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  To My Children




  INTRODUCTORY NOTE




  In the following pages I tell the story of my life during those five years in which I was cut off from the world of the living.




  The events which took place in France in connection with the trial of 1894, and during the following years, remained entirely unknown to me until the trial at Rennes.




  A. D.




  EDITOR’S PREFACE




  For the full understanding of the frequent references made by Captain Dreyfus to circumstances of his trial and the events consequent upon it, it is necessary that the reader should have in mind the principal features of the far-reaching and involved “Affaire Dreyfus.” For this reason it has seemed best to give the following brief synopsis of the case in its salient features.




  In September, 1894, the fragments of a document said to have been found in the overcoat pocket of Colonel Schwarzkoppen, German Military Attaché in Paris, were brought to the Intelligence Department of the French War Office. On being fitted together, they constituted a report obviously written by a spy who had access to French army secrets. War and tactical plans of the French army made up its substance. This was the famous bordereau which was the basis of the entire Dreyfus case. Captain Dreyfus was arrested and tried on a charge of treason, based on testimony that it was he who wrote the bordereau. On the evidence of Major du Paty de Clam, who swore that Dreyfus turned pale when ordered to write excerpts from the document; of two handwriting experts, one of whom, M. Bertillon, head of the Criminal Identification Bureau in Paris, said that the handwriting of the bordereau could be by no one but the prisoner; and on the strength of certain documents (the secret dossier), secretly and illegally presented as evidence unknown to the prisoner or his counsel, and vouched for by the unsupported oath of Commandant Henry, Dreyfus was convicted and sentenced to solitary confinement for life. Early in January, 1895, Captain Dreyfus was stripped of his insignia of rank, and his punishment began.




  In May, 1896, there came to the Intelligence Department of the War Office, over which Lieutenant-Colonel Picquart then presided, a special delivery card (petit bleu) torn, as the bordereau had been, into fragments, and, like the previous document, filched from the German Embassy. This was written by Colonel Schwarzkoppen and bore the name and address of Major Esterhazy, a soldier of fortune, who had entered the French military service. Picquart secured specimens of Esterhazy’s handwriting which he compared with that of the bordereau: the chirography seemed the same. Petition was made about this time for a revision of Dreyfus’s court martial. Picquart, convinced that Esterhazy was guilty of the crime for which Dreyfus was undergoing servitude, espoused the Dreyfus cause and thus brought upon himself the persecution which culminated in his imprisonment and final dismissal from the army.




  Then followed the Esterhazy court martial, the first clash of legal arms in the battle of Dreyfusards against anti-Dreyfusards, which convulsed all France. Mysterious documents and accusations of forgery on both sides played a conspicuous part in the proceedings. Esterhazy was acquitted in January, 1898, by a complaisant court martial. For two days the army and its partisans rejoiced. Then Zolas famous “J’accuse” letter turned their jubilation into fury. The author was arrested on a charge of libel and eventually convicted, but in the course of his two trials the secret dossier which played so important a part in the conviction of Captain Dreyfus was produced and read. Picquart promptly declared the one document of the dossier which was at all relevant to the case a forgery, and later offered to prove what he said. Lemercier-Picard, who had been implicated in the forgery of that document, was found strangled in the cell where he had been incarcerated. Shortly after Zola’s conviction, Commandant Henry was arrested on his confession of having forged that secret document. On the day following his arrest he was found in his cell with his throat cut. Suicide was the verdict. Esterhazy was now openly charged in the newspapers with having been the author of the bordereau, a charge which he never refuted, but he escaped punishment, by fleeing to England, where he has since remained, notwithstanding efforts by the French Courts to secure his testimony.




