
	
		
		
		
			
				
					
					
    



					
		
				
					

					Home
				
			
	
				
					

					Random
				
			


		
				
					

					Log in
				
			


		
				
					

					Settings
				
			


		
				
					

					Donate
				
			


		
				
					
					About Wikisource
				
			
	
				
					
					Disclaimers
				
			





					
				
				
					
						


						
					
				

					
				
					
					
				

				
	    
Search
	


		
					
				
			

		
		
			
			

			

			
			
				
					Page:Lettres d'un innocent; the letters of Captain Dreyfus to his wife ; (IA lettresduninnoce00drey).pdf/104

					

				

						
								Previous page
							
	
								Next page
							
	
								Page
							
	
								Discussion
							
	
								Image
							
	
								Index
							


				
		
				
				    
Language
				
		
	
				
				    
Watch
				
		
	
				
				    
Edit
				
		




				

			

			
				This page needs to be proofread.
solitude the hours are long, and my mind cannot comprehend
all that has come upon me. Never could a romancer,
however rich his imagination, have written a
story more tragic.

I am convinced, as you are, that sooner or later the
truth will come to light. The just cause always triumphs;
but when that day comes what shall my condition
be? It is that that I cannot tell
. . . . There is
always my aching heart, which from morning till night,
and from night till morning, beats as if to burst.

I hope that they will let me kiss you at least before I
set out upon my journey.

I thank you for all you tell me about the children.
You must bring them up seriously and give them a
thorough education; be as careful of their bodies as you
are of their minds and hearts. I know what you are; I
have no uneasiness on this score. Indeed, I know that
you will bring them up to be generous and noble souls,
eager for all that is good and beautiful, marching forward
always in the way of duty.

Kiss the good darlings for me a thousand, thousand
times.

I pray you give every one my love. Receive the most
ardent kisses of your husband, who loves you, who lives
only in the thought of you.



Alfred.




 


14 February, 1895.





My dear Lucie:




The few minutes that I passed with you were very
sweet to me, although it was impossible for me to tell
you all that I had within my heart.
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