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* Dreyfus as or 

He is To-Day. 

C 0 00.9.9. LILI LILLIE) 
After the conviction of ex-Captain Al 

fred Dreyfus and his removal to Devil's 

Island there arose in France that controv 

ersy over his case which convulsed the na- 

tion and radiated its disturbing icfluences 

throughout the nations of the world. It 

is hardly too much to say that the one in- 

telligent and educated man io the whole 

world, who was completely shut off from 

knowledge of the strife between the Drey- 

fusards and the anti-Dreyfusards was the 

cause and centre ofit all. Girt abou 

with such barriers as have shut off no other 

prisoner of modern times, he knew nothing 

of the events in France. 

On the other hand, the world knew 

nothing of him; how he tared, to what 

treatment he was subjected, bow he was 

bearing himself in the ordeal of his island 

imprisonment. There were long per: 

jods when the public did not know wheth- 

er he still lived. More than once his death 

was rumored ; there were whispers of su- 

icide. Thousands believed that whatever 

the outcome of the struggle in his behalf 

he would never be permitted to return 

to France alive. But whether for the hon” 

or ofa dead man or the recovery of a 

living one, his partisians kept up the fight. 

All there years Dreyfus bimselt was 

keeping the reccrd of bis weary days. 

With inextinguishable faith he believed 

tbat one day he wou'd obtain justice. 

«I shall have the necessary patien e,’ he 

writes in his diary. ‘The machinations of 

which I am the victim must be diecovered ; 

it must be so. * * * S._oner oc later 

in lite everywhere is bound to come ou he 

This diary, together with bis account of 

his trial, condemnation, retrial, conviction 

and‘pardon make up the book, ‘Five Years | 

ot My Life, the first public utterance by | 

Dreytus himself since his arrest n 1894. 

From this remarkable bit of history the 

following extracts a'e taken as typical of 

the victim’s own view of the ordeal thr ug
h 

which he has passed. 

After describing the now historical court- 

martial and conviction and degradation he 

tells us how he was sent to the Isle de Re 

and from there to the Isle du Disable. 

Here he was imprisoned in a stone but 

with armed guards always o1 duty. By 

day he was permitted to walk about in a 

balf-acre space. His corresponde ce was 

rigidly censored, and ever his wife's letters 

were forwarded only after every reference 

to his case had been (xcised. All his 

(ooking and washing he bad to do himself: 

It was life reduced to its lowest and most 

wretched terms. Of his existence on the 

island he wri.es: 

«Since I landed a month ago I have re- 

mained locked in my pen without once 

leaving it in spite of all the bodily fati
gue 

of my painful journey. Several times I all 

but went crszy; I had congestion of the 

brain, and I conceived such a horror oj 

life that the temptation came to me to 

have no care of myself and so put an 
exd 

to my xartyrdo.r. 

‘At 10 o'clock they bring me my day’s 

food—a bit of cained pork, some rice, 

some coffee berries in filthy conditi
on, and 

a little moist sugar. I have no means of 

roasting the coffee, which in bitter de- 

rision is given to me raw. I throw it all 

into the sea. Then I try to make a fire. 

After several fruitless efforts 1 succeed
. I 

heat water for my tea. My luncheon is 

made up of bread and tea. 
i 

‘Saturday, April 20, 1895. 11 o'clock 

in the morping—I have finished my co
ok- 

ing for the day. This morning I cut my 

piece of meat in two; one piece is to boi
l; 

the other for a steak. To cook the latter 

I have contrived a grill from an old piece 

of sheet iron which I picked up in the 

island. 

‘For drink I bave water. My food is 

all prepared in old tin cans. I have no- 

thing with which to clean these properly, 

and have no plates. 

‘My days are interminable! every 

minute of every hour a leng drawn out 

weariness. 

‘1 am incapable of any considerable 

physical exertion; moreover, from 10 in 

the morning until 3 in the evecing 

the heat makes it impossible for me to 

go out. 1 cannot work at my English 

all day long, my brain will not stand 

it, and I have nothing to read. My only 

resource is a perpetual companionship with 

my thoughts. 