  Though Picquart was in prison, and other officers who had dared to express the belief that Captain Dreyfus had been illegally and unjustly convicted were cashiered for this offence, the movement for revision was steadfastly pressed; but not until 1899, after many changes of cabinets, — all anti-Dreyfusards and made up of those who were violent partisans of the army, either by inclination or from fear of consequences, — was the order for revision given by the Waldeck-Rousseau ministry. The last evidence of importance adduced in the hearing of the revision was from a member of the court martial of 1894, who testified that the secret dossier on which Captain Dreyfus was convicted was shown to the jury in the jury-room while the court was in adjournment.




  The return of Captain Dreyfus, the final court martial, and the conviction “with extenuating circumstances,” followed by the pardon in the fall of 1899, were the final acts of the drama.




  FIVE YEARS OF MY LIFE




  I
A SKETCH OF MY LIFE




  I was born at Mulhouse, in Alsace, October 9, 1859. My childhood passed happily amid the gentle influences of mother and sisters, a kind father devoted to his children, and the companionship of older brothers.




  My first sorrow was the Franco-Prussian War. It has never faded from my memory. When peace was concluded my father chose the French nationality, and we had to leave Alsace. I went to Paris to continue my studies.




  In 1878 I was received at the Ecole Polytechnique, which in the usual order of things I left in 1880, to enter, as cadet of artillery, the Ecole d’Application of Fontainebleau, where I spent the regulation two years. After graduating, on the 1st of October, 1882, I was breveted lieutenant in the Thirty-first Regiment of Artillery in the garrison at Le Mans. At the end of the year 1883, I was transferred to the Horse Batteries of the First Independent Cavalry Division, at Paris. On the 12th of September, 1889, I received my commission of captain in the Twenty-first Regiment of Artillery, and was appointed on special service at the Ecole Centrale de Pyrotechnie Militaire at Bourges. It was in the course of the following winter that I became engaged to Mlle. Lucie Hadamard, my devoted and heroic wife.




  During my engagement I prepared myself for the Ecole Supérieure de Guerre (School for Staff Officers), where I was received the 20th of April, 1890; the next day, April 21, I was married. I left the Ecole Supérieure de Guerre in 1892 with the degree “very good,” and the brevet of Staff Officer. My rank number on leaving the Ecole entitled me to be detailed as stagiaire (probationer) on the General Staff of the army. I took service in the Second Bureau of the General Staff (The Intelligence Bureau) on the 1st of January, 1893.




  A brilliant and easy career was open to me; the future appeared under the most promising auspices. After my day’s work I found rest and delight at home. Every manifestation of the human mind was of profound interest to me. I found pleasure in reading aloud during the long evenings passed at my wife’s side. We were perfectly happy, and our first child, a boy, brightened our home; I had no material cares, and the same deep affection united me to the family of my wife as to the members of my own family. Everything in life seemed to smile on me.




  II
THE ARREST




  The year 1893 passed without incidents. My daughter Jeanne came to shed a new ray of sunshine in our home.




  The year 1894 was to be the last of my service in the Second Bureau of the General Staff of the army. During the last quarter of the year I was named for the regulation term of service in an infantry regiment stationed in Paris.




  I began my term on the 1st of October. Saturday, the 13th of October, 1894, I received a service-note directing me to go the following Monday, at nine o’clock in the morning, to the Ministry of War for the general inspection. It was expressly stated that I should be in tenue bourgeoise (civilian dress). The hour seemed to me very early for the general inspection, which is usually passed late in the day; the mention of civilian dress surprised me as well. Still, after making these remarks while reading the note, I soon forgot them, as the matter appeared unimportant.




  As was our custom, my wife and I dined on Sunday evening with her parents. We came away gay and light-hearted, as we always did after these family gatherings.




  On Monday morning I left my family. My son Pierre, who was then three and a half years old and was accustomed to accompany me to the door when I went out, came with me that morning as usual. That was one of my keenest remembrances through all my misfortunes. Very often in my nights of sorrow and despair I lived over the moment when I held my child in my arms for the last time. In this recollection I always found renewed strength of purpose.




