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Tbie interview with Madame Dreyfus has
been ‘obtained by Mies Mary Spencer
Warren only efter great difficulties. Her
correspondence while she was in Paris
was tampered with, and even the letters
have met with similar treatment.

‘I am writing this in Paris, where nearly
every question of the day is relegated to
the background, and the Dreylus case is
still the one absorbing topic of the hour.
Furthermore, [ bhave just returned to the
city from a long and interesting chat with
the much-to-be-pitied, brave and true
hearted lady whois one of the victims o
this nineteenth century tragedy. It is not

easy accurately to picture the #ituation

here—the difficul'y one bas in gaining
even the location of Madame Alfred
Dreyfus! People are simply afraid to eay
what they know, th:y may be speaking to
a police spy; and whatever their own
opivion may be, they would rather not
state it, or, in fact, be drawn into any
conversation on tha subjact. Said a pro-
minent French personsge to me when we
were discussing the matter together: ‘Do
vot write to Madame Daeyfus and trust to
the post; your letter will be opened. Go
to her; or, if you bave anything you wish
to say by letter, send & trusty messenger,
or deliver it personally.’ This from a

country whose boast is ‘Liberty, Equality, |

Fraternity !"

For some time now Madame bas resided
at a quiet little village on the Seive, a few
miles ou® of Paris. Here she can obtain
greater seclusion for herself, with fresh
country air and the delights of a garden for
her children. The wiliage is beautifully

situated, and the house stande in a charm-

ing garden, bright with flower beds and
lawn, flinked by pine, acacia and other
trees.

house two days betore bal prepared
Madame D:eyins for my wisit, and ina

few moments alter I arrived we were en- |

gaged in all animated conversation.

The first thing of which 1 became con-
vinced was that the lady with whom I was
talking was ¢ x'remely anxions to avoid al]
unnece ssary put licity.  Well aware of the
great interest the countries of Karope are
taking in the panful cate of her husband,
and compelled as she is by the force of
circumstances to keep herself belore thbe
public, yet she shrinks palpably from sel
advertisement, and would prefer, it pos-
sible to live altogether apart trom the world
‘For the children’s sake’ a bright, cheertul
tace belies the aching heart that mustbs the
lot of her who is forcibly separated from
one who is dearer to her than lite itself.
And for ‘the children’s sake’ the mother
his an added desire for eteclusion. The
bright-eyed, merry, and zltogether light-
hearted little ones do not understand ths
sad tragedy that Las darkened their home ;
they tbink that their father is traveling,
and talk joyfully of his return, planning ia
their artless way the many things to be
done when ‘father comes home.’ It is
better to keep them in ignorance as long as
possible ; and in response to my request
for photographs, Madame Dreyfus tells me
that she issorry to have to refuse, but
she does not wish eitter her owan or her
childrens’ features to become familiar to
the public. There are no photographs of
either of them in existence, and she would
rather that such continue to be the case.
Ooe could not press the matter—it would
be both indelicate and unkind ; but when 1
sought permission to reproduce the portrait
of Captain Dreyfus, I was rather surprised
to bear that the gentlemen had only been
photograped orce in his life—tuat was
many years ago, when _he was a young
lieutenant—it was done by a {riend ard
bore very little resemblance to the clever
and energetic Captain of tne Stafl of more
recent days. Any portrait which has ap-
peared of either husband or wife is neith-
er auth:ntic nor authoriz:d, arnd is, in
fact, only imagivative. Madame has no
photograph of Ler husband in the houte
neither has she the remotest scrap of his
writing. The reason for the non-possess-
ion of the latter is obvious ; the authorities
were too anxious to establich the guilt of

. t e captain to leave much in the house
“which might be helpful to his def:nder”
Much is said about the monthly letters

The letter which I bad carefully |
depotited in the bands of a servant of the

the unhappy prisore: at the Ile du Disbls
sends to his wife, but ro one nzed laul the
leniency of the Goveram nt in thisre-
spect—these letters never reach their des-
tination They go to the Central prison
and are there filterad. It is only there the
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father. Ho istall, well-built, and thorougt-
ly manly, giving the impreesion of a more
advanced age than seven yesrs which can
actually be credited tc him. He bas
a high forehad, largs dark eyes, nose
of thy Grecian typ, and a firm but
sweet tempered mvth; a very
intelligen*, bright boy in every respect.
He still remembers his father, spite of tha
focur years thit have separated them, and
he evidences the m ntprofoundﬁiove tor the
mother to whom he is so dear. The little
Jeanne resembles her mother very closely
in feafures, but unlike her, has very fair

brought to bear upon the authorities,
startling revolstions have taken place,
certiin documents in this place have been
provided to be forgeries— wby not all? A
very cursory exsmination of the writing of
French officers shows a striking family like-
ness ; mistake as to authorship is probable
and imitation would not be an impossible
feast ; and this is the steadfast opinion ot
Madame Dreyfus. A terrible mistake has
been made; her buiband’s writing does
closely resemble the famous bordereau, and
this been the primary cause of all the mis-
chisf. Having once found bim guilty, the
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LOOKING AT HIS PICTURE.

