
LES MISERABLES VOLUME II.--COSETTE BOOK FIRST.--WATERLOO CHAPTER I--WHAT IS MET WITH ON THE WAY FROM NIVELLES Last year (1861), on a beautiful May morning, a traveller, the person who is telling this story, was coming from Nivelles, and directing his course towards La Hulpe. He was o n foot. He was pursuing a broad paved road, which und
ulated between two rows of trees, over the hills which succeed each other, raise the road and let it fall again, and produce something in the nature of enormous waves. He had passed Lillois and Bois-Seigneur-Isaac. In the west he perceived the slate-roofed tower of Braine-l'Alleud, which has the form of a r eversed vase. He had just left behind a wood upon an e
minence; and at the angle of the cross-road, by the side of a sort of mouldy gibbet bearing the inscription Ancient Barrier No. 4, a public house, bearing on its front this sign: At the Four Winds (Aux Quatre Vents). Echabeau, Private Cafe. A quarter of a league further on, he arrived at the bottom of a little va lley, where there is water which passes beneath an arch 
made through the embankment of the road. The clump of sparsely planted but very green trees, which fills the valley on one side of the road, is dispersed over the meadows on the other, and disappears gracefully and as in order in the direction of Braine-l'Alleud. On the right, close to the road, was an in n, with a four-wheeled cart at the door, a large bundle of ho
p-poles, a plough, a heap of dried brushwood near a flourishing hedge, lime smoking in a square hole, and a ladder suspended along an old penthouse with straw partitions. A young girl was weeding in a field, where a huge yellow poster, probably of some outside spectacle, such as a parish festival, w as fluttering in the wind. At one corner of the inn, beside a p
ool in which a flotilla of ducks was navigating, a badly paved path plunged into the bushes. The wayfarer struck into this. After traversing a hundred paces, skirting a wall of the fifteenth century, surmounted by a pointed gable, with bricks set in contrast, he found himself before a large door of arched stone, with a rectilinear impost, in the sombre style of Louis X
IV., flanked by two flat medallions. A severe facade rose above this door; a wall, perpendicular to the facade, almost touched the door, and flanked it with an abrupt right angle. In the meadow before the door lay three harrows, through which, in disorder, grew all the flowers of May. The door was clos ed. The two decrepit leaves which barred it were ornamented 
with an old rusty knocker. The sun was charming; the branches had that soft shivering of May, which seems to proceed rather from the nests than from the wind. A brave little bird, probably a lover, was carolling in a distracted manner in a large tree. The wayfarer bent over and examined a rather lar ge circular excavation, resembling the hollow of a sphere, in the
 stone on the left, at the foot of the pier of the door. At this moment the leaves of the door parted, and a peasant woman emerged. She saw the wayfarer, and perceived what he was looking at. "It was a French cannon-ball which made that," she said to him. And she added:-- "That which you see the re, higher up in the door, near a nail, is the hole of a big iron bulle
t as large as an egg. The bullet did not pierce the wood." "What is the name of this place?" inquired the wayfarer. "Hougomont," said the peasant woman. The traveller straightened himself up. He walked on a few paces, and went off to look over the tops of the hedges. On the horizon through the trees, he perceived a sort of little elevation, and on this elevation s
omething which at that distance resembled a lion. He was on the battle-field of Waterloo. CHAPTER II--HOUGOMONT Hougomont,--this was a funereal spot, the beginning of the obstacle, the first resistance, which that great wood-cutter of Europe, called Napoleon, encountered at Waterloo, the f irst knot under the blows of his axe. It was a chateau; it is no longer 
anything but a farm. For the antiquary, Hougomont is Hugomons. This manor was built by Hugo, Sire of Somerel, the same who endowed the sixth chaplaincy of the Abbey of Villiers. The traveller pushed open the door, elbowed an ancient calash under the porch, and entered the courtyard. Th e first thing which struck him in this paddock was a door of the sixtee
nth century, which here simulates an arcade, everything else having fallen prostrate around it. A monumental aspect often has its birth in ruin. In a wall near the arcade opens another arched door, of the time of Henry IV., permitting a glimpse of the trees of an orchard; beside this door, a man ure-hole, some pickaxes, some shovels, some carts, an old well, with its
 flagstone and its iron reel, a chicken jumping, and a turkey spreading its tail, a chapel surmounted by a small bell-tower, a blossoming pear-tree trained in espalier against the wall of the chapel--behold the court, the conquest of which was one of Napoleon's dreams. This corner of earth, co uld he but have seized it, would, perhaps, have given him the world likewi
se. Chickens are scattering its dust abroad with their beaks. A growl is audible; it is a huge dog, who shows his teeth and replaces the English. The English behaved admirably there. Cooke's four companies of guards  there held out for seven hours against the fury of an army. H ougomont viewed on the map, as a geometrical plan, comprising buildings 