‘Wednesday, May 1, 1895. Oh, the 

horrible nights ! Yet I rose yesterday as 

usual, at balf hast 5, toiled all day long, 

took no siesta, and toward evening sawed 

wood for nearly an hour, uatil I trembled 

with fatigue. Yet I could not sleep until 

long past 
| 

‘If only I could read or work through 

the evenings! The lantern ot the guard 

post, which is insufficient for my walking 

pursuits, is still too strong for me when I 

am in bed. 
‘Saturday, Sunday, Monday, May 11, 

12, 13,—Bad days. Fever, stomach trou- 

ble, disgust for everything. And what is 

going on in France all this time? At what 

point are the investigations? 

‘Sunburn, too, on my feet, because I 

went out without my .shoes for a few sec- 

onds.’ 
Entries in the diary through the summer 

relate how the prisoner was kept confined 

in his hut much of the time in the extrem: 

ely hot weather, because convicts were at 

work on the island and it was feared tbat 

he might communicate with them. He 

suffered greatly from the bites of mos: 

quitoes and other poisonous insects, from 

heat, fever, and stomach trouble. By fall 

he was very weak, hardly able to walk or 

write; and incapable of any continued 

mental exertion. He wrote: 

‘Oct. 6, 1895.—Awful hoat. 

are leaden. 

‘Oct. 14, 1895.— Violent wind. 
sible to go out. The day is of terrible 

length. I no longer know how I live. My 

brain is crushed. Violent heart spasms. 
The sultry weather takes away all energy. 

They will certainly end by killing me 

through repeated sufferings or by forcing 
me to seek in suicide an escape from in- 

sanity. The opprobrium of my death will 

be upon Cammandant du Paty, Bertillon, 

and all those who have imb rued their hands 

in this iniquity. 

The hours 

‘Each night I dream of my wife and 

chiliren. But what terrible awakerings! 

When I open my eyes and find myself in 

this hut I have a moment of such anguish 
that I could close my eyes forever, never 

to see or think again’ 

Impos-. 

As time went on Dreyfus became wenker 

and weaker. There were long weeks 

when he wrote nothing in his diary. Then, 
in the fall of 1896 when the weather was 

#0 deadly that many of the guards broke 
down under it the authorities instituted 

what appears like a deliberate attempt 
to hasten the prisoner’s death. He de: 
scribes it thus. 

4 ‘Monday, Sept. 7, 1896.— Yesterday 

evening I was put in irons. Why, I know 

not. Since I have been here I have al 

ways scrupulsusly observed the orders 

given me. How 1s it I do not go crazy 

during the long, dreadful night? What I 
sutfer is horrible, yet I no longer feel 

anger against those who torture an innocent 

man ; I leel only a great pity toward them. 

“These nights in irons! 1 do not even 

speak of the physical suffering, but what 

moral ignominy, and without any explana. 

tion, without knowing for why or for what 

cause. Nearly two years of this bave 

worn me out. I can do no more. The 

very instinct of lite falters; it is too much 

for mortal man to bear.’ 

The diary ends on Sept. 10, 1808, with 

the entry of an appeal by letter to the 

president of France for justice. There- 

after Capt. Dreyfus’s narative continues. 

He tells how for two months and a half he 
was confined to his hut without a minute's 

exercise, when the heat was so great that 

his guards had to keep their quarters sluic 

ed out with water; for nearly two months 

he slept in irons every night, the ankle 
rings being so tight that they tore his 

flesh. In spite of all this he writes to his 
wife, whose courageous letters were his 

strongest support: 

‘A pure soul that bas a sacred duty to 

fulfill must rise above suffering. Have 

courage; have courage! Look straight 

before you, neither to the right nor to the 

left, but steady to the end. I know well 

tbat you, too, are but human. Yet 

when grief becomes too great, when trials 

still too come seem to bard for you to bear, 

look into the taces of our children and say 

to yourself that you must live, to be with 
them and care for them until the day when 

our country shall acknowledge what I 

have been and am. 

