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“They want us for dinner on
Thursday. What shall I say? I said
we both had colds the last time.”
This couple have got in a terrible
rut, and stay home night after
night. Their friends are outraged:

SIX MONTHS MARRIED

By

W. E. Hill

The nagger. Has
found a lot of
things to improve
in her husband
in the past six
months. Plans to
make him com-
pletely over,

L ____ to keep from screaming out

B
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This little wife of six months
and no more is beginning to
notice her husband’s irritat-
ing habits. It’s all she can do

loud when he makes that

awful crunching noise (with

toast), when he leaves his

bridgework in the bathroom,

or when he turns the radio

on full blast when she wants
to talk.

—»-Ethel married an artis
and, after six briefy
months of wedded bliss,
she has that disheveled
look that artists’ wives
so often get. They grow
to look more and more
like their husbands’ work,
that’s why.
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After six months a bride begins

) / " to need a confidante. So she
picks up the old connections and
phones the girl friend. They

3

have a grand time discussing
this and that.

\
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“I can’t understand Marion—she seems to ha

a hard streak. She’s very like her father in

feels a lot better.

o
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——he left for the office. Tonight, when

Showing little wife in the du;p—s_
Sulks, hurt feelings, and all that.
Honey forgot the good-by kiss when

he comes home, she will be brave and
sweet, and will tell him about Clara's
husband. How lovely he is to her,
how he never lets her lift a finger,
and how he calls her up from the
office, sometimes three or four times
a day, to tell her he's thir&g of her.
J

many ways.” The bride’s mother begins to take
her son-in-law into her confidence, and opens
her heart about her darling daughter’s failings.
Then"he tries to explain his wife to her and
convinces her that it was just thoughtlessness
when Marion forgot Mother’s day, and mamma

Together six months,
and James and Mary
Eleanor are just as
lovey-dovey as on
their wedding day. So
much so it embar-
rasses their friends.
Particularly when
they go cute, and
Mary Eleanor feeds
.James a bonbon and
James makes helieve
he’s biting her finger
off.
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The Heroic Lafa

Their Lives
Saved by
America

(Continued from page one.)

the age of 14, he had inherited
the fortune of his grandfather,
the Marquis de la Riviere, and
almost immediately the Duc
d’Ayen bespoke him for a son-in-
law. The duc had five daugh-
ters; Adrienne was the second.

Had it not been for the objec-
tions of the Duchesse d'Ayen
the duc and the marquis’ great-
grandfather would have married
the 14-year-old boy and the 12-
year-old girl at once. She said
that they were too young, and
her counsels prevailed. The
wedding was delayed for two
years. They were, however, hap-
pily married with all the pomp
that their high estate required
in April, 1774,

Adrienne’s first child, a girl
who was christened Henriette,
was born toward the end of 1775.

Lafayette was a member of
the king’s bodyguard when late
in 1776 he began making plans
to go to America and help the
colonists throw off the British
yoke. He had become imbued
with the new liberal ideas that
were sweeping the salons, and
neither the orders of the young
King Louis nor the pleas of his
relatives halted him. Evading
the king's lettre de cachet, he
sailed in the sumer of 1777 in a
vessel fitted out at his own ex-
pense. Dodging English ships

Lafayette's coat of arms.

sent to capture him, he landed
safely in South Carolina.

His services to America are
too well known to retell here.
It is enough to say that no other
foreigner, and few Americans,
did so much to make the revolu-
tion a success. He fought brave-
ly. He was wounded at Brandy-
wine; he commanded brilliantly
in the Virginia campaign that
ended with the surrender of
Cornwallis; he gave unstintedly
of his private means to help con-
gress and his great and true
friend, George Washington. He
became the most popular figure
in France, the idol of America.

While he was away the faith-
ful Adrienne, who had fallen
deeply in love with the husband
chosen for her by her father,
waited in the Hoétel de Noailles
for him. Her second daughter,
Anastasie, was born a few
months after Lafayette left
France the first time; she filled
the place made vacant by the
death of Henriette. Early in
1779 the marquis went back to
France on a diplomatic mission,
and in December of that year a
son, given the proud name
George Washington de Lafay-
ette, was born. Another daugh-
ter, Virginie, arrived in 1783.

The ancien régime still lived
when Lafayette's American ca-
reer was over. At 26 he had
attained all the fame, all the
honor that mortal man could
ask. He was wealthy. He had
half a dozen estates; Chavaniac,
in Auvergne, his birthplace, was
the one dearest to him. His
wealth, despite the cost of his
overseas adventure, was ample.

But Lafayette was driven by
ideas. He wanted political liber-
ty everywhere in the world; he
wanted a France in which every
Frenchman, regardless of birth
or wealth, would have the same
rights a free-born American en-
joyed. That was why he helped
bring on the French revolution.