and enclosures, presents a sort of irregular rectangle, one angle of which is nicked out. It is this angle which contains the southern door, guarded by this wall, which commands it only a gun's length away. Hougo mont has t wo doors,--the southern door, that of the chateau; and t he northern door, belonging to the farm. Napoleon sent his brother Jerome a
gainst Hougomont; the divisions of Foy, Guilleminot, and Bachelu hurled themselves against it; nearly the entire corps of Reille was employed against it, and miscarried; Kellermann's balls were exhausted on th is heroic section of  wall. Bauduin's brigade was not strong enough to  force Hougomont on the north, and the brigade of Soye could not do more th
an effect the beginning of a breach on the south, but without taking it. The farm buildings border the courtyard on the south. A bit of the north door, broken by the French, hangs suspended to the wall. It consis ts of four planks nailed to two cross-beams, on which the scars of the attack are visible. The northern door, which was beaten in by the French, and w
hich has had a piece applied to it to replace the panel suspended on the wall, stands half-open at the bottom of the paddock; it is cut squarely in the wall, built of stone below, of brick above which closes in th e court yard o n the north. It is a simple door for carts, suc h as exist in all farms, with the two large leaves made of rustic planks: beyond lie
 the meadows. The dispute over this entrance was furious. For a long time, all sorts of imprints of bloody hands were visible on the door-posts. It was there that Bauduin was killed. The storm of the combat s till ling ers in this courtyard; its horror is visible t here; the confusion of the fray was petrified there; it lives and it dies there; it was o
nly yesterday. The walls are in the death agony, the stones fall; the breaches cry aloud; the holes are wounds; the drooping, quivering trees seem to be making an effort to flee. This courtyard was more built u p in 1815 than it is to-day. Buildings whi ch have since been pulled down then formed redans and angles. The English barrica
ded themselves there; the French made their way in, but could not stand their ground. Beside the chapel, one wing of the chateau, the only ruin now remaining of the manor of Hougomont, rises in a crumbli n g state,--disembowelled, one might sa y. The chateau served for a dungeon, the chapel for a block-house. There men exterm
inated each other. The French, fired on from every point,--from behind the walls, from the summits of the garrets, from the depths of the cellars, through all the casements, through all the air-holes, through e ver y crack in the stones,--fetched fagots  and set fire to walls and men; the reply to the grape-shot was a conflagration. In the ru
ined wing, through windows garnished with bars of iron, the dismantled chambers of the main building of brick are visible; the English guards were in ambush in these rooms; the spiral of the staircase, cra cke d fro m t he ground floor to the very roof, appe ars like the inside of a broken shell. The staircase has two stories; the English, besieged
 on the staircase, and massed on its upper steps, had cut off the lower steps. These consisted of large slabs of blue stone, which form a heap among the nettles. Half a score of steps still cling to the wall; on t he f i rst is c ut t he figure of a trident. These inac cessible steps are solid in their niches. All the rest resembles a jaw which has been denu
ded of its teeth. There are two old trees there: one is dead; the other is wounded at its base, and is clothed with verdure in April. Since 1815 it has taken to growing through the staircase. A massacre to ok pl ace  in the c hapel. The interior, which has r ecovered its calm, is singular. The mass has not been said there since the carnage. Neverth
eless, the altar has been left there--an altar of unpolished wood, placed against a background of roughhewn stone. Four whitewashed walls, a door opposite the altar, two small arched windows; over t he d oor  a large  woode n c rucifix, below the crucifix a s quare air-hole stopped up with a bundle of hay; on the ground, in one corner, an old window-
frame with the glass all broken to pieces--such is the chapel. Near the altar there is nailed up a wooden statue of Saint Anne, of the fifteenth century; the head of the infant Jesus has been carried o ff by a la rge  b all. T he  French, who were masters of the chapel for a moment, and were then dislodged, set fire to it. The flames filled this buildin
g; it was a perfect furnace; the door was burned, the floor was burned, the wooden Christ was not burned. The fire preyed upon his feet, of which only the blackened stumps are now to be seen; then it  st op ped,--a miracle, according t o the assertion of the people of the neighborhood. The infant Jesus, decapitated, was less fortu
nate than the Christ. The walls are covered with inscriptions. Near the feet of Christ this name is to be read: Henquinez. Then these others: Conde de Rio Maior Marques y Marquesa de Almagr o (H abana). Th ere a re French names with excl amation points,--a sign of wrath. The wall was freshly whitewashed in 1849. The nations insulted 
each other there. It was at the door of this chapel that the corpse was picked up which held an axe in its hand; this corpse was Sub-Lieutenant Legros. On emerging from the chapel, a well is visibl e on the left. There  are  two in this courtyard. On e inquires, Why is there no bucket and pulley to this? It is because water is no longer drawn there. 
