathered on & hill top for the obsequies for
General Fraser., The zloom was lighted by sudden flares and
cannon balls flew around snd over the men. 4 thin drizzle
O rain slanted down as the body was laid in its last
resting place, as General “urgoyne spoke in a hesitant,
deeply-moved voice, as the soldiers packed the supplies to
take with them on the march, as they kindled fires in
every direction and left their tents standing in a hopeless,
childish effort to conceal their retreast,

Wearily, all night long, the army dragged through the

woods, the baroness and her children and maids azain in the




calash. Carolina and Yustava slept soundly, but Frederike
began to cry in alarm, frightened of the mysterious woods,
of the despalring silence of the marching men. Her mother

pressed a handkerchief to her mouth,

AT six in the morning Burgoyne ordered a halt, LThe

jte

soldiers lay down on the ground, too tired to mind the rain,
and Baron von Riedesel slept on his wife's shoulder for
three hours. <Then the army started again, marching with

the enemy in sight, the Indians scattering in all directioms,
making for home. Towards evening, at Saratoga, the men
encamped « o« o

Their one desolate hope of escape lay in a swift re-
treat to Fort Edward, and the baroness indignantly asked
General Phillips why they did not continue while there was
still time,

"Poor woman," he said, " I am amazed at ycu! Completely
wet throusgh, have you still the courage to wish to go fur-
ther in this weather! Would that you were only our comman-
iing general! He halts because he is tired, and intends to

spend the night here and give us a supper!®

At two the next afternoon, the Americans reached them,
and riring started, There was a deserted house on the
Hudson, and seating herself and her three children in the
calash, she made for it rapidly. As she reached the walk

she saw five or six men with guns aimed at her on the oppo-




site side of the river, and involuntarily, she threw the
children to the floor of the carriage and herself ower them,
At that instant the men fired, shattering the arm of & poor
Bnglish soldier who rode behind to guard them,

The children screamed as she dragged them to the door.
They took refuge in the cellar, and all day and night the
house wes battered by cannons pounding at the walls with
deafening thuds. +<he lgid herself down in a corner near a
door, the children lying on the earth with their heads in
her lap, crying. There was no use talking to them . . .

She wasn't frightened anymore. It was surprising how
simple her life had become, merely something to guard. How
much more entangsled her life had been when she was sixteen
and courted by all the young officers. She had been full
ol schemes, half-carried through, impulses that she re-
gretted, vague, painful longing that she could not under-
gtand. But something happened to her heart the day she met
Friedrich. They had been married before Christmas, on the
2lst. of December, 1762. Could it be that long ago?

No girl ever had a lovelier wedding. She remembered
the dancing peasants, the houses hung with banners, the
parades of adjutants and officers in their gorgeous rega-
lia galloping up and down the streets. Peasants and towns-
people had come from all over Brunswick to her father's
house, thelr arms laden with gzifts. Duke Ferdinand, Prince

Friedrich, all the notables, had their portraits painted,
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life-size - to give her. lthey were hanging in the long

hall at Wolfenbuettel - would she ever see them again?

And just before her wedding the prettiest girls in Brunswick
were chosen to pose for a picture representing the four
seasons, and she - in a dress of balest green, her arms

full of lilies-of-the-valley and violets, her head en-
twined with a wreath of delicate white flowers, the leaves
tangling in her hair that hung pale and loosened to

her waist - she, was spring.

Her eyes were growing used to the darkness and she
began to distinguish the faces around her, her maids, a
great many wounded soldiers, two strange women. Nobody
spoke, Of what were they thinking, these silent, ghostly
people?

The house shook as a cannon ball struck it again, Now,
sustava and Carolina slept, their tears dry on her hands
beneath their eyelids. Only Frederike cried broken-hearted-
ly. 1t was always Frederike, she was a haunted child., She
must stop . . . but she would not.

Une of the wounded officers offered to help her, He
sat down on the ground beside the baroness. "Do you like
kittens, baby kittens?"

lhe child did not answer.

He miaowed. You could almost see the dark grey wooly
fur, the small pointed ears, the large, dark-pupiled eyes.

Then he purred, a deep contented purr.
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"Here's a baby lamb lost from it's mother." He
bleated woefully. L‘he child's sobs subsided a little,

She turned her sad little face to him., <he cannons roared
arzain, Frederike trembled violently, but did not cry.

