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10 January, 1895, 9 A. M.




Since two o'clock this morning I could not sleep for
thinking that to-day I should see you. It seems that
even now I hear your sweet voice speaking to me of my
dear children, of our dear families, and if I weep I am
not ashamed of it, for the martyrdom that I endure is
truly cruel for a man who is innocent.

Who is the monster who has thrown the brand of evil,
of dishonor, into a brave and honorable family?

If there is such a thing as justice on this earth, there
is no punishment too great to be reserved for him, no
torture that should not some day be inflicted on him.

But my courage is not weakening. I have painful
moments, when my eyes are veiled by the mournful darkness
of the present; but I comfort myself by looking
forward to the future.

Your devotion is so heroic—you are all making such
powerful efforts, it is impossible that the truth shall be
forever hidden. Besides that, the truth must be made
plain, it must be; the will is a powerful lever.

Now, at once, my darling, I am to have the joy of
embracing you, of clasping you in my arms. I count
the seconds which separate me from that happy moment.



Half-past 3 o'clock, P. M., 10 January, 1895.




The moment is passed, my darling; so quick, so
short, that it seems to me I have not told you the twentieth
part of what I had to say. How heroic you are,
my adored one! How sublime is your self-forgetfulness,
your devotion! I can do nothing but wonder at you.

Under the combined influence of your loving sympathy
and of your heroic efforts I have not the right to
hesitate.















Retrieved from "https://en.wikisource.org/w/index.php?title=Page:Lettres_d%27un_innocent;_the_letters_of_Captain_Dreyfus_to_his_wife_;_(IA_lettresduninnoce00drey).pdf/67&oldid=11098982"


				
			

			
			

		
		
		  
  	
  		 
 
  		
  				Last edited on 19 March 2021, at 14:28
  		
  		 
 
  	

  
	
			
			
	    Languages

	    
	        

	        

	        This page is not available in other languages.

	    
	
	



				 This page was last edited on 19 March 2021, at 14:28.
	Content is available under CC BY-SA 4.0 unless otherwise noted.



				Privacy policy
	About Wikisource
	Disclaimers
	Code of Conduct
	Developers
	Statistics
	Cookie statement
	Terms of Use
	Desktop



			

		
			