Why is water not drawn there? Because it is full of skeletons. The last person who drew water from the well was named Guillaume van Kylsom. He was a peasant who lived at Hougomont, and w as  gardener  the re. On the 18th of June, 1815, his family fled and concealed themselves in the woods. The forest surrounding the Abbey of V
illiers sheltered these unfortunate people who had been scattered abroad, for many days and nights. There are at this day certain traces recognizable, such as old boles of burned trees, which mark th e site of the se poor bivo uacs trembling in the d epths of the thickets. Guillaume van Kylsom remained at Hougomont, "to guard the chateau," and co
ncealed himself in the cellar. The English discovered him there. They tore him from his hiding-place, and the combatants forced this frightened man to serve them, by administering blows with the fla ts of their sw ords . They were t hirsty; this Guillaume brought them water. It was from this well that he drew it. Many drank there their l
ast draught. This well where drank so many of the dead was destined to die itself. After the engagement, they were in haste to bury the dead bodies. Death has a fashion of harassing victory, and s he causes the  pest to follow glory. The typhus is a concomitant of triumph. This well was deep, and it was turned into a sepulchre. Th
ree hundred dead bodies were cast into it. With too much haste perhaps. Were they all dead? Legend says they were not. It seems that on the night succeeding the interment, feeble voices were he ar d ca lling from the well. This  well is isolated in the middle of the courtyard. Three walls, part stone, part brick, and simulating a small, square 
tower, and folded like the leaves of a screen, surround it on all sides. The fourth side is open. It is there that the water was drawn. The wall at the bottom has a sort of shapeless loophole, possibly  the hole m ade by a shell . Thi s little tower had a platform, of which only the beams remain. The iron supports of the well on the right for
m a cross. On leaning over, the eye is lost in a deep cylinder of brick which is filled with a heaped-up mass of shadows. The base of the walls all about the well is concealed in a growth of nettles.  T his well has n ot in front of i t th at large blue slab which forms the table for all wells in Belgium. The slab has here been replaced by a cross-
beam, against which lean five or six shapeless fragments of knotty and petrified wood which resemble huge bones. There is no longer either pail, chain, or pulley; but there is still the stone basin whi ch served t he overflow . T he rain-water collects there, and from time to time a bird of the neighboring forests comes thither to drink, an
d then flies away. One house in this ruin, the farmhouse, is still inhabited. The door of this house opens on the courtyard. Upon this door, beside a pretty Gothic lock-plate, there is an iron handle with  trefoils pl aced sl anting.  At t he moment when the Hanoverian lieutenant, Wilda, grasped this handle in order to take refuge in the farm, a Fr
ench sapper hewed off his hand with an axe. The family who occupy the house had for their grandfather Guillaume van Kylsom, the old gardener, dead long since. A woman with gray hair said to us: "I was the re. I  was three  year s old . My sister, who was older, was terrified and wept. They carried us off to the woods. I went there in my mother's 
arms. We glued our ears to the earth to hear. I imitated the cannon, and went boum! boum!" A door opening from the courtyard on the left led into the orchard, so we were told. The orchard is terrible. It is in t hre e parts; on e m ig ht almost say, in three acts. The first part is a garden, the second is an orchard, the third is a wood. These three 
parts have a common enclosure: on the side of the entrance, the buildings of the chateau and the farm; on the left, a hedge; on the right, a wall; and at the end, a wall. The wall on the right is of brick, the wall at the bottom  is of stone. One enters the garden first. It slopes downwards, is planted with gooseberry bushes, choked with a wild 
growth of vegetation, and terminated by a monumental terrace of cut stone, with balustrade with a double curve. It was a seignorial garden in the first French style which preceded Le Notre; to-day it is ruins a nd briars. The pil aste rs are surmounted by globes which resemble cannon-balls of stone. Forty-three balusters can still be counted on t
heir sockets; the rest lie prostrate in the grass. Almost all bear scratches of bullets. One broken baluster is placed on the pediment like a fractured leg. It was in this garden, further down than the orchard, tha t s ix l ight-infantry m en of the 1st, having made their way thither, and being unable to escape, hunted down and caught like bears in their den
s, accepted the combat with two Hanoverian companies, one of which was armed with carbines. The Hanoverians lined this balustrade and fired from above. The infantry men, replying from below, six against  two hu ndred, intrepid  and w ith no shelter save the currant-bushes, took a quarter of an hour to die. One mounts a few steps and passes from t
he garden into the orchard, properly speaking. There, within the limits of those few square fathoms, fifteen hundred men fell in less than an hour. The wall seems ready to renew the combat. Thirty-eight looph oles, pierced by the  Engli sh at irregular heights, are there still. In front of the sixth are placed two English tombs of granite. There are looph
oles only in the south wall, as the principal attack came from that quarter. The wall is hidden on the outside by a tall hedge; the French came up, thinking that they had to deal only with a hedge, crossed it, an d f ound the wall both a n obstacle and an ambuscade, with the English guards behind it, the thirty-eight loopholes firing at once a show
