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[Wake Forest seminar, April 6, 2009]

Proust's Affair

This paper engages, in a very preliminary way, a topic that is both rather old and quite new for me: old as a recurring thought, new as an object of anything resembling sustained attention.   I have thought for a very long time that the Dreyfus Affair represented a perfect, if frightening model of a historical moment thoroughly infiltrated by fiction; a piece of history we can't think about without thinking about fiction.  But it is only recently that I have begun to look closely at the details of the case and what has been said about it, in the hope of making some sense of this exemplary entanglement of what we may call invented realities with realities that no one could have invented  -  and with some quite uninvented suffering and distress.  My suggestion is that we might see Marcel Proust not just as a witness to this entangled world, but as a guide to it, perhaps even a better guide than he himself knew.  

Proust said of the Dreyfus Affair at one point that it was no longer like something out of a novel by Balzac but was becoming Shakespearean: 'l'affaire de si balzacienne...  est devenue si Shakespearienne'.
   This kind of literary comparison was very frequent in the commentary on the case.  People thought several of the participants and some of the elements of the plot seemed to be borrowed from bad novels, and some even thought the participants themselves were writing some kind of real-life bad novel.   These were ways of expressing astonishment and more than astonishment, as was Proust's shift of comparison from novel to drama; ways of getting across to others or picturing to oneself the sheer out-of-control, incredible aspects of the case, its repeated departures from anything that could feel like an ordinary or proper course of events.

I want to suggest that these comparisons, these metaphors, may well have been more than comparisons and metaphors; more like unfocussed or half-understood intuitions.   And that they could serve us now, at this late date, as instruments of analysis, or at least means of partial insight, into some of the most riddling aspects of the case itself, and especially into how people managed to believe some of the fantastic things they did believe.   After all it was a case of espionage, and in espionage reality itself is a fiction.   It's not like a novel, it is a novel.   And the chief fiction here, of course, is that Alfred Dreyfus was a spy delivering French military secrets to the Germans.  There were nine other cases of espionage prosecuted in France in the 1890s, resulting in sentences ranging from five to twenty years, but none of them provoked anything like the uproar surrounding the conviction of this innocent man  -  the uproar against him, I mean, when everyone believed he was guilty. 

I'm going to concentrate here on the very early years of the case, the indictment and conviction, the story of espionage; and leave for another occasion the better known story of the wronged man.   It's unlikely that I or anyone can add much to our knowledge of the facts of the case at this stage.  But we can still think about how people think, and there may be illuminations to be had in this respect.  There are many crazy theories about the Dreyfus case, but there is also a sense in which the best historians may be a touch too reasonable, just too eager to assure us that there are no bad guys here, only some terrible mistakes made by decent Frenchmen.  I don't subscribe to the view that to understand all is to forgive all, in the French phrase, indeed I think we sometimes see how truly unforgivable an act is when we understand it better.    But understanding is always a gain, and while we can only speculate about people's thoughts, we can base our speculations on logic, along the lines of 'if they said, this they must have thought that'.  Or rather, since we can never know the intimacies of another's thought, and still less the activities of their unconscious minds, 'if they said this, and were speaking in good faith, this is the story they must have been telling themselves'.  I'm interested in what people would have to believe in order to permit themselves to think what they thought.   This may sound a little conspiratorial, but I don't think we can be too hard on any conspiracy theory when we are talking about espionage.  It's not as if there isn't a conspiracy.  
In this perspective  -  well, in any perspective  -  the non-fictional innocence of Dreyfus is an essential fact.  It is one of the few sure facts of the case, and although there are, even now, people who believe Dreyfus was guilty, these same people usually believe all kinds of other disreputable things, which I probably don't need to name. We can, most historians now agree, be as sure of Dreyfus' innocence as we can be sure of anything.   It's worth pausing over the unusual nature of this certainty.  It's not easy to prove innocence, and that's why Anglo-American law doesn't require us to do it, only to show guilt beyond a reasonable doubt.   There is no reasonable doubt about Dreyfus' innocence.
  Proust himself pointed this out in a remarkable letter written in 1906, when Dreyfus had been restored to his military rank and given the Légion d'honneur, and he took up to his comparison with a novel again to make the point.   I'll quote at some length now:

It is curious to think [Proust wrote to his friend Mme Straus] that for once life is behaving like a novel  -  as it so rarely does.  Alas in these last two years we have both had many sorrows in our lives, many disappointments, many torments.  And for neither of us is the hour going to strike when our sorrows are changed into joys, our disappointments into unexpected achievements, and our torments into delicious triumphs...   But this is not how it is for Dreyfus...  Life has been providential for [him] in the manner of fairy-tales and romantic novels.   This is because our sadnesses were based on truths, on psychological, human and sentimental truths.  [His] sufferings were based on errors.  Happy are those who are victims of judicial errors  -  judicial or other kinds of errors.   They are the only human beings for whom there are revenges and reparations...