France had made him a major
general. The commission was
revoked in 1788. He had been
too outspoken in favor of the

people. Marie Antoinette did
not like his democratic notions.

Undisturbed, Lafayette was a
member of the states general in
1789. In the same year he was
elected vice president of the na-
tional assembly, to which he pre-
sented a declaration of rights
based on the American Declara-
tion of Independence.

High in the favor of the early
fathers of the revolution, he was
made colonel general of the
newly formed national guard on
July 15, the day after the fall of
the Bastille. As commander he
struggled, not always success-
fully, to preserve order. Neither
the king, who was being pushed
along by the popular tide, nor
the revolutionaries kept faith.

The weak Louis broke his
pledge to Lafayette and at-
tempted to flee across the
border. If the royal family
had not been captured at Va-
rennes and returned to Paris
the marquis might have been
slain. He already was too mod-
erate for the extremists who
wished to be rid of all royalty—
and the Jacobins, the most ex-
treme of all, were getting the
upper hand. It was extremely
difficult to protect the stupid
king, who conspired with the
nobility who had fled and with
the other powers of Europe for
an invasion of France.

Lafayette’s attempt to save
the freedom and the life of Louis
XVI. was to have tragic conse-
quences. He was in command
of an army sent to battle the
invading Austrians when on
Aug. 19, 1792, the assembly,
which was dominated by Jaco-
bins, declared him a traitor to
his country. He was marked
for death, and to avoid it he fled
across the Belgian border and
took refuge in Liége.

He was a man without a coun-
try. He was almost a man with-
out a party. The Jacobins hated
him because he was too near to
royalty. The French emigrés,
the kings of all Europe, feared
him as a revolutionary. In vio-
lation of accepted international
law, the allied forces of the
kings seized him and threw him
into prison. It was to be five
long years before he would be
a free man again.

Lafayette’s flight left Adri-
enne, jeered at as the wife of
the “traitor,” with serious prob-
lems. Never despairing, never
weakening in her love and her
determination, she strove to do
three things: (1) assure the safe-
ty of her three children, (2) pre-
serve as much as possible of the
family property, (3) find her
husband (his prison was a
secret) and obtain his release.

After she retired to Chava-
niac, where the loyal peasantry
did everything possible for her,
the government cut off her in-
come and she was forced to ap-
peal to Gouverneur Morris, the
American minister to Paris, for
funds. Without hesitation he
lent her 100,000 francs.

“I run no risk in doing so,” he
said, “for if circumstances
cause me to lose what I have
advanced I know that the Ameri-
cans will hold themselves re-
sponsible.”

George Washington, hearing
of her plight, sent Mme. de La-
fayette a thousand dollars. He
gave instructions to all Ameri-
can diplomatic representatives
in Europe to assist in obtaining
the marquis’ release. Further,
he wrote a confidential letter to
the Emperor Francis of Austria
pleading for the prisoner. (The
emperor never answered; per-
haps he never saw the message.)

Even with this help from be-
yond the seas, life was difficult
at Chavaniac. The government
in Paris, growing more inimical,
seized some of the Lafayette
estates. It restricted the free-
dom of Mme. de Lafayette, re-
quiring her promise, which was
faithfully kept, that she would
not attempt to emigrate. In No-
vember, 1793, Adrienne was ar-
rested and lodged in the cold,
unsanitary little jail at Brioude.
Spring brought the dreaded
order for her transfer to Paris.
At that time such a command
was virtually a death warant.

Allowed to bid farewell to her
daughters, who begged to ac-
company her but were refused,
Mme. de Lafayette went to Paris
under guard. For fifty days, in
the prisons of La Force and
Plessis, she awaited her doom.

Unquestionably the plan was

General Pershing at the grave of
Lafayette in Picpus cemetery, Paris.
Behind the grill is the burial plot of
1,306 guillotine victims of the Terror.

(Chicago Historical Society photos.)

to kill her, along with the rest
of the incarcerated nobles. How,
then, did she escape? To histo-
rians there is but one explana-
tion—the pleas of Morris and
his successor, James Monroe
(later President of the United
States).

France then was at war with
most of the European powers.
Representatives of other na-
tions were so disgusted by the
brutalities of the Terror that
they left Paris. Foreign trade
was drying up, and the United
States was France's best cus-
tomer. The American diplomats
boldly informed the committee
of public safety that *“every
American is a Fayettist” and
that the Kkilling of the wife of
the hero would bring on a great
wave of anti-French feeling.

At least her execution was de-
layed. Then suddenly the Reign
of Terror was over. Less than
a week after the three coura-
geous women of the Noailles
clan mounted the scaffold Robes-
pierre was guillotined. France
was sick of bloodshed.

Mme. de Lafayette was not
released at once. The commit-
tee sent a hater of aristocracy,
Legendre, to Plessis to decide
which prisoners should be freed.