er of grape-shot and balls, and Soye's brigade was broken against it. Thus Waterloo began. Nevertheless, the orchard was taken. As they had no ladders, the French scaled it with their nails. They fought hand  to hand amid the trees. All this grass has been soaked in blood. A battalion of Nassau, seven hundred strong, was overwhelmed t
here. The outside of the wall, against which Kellermann's two batteries were trained, is gnawed by grape-shot. This orchard is sentient, like others, in the month of May. It has its buttercups and its daisies; t he grass is tall the re; the cart-horses browse there; cords of hair, on which linen is drying, traverse the spaces between the trees a
nd force the passer-by to bend his head; one walks over this uncultivated land, and one's foot dives into mole-holes. In the middle of the grass one observes an uprooted tree-bole which lies there all verda nt. Major Black man n leaned against it to die. Beneath a great tree in the neighborhood fell the German general, Duplat, descended fr
om a French family which fled on the revocation of the Edict of Nantes. An aged and falling apple-tree leans far over to one side, its wound dressed with a bandage of straw and of clayey loam. Nearly all the  apple-tre es are falling with age . There is not one which has not had its bullet or its biscayan.[6] The skeletons of dead trees abound in this orc
hard. Crows fly through their branches, and at the end of it is a wood full of violets. Bauduin, killed, Foy wounded, conflagration, massacre, carnage, a rivulet formed of English blood, French blood, German bloo d mi ngled in fur y, a  well cr ammed with corpses, the regiment of Nassau and the regiment of Brunswick destroyed, Duplat killed, Blackm
ann killed, the English Guards mutilated, twenty French battalions, besides the forty from Reille's corps, decimated, three thousand men in that hovel of Hougomont alone cut down, slashed to pieces, shot, bu rned,  with their thr oats cut,--an d all this so that a peasant can say to-day to the traveller: Monsieur, give me three francs, and if you like, I wi
ll explain to you the affair of Waterloo! CHAPTER III--THE EIGHTEENTH OF JUNE, 1815 Let us turn back,--that is one of the story-teller's rights,--and put ourselves once more in the year 1815, and even a little  earlie r than th e epoch when the  action narrated in the first part of this book took place. If it had not rained in the night between the 17th an
d the 18th of June, 1815, the fate of Europe would have been different. A few drops of water, more or less, decided the downfall of Napoleon. All that Providence required in order to make Waterloo the end o f Auster litz was a little more rain, a nd a cloud traversing the sky out of season sufficed to make a world crumble. The battle of Waterloo coul
d not be begun until half-past eleven o'clock, and that gave Blucher time to come up. Why? Because the ground was wet. The artillery had to wait until it became a little firmer before they could manoeuvre. Napoleon  was an artillery officer, and  felt the effects of this. The foundation of this wonderful captain was the man who, in the report to the Di
rectory on Aboukir, said: Such a one of our balls killed six men. All his plans of battle were arranged for projectiles. The key to his victory was to make the artillery converge on one point. He treated the st rategy of t he hostile general like a citad el, and made a breach in it. He overwhelmed the weak point with grape-shot; he joined and dissolved ba
ttles with cannon. There was something of the sharpshooter in his genius. To beat in squares, to pulverize regiments, to break lines, to crush and disperse masses,--for him everything lay in this, to strike , strike, st rike incessantly,--and he intr usted this task to the cannon-ball. A redoubtable method, and one which, united with genius, rendered 
this gloomy athlete of the pugilism of war invincible for the space of fifteen years. On the 18th of June, 1815, he relied all the more on his artillery, because he had numbers on his side. Wellington had o nly one hu nd red and fifty-nine mouths of f ire; Napoleon had two hundred and forty. Suppose the soil dry, and the artillery capable of moving, th
e action would have begun at six o'clock in the morning. The battle would have been won and ended at two o'clock, three hours before the change of fortune in favor of the Prussians. What amount of bl ame attaches t o Napoleon for the loss of this b attle? Is the shipwreck due to the pilot? Was it the evident physical decline of Napoleon that complica
ted this epoch by an inward diminution of force? Had the twenty years of war worn out the blade as it had worn the scabbard, the soul as well as the body? Did the veteran make himself disastrously fe lt in the le ad er? In a word, was this genius, as ma n y historians of note have thought, suffering from an eclipse? Did he go into a frenzy in order to disgu
ise his weakened powers from himself? Did he begin to waver under the delusion of a breath of adventure? Had he become--a grave matter in a general--unconscious of peril? Is there an age, in this cl ass of ma terial great men, who may be called the gi ants of action, when genius grows short-sighted? Old age has no hold on the geniuses of the ideal; f
or the Dantes and Michael Angelos to grow old is to grow in greatness; is it to grow less for the Hannibals and the Bonapartes? Had Napoleon lost the direct sense of victory? Had he reached the point  where h e could no longer recognize the reef, co uld  no longer divine the snare, no longer discern the crumbling brink of abysses? Had he lost his pow
er of scenting out catastrophes? He who had in former days known all the roads to triumph, and who, from the summit of his chariot of lightning, pointed them out with a sovereign finger, had he now reached  that state of sinister amazement when  he  could lead his tumultuous legions harnessed to it, to the precipice? Was he seized at the age of for