  The morning was bright and cool, the rising sun driving away the thin mist; everything foretold a beautiful day. As I was a little ahead of time, I walked back and forth before the Ministry Building for a few minutes, then went upstairs. On entering the office I was received by Commandant Picquart, who seemed to be waiting for me, and who took me at once into his room. I was somewhat surprised at finding none of my comrades, as officers are always called in groups to the general inspection. After a few minutes of commonplace conversation Commandant Picquart conducted me to the private office of the Chief of General Staff. I was greatly amazed to find myself received, not by the Chief of General Staff, but by Commandant du Paty de Clam, who was in uniform. Three persons in civilian dress, who were utterly unknown to me, were also there. These three persons were M. Cochefert. Chef de la Sureté (the head of the secret police), his secretary, and the Keeper of the Records, M. Gribelin.




  Commandant du Paty de Clam came directly toward me and said in a choking voice: “The General is coming. While waiting, I have a letter to write, and as my finger is sore, will you write it for me?” Strange as the request was under the circumstances, I at once complied. I sat down at a little table, while Commandant du Paty placed himself at my side and very near me, following my hand with his eye. After first requiring me to fill up an inspection form, he dictated to me a letter of which certain passages recalled the accusing letter that I knew afterward, and which was called the bordereau. In the course of his dictation the Commandant interrupted me sharply, saying: “You tremble.” (I was not trembling. At the Court Martial of 1894, he explained his brusque interruption by saying that he had perceived I was not trembling under the dictation; believing therefore that he had to do with one who was simulating, he had tried in this way to shake my assurance.) This vehement remark surprised me greatly, as did the hostile attitude of Commandant du Paty. But as all suspicion was far from my mind, I thought only that he was displeased at my writing it badly. My fingers were cold, for the temperature outside was chilly, and I had been only a few minutes in the warm room. So I answered, “My fingers are cold.”




  As I continued writing without any sign of perturbation, Commandant du Paty tried a new interruption and said violently: “Pay attention; it is a grave matter.” Whatever may have been my surprise at a procedure as rude as it was uncommon, I said nothing and simply applied myself to writing more carefully. Thereupon Commandant du Paty, as he explained to the Court Martial of 1894, concluded that, my self-possession being unshakable, it was useless to push the experiment further. The scene of the dictation had been prepared in every detail; but it had not answered the expectations of those who had arranged it.




  As soon as the dictation was over. Commandant du Paty arose and, placing his hand on my shoulder, cried out in a loud voice: “In the name of the law, I arrest you; you are accused of the crime of high treason.” A thunderbolt falling at my feet would not have produced in me a more violent emotion; I blurted out disconnected sentences, protesting against so infamous an accusation, which nothing in my life could have given rise to.




  Next, M. Cochefert and his secretary threw themselves on me and searched me. I did not offer the slightest resistance, but cried to them: “Take my keys, open everything in my house; I am innocent.” Then I added, “Show me at least the proofs of the infamous act you pretend I have committed.” They answered that the accusations were overwhelming, but refused to state what they were or who had made them.




  I was then taken to the military prison on the rue du Cherche-Midi by Commandant Henry, accompanied by one of the detectives. On the way, Commandant Henry, who knew perfectly well what had passed, for he was hidden behind a curtain during the whole scene, asked me of what I was accused. My reply was made the substance of a report by Commandant Henry, — a report whose falsity was evident from the very questioning to which I had been subjected and which I was again to undergo in a few days.




  On my arrival in the prison I was incarcerated in a cell whose solitary grated window looked on the convicts’ yard. I was placed in the strictest solitary confinement and all communication with my people was forbidden me. I had at my disposal neither paper, pen and ink, nor pencil. During the first days I was subjected to the régime of the convicts, but this illegal measure was afterward done away with.




  The men who brought me my food were always accompanied by the sergeant on guard and the chief guard, who had the only key of my cell constantly in his possession. To speak to me was absolutely forbidden to anyone but the Director of the Prison.