There is something unpleasant about this letter, something self-absorbed and tactless.  How can Proust compare his and his correspondent's miseries, real enough but still occurring within the ordinary confines of illness and disappointed love and ambition, to those of Dreyfus, publicly humiliated for no reason, sent to Devil's Island, tried again and found guilty again, although he was just as innocent then as he had been the first time?    But then the fact that Proust can even think this becomes interesting.  He was certainly self-absorbed much of the time, but he wasn't unpleasant, and he wasn't usually tactless.  What is happening?

We could start on an answer by connecting Proust's thought here to a curious claim he has his narrator make much later, in one of the last volumes of  A la recherche du temps perdu.  He suggests that guilty persons are never -  well, almost never  -  correctly punished and yet almost never escape punishment.  There is, he says, a 'relation... in human punishments... which means just verdicts or judicial errors almost never occur [qu'il n' y pas presque jamais ni condamnation juste, ni erreur judiciaire], but are replaced by a kind of harmony between the mistaken idea the judge has of an innocent act and the guilty facts which he does not know [une espèce d'harmonie entre l'idée fausse que se fait le juge d'un acte innocent et les faits coupables qu'il a ignorés]'.
   Une Erreur judiciaire was the name of the first book about the Dreyfus Case, by Bernard Lazare.
Happy are those who are victims of judicial errors.   Judicial errors almost never occur.   There is a blatant contradiction between the two claims, but there is also an easy, and rather disturbing resolution of the claims close to hand.  The victims of judicial errors are lucky because judicial errors are so rare  -  as are cases of judicial justice.   Proust's narrator is suggesting, as Kafka does, and as many other modern writers do, that we are all, or almost all, guilty all the time, if not of what we are charged with, then of something else.  

Alfred Dreyfus was not guilty as charged, and not guilty of anything else either.   It is an essential aspect of the Dreyfus case, of the baffling mental and material world it brought into being, its deeply problematic confusion of truth and lies, that being the victim of a judicial error could seem like a fairy-tale or a romantic novel  -   because the truth becomes clear and can be registered, or reinstated. Almost everything else, except Dreyfus' innocence, remains notoriously murky  -  and this condition could be taken as emblematic of what modern murk looks like.   The great Victorian symbol of confusion was the fog of Dickens' London, inherited by Sherlock Holmes and Jack the Ripper.   But this was a moral fog.  It was a matter of things going wrong in such a way that no one knew how to set them right.  There was no doubt about what was happening.  It was the way out that was masked by the fog.   Twentieth century confusions, from the case of Dreyfus (if we allow the century to start a little early) to the assassination of John Kennedy and beyond, are different.  We could probably find our way out if we knew what was happening, or what has happened.   But that is just what we don't know.   And this is why Proust can be our guide to this territory, since truth for him, more and more, became a matter of multiple perspectives and infections of desire, of realities that are never just subjective or just objective but horribly stretched between the two possibilities, and above all of fictions that insist on acting like facts  -  that sometimes are facts, although not the facts they are supposed to be.   One of the chief players in the Dreyfus case, Major Du Paty de Clam, wrote at one point, in a marvelous phrase, of 'very real indications arising from the traffic in false documents', 'des indices très réels provenant du trafic de documents faux'. 
 

There is in this sense, as the French historian Marcel Thomas remarked long ago, no Dreyfus case.   There is only a case of espionage with which Alfred Dreyfus was mistakenly associated, and until his second trial he knew less about it than almost anyone  -  'this', Thomas says,  'is not the least tragic and paradoxical aspect of his sad fate'. 

But what was the case of espionage, the non-Dreyfus case that became, once the wrong man was sentenced, a bitter case, not of espionage but of contending moral and civic values?  For Dreyfus' defenders the judicial error was paramount  -   it needed to be corrected not only for Dreyfus' sake but for the sake of justice itself.  For those who insisted on Dreyfus' guilt it was essential to believe that there had been no error. And if by some horrible chance there had been an error, then that error had to become the truth  -  because to confess an error of such magnitude and involving so many senior officials of the army and the state would do more damage to the civil fabric of the country than any miscarriage of justice could do.    