ty-six with a supreme madness? Was that titanic charioteer of destiny no longer anything more than an immense dare-devil? We do not think so. His plan of battle was, by the confession of all, a mast erpiece . To go straight to the centre of the Allie s' li ne, to make a breach in the enemy, to cut them in two, to drive the British half back on Hal, and the 
Prussian half on Tongres, to make two shattered fragments of Wellington and Blucher, to carry Mont-Saint-Jean, to seize Brussels, to hurl the German into the Rhine, and the Englishman into the sea. All this  was contained in that battle, according t o N apoleon. Afterwards people would see. Of course, we do not here pretend to furnish a history of the
 battle of Waterloo; one of the scenes of the foundation of the story which we are relating is connected with this battle, but this history is not our subject; this history, moreover, has been finished, an d fini sh ed in a masterly manner, from one point  of view by Napoleon, and from another point of view by a whole pleiad of historians.[7] As for us, we l
eave the historians at loggerheads; we are but a distant witness, a passer-by on the plain, a seeker bending over that soil all made of human flesh, taking appearances for realities, perchance; we hav e no rig ht to oppose, in the name of science, a c ollec tion of facts which contain illusions, no doubt; we possess neither military practice nor strategic a
bility which authorize a system; in our opinion, a chain of accidents dominated the two leaders at Waterloo; and when it becomes a question of destiny, that mysterious culprit, we judge like that inge niou s jud ge, the populace. CHAPTER IV--A Those  pers ons who wish to gain a clear idea of the battle of Waterloo have only to place, mentally, on the grou
nd, a capital A. The left limb of the A is the road to Nivelles, the right limb is the road to Genappe, the tie of the A is the hollow road to Ohain from Braine-l'Alleud. The top of the A is Mont-Saint-Jean,  wh ere W ellington is; the lower left tip is Hougom ont, w here Reille is stationed with Jerome Bonaparte; the right tip is the Belle-Alliance, where Napoleon 
was. At the centre of this chord is the precise point where the final word of the battle was pronounced. It was there that the lion has been placed, the involuntary symbol of the supreme heroism of t he Imperia l Guard. The triangle included in the top  of th e A, between the two limbs and the tie, is the plateau of Mont-Saint-Jean. The dispute over this plat
eau constituted the whole battle. The wings of the two armies extended to the right and left of the two roads to Genappe and Nivelles; d'Erlon facing Picton, Reille facing Hill. Behind the tip of the A,  b ehind the  plateau of Mont-Saint-Jean, is the forest of So ignes. As for the plain itself, let the reader picture to himself a vast undulating sweep of ground; ea
ch rise commands the next rise, and all the undulations mount towards Mont-Saint-Jean, and there end in the forest. Two hostile troops on a field of battle are two wrestlers. It is a question of seizi ng  the oppo nent round the waist. The one seeks to trip up t he other. They clutch at everything: a bush is a point of support; an angle of the wall offers them a r
est to the shoulder; for the lack of a hovel under whose cover they can draw up, a regiment yields its ground; an unevenness in the ground, a chance turn in the landscape, a cross-path encounte re d at the rig ht moment, a grove, a ravine, can stay the heel of that colossus which is called an army, and prevent its retreat. He who quits the field is beaten; he
nce the necessity devolving on the responsible leader, of examining the most insignificant clump of trees, and of studying deeply the slightest relief in the ground. The two generals had attentiv el y studied t he plain of Mont-Saint-Jean, now called the plai n of Waterloo. In the preceding year, Wellington, with the sagacity of foresight, had examined it as th
e possible seat of a great battle. Upon this spot, and for this duel, on the 18th of June, Wellington had the good post, Napoleon the bad post. The English army was stationed above, th e Frenc h army below . It is almost superfluous here to sketch the app earance of Napoleon on horseback, glass in hand, upon the heights of Rossomme, at daybreak, on J
une 18, 1815. All the world has seen him before we can show him. That calm profile under the little three-cornered hat of the school of Brienne, that green uniform, the white revers c once alin g the star of  the Legion of Honor, his great coat hidin g his  epaulets, the corner of red ribbon peeping from beneath his vest, his leather trousers, the white hors
e with the saddle-cloth of purple velvet bearing on the corners crowned N's and eagles, Hessian boots over silk stockings, silver spurs, the sword of Marengo,--that whole figure of t he last of the  Caesars is present to all imaginations, s alute d with acclamations by some, severely regarded by others. That figure stood for a long time wholly in 
the light; this arose from a certain legendary dimness evolved by the majority of heroes, and which always veils the truth for a longer or shorter time; but to-day history and day light have arri ved. That light called history is pitiless;  it pos sesses this peculiar and divine quality, that, pure light as it is, and precisely because it is wholly light, 
it often casts a shadow in places where people had hitherto beheld rays; from the same man it constructs two different phantoms, and the one attacks the other and executes ju stice on it, and  the shadows of the despot contend w ith the br illiancy of the leader. Hence arises a truer measure in the definitive judgments of nations. Babylon vi
olated lessens Alexander, Rome enchained lessens Caesar, Jerusalem murdered lessens Titus, tyranny follows the tyrant. It is a misfortune for a man to leave behind him the night which b ears his form. CHAPTER V--THE QUID  OBSCUR UM OF BATTLES Every one is acquainted with the first phase of this battle; a beginning which was tr