He was & magician. He could be a dog, or a wolf, or a
lion. He could be a hen laying an egg, or a rooster crowing
in triumph. "May I take her? You must be very tired,
Madem,"™

The little girl went trustfully to his arms, gigzling
and talking. Soon she slept, and the young officer's worn

face was as peaceful as the child's.

The house was cannonaded from the opposite side in the
morning, but the baroness was almost used to 1t. Enough
murky light streaked in so that she could examine the
cellar, three great musty rcoms. Madam von Riedesel took
charge. " I advised all to go out of the cellar for a little
while during which time I would have it cleaned, as other-
wise we would all be sick. They followed my suggestion, and
I at once set many hands to work, which was in the highest
decree necessary: for the women and children being afraid
to venture forth, had soiled the whole cellar." The rooms
were swept and fumizeted by sprinkling vinegar on burning
coals, and then the most dangerously wounded men were

placed in one room, the women and children in another, and
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all the rest in the third . . .

They lived in the cellar six days, in a buried world,
quite accustomed to the dark. Water was scarce and could
be brought in only at great risk, but the men stole out for
they could not bear the moaning of the wounded. “There
was little food, and only the children were not hungry.
Unce, eleven cannon balls, one after the other, splintered
throuzh the house, and a soldier whose leg a surgeon was
about to amputate had his other leg shot off in the middle
of the operation. He died immediately! There was no time
for despair. The baroness was aware of how stubbornly, in

the bleakest circumstances, life persists.

UnUé¢tober 13th. Burgoyne agreed to treat with the
eneny. On @etober 17, 1777 the British capitulated, and
under command of their own officers, the troops marched

through the Americen camp and laid down their arms.

PRISONEES OF WAR.,

Madam von Riedesel was afraid that she might be trea-
ted rudely and contemptuously by the victorious Americans,
and so the afternoon of the surrender when her husband sent
for her she hardly lifted her eyes as she rode through the
rebel camp to the officer's tents. 'The children had locked

dazed when she first took them out of the cellar into the




light of day - their eyes had the blind loock of new-born
babies who can distinguish light but not objects, and she
was surprised to find that she herself found the light of
even this grey day too vast snd overwhelming. ©ohe had a
stunned feeling of complete emptiness, and when a gentle,
oldish men came towards her, toock the children out of the
wagon and kissed them, and then helped her alight, she be-
gan to tremble.

"You mustn't be frightened", the man said half-
apologetically. " I'm General Schuyler.”

So this was the northern commander of the American
troops! He was a gentleman. What had she expected? She
felt the blood rising to her cheeks as if he had suddenly
read her thoughts, and then she recovered herselfl enough to
assure him that she could not be frightened of a man who was
so tender with children,

At the tent of General Gates she found her husband and
burgoyne and Phillips chatting so emiably with Gates and
Benedict Arnold that one might have thought they were old
friends. %hey were going to dine together.

General Schuyler thought she might be unhappy, the only
woman with so many men, and s0 he brought her and her
children to his own tent where he had a feast set up for
them. He had a kind of sparkle with children, a droll,
delicate wit, and in no time he had them giggling and

clustering around him. =he found herself confiding in




in him, her enemy, end when he invited her end her family
to visit at his home in Albany, where General Burgoyne
would also be, she accepted at once . «

Albany at last, but as prisoners-of-war; General
Schuyler and his wife and daughters were so courteous that
one would not have known there was a war between Lngland
and America. It was surprising that they could be so
friendly with Gemeral Burgoyne " although he had - without
any necessity it was said - caused their magnificently
built houses to be burmed. But they treated us as a people
who knew how to forget bhelr misfortunes in the losses of
others."

They stayed three days, and she would have loved to
stay longer. But they had to go to Boston., General Gates
had promised that as soon as ships were sent for them,
all the troops would be sent to England on condition of
not serving against the Americans agein in the Revolu-

tionary War.

1t was hard to keep her husband's spirits up. If she
could have kept him from thinking of the defeat the journey
from Albany would have been very pleasant.