authorities are pleised to allow which ulri-
mately reaches Madame Dreytus. Kven then
the contents are sad beyond all expression,
and though the captain de.lares his trust
in God, and believes his ianacence will be
ultimately established before the woild,
yet he cinnot prevent the ring ot despair at
his lot and the occasionil expression of
acute suffering bec)ming paramouut. His
devoted love for his wite runs throuzh
every epstle, and one ¢ .nadt but fasl the
deepest sympatby for the unfortunate
soldier in his gloomy exile when he writes
such words as the following: ‘How all my
love for you comes hom3: to ms at tbis
moment ! It issolely the thought of yon,
=y poor darling, that enables me to strug-
gleon. . . .To think thit I am ac-
cused of the most moastrous crime a soldier
can commit! KEven to-day it seems to m3
that I am the sport of a horrible nightmare ;
« + .« .but rest assured that if I am
successful in treading this Calvary to the
end it will be for your sake, my poor darl-
ing; it will be to avoid for you a fresh
sorrow in addition to all those you
have elready supported....Your courage,
your devotion are sublime::::-*you are
assuredly one of the noblest women in the
would ; my admiration for you is such that
if I succeed in drinking my cup to the
dregs it will be in order to be worthy ot your
heroism. I wring my hands in grief for
you and for our children!-+-*Al arounl
me is profound silence, broken oaly by the
moaning of tha sea. Do not weep desrest:
I will struggle to the last minute for your
sake and for that of our children. E nbrace
them tenderly for me.’

Words cannot descibe the love of poor
Alfred Dreyfus for s children, and tbey
are children to be proud of. Pierre his
mother tells m °, is the living image of his

hair and big blue eyes. ‘Great asis your
trouble,’ said I to Masdame Deceylus, ‘it
would bs far greater were it not for the
ch ldren.” And the mother’s answer was
one of almost unutterable thankfulness
that so much comtort was accorded her.
Need I eay thatit is extremely painful to
M dacae D:eyfus to recall the past P Iler
marriage, unlike many in France, was one
of pure affiction, and over the first fcw
years of wedded existence n»> cloud came.
Taoe husband was absorbed in his profess-
ion a1d his home, and the wile in her
husband and boaseholl. When not at his
duties, Captain Dreyfus was  invari-
ably with bis wif2 ; in her own words, ‘We
were al ina'l to each other.” What it
must have bzen to such a couple when they
were suddenly and forcibly torn from each
other no pea can describe. Withou: a
sign or a word to warn them of theimpead-
ing catastrophe, Cspain Dreyfus was ar-
rested at the instigation of the recrat pelice,
and charged with selling army secrets to a
foreign government. Held guilty by the
army and the country before he was tried,
a secret court-martial professed to prove
him s0, and the unbappy man was s2ntencad
to be degraded from his army rank and to
suff r perpetual imprisonment. It was said
at the tima that the country to whom thse
secrets were sold was Girmany, an ad-
ditional cause for the howl of hatred which
was directed against the so called traitor.
But there are not wantiag many ia tha
the couatry now—and [ have conversed
with numbers this week—whd believe that
Russia, and not Germany was the cou:-
try, and that in the face of recent eveats
the French simply dare not make the
papers public—or, at any rate, would re-
sist doing so uatil the last possible mo-
ment. Strong pressure has now been
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War Officer has persistently refused to
entertain the remotest! id:a of {bis ibnoc-

ence, but has gone on wilfully to deepen
his spparert guilt and shield themselves—
at his expanse—from the initiz]l blunder.
Madame Dreyfus is absolutely certain that
a thorough reaction has set in, and that
thousands of honest Frerch hearts are
shariog Ler faith in her husband's in-
tegrity and honesty to his profession and
country ; but she p rfectly agreed with me
that it was not sate for triends to give ex-
p ession to such sentiments. When one's
movements and visitors are watched, and

one's correspendence closely inspected,
car such conclusions be wondered at ?
Madame Dreyfus is not one to make a
display ot her grief, but it has smitten her
bard, and all ber natural bravery and selt-
command cannot keep hér mouth from
quivering and her tones from faltermg
when she tells how the blow literally
stunned her, and how for a long time she
could not actually realiza the truth of it
all. And the final interview between hus«

band and wife! Concerning this Madame
can only recall the bitter agony they both
endured and her own imploring appeals to
her husband to tace the trcuble and not
' tink under it; to trust fo ber untiring en-
| deavors to establiah his guiltlessness be-
| tore the world and restore him to their
' midst with unsullied honor.