oubled, uncertain, hesitating, menacing to both armies, but still more so for the English than for the French. It had rained all night, the earth had been cut up by the downpou r, t he water ha d accumulated here and there in the h ollows of th e plain as if in casks; at some points the gear of the artillery carriages was buried up to the axles, the
 circingles of the horses were dripping with liquid mud. If the wheat and rye trampled down by this cohort of transports on the march had not filled in the ruts and strewn a li tter be neat h the whe els, all movement, particularly in the v alleys, in the  direction of Papelotte would have been impossible. The affair began late. Napoleon, as we have alre
ady explained, was in the habit of keeping all his artillery well in hand, like a pistol, aiming it now at one point, now at another, of the battle; and it had been his wish to wait  until the h orse batterie s could move and gallop freely. In ord er to do that it  was necessary that the sun should come out and dry the soil. But the sun did not make its appearan
ce. It was no longer the rendezvous of Austerlitz. When the first cannon was fired, the English general, Colville, looked at his watch, and noted that it was thirty-five minu tes past eleve n. Th e actio n was begun furiously, with more fury, perhaps, than t he Emperor would have wished, by the left wing of the French resting on Hougomont. At the same 
time Napoleon attacked the centre by hurling Quiot's brigade on La Haie-Sainte, and Ney pushed forward the right wing of the French against the left wing of the Englis h, which rested  on Pa pelotte. The attack on Hougomont was s omething of a fein t; the plan was to draw Wellington thither, and to make him swerve to the left. This plan would ha
ve succeeded if the four companies of the English guards and the brave Belgians of Perponcher's division had not held the position solidly, and Wellington, instead of massing his tr oops there, could confine himself to despatchi ng thither, as reinforc ements, only four more companies of guards and one battalion from Brunswick. The attack of t
he right wing of the French on Papelotte was calculated, in fact, to overthrow the English left, to cut off the road to Brussels, to bar the passage against possible P russians, to force Mont-S aint-Jean, to turn Wellington back on Houg omont, thence on Brai ne-l'Alleud, thence on Hal; nothing easier. With the exception of a few incidents this attack suc
ceeded Papelotte was taken; La Haie-Sainte was carried. A detail to be noted. There was in the English infantry, particularly in Kempt's brigade, a great many ra w recruits. Thes e you ng soldiers were valiant in the presence of o ur redoubtable infantry ; their inexperience extricated them intrepidly from the dilemma; they performed particularly ex
cellent service as skirmishers: the soldier skirmisher, left somewhat to himself, becomes, so to speak, his own general. These  recruits displayed some of th e French ing enu ity and fury. This novice of an infantry had da sh. This displeased Well ington. After the taking of La Haie-Sainte the battle wavered. There is in this day an obscure int
erval, from mid-day to four o'clock; the middle portion of this battle is almost indistinct, and participates in the somb reness of the hand -to-ha nd c onflict. Twilight reigns over it. We perceive vast  fluctuations in that fog, a dizzy mirage, paraphernalia of war almost unknown to-day, pendant colbacks, floating sabre-t
aches, cross-belts, cartridge-boxes for grenades, hussar dolmans, red boots with a thousand wrinkles, heavy shakos ga rlanded with  torsa des, the almost black infantry of Brunswick mingled with the scarlet  infantry of England, the English soldiers with great, white circular pads on the slopes of their sh
oulders for epaulets, the Hanoverian light-horse with their oblong casques of leather, with brass hands and r ed horse-tails, the  Sc otc h with their bare knees and plaids, the great white gaiters of our grenadiers;  pictures, not strategic lines--what Salvator Rosa requires, not what is suited to the needs of Grib
eauval. A certain amount of tempest is always mingled with a battle. Quid obscurum, quid divinum. Each historian  traces, to som e e xtent , the particular fe ature which pleases him amid this pell-mell. Whatever may be the combinations of the generals, the shock of armed masses has an incalculable ebb. During th
e action the plans of the two leaders enter into each other and become mutually thrown out of shape. Such a point of th e field of battle de vours more combata nts than such another, just as more or less spongy  so i ls soak up more or less quickly the water which is poured on them. It becomes necessary to pou
r out more soldiers than one would like; a series of expenditures which are the unforeseen. The line of  battle waves an d undulates like a thread , the  trails of blood gush illogically, the  fronts of the armies waver, the regiments form capes and gulfs as they enter and withdraw; all th
ese reefs are continually moving in front of each other. Where the infantry stood the artillery arrive s, the cavalry rus hes in where the artillery w as, t he battalions are like sm oke. The re was something there; seek it. It has disappeared; the open spots change place, the sombre folds adv
ance and retreat, a sort of wind from the sepulchre pushes forward, hurls back, distends, an d disperses the se tragic multitudes. What is a fray? an oscillation? The i mmobility of a mathematical plan expresses a minute, not a day. In order to depict a battle, there is required one of those 
powerful painters who have chaos in their brushes. Rembrandt is better than Vande rmeulen; V andermeulen, exact at noon, lies at th ree o 'clock. Geometry is deceptive; the hurricane alone is trustworthy. That is what confers on Folard the right to contradict Polybius. Let us 