  When I found myself in that gloomy cell, still under the terrific influence of the scene I had just gone through and of the monstrous accusation brought against me, when I thought of all those whom I had left at home but a few hours before in the fulness of happiness, I fell into a state of fearful excitement and raved from grief.




  I walked back and forth in the narrow space, knocking my head, against the walls. Commandant Forzinetti, Director of the Prison, came to see me, accompanied by the chief guard, and calmed me for a little while.




  I am happy to be able to give here expression to my deep gratitude to Commandant Forzinetti, who found means to unite with his strict duty as a soldier the highest sentiments of humanity.




  During the seventeen days which followed, I was subjected to frequent cross-examination by Commandant du Paty, who acted as officer of judicial police. He always came in very late in the evening, accompanied by Gribelin, who was acting as his clerk. He dictated to me bits of sentences taken from the incriminating letter, or passed rapidly under my eyes, in the light, words or fragments of words taken from the same letter, asking me whether or not I recognized the handwriting. Besides all that has been recorded of these examinations, he made all sorts of veiled, mysterious allusions to facts unknown to me, and would finally go away theatrically, leaving my brain bewildered by the tangle of insoluble riddles. During all this time I was ignorant of the basis of the accusation, and in spite of most urgent demands I could obtain no light on the monstrous charge brought against me. I was fighting the empty air.




  That my brain did not give way during these endless days and nights, was not the fault of Commandant du Paty. I had neither paper nor ink with which to fix my ideas; I was every moment turning over in my head fragments of sentences which I had drawn from him and which only led me further astray. But no matter what my tortures may have been, my conscience was awake and unerringly dictated my duty to me. “If you die,” it said to me, “they will believe you guilty; whatever happens, you must live to cry aloud your innocence in the face of the world.”




  It was only on the fifteenth day after my arrest that Commandant du Paty showed me a photograph of the accusing letter since called the bordereau.




  I did not write this letter, nor was I in any was responsible for it.




  III
THE FIRST COURT MARTIAL OF 1894




  When my examination by Commandant du Paty had been closed, the order was given by General Mercier, Minister of War, to open a “regular instruction” (a general investigation, chiefly conducted by the secret military police, of my past life). My conduct, however, was beyond reproach: there was nothing in my life, actions, or relations on which to base any ignoble suspicion.




  On the 3d of November General Saussier, Military Governor of Paris, signed the order for an official preliminary investigation of the case for the Court.




  This preliminary investigation was intrusted to Commandant d’Ormescheville, rapporteur, or Examining Judge, of the First Court Martial of Paris. He was unable to bring an exact charge. His report was a tissue of allusions and lying insinuations. Justice was done to it even by the members of the Court Martial of 1894; for at the last session the Commissaire du Gouvernement (Judge Advocate) wound up his speech for the prosecution by acknowledging that there remained no charge of any kind, everything had disappeared, except the bordereau. The Prefecture of Police, having made investigations concerning my private life, handed in an official report that was favorable in every respect; the detective, Guénée, who was attached to the Information Service of the Ministry of War, produced, on the other side, an anonymous report made up exclusively of calumnious stories. Only his last report was produced at the trial of 1894; the official report of the Prefecture of Police, which had been intrusted to Henry, had disappeared. The magistrates of the Supreme Court found the minutes of it in the records of the Prefecture and made the truth known in 1899.




  After seven weeks of the investigation, during which I remained, as before, in the strictest solitary confinement, the Judge Advocate, Commandant Brisset, moved, on the 3d of December, 1894, for an indictment, “the presumption being sufficiently established.” These presumptions were based on the contradictory reports of the handwriting experts, two of whom — M. Gobert, expert of the Bank of France, and M. Pelletier — pronounced in my favor. The other two, MM. Teyssonnières and Charavay, decided against me, while admitting the numerous points of dissimilarity between the handwriting of the bordereau and my own. M. Bertillon, who was not an expert, pronounced against me on the ground of pretended scientific reasons. Everyone knows that, at the trial at Rennes in 1899, M. Charavay publicly and with solemnity acknowledged his error.