How curious the Americans were! ©Some of their generals
who accompanied the troops were shoemakers, and not at all
loath to practice thelr trade. Un days when the army

stopped to rest they made boots for the officers, and did
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not even mind mending the shoes of the common soldiers.
Unce she heard an English captain who had worn his toots
into shreds offer an American general who hsd on & goed
pair, a guinea for them. <lhe general immediately alizhted
from his horse, tock the money, gave up his boots, and put
on the badly worn ones of the officeri Uf course, American
money was worth almost nothing. But this was a new

country!

Ihe troops could not go into Boston. Something had
heppened. Congress could not agree on freeing the priscners
and they would have to wait. <The soldiera were gquartered
in wretched barracks, no floors, not even a bit of straw
to sleep on, no firewcod, leaking ceiling through which the
rain dripped . . . Lven the Riedesels were billeted in a
tiny room in the house of a farmer., Their malds had to
sleep on the floor, and the men in the entry. 4t was
filthy, and the farmer's family hated them,

And yet the general was enraged when they were ordered
to Cambridge, It was to Poston that the ships were to come
to take them back to England. DNow everything was uncer-
tain. ourzoyne had been stupid to take the word of
General Gates. The baron peced back and forth in the tiny

room, and his wife's heart ached for him,

Cambridge was « charming city, and they were lodged

in a beautiful home which had formerly belonged to
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Royalists. It was cheerful and comfortable during the
long winter. She made friends with meny American familles,
and they couldn't have been kinder. OSpring came, and her
garden was full of flowers, lilaes and phlox and hyacinths.
In June she gave & supper and ball in honor of her
husband's fortieth birthday, and she invited all the
generals and officers. ~he had the house and garden illu-
minated with taepers and the light fell softly on the hedge
of elimbing roses, white and pink and red, At dinner, her
husband rose to toast the king and the Duke of Brunswick,

and everyone sang God Save the Ling. Suddenly, the house was

surrounded by esngry Americans. In New England burning
torches of pitch were placed on hilltops as signels for the
minute men whenever there was danger, and every able-bodied
man would instantly abandon whatever he was doing, grab his
gun, end rush in the direction of the signal. <‘he baroness
had lighted her house so brightly, that the smericans had

1wought it was a signal, and thet the prisoners were planning

[

t
e mutiny. <They excused themselves and went away as socon as
they learned it was a party.

Madame Riedesel was & social success. Her house " was
ways full of English gentlemen", as she proudly noted in
her diary. People liked her, she was popular end respected,

@ne of her visitors of that period called her "™ the
emiable, the sccomplished, and dignified baroness." He also

praised her " charming blue eyes, bedewed with tears at the




recital of her sufferings.™ whe had " much embonpoint,” - he
"

added -, and & handsome face."

Her husband, meanwhile, grew more and more gloomy.

He spent most of his time/pf“laborinq on a Military Memoir,
deseribing and &nalysing the Campaign of 1777. It was
gsupposed to be his apology, his complete justification.

He started his report with thissignificant statement:

"From the beginning of 1777, General Riedesel was never
permitted to take part in the deliberations held on by the
British generals in their counsels of war...., nor was he
ever made acquainted with the instructions which General
Burgoyne received from his zovermnment." All he could do,
according to his own account, was " to execute, by all means,
ourgoyne's orders with the utmost exactness." Durgoyne,
therefore, was alone responsible for everything that

heppened. He, and nobody else, wes to blame. 1 am innocent,

assured the German genersal,

Riedesel epparently did not know, or did not want to
know, thet Burgoyne, for his part, was the victim of the
English War Minister's confusion. When the General was on
leave in London, in November 1776, he took the opportunity
to present to King George III and the Wer Minister, Lord
George Germaine, a plan for the American campaign of 1777
Hig idea was to march an army south from Montreal, another,
east from Uswega, and a third north from New fork, - all
three to meet at albany, cut New England off from the other

states, and at the seme time leave enough force behind to




protect Caneda. ‘he plan wes approved. Burgoyne was put in
command of fthe northern army and ordered to proceed to
Albany to meet General Howe. But Howe knew nothing of it,.

In December of the same year, General Howe, who was in
New ¥ork with about 20,000 troops, wrote to Lord Germaine
proposing another plan requiring an additional 30,000 men
to operate against New &ngland, New Jersey, and to hold
the South. Germaine replied that the king thought highly
of his plan, but had also suggested a diversion upon the
coasts of Magsachusetts and New Hampshire., +1his was the
last letter Howe received from Germaine before he set out
for Philadelphia the following summer.