add, that there is a certain instant when the battle degenerates into a combat, b ecomes sp eciali zed, and disperses into innumerable detailed fe ats , which, to borrow the expression of Napoleon himself, "belong rather to the biography of the regiments than to the
 history of the army." The historian has, in this case, the evident right to sum up the whole. H e c annot do more than seize the principal outlines of the struggle,  an d it is not given to any one narrator, however conscientious he may be, to fix, absolutely, the form of that horrible c
loud which is called a battle. This, which is true of all great armed encounters, is particula rly ap plicable to Waterloo. Nevertheless, at a certain moment in  the  aft ernoon the battle came to a point. CHAPTER VI--FOUR O'CLOCK IN THE AFTERNOON Towards four o'clock the con
dition of the English army was serious. The Prince of Orange was in command of the ce ntre, Hil l of the right wing, Picton of the left wing. The Prince of Ora nge , desperate and intrepid, shouted to the Hollando-Belgians: "Nassau! Brunswick! Never retreat!" Hill, having been weaken
ed, had come up to the support of Wellington; Picton was dead. At the very moment w hen the Engli sh had captured from the French the flag of the 10 5th  of the line, the French had killed the English general, Picton, with a bullet through the head. The battle had, for Wellington, tw
o bases of action, Hougomont and La Haie-Sainte; Hougomont still held out, but wa s on fire ; La  Haie- Sainte was taken. Of the German battalion which defe nd ed it, only forty-two men survived; all the officers, except five, were either dead or captured. Three thousand combatants had b
een massacred in that barn. A sergeant of the English Guards, the foremost box er in E nglan d, repu ted invulnerable by his companions, had been killed there by a little French drummer-boy. Baring had been dislodged, Alten put to the sword. Many flags had been lost, one from Alten's 
division, and one from the battalion of Lunenburg, carried by a prince of the hous e of D eux-Po nts. The Scotch Grays no longer existed; Ponsonby's gre at dragoons had been hacked to pieces. That valiant cavalry had bent beneath the lancers of Bro and beneath the cuirassiers o
f Travers; out of twelve hundred horses, six hundred remained; out of thre e lie utena nt-colo nels, two lay on the earth,--Hamilton wounded, Mater slai n. Ponsonby had fallen, riddled by seven lance-thrusts. Gordon was dead. Marsh was dead. Two divisions, the fifth and the sixt
h, had been annihilated. Hougomont injured, La Haie-Sainte taken, there  now exis ted bu t one rallying-point, the centre. That point still held firm.  Wellington reinforced it. He summoned thither Hill, who was at Merle-Braine; he summoned Chasse, who was at Braine-l'Alleud
. The centre of the English army, rather concave, very dense, and very comp act, w as s trongly posted. It occupied the plateau of Mont-Saint-J ean, having behind it the village, and in front of it the slope, which was tolerably steep then. It rested on that stout stone dwelling 
which at that time belonged to the domain of Nivelles, and which mar ks th e inter section of the roads--a pile of the sixteenth century, and so  robust that the cannon-balls rebounded from it without injuring it. All about the plateau the English had cut the hedges here and t
here, made embrasures in the hawthorn-trees, thrust the throat of a c annon  between two branches, embattled the shrubs. There artille ry was ambushed in the brushwood. This punic labor, incontestably authorized by war, which permits traps, was so well done, that
 Haxo, who had been despatched by the Emperor at nine o'clock in the mornin g to reconnoitre the enemy's batteries, had discovered nothi ng of it, and had returned and reported to Napoleon that there were no obstacles except the two barricades which barred the road to
 Nivelles and to Genappe. It was at the season when the grain is tall; on  the ed ge of the plateau a battalion of Kempt's brigade, the 95th, armed with carabines, was concealed in the tall wheat. Thus assured and buttressed, the centre of the Anglo-Dutch army was well posted. The peril of this po
sition lay in the forest of Soignes, then adjoining the field of battle, an d interse cted by the ponds of Groenendael and Boitsfort. An army could not retreat thither without dissolving; the regiments would have broken up immediately there. The artillery would have been lost among the morasses. The
 retreat, according to many a man versed in the art,--though it is dispu ted by ot hers,--would have been a disorganized flight. To this centre, Wellington added one of Chasse's brigades taken from the right wing, and one of Wincke's brigades taken from the left wing, plus Clinton's division. To his Engli
sh, to the regiments of Halkett, to the brigades of Mitchell, to the gua rds of Maitland, he gave a s reinforcements and aids, the infantry of Brunswick, Nassau's contingent, Kielmansegg's Hanoverians, and Ompteda's Germans. This placed twenty-six battalions under his hand. The right wing, as Charras says, was thrown
 back on the centre. An enormous battery was masked by sacks of ea rth at the spot where ther e now stan ds what is called the "Museum of Waterloo." Besides this, Wellington had, behind a rise in the ground, Somerset's Dragoon Guards, fourteen hundred horse strong. It was the remaining half of the justly celebrated English cavalry
. Ponsonby destroyed, Somerset remained. The battery, which, if com pleted, would have been almost a redoubt, was ranged behind a very low garden wall, backed up with a coating of bags of sand and a large slope of earth. This work was not finished; there had been no time to make a palisade for it. Wellingt
on, uneasy but impassive, was on horseback, and there remained the who le day in the same attitude, a little in advance of the old mill of Mont-Saint-Jean, which is still in existence, beneath an elm, which an Englishman, an enthusiastic vandal, purchased later on for two hundred francs, cut down, and carried off. 