Here are what are generally taken to be the basic facts.   Some time in 1894, probably in late July, a French major called Marie Charles Ferdinand Walsin Esterhazy, offered his services to the military attaché at the German embassy in Paris, a man called Maximilien von Schwarzkoppen who was in charge of the local spying operations.  Schwarzkoppen, with some hesitation, accepted Esterhazy's offer, although of course at the time he denied that any espionage activities were going on at all.  What else was he going to say?    A picturesque feature of the situation at the German embassy, which would be funny if it had not had such cruel results, was that a French cleaning lady, Mme Bastian, was working for French counter-intelligence, the wonderfully titled Statistics Section, that is, spying on the spies.   She is supposed to have routinely brought to her French masters material she found in the waste paper baskets at the embassy, but it seems mildly unlikely that a spy would be willing to depend on what the German diplomats happened to throw away, and that she didn't take a peek at or steal a bit of correspondence now and again.  She was a successful agent, the people at the Statistics Section liked her, and she went on working at the German embassy until 1899, five years after Dreyfus' first trial.   Did the Germans really suspect nothing all this time, even after various secret documents became public knowledge?   I find this hard to believe, but persons far better qualified to judge than I am do believe it; and of course it is possible.   

Mme Bastian's mode of delivery of materials was called 'the ordinary method or track, 'la voie ordinaire'  -  another joke that isn't a joke.   Among the material she passed on to her boss in October 1894 was a cover note describing various documents being supplied to the Germans.  The note was written by Esterhazy, although perhaps only Schwarzkoppen knew this at the time, and it was only a cover note.  This is very important.  The documents themselves were presumably sent straight off to Berlin, and have never been seen by anyone outside of the German intelligence service.  They are presumed to have been destroyed, perhaps during World War II.   They concerned:

a new French gun

troop movements

artillery formations

Madagascar   [which would become a French colony in 1896]

an artillery manual

With regard to the last item Esterhazy asked Schwarzkoppen to take what he needed from it and return it to him, because he was able to borrow it for only a few days.   It has become fashionable now to suggest that this information was neither very important nor very hard to get, and this is consistent with everything else we know, and with what Schwarzkoppen probably believed.  Esterhazy wasn't a very good or a very significant spy.  But that is what the work of espionage is mostly like.  Information is information, if you can get the same stuff from different sources you can at least use it as a check on the value of those sources, and the key thing is not the information as it comes to you in pieces, but the picture you make out of the pieces.  

The real problem with the cover-note, which became known as the bordereau, was different.   The French had a sting operation going at the German embassy  -  the French term, although I think it comes into use later, is 'intoxication'.   That is, among Schwarzkoppen's German spies  -  French persons he employed as German spies  -  were an unspecified number of French spies planted by the Statistics Section, double agents, French spies pretending to be German spies.   Much of the material Mme Bastian brought back to the French had therefore started with them in the first place  - a form of recycling, and also a way of checking that Schwarzkoppen was reading his secret mail.  The snag was that the cover-note, the bordereau, had not been planted by the French.   So there was a real spy among the fake spies.  The non-Dreyfus case was about to begin.

I should say before I go any further that although I am describing what seems to have been the real sequence of events as clearly as I can, we are already a long way from what people knew and thought at the time.   The people in the French Statistics Section knew about the sting operation of course, but most people didn't even know about straightforward espionage.  The German ambassador seems not to have known that he had a spy section in his mission.    So when the news broke that a French traitor was selling secrets to the Germans, the outcry in the press was huge, and the shock itself has to be factored into any explanation of what is going on.  The shock and recent history.  The French had been massively and disgracefully defeated by the Germans only twenty-four years before.  They were both nationally humiliated and anxiously modernizing their army, and therefore wanted to have, were trying to have, technical secrets to give them a new military edge  -  whether they really had such valuable secrets or not.   Charles de Gaulle in his role as military historian says 'There was not a single tool, caisson, or boat for which a new model was not adopted between 1875 and 1900'.
   And this is where it all goes wrong  -  whatever point of view you take.  Once the press had announced the existence of the traitor it wasn't enough to be trying to find him.  He had to be found, and within days of his arrest [October 14 to October 31] the name of Dreyfus was leaked and published.    It's true he hadn't been tried yet, and certainly many of his accusers must genuinely have believed in his guilt.   But there is a strong sense in which the publication of the name, in the climate of that time, precluded Dreyfus' innocence.   The question was not whether he was going to be convicted of treason but how he was going to be convicted.   The how is important, because if more attention had been paid to evidence and procedures, then Dreyfus could have been acquitted even in that climate.  But this is precisely the point.  The climate created an alternately ruthless and hysterical indifference to the how.   Or to put that another way, because the how didn't matter then, we can now see how much it matters  -  how much it should have mattered then and how much it matters in many places now.        