As for Riedesel, he had, up to the last scene of the
tragedy, sound and helpful ideas which were sneered at by
conceited, #dirresponsible General Burgoyne, If things hed
gone as the German officer wanted, America woﬁig still be-

longz to the British Empire.

In November 1778, the prisoners were ordered to
Virginia. ®he felt a pang of regret at leaving her many
new friends, the house she had grown to love. It would be
haerd travelling through the country again. The children
were excited at the prospect. <They exclaimed joyfully over
the elegant English wagon and the wagon for provisions her
husband had bought for them, and she pretended that they were
all going to be gypsies. It was November now and it would

take a long time to go.
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fhey arrived in Virginia in the middle of February,
1779, having passed through Connecticut, New York, New
Jersey, Pennsylvania and Maryland - 678 English miles in
twelve weeks. It had been a hard journey. MlMost of the
time the roads had been covered with a glaze of ice, and
rain fell, and snow - gnd the wina was piercing, <They often
halted in the woods at midnight where the.poor marching
socldiers had to sleep without even straw to lie on, shel-
tering themselves as well as they could in the deep cre-
vices of rocks and in dense thickets, Fhe Hiedesels slept
in their covered wazon - but they could not really keep the
children warm. #when they woke up at night and eried, the
baroness sang tc them, German lieder, little French folk
SONESE & &

After the journey there was no longer any question in
Madam von Hiedesel's mind about the feeling of the American
people to the mother country. JVYuring the trip she often re-
called burgoyne's naive hope of thousands of Royalists
flocking to the king's colors. The Americans had not yet won
the war - but they were no longer coclonists, They were a
nation.

Uften people had not wanted to sell them provisions. One
lady whom they begged to sell them anything at all - a few
vegetables - a few eggs - had shouted at them hoarsely:

" You shall not have a morsel of food. You have come to

our land to kill us and lay waste our possessions. Now you




are our prisoners . . . " DBut when little Carolina who
wes now two and a half said she was hungry, the woman
shemefeacedly gave them whatever they wanted. In Virginia,
only & day's journey from their destination, they had
nothing left but tea, and the baroness begged food for the
children from the farmers. They would not sell it to Dogs

of Hoyalists. . .

At the home of a Colonel Howe, she heard his pretty
fcurteen year old daughter exclaim as she looked at the
zlowing coals: "™ Oh! if I had the king of England here,
with what satisfaction I would cut his body in pieces, tear
out his heart, dissect it, put it upon these coals and
consume it."

¥he baroness looked at her with horror. " I am slmost
gshamed to belong to a sex that is capable of taklng such

pleasure."

The Riedesels were quartered at Colle, two hours ride
from where the troops were stationed at Charlottesville,
Virginia. They rented the home of an Italian, end when
spring came they had the gardens and fields tilled and
planted, Bow fertile the land was! ihe seeds seemed to
sprout over-night, and the vegetables were delicious., lhey
built an enclosure for wild turkeys, which were perfectly

tame, and sometimes weighed over rifty poinds. 4in the spring
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the great sleek birds flew away to the woods to hatch
their eggs, and the baroness thought they were gone for-
ever, but they came back later fcllowed by an enormous
flock of chicks.

ihey were in Virginia until August, miserable months,
despite the rich plenty of the land. Her husband was al-
ternately full of a muttering rage, or a silent, more
terrible despair, At first he wrote outraged letters to the
americans about the troops who had been promised decent
treatment. On their arrivel, when it was still bitterly
¢cold, the barracks at Charlottesville were rows of unfini=-
shed block houses, without plaster and no doors or windows,
lhe priscners had arrived later than they were expected, and
meat for them had been stored in a vault in the esrth with
ashes instead of salt between the pieces., All the top layers
were spoiled by the sun, and the men had often been obliged
to throw away all their meet rations, though sometimes a
piece could be saved by Washing and salting and hanging it
up in the sun. A number of the man sickened and died. The
general could not sit back and watch his men starve: he
was responsible for their well-being . . . But the troops
worked hard preparing thelr quarters, and later a very
pretty little town grew up with gardens and coops for
poultry back of each barrack.