Wellington was coldly heroic. The bullets rained about him. His aide-de-camp, G ordon, fell at his side. Lord Hill, pointing to a shell which had burst, said to him: "My lord, what are your orders in case you are killed?" "To do like me," replied Wellington. To Clinton he said laconically, "To hold this spot to the last man." The day was e
vidently turning out ill. Wellington shouted to his old companions of Talavera, of Vittoria, of Salamanca: "Boys, can retreat be thought of? Think of old England!" Towards four o'clock, the English line drew back. Suddenly nothing was visible on the crest of the plateau except the artillery and the sharpshooters; the rest had disappeared: the regiments, dislodged by the shell
s and the French bullets, retreated into the bottom, now intersected by the back road of the farm of Mont-Saint-Jean; a retrograde movement took place, the English front hid itself, Wellington drew back. "The beginning of retreat!" cried Napoleon. CHAPTER VII--NAPOLEON IN A GOOD HUMOR The Emperor, though ill and discommoded on horseback by a local trouble, had 
never been in a better humor than on that day. His impenetrability had been smiling ever since the morning. On the 18th of June, that profound soul masked by marble beamed blindly. The man who had been gloomy at Austerlitz was gay at Waterloo. The greatest favorites of destiny make mistakes. Our joys are composed of shadow. The supreme smile is God's alone. Ride
t Caesar, Pompeius flebit, said the legionaries of the Fulminatrix Legion. Pompey was not destined to weep on that occasion, but it is certain that Caesar laughed. While exploring on horseback at one o'clock on the preceding night, in storm and rain, in company with Bertrand, the communes in the neighborhood of Rossomme, satisfied at the sight of the long line of the En
glish camp-fires illuminating the whole horizon from Frischemont to Braine-l'Alleud, it had seemed to him that fate, to whom he had assigned a day on the field of Waterloo, was exact to the appointment; he stopped his horse, and remained for some time motionless, gazing at the lightning and listening to the thunder; and this fatalist was heard to cast into the darkness this
 mysterious saying, "We are in accord." Napoleon was mistaken. They were no longer in accord. He took not a moment for sleep; every instant of that night was marked by a joy for him. He traversed the line of the principal outposts, halting here and there to talk to the sentinels. At half-past two, near the wood of Hougomont, he heard the tread of a column on the march; he 
thought at the moment that it was a retreat on the part of Wellington. He said: "It is the rear-guard of the English getting under way for the purpose of decamping. I will take prisoners the six thousand English who have just arrived at Ostend." He conversed expansively; he regained the animation which he had shown at his landing on the first of March, when he pointed out t
o the Grand-Marshal the enthusiastic peasant of the Gulf Juan, and cried, "Well, Bertrand, here is a reinforcement already!" On the night of the 17th to the 18th of June he rallied Wellington. "That little Englishman needs a lesson," said Napoleon. The rain redoubled in violence; the thunder rolled while the Emperor was speaking. At half-past three o'clock in the morning, he l
ost one illusion; officers who had been despatched to reconnoitre announced to him that the enemy was not making any movement. Nothing was stirring; not a bivouac-fire had been extinguished; the English army was asleep. The silence on earth was profound; the only noise was in the heavens. At four o'clock, a peasant was brought in to him by the scouts; this peasant 
had served as guide to a brigade of English cavalry, probably Vivian's brigade, which was on its way to take up a position in the village of Ohain, at the extreme left. At five o'clock, two Belgian deserters reported to him that they had just quitted their regiment, and that the English army was ready for battle. "So much the better!" exclaimed Napoleon. "I prefer to overthrow th
em rather than to drive them back." In the morning he dismounted in the mud on the slope which forms an angle with the Plancenoit road, had a kitchen table and a peasant's chair brought to him from the farm of Rossomme, seated himself, with a truss of straw for a carpet, and spread out on the table the chart of the battle-field, saying to Soult as he did so, "A pretty check