‘What I wish to repeat to you witha 

voice that you must always hear is ‘Cour- 

age, courage I" Your patience, your reo 

lution, that of all of us must never tire un- 

til the full truth is revealed. 

‘1 cannot fill my letters tull enough of 

the love that my heart holds for you all 

That I have been able to withstand so 

much agony of soul, such misery and 

strain, 1s because I hava drawn strength 

from the thought of you and the children. 
‘ALFRED.’ 

Matters went from bad to worse fora 

time ; then the treatment of Dreyfus be: 

came somewhat less rigorous, until finally 

on June 5, 1899, the following note was 
put into his hands: 

‘Please let Capt. Dreyfus know imme- 

diately of this order of the Supreme Court : 

‘The court quashes and annuls the sen 

tence pronounced on the 22d day of De: 

cember, 1894, upon Allred Dreyfus, by 

the first court martial of the Military Gov 

ernment of Paris, and remands the ac 

cused party to a court martial at Kennes, 

&s.! 

His return to France, in close confine- 

ment on the warship S'ax followed. Once 

in France he learned the history of the 

fight for the revision of his case and was 
ready to face his accusers at the second 

court martial at Rennes. He writes: 

‘Ot my own story I knew nothing. AsI 

said, I was still back in 1894, when the 

bordereau as the only document in the 

case, with the sentence of the court mar- 

tial, with that sppeling parade ot degradu- 

ation, with the cries of ‘Death to the trait. 

or’ from a deluded people. I believed in 

the loyalty of Gen de Boisdeffre ; I be- 

lieved in the Chief Magistrate of the State, 

Felix Faure; I thought both eager for 

justice. Thereafter a veil had fallen ba. 

fore my eyes, growing more impenetrable 

every day.’ 

It was sometime after he landed before 
he wee allowed to see his wife, and of 

their first meeting, in prison, be says: 

‘It is impossible for words to express in 

their intensity the emotions which my wife 

and I both felt at seeing each other again: 

Joy and grief were blended in our hearts. 

We sought to read in others faces traces of 

our sufferings ; we wished to tell each other 

all that we felt in our souls, to reveal all 

the feelings suppressed and stiflad during 

these long years; but the words died 

away op our lips. We bad to content 
ourselves with trying to throw into our 

looks all the strength of our affection and 

of our endurance. The presence of a Lieu- 

tenant of infantry who was stationed 

there prevented any intimate talk.’ 
Then came the retrial and the conviction 

of which he writes: 

“In spite of the plainest evidence against 

all justice and equity, I wes condemned. 

Two votes, however, were given for me. 

As to the sentence which five judges dared 

to pronounce, I do not accept it.’ 

The offer of pardon and his acceptance 

of it Dreyfus explains thus: 

‘A pardon was offered me on condition 

that I withdraw my demand for revision. 

Although expecting nothing from my de- 

mand, I hesitated to withdraw it, for I had 

no need of pardon. I thristed for justice. 

But on the other hand my brother told me 

that my bealth already greatly shaken, lett 

little hope that I could resist much longer 

under the conditions in which I should be 

placed ; that liberty would give me greater 

opportunity to strive for the reparation of 

t he atrocious judicial error of which I was 

still the victim, since it would give me 

time, and time was the only object of my 

appeal to the military tribunal of revision. 

Mathieu added that the withdrawal of my 

demand was counselled and approved by 

the men who had been, in the press and 

before the world, the chief champions of 

my cause. 
‘Finslly 1 thought o! the sufferings of 

my wife and family, of the children whom 

I bad not yet seen and whose memory had 
haunted me cay and night since my returd 

to France. Accordingly I agreed to with- 

draw my appeal, but at the same time 

specified unmistakably my absolute and 

unchangeable intention to follow up the 

legal revision of ths sentence at Rennes.’ 

Teacher— Tommy, what are you doing 

to that little boy? 

"Tommy—Nothing. He wanted to know 
if you take three irom five bow many will 

remain, and I took three of his apples to 

show him, and now he wants them back. 

Teacher—Well, why don’t you give 

them back to him? 

Tommy—*‘Cause then he would forget 

how many are lett.— Chicago News. 
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