The baron was no longer the patient, placid man she

1l

had kncwn: his temper was like the climate., He would sit




brooding in the great heat, writing and rewriting letters
to Washington and Jefferson, pleading to be exchanged,
waiting impeatiently for answers, receiving courteous re-
fusels., He blamed La Fayette, feeling thet it was his
influence on the Americen Congress which had induced them
to break their word though they had solemnly vowed to allow
the British troops to return to Europe.

i'he baroness recalled her meeting with La Fayette in
Hartford, Connecticut on their way south. She had humilia-
ted him, and she was glad. He had dined with the Riedesels
and La Fayette had spoken nostalgically of England, of the
kindness which the king had shown him, Madem von Riedesel
had not been able to curb her tongue. How could he bring
himself to accept the king's kindness when he was leaving
to fight against him? La Fayette had the grece to look
apashed. "™ It is true that such a thought passed through my
mind one day when the king offered to show me hls fleet.

I answered that 1 hoped to see it someday: and then guietly
retired, in order to escape from the embarrassment of being
obliged to decline point-blank, the offer, should 1t be
repeated . « » " Had he really been a spy as the people in
Bnglend suspected?

In the middle of the summer the barcn was overcome by
the heat, and the hiedesels went to Yrederick-Spring, a near-
by spa., Here it was pleasant, and they made the acquain-
tance of General Washington's family, and of Madem Garal,

e lovable woman, an ardent American patriot, but reasogable.
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fhey went to country dances, and the baroness was amused.
‘he languid Virginians loved dancing: on the slightest
inducement, in a twinkling, they would leap up and dance
about; if a reel were played for them " immediately the
men catch hold of the women who then Jjump about as if they
were possessed; but as soon as they are led back tc theilr
chalrs they sit on them like blocks of wood."

At Irederick-Spring word came at last that Riedesel
and General Phillips had permission to go to New York to
be exchanged, and so while her husband returned to Colle to
hand over the command of the German troops to Colonel
Specht, the baroness took her children end set out in
August 1779 for a visit at Madam Garel's home in Maryland,
arranging to meet her husband later in forktown, Pennsyl-
vania,

Her last impression of the South was one of tenderness
end peauty. 7The Garal home was exquisitely furnished, the
garden loveliest of all. "™ We ascended the vineyard by a
winding path which led to the top of the hill, Between
every vine a poplar rose and an emaranth grew.," DBefore she
left, she and Captain Freeman - an Englishman whom the
general had sent with her to protect them - designed a temple
in the garden for Madam Garal, adorning it with flowers and

dedicating it to Friendship and Gratitude. "™ In this

country it would be held a crime to refuse hospitality to a

stranger."




New York had remained in the hands of the Hoyalists,
and when the hiedesels settled there in the winter of 1779,
they wele loaded with kindnesses. The baroness now had many
american friends whom she cherished deeply, but still it was
good to be again among people whose cause was her own,

Governor-General Tryon gave them his house for as lon

[hs

as
tiey wanted tc live there., Genersal Patterson and Lord
Cornwallis came to pay their respects. It was an honor for
lladam von kiedesel, a German woman, to be chosen from among
all the great ladies of the city to represent the queen at a
ball celebrating Her Majesty's birthday, and though she was
far sdvanced with child she " was obliged to open the ball
with one of the generals by a formal minuet."

New York had avolded most of the direct ravages of
war, but there was incredible sufferung in the city. The
baroness found that fifty dollars in English money couldn't
feed her little family for two days - what must that have
meant for the poor? Food could not be bought from the sur-
rounding farmers no matter how the English entreated them,
Feeling was a s strong in the immediate vieinity of New York
as 1t was all over the country. Finally, foraging parties
were sent out, but the americans buried their cpops, hid
their furniture in the forests, and the British found only
deserted houses, empty barns snd no cattle,

4+t was fortunate that Wustava and Frederike and Carolina

were hardy youngsters for the winter was icy, and the Ried-




esels froze in the drafty Tryon mansion, Wood, if one could
buy it, was ten pounds & cord, and they could find only
enough to keep a meagre blaze in cne of the fireplaces.

at length, over-ruling many objections, a city official
ordered some of the loveliest shade trees lining the streets
of lower Manhattan to be cut down, and had the wood sent to
the baroness for it was better to spere a few trees than

to have & family, who had served the king with so mueh zesl,

suffer from want."