  On the 4th of December, 1894, General Saussier, Military Governor of Paris, signed the order for the trial.




  I was then put in communication with Maître Demange, whose admirable devotion remained unchanged to the end.




  All this time they refused me the right of seeing my wife. On the 5th of December I at last received permission to write her an open letter: —




  “Tuesday, December 5, 1894




  “My dear Lucie, —




  “At last I can send you word. I have just been told that my trial is set for the 19th of this month. I am denied the right to see you. I will not tell you all that I have suffered; there are not in the world words strong enough to give expression to it. Do you remember when I used to tell you how happy we were? Everything in life smiled on us. Then of a sudden came a thunderbolt which left my brain reeling. To be accused of the most monstrous crime that a soldier can commit! Even today I feel that I must be the victim of some frightful nightmare. …




  “But I trust in God’s justice. In the end truth must prevail. My conscience does not reproach me. I have always done my duty; never have I turned from it. Crushed down in this sombre cell, alone with my reeling brain, I have had moments when I have been beside myself; but even then my conscience was on guard. ‘Hold up thy head!’ it said to me. ‘Look the world in the face! Strong in thy consciousness of right, rise up, go straight on! This trial is frightfully bitter, but it must be endured!’




  “I embrace you a thousand times, as I love you, as I adore you, my darling Lucie.




  “A thousand kisses to the children. I dare not say more about them to you; the tears come into my eyes when I think of them.




  Alfred.”




  The day before the trial opened I wrote her the following letter, which expresses the entire confidence I had in the loyalty and conscientiousness of the judges: —




  “I am come at last to the end of my sufferings. Tomorrow I shall appear before my judges, my head high, my soul tranquil. I am ready to appear before soldiers as a soldier who has nothing with which to reproach himself. They will see in my face, they will read in my soul, they will know that I am innocent, as all will know who know me. The trial I have undergone, terrible as it has been, has purified my soul. I shall return to you better than I was before. I want to consecrate to you, to my children, to our dear families, all that remains of life to me. Devoted to my country, to which I have consecrated all my strength, all my intellect, I have nothing to fear. Sleep quietly then, my darling, and do not give way to any apprehension. Think only of our joy when we are once more in each other’s arms.




  Alfred.”




  On the 19th of December, 1894, began the trial which, in spite of the strong protests of my lawyer, took place behind closed doors. I ardently desired that sittings should be public, in order that my innocence might shine forth in the full light of day.




  When I was brought into the court-room accompanied by a Lieutenant of the Republican Guard, I saw hardly anything and understood nothing. Unmindful of all that was passing around me, my mind was completely taken up with the frightful nightmare which had been weighing on me for so many long weeks, — with that monstrous accusation of treason, the inane emptiness of which I was to prove.




  My only conscious impression was that on the platform at the end of the room were the members of the Court Martial — officers like myself — comrades before whom I was at last to be able to make plain my innocence. Behind them against the wall stood the substitute judges and Commandant Picquart, who represented the Minister of War. M. Lepine, Prefect of Police, was there also. And facing the judges on the opposite side of the room from me sat Commandant Brisset, Judge Advocate, and the clerk, Vallecalle. After taking a seat in front of my counsel, Maître Demange, I looked at my judges. They were impassive.




  Maître Demange’s fight to obtain from the Court a public hearing, the violent interruptions of the President of the Court Martial, the clearing of the court-room, — all these first incidents of the trial never turned my mind from the sole aim to which it was directed. I wanted to be brought face to face with my accusers. I was on fire with impatience to defend my honor and destroy the wretched arguments of an infamous accusation.