1 Madame Dreyfus cannot speak too
strorgly of the absolute bonesty and in-
tegrity of her husband-—a man, the asserts
 *‘who would not only never be capable of a
mean action, but utterly abhorred under-
band tectics and shifty mtiigue Neither
wealth nor advancement would have won
bim irom the path of simple duty ; and it is
my implicit beliet in and knowledge of all
this which has given me courage to continue
tbe unequal contest, and assures me that
God will eventually completely establish
his innocerce. In two or three months I
hope to have him with me sgain, for I am
sure that when all the paspers are eximined
at the court the truth will come to light.’
The devoted wite inspires me with her faith
and coursge, but I can only grasp her
band in silent sympathy and presently
assure  her  that every  English-
woman is feeling for her in her
great trouble, and each and all would
rejoice to see her own hopes realized and
Captain Dreyfus triumphantly restored to
his family.

Do you want to know romething ot
Madams’s sppearance ? P.cture to your
self, then a lady, tall, majestic, yet grace-
tul, with a wreath ot dark bair beautilully
arranged, a clear complexion, large, ex-
pressive eyes, and a sweet though sad
smile. A face that shows marks ot snffer-
ing, but on which the predominant ex-
pressions are straightiorwardress and
kindness. Ewmphatically, Lucie Dreylus
is a lady of great beauty.— Cassell's Mag-
tzine.

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

He (desperately) : Will you marry me ?
]'ve asked you to marry me twice.’

She (languidly); No; I wouldn’t even
marny you once.’

Miiden: Goaraldine is writing a book
She calls it ‘How to Win a Man,’

Matron : ‘That would not do any gcod
in 1he world. The mystery is how to hold.
on to him after you have won him.’

‘I have beard that she walks in her
sleep,’ snid the gossip.

‘Incdeed !I" returned Mrs. Parvenue,
ecornfully. ‘So common, isn’t it? I
(sihou,ld have thought she would have rid-
en.

Visitor: ‘Mr Greatman was charmed
with this plice ! In his book he calls it a
qusint and sleepy old town———’

Native (indigpantly) :*Well, it may be
quaint, but I don’c see nothing sleepy
about a place where everybody’s up at
four in the morning ?’

‘What is the watter ?’ atked a lawyer of
his coachman.

“The horses are running away, sir.’

‘Can’t you pull them up P’

‘I'm atraid not.’

‘Tuoen’ said the lawyer, aiter judical de
l y, ‘run into something cheap.’

‘What are you making so much fuss
about, Aguinaldo?' ioquired the elder
native. *What’s worrymng you?’

‘Am [ not the rebel chiet of Manila
was the baughty answer. :
*Well, that's nothing new.’

‘But they bave contused things so that I
don’t know whom I am rebelling against.’

THE MAN WHO LIVED.

He should have been dead.

But he wasn’t, because——

‘' THere's hothing succeeds like success.”

here is no withstanding the living argu-
ment of the man who should be dead, who
isn’t dead, but who would be dead, but for
a preserving medicine. That’s about the
way it seemed to strike Editor Lawrence,
of the Ohio Farmer, Cleveland, Ohio. He
was afflicted with one of those colds that
have, thousands of times over, culminated
in consumption, when not promptly cured.
In this condition he met a friend, a con-
sumptive, whom he had not expected to
see alive. The consumptive friend recom-
mended Dr. J. C. Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral
for the editor’s cold, on the ground that it
had ‘“ helped him wonderfully.” It helped
the editor just as wonderfully, giving
;‘ x:{most instant relief.” But read his
etter:

*“Abour two months ago, T was afflicted
with a bad cold, and, meeting a friend, he
advised the use of Azer’s Cherry Pectoral
which, he claimed, had helped him won-
derfully. As he was a consumptive, whom
I had not expected to see alive for several
{ears. I concluded there must be merit in

his rreparation. I accordingly bought a
couple of bottles, one of which I keep on
my desk all the time. This is certainl
the best remedy for a cold I ever used. It

ves almost instant relief, and the J. C.

yer Co.are to be congratulated on posses-

sing the formula for such a very valuable
remedy.”—W. H. LAWRENCE, KEditor, The
Ohio Farmer, Cleveland, Ohio.

To preserve health prepare tor sickness.
Keep a bottle of Dr. Ayer’'s Cherry Pec-
toral handy, on the desk, in the office, on
the shelf or in the closet at home, and you
will have at hand a remedy that is capable
at any time of saving you suffering, money,.
and even life. There is mo malady so

rolific of evil results as a neglected cold.

here is no medicine so promptly effective
in curing a cold and absclutely eradicatin
its effects, as Dr. Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral..
Every traveller should carry it. Every
houschold should keep it. It cures every
variety of cough, and all forms of lung
and throat trouble. Asthma, bronchitis,
croup, and whooping cough, are promptly
cured by it, and it has in many cases over-
come pulmonary diseases in aggravated
forms, when all other remedies failed to
help and physicians gave no hope of cure.
Anyone who is sick is invited to write to
the Doctor who is at the head of the staff
of our newly organized Free Medical Ad-
vice department. The best medical advice,
on all diseases, without reference to their
curability by Dr. Ayer's medicines, Ade
dress, J. C. Ayer Co., Lowell, Mass.
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