The city suffered not only privation- but disease.
When the Riedesels first arrived a virulent epidemic of
small-poX raged in New York, and General Clinton, who had
been too tardy to help Burgoyne, hastened to offer them his
country home where they could have the children innoculsated

gainst it. In March 1780, when the baroness, to her
husband's mild chagrin, gave birth to another daughter, she
noted in her diary that small-pox was a scourge again, =and
the alarmed general insisted on having little America
innoculated too.

In the heat of summer a malignant fever swept the city,
and in the hiedesel house alone, out of thirty people in-
c¢luding the servants, only ten remained in good health.
ihe sick had paroxysms of fever and ague, and Madam von
Riedesel, who was nursing the baby, went from patient to
patient for days, never lying down " except when giving
the baby the breast."

And so life went, busily, exheustingly. 1t marked the
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handscme face of the baroness, it left its traces, she was
not young anymore, When sn o0ld friend- General Loos, of
the Hesslan troops - saw her again, after many years, he
exclaimed: *® Ha ha ! - what have you done with your
elegant figure, your brilliant complexion, and your pretty
taper white hands? <They are gone; but you have seen many
countries, and on your return amidst your old friends, you
will have much to narrate.”

In the autumn of 1780 the Generals von Riedesel and
Phillips were exchanged, though the rest of the troops
captured at Saratoga remained prisoners for the duration of
the war.

Genersl Clinton gave the baron a command at Long Island,
and he was happy again, and his heart was open to her. It
was wonderful to have the new baby, America, so fat and
healthy, so significant of all the new world had brought

her of peril and survival and love . . .

FETURN
Thejr stay at Long Island was brief, and then the
general was ordered to Canada where they remeined until the
summer of 178% when news was received that the preliminaries
of peace had been signed and that the troops might be sent
back to Europe the same year. 4n the fall of 1782 the
pbaroness bore another little girl, whom she called Cansada,

but Canada was a frail chnild, living only five months -




to the sorrow of the family, particularly Gusteva who would
not be comforted and became sick with grief. Madam von
Riedesel had to be assured and reassured that her tiny
“rotestant daughter would be allowed to rest in peace in the
Catholic graveyard in which she was buried before she would
agree to leave for Lurope.

His Brittanic Majesty wished the Riedesels to have
every comfort. A fine ship was given them on which to
return. A cow and her calf were sent on board so that the
children might have a constant supply of fresh milk:
chickens and sheep and quantities of fresh vegetables were
stored on the vessel: the upper deck was covered with
earth and salad plants were set out.

In September 1783 they landed at Portsmouth,

ihe queen sent for them, and the Riedesels had tea with
the Royal family in a sitting room before a bright fire.

The princesses could not hear enough ebout their Americen
adventure and kept crowding closer, interrupting each other
with eager questions. ‘he baroness had a bad cough and
"Princess Sophia went herself and brought me a jelly made

of black currants which she represented as a particularly
good remedy and forced me to accept a jar full." The Prince
of Wales came in and his younger sisters flocked around him,
and he hugged them and danced them around. Lhe king spoke to
the baron in German, nodding and shaking his hesd and

smiling, understanding ell his difficulties ... Locking at




the fire and at the king, Madem von Riedesel suddenly

recalled the daughter of Colonel Howe . . . I would tear out

his heart, dissect it, put i1t upon these coals . . .

They had been gone from Wolfenbuettel over seven
years, far too long for the children to remember it.
Now little America stood up in the coach pressing her
inquisitive little nose against the window, and it was
Carolina's doll which slipped to the floor. Gustava and
frederike sat sedately. They were young ladies now. Rockel
was returning with them, his hair snow-white, his eyes
blurred with tears. In the fields they hay was stacked
in tall, sweet-smelling mounds, and the farms looked peace-
ful. ©he was returning home and her friedrich was with
her, The carriage was rolling up to the gates of their
ancient house, and she had a giddy feeling., Her husband
would have to help her through the door for her happiness
was much too great for her to bear. She must pray to God
to thank Him for His protection in many dangers, for the
preservation of her dear ones, for the increase of their

number by little America . . .

The barconess lived to be sixty-two, blessing her hus-
band's household with five more children of whom only one

was a son. "™ It is perfectly amazing", she wrote in her
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