Investigators from the Army General Staff settled on Dreyfus, an artillery captain, by means of a series of associations and guesses.  There was the artillery material mentioned in the cover-note, which suggested someone working in that section; and there turned out to be, by one of those coincidences that do seem to have come from a bad novel, an extraordinary resemblance between Dreyfus' handwriting and that of the cover-note.   It was only a resemblance, but the resemblance was real.   The first graphologist the General Staff consulted decided, in spite of the resemblance, that Dreyfus had not written the cover-note.  Undeterred, the General Staff got two other graphologists of a different opinion.   One of them indeed invented the marvelous concept of self-forgery, whereby even when your handwriting doesn't look like yours it is yours because it's you who are faking it to not to look like yours...  

The inquiry ran from December 14 to December 19, and essentially uncovered nothing at all.   Reports were full of what we have come to think of as the logic of espionage.  Nothing comprising found in a raid of Dreyfus's residence?  Of course not, 'because anything that might have been in any way compromising had been hidden or destroyed'.
    At this point the Statistics Section started genuinely criminal activities, using documents they knew could have nothing to do with Dreyfus to incriminate him, and re-editing old documents to make them sound more suspicious.   Even so, they really had nothing against Dreyfus except the dubious handwriting proof, and even during the court-martial, which ran from December 19 to December 21, it did look at moments as if Dreyfus might be acquitted.  Three key incidents prevented this.  One was the decision to hold the proceedings in a closed session.  The only persons present were the president of the court-martial, the seven judges, the prosecutor, the defense lawyer, the defendant and a couple of observers from the police and the General Staff.  The second was the dramatic request of Commandant Henry to be recalled as a witness.  Back on the stand he put in a great performance as the loyal old soldier, as French as they come, and swore on his honour, pointing at a picture of Christ that happened to be hanging on the wall, that Dreyfus was guilty.   You have to pause over the thought that such a show would prove anything other than Henry's devotion to what he thought was his duty.  But it did, and it may be that the trial was over at that point.  There was still one more thing.  After the formal proceedings were done, the judges, in secret session, received more supposedly incriminating documents, what came to be known as the secret dossier.  This was totally illegal, but as Jean-Louis Bredin puts it, 'not a single judge appears to have suspected that such a communication, concealed from the defense, was in violation of the law'.
    The move was apparently conclusive as well as illegal, since the judges unanimously decided that Dreyfus was guilty, leading everyone to assume that the secret documents really contained the proofs that were otherwise lacking, and that were being protected in this way for reasons of national security.   The dossier of course contained nothing of the kind

There were plenty of fanatics and anti-semites who didn't need any kind of reason to believe in Dreyfus' guilt; but most people would scarcely need more of a reason than this verdict.    An interesting footnote on this terrible moment, and closely related to the chief theme of this paper, is that Dreyfus' lawyer is said to have worked on a principle often used in civil courts, in France as elsewhere: 'provoke a doubt in the minds of the jurors and let the doubt develop'.   Doubt doesn't develop the same way, or develop at all, in traditional military minds.  As Joseph Reinach, the first historian of the Affair, said, 'doubt alone did not convince them'.
   Dreyfus was publicly degraded on January 5 1895, and sent to Devil's Island in February; and the case didn't really open again, and become internationally famous, until 1897.

There are many individual moments in the case that shed light on the way people thought about each other in the France of the late 19th century.  At one point, in a discussion of the separation of Alsatian families after the Franco-Prussian war, because the territory became German, and everyone had to choose one of two nationalities, Dreyfus is supposed to have said, 'For us Jews, wherever we are, our God is with us'.
   This was taken to be an extraordinarily damning remark, the sort of thing only a traitor could say.  Why?  Wouldn't a Christian or a Muslim say the same?  What you have to think to find this remark shocking or in any way out of the ordinary is either that God is simply French, and doesn't actually travel across national borders or that the Christian God is the only one there is, and when someone invokes another God they are either blaspheming or secretly saying something else.