When she announced her
name, because a kindly usher
dared not pronounce it, the in-
terrogator became abusive. He
cursed Lafayette and all con-
nected with him.

“I am ready at
all times,” declared
the marquise, “to
defend my husband
and my name.”

“Insolent!” cried
Legendre, and sent
her back to her her
cell.

Monroe and other
friends visited her
there. They con-
tinued their efforts
in her behalf, and
in January, 1795,
Legendre relented and granted
the brave woman her freedom.

I11, all but broken by the hard-
ships of her long confinement,
“la femme Lafayette " conceived
a project more quixotic than any
her husband had ever dreamed.
It is one of history’s marvels
that she could carry it out.

She began by obtaining a pass-
port for her son George, now 15
years old, and starting him
under the care of a tutor for
America, With him George car-
ried a letter to President Wash-
ington, beginning, “ Monsieur, to
you I send my son.” The old
friend of his father welcomed
him, advised him as to his
studies, and entertained him hos-
pitably at Mount Vernon.

Then Mme. de Lafayette
begged another passport for her-
self and her daughters and went
to Dunkirk. But instead of emi-
grating to America she took ship
to Prussia and in a few days (in
September, 1795) she was in Al-
tona, where a little colony of
French emigrés had settled,
among them her sister Pauline.

All were astonished when she
disclosed her determination to
take her daughters with her into
Austria and if it were humanly
possible to join Lafayette in his
cell and live there with him until
his release—or his death.

She went to the American
consul at Hamburg and got a
fresh passport, made out to
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Lafayette at 20.
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Mme. Motier of Hartford, Conn.,
and her children. This was no
idle fiction. Connecticut was
one of the American states that
had naturalized the Lafayettes.
With the precious document she
set out.

By this time Lafayette’s
whereabouts were known. He
had been confined for a time in
Prussian prisons, at times in
dank dungeons. Then he had
been transferred to Austria,
where the Emperor Francis
thrust him into the fortress of
Olmutz, gave him a number, and
decreed that all who knew the
identity of the prisoner should
forget it.

He was harshly treated. His
two good friends, De la Tour-
Marbourg and Pusy, were also
at Olmutz, but were not allowed
to see each other. Their quar-
ters were unsanitary, they were
not allowed to write their
friends in the world outside, they
were forbidden the use of knives
and forks—for fear they would
commit suicide.

We can only gloss over the
story of how a Prussian liberal,
Justus Erich Bollman, found
out where Lafayette was and
with the assistance of a young
American, Francis Huger,
cooked up a plot for his escape.
Toward the end of 1794 they put
this plot to the test. They got
Lafayette out, free of his guards,
and set him on a horse. But un-
fortunately the marquis lost his
way and was recaptured.

Thereafter things were worse
for Lafayette. He was kept in
solitary confinement, forbidden
to talk to his guards, and de-
prived of all exercise.

Mme. de Lafayette knew this.
It spurred her on. In Vienna
she used diplomacy to obtain an
audience with the emperor, and,
strangely enough, he consented
to let her go to the prison on
condition that she would obey
all the regulations, and assured
her she would be delighted with
her husband’s treatment.

On Oct. 24, 1795, she came in
sight of the towers of Olmutz,
and wept. -

For nearly two years the fou
of them lived in Olmutz. For
the womenfolk the régime was
as harsh as for Lafayette. Pes-
tilential vapors from an open
sewer floated through their win-
dows. Soldiers were punished
in the courtyard and they could
hear the horrid strokes of the
whip. They could not leave their
quarters; like the male prison-
ers, they were forced to eat all
their food with
their fingers — and
it was unsightly,
unsanitary food of
bad quality, al-
though they paid
for it themselves.

And so time
passed. Came 1797,
and Napoleon, with
French armies,
swept through
Italy. Austria was
whipped, and the
Corsican, instructed
by the directory in
Paris, made Lafayette’s release
a condition of peace.

For nearly two years the La-
fayettes settled in Prussia.
When the ambitious Napoleon
seized supreme power they re-
turned to France. There Lafay-
ette lived temporarily the life of
a country gentleman.

Mme. de Lafayette rejoiced.
The eight years that followed
were the happiest of her life.

Shortly before her death in
1807 she remarked that she was
glad her daughters were happily
married.

“But,” she told her husband,
“I could not assure them such
happiness as I have had. Only
the power of God could do such
a thing again. You are incom-
parable! ”

Lafayette lived through an-
other twenty-seven years, crowd-
ed with action. An old man, he
returned to America in 1824,
traveled 4,000 miles through a
series of ovations, and was pre-
sented by congress with $200,000
and 24,000 acres of land. He
wished that Adrienne could have
been with him then.

And when he came to die on
May 20, 1834, his last gesture
was to kiss a little locket con-
taining a lock of her hair and
engraved with her last words:
“Je suis toutes & vous” (I am
all yours).

She, too,
parable.

had been incom-