  I heard the false and hateful testimony of Commandant du Paty de Clam and the lies of Commandant Henry in regard to the conversation we had had on the way from the Ministry of War to the Cherche-Midi Prison on the day of my arrest. I energetically, though calmly, refuted their accusations. But when the latter returned a second time to the witness-stand, when he said that he knew from a most honorable personage that an officer of the Second Bureau1 was a traitor, I arose in indignation and passionately demanded that the person whose language he was quoting should be made to appear in Court. Thereupon, striking his breast with a theatrical gesture, Henry added: “When an officer has such a secret in his head he does not confide it even to his cap.” Then, turning to me, “As to the traitor,” he said, “there he is!” Notwithstanding my vehement protests, I could obtain no explanation of his words; and consequently I was powerless to show their utter falsity.




  I heard the contradictory reports of the handwriting experts, — two testifying in my favor and the other two against me, at the same time bearing witness to the numerous points of difference between the handwriting of the bordereau and my own. I attached no importance to the testimony of Bertillon, for his so-called scientific mathematical demonstrations seemed to me the work of a crazy man.




  All charges were refuted during these sessions. No motive could be found to explain so abominable a crime.




  In the fourth and last session, the Judge Advocate abandoned all minor charges, retaining for the accusation only the bordereau. This document he waved aloft, shouting: —




  “Nothing remains but the bordereau, but that is enough. Let the judges take up their magnifying glasses.”




  Maître Demange, in his eloquent speech for the defence, refuted the reports of the experts, showed all their contradictions, and ended by asking how it was “possible that such an accusation could have been built up without any motive having been produced.”




  To me acquittal seemed certain.




  I was found guilty.




  I learned, four and a half years later, that the good faith of the judges had been abused by the testimony of Henry (he who afterward became a forger) as well as by the communication in the court-room of secret documents unknown to the accused and his counsel; documents of which some did not apply to him, while the rest were forgeries.




  The secret communication of these documents to the members of the Court Martial in the Council Chamber was ordered by General Mercier.




  IV
AFTER THE CONDEMNATION




  My despair knew no bounds; the night which followed my condemnation was one of the bitterest of my embittered existence. I revolved in my mind the most extravagant plans; I was stunned by the iniquity, revolted by the atrocity of the case. But the memory of my wife and children prevented my killing myself, and I resolved to wait.




  The next day I wrote the following letter to my wife: —




  “My Darling, —




  “I suffer much, but I pity you still more than I pity myself. I know how much you love me. Your heart must bleed. On my side, my beloved, my thought has always been of you, day and night.




  “To have lived a stainless life, and then to be condemned for the most hateful crime a soldier can commit! What could be more terrible? To have had to bear all that was said to me, when I knew in my soul and conscience that I had never failed, — that was atrocious torture.




  “It is for you alone that I have resisted until today; it is for you alone, my beloved, that I have borne my long agony. I would ere this have ended this sad life, if thoughts of you, if the fear of augmenting your grief, had not stayed my hand. Will my strength hold out until the end? I cannot tell. No one but you can give me courage. It is your love alone that inspires my fortitude.




  “I have signed my appeal for a revision. No matter what may become of me, search for the truth; move earth and heaven to discover it. Sink all our fortune, if need be, in the effort to restore my good name, now dragged in the mud. No matter what may be the cost, we must rid ourselves of this unmerited infamy.




  “I have not the courage to write more. I dare not speak to you of the children; the thought of them rends my heart. Tell me about them. May they be your consolation. Embrace them and our dear relatives, everyone, for me.




  Alfred.




  “Try to obtain permission to see me. It seems to me that it cannot be denied you now.”




  On the same day my wife wrote me: — “




  “December 23, 1894.




  “What wretchedness, what torture, what ignominy! We are all terrified, utterly crushed. I know how courageous you are, you unhappy martyr! I beseech you, continue to endure valiantly these new tortures. Our fortune, our lives, — all shall be devoted to seeking out the guilty ones. We will find them; it must be done. You shall be rehabilitated.

OEBPS/Images/500685-Five-Years_600.jpg
Alfred Dreyfus

Five Years
of My Life

1894 — 1899
O]

152 Arrt \

PLACE
ALFRED DREYFUS






OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