Dreyfus, as it happened, always thought of himself as Jewish, but he did not think of himself as the victim of anti-Semitism.   He saw himself simply as a Frenchman wrongly accused of treason, and went so far as to say the crowds howling at him after his degradation were right.   Or wrong only because they were howling at the wrong person.    'I can very well excuse the anger', he wrote, 'the rage of an entire noble people who are told there is a traitor'. 
  We may not feel the people were so noble.    It is possible that Dreyfus, just once, connected his legal fate to his Jewishness.   He is supposed to have cried out in prison, 'My only crime is being born a Jew'.   But this is hearsay, and apart from this putative cry there is nothing in the record, as Bredin says, to suggest that Dreyfus ever attributed 'the drama in which he was caught up... to the fact that he was Jewish'.
      

Think of the contrast with Theodore Herzl, who wrote about the case for a German newspaper, and who, according to legend, became a Zionist because of his shock at the scene of the degradation of Dreyfus.   There could be no assimilation or emancipation of Jews in the country of others, he wrote.  These terms, we should note, do not mean the disappearance of Jews or Jewishness, as we often now take assimilation especially to mean.  They simply mean genuine legal and professional equality.  Dreyfus himself, we might say, believed in the very thing his case seemed to disprove.   And Herzl  -   the legend, like so many legends, is a little stylized, since he had arrived at his views before the degradation of Dreyfus, indeed before the news broke of Dreyfus' arrest 
 -  was saying this equality was impossible with or without the Dreyfus case, or whatever its result.   

It is possible, of course, that both Dreyfus and Herzl were right   -  Dreyfus about the long-term possibility of overcoming anti-Semitism, and Herzl about the sheer virulence of the anti-Semitism he saw.  I'm not going to quote any of the noxious written material that surrounded Dreyfus' accusation and conviction.  It really is appalling, a disgrace to the culture that allows it, let alone supports it.   I will note a horrible irony.  An admirable book called The Hundred Finest Images of the Dreyfus Affair contains one disgusting caricature after another, all of them uglier than you will want to believe.  The irony of the title is unintentional  -  the book is part of a series called The Hundred Finest Images of....   -  but it makes you think.

One of the things we need to think about is the subtler form of antisemitism surrounding the accusation and trial.   Marcel Thomas says 'Of course it never entered anyone's mind, on October 6, 1894 [the date the Statistics Section and the General staff settled on Dreyfus as the culprit], to consider Dreyfus guilty because he was a Jew, but on the basis of the fact that he was Jewish one accepted, more easily than one would have done for another, the idea of his guilt'.
   This is very precise, and very well put, but the more I think about it the less I understand the difference, even though Jean-Louis Bredin says something very similar.  The matter is cleared up for me, though, by Erin Carlston, in an admirable article where she says the whole case 'could not have erupted in a culture of unalloyed anti-Semitism'.
   The historical interest is in the alloy.   There was plenty of unalloyed antisemitism, as I have just said, and the moral difference between the alloyed and the unalloyed may not be as great as the stylistic difference.   But the alloy was crucial, since it permitted virulent anti-Semites and people who may have claimed they were not anti-Semitic at all to share the same opinions.  Why was there not the same horror at the other nine spy cases of the 1890s?   And of course the very success of Jews like Dreyfus and others, in the army and elsewhere, actually fuelled an antisemitism that otherwise wouldn't have had so much to go at.  You can't have a lot of anti-Jewish sentiment if you don't have some visible Jews.   This too was part of Herzl's argument.   Part of a different argument too, which does not give up on emancipation but indeed demands it.   

Antisemitism is one of the clearest and most horrible cases of a fiction getting a grip on fact, since it is based on a sheer fantasy that has caused untold pain.  This is one of the reasons why we need to understand the nature of fiction better than we do.   I want to mention two other key fictions of the early years of the Dreyfus story, and then close with one of the most insidious fictions of all, Esterhazy's final version of what was happening, and a version that is extraordinarily hard to refute.  It is hard to refute not because it's true but because the truth in such cases is about as hard to prove as innocence, and it is on that difficulty that I wish to end.

One of my two further key fictions is nationalism, and specifically the response of any nationalist to the word treason.    The word terror plays a rather similar role in our own lexicon.  It's not that treason and terror don't exist; not that both are not ugly and blamable activities; and not that we should not do everything we can to resist them and punish them.   It's that they have the special gift of hustling our reason out of the door.   With treason and terror, as with no other crimes or misdeeds I can think of, we proceed as fast as we can from suspicion to conviction.   To be suspected is, in effect, to be guilty.   I think this a natural, a desperately natural human response to the horror of the activities.   But I also think it is deeply dangerous, for the accusers and the accused, and for the society of both.  As Pauline Kael used to say about Hollywood movies, they were always impeccably clear that innocent men ought not to be lynched.  But the real objection to lynching is not that it gets the wrong man.  It would be wrong to lynch the right man.

The other fiction is that of the accident of personality.  It is possible that there would have been no Dreyfus case in the form we know it if the Minister of War, General Mercier, had been more secure in his political position, and if he had not rashly declared to Le Figaro, as early as November 28, so three weeks before the trial, that Dreyfus' guilt was 'absolute, certain'.   It really did seem, from that point on, that either Dreyfus was going to be guilty and Mercier could stay in his post, or Dreyfus was going to be innocent, and Mercier was gone.   But it's almost always wrong, I think, to treat a single element in a conjunction as if it were the only or determining one.  It's not that things would have been the same without Mercier. They wouldn't.  But that's just it.  We don't know how they would have been.   In this sense remembering we are in an espionage story is a help.  There will always, we might say, be more than one spy, and some agents are bound to be double agents.   And some not.   Once again, we may help the innocent by understanding the competing fictions, rather than seeking to sweep them away.    

Here is Esterhazy's version, or the last of his many versions, of the story.  Esterhazy was an extraordinarily sleazy character, a great fabulator, Thomas calls him, and a crook by any standards.  But he must have had a lot of charm, because he managed to persuade many people to act on his behalf, promote him, change his postings, lend him money, get him out of trouble.    He died in England in 1923.    In his last version he says he and not Dreyfus wrote the bordereau, and he was indeed acting as a German spy.  But only acting.  He was part of the sting operation the Statistics Section was running, and so the bordereau was a plant, not a surprise.   The thing was that Colonel Jean Sandherr, director of the section, knew there was a real spy working alongside all his planted spies, and knew who he was: Dreyfus.  What he lacked was evidence, and the bordereau was it: a false indication of a real activity, to invert the phrase of Du Paty de Clam's I quoted earlier.  

We've all heard this kind of story before, and it's too bad Esterhazy was no longer alive to see the greatest movie version of it, Orson Welles' Touch of Evil.  In that film, you may remember, Welles plays a detective in a town on the Mexican border, and repeatedly plants evidence on criminals in order to secure convictions.   Why does he do this?  Because evidence is often inconveniently absent, and because he is always right.  He has a special instinct for smelling out guilt.   We expect the movie to show him up, and it does lead to his downfall and death.  But not because he was wrong about the criminal he framed.  He was right about the criminal, wrong to frame him.   'He was a great detective', his friend says looking at the vast dead body.  Marlene Dietrich, also looking, agrees.   Then adds, 'And a lousy cop'.   Esterhazy, in his version of the story, was a great spy and a lousy officer.

Is there any evidence to support Esterhazy's story?  No.   But why would there be?   How could there be?   Well, there could be the same sort of scanty evidence we have the French sting operation
, and for the existence of actual German spies apart from Esterhazy.   There is none of this.  But is this conclusive?    In order to believe Esterhazy, we don't have to alter the rest of the story by a jot  -  or, to be precise , we have to alter it by just one unprovable jot.   Esterhazy wrote the bordereau, the sting operation existed, there was a real spy among the fake spies, and that spy was not Dreyfus.   We just have to add Esterhazy to the roster of the Statistics Section.   I'm not suggesting we do this.  And of course, to stay entirely with Esterhazy's story we have to believe Dreyfus was guilty, even if he didn't write the bordereau or leave any other trace of treasonous activities.  That's the jot we have to alter.   In fact, I believe, with Thomas, that Esterhazy brilliantly made the whole thing up.   But that is my present point.  When we don't know the truth, we need to think hard about why we believe what we believe, we have to name the reasons that are enough for us, and say what we have when we don't have reasons.   It is in such conditions that we are better able to understand how a judicial error, a definite, unmistakable judicial error, could seem like a fairy-tale to Marcel Proust; and in the same conditions we might want to ask Marcel Proust a few more questions.

Michael Wood             
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