
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 to
wards La Hulpe. He was on foot. He was pursuing a broad paved road, which undulated 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-S
eigneur-Isaac. In the west he perceived the slate-roofed tower of Braine-l'Alleud, which has the form of a reversed vase. He had just left behind a wood upon an eminence; and at the angle of the cross-road, by the side of a sort of mouldy gibbet bearing the inscription Ancient Barrie
r 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 valley, where there is water which passes beneath an arch made through the embankment of the r
oad. 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 inn, with a four-wh
eeled cart at the door, a large bundle of hop-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, p
robably of some outside spectacle, such as a parish festival, was fluttering in the wind. At one corner of the inn, beside a pool 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, ski
rting 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 XIV., flanked by two flat medallions. A severe facade rose above this door; a w
all, 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 closed. The two decrepit leaves which barred it were ornament
ed 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 e
xamined a rather large 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 wa
s a French cannon-ball which made that," she said to him. And she added:-- "That which you see there, higher up in the door, near a nail, is the hole of a big iron bullet 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 something which at that distance r
esembled 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 first knot under the bl
ows 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 anc
ient calash under the porch, and entered the courtyard. The first thing which struck him in this paddock was a door of the sixteenth 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 n
ear 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 manure-hole, some pickaxes, some shovels, some carts, an old well, with its flagstone and its iron reel, a chicken jumping, and a turkey spreading i
ts 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, could he but have seized it, would, perhaps, have given him the 
world likewise. 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. Hougomont 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. Hougomont has two doors,--the southern door, that of the chateau; and the northern door, belonging to the farm. Napoleon sent his brother Jerome against Hougomont; the divisions of Foy, Guilleminot, and Bachelu hurled themselves against it; nearly the entire corps of Reil
le was employed against it, and miscarried; Kellermann's balls were exhausted on this 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 than 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 consists of four planks nailed to two cross-beams, on which the scars of the attack are visible. The northern door, which was be
aten in by the French, and which 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 the courtyard on the north. It is a simple door fo
r carts, such 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 stor
m of the combat still lingers in this courtyard; its horror is visible there; the confusion of the fray was petrified there; it lives and it dies there; it was only yesterday. The walls are in the death agony, the stones fall; the breaches cry aloud; the holes are wounds; the drooping, quiveri
ng trees seem to be making an effort to flee. This courtyard was more built up in 1815 than it is to-day. Buildings which have since been pulled down then formed redans and angles. The English barricaded themselves there; the French made their way in, but could not stand their gr
ound. Beside the chapel, one wing of the chateau, the only ruin now remaining of the manor of Hougomont, rises in a crumbling state,--disembowelled, one might say. The chateau served for a dungeon, the chapel for a block-house. There men exterminated 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 every crack in the stones,--fetched fagots and set fire to walls and men; the reply to the grape-shot was a c
onflagration. In the ruined 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, cracked from the ground floor to the very roof, appears lik
e 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 the first is cut the figure of a trident. These inaccessible steps are solid in their niches. All the rest resembles a jaw which has been denuded 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 1
815 it has taken to growing through the staircase. A massacre took place in the chapel. The interior, which has recovered its calm, is singular. The mass has not been said there since the carnage. Nevertheless, the altar has been left there--an altar of unpolished wood, placed agains
t a background of roughhewn stone. Four whitewashed walls, a door opposite the altar, two small arched windows; over the door a large wooden crucifix, below the crucifix a square air-hole stopped up with a bundle of hay; on the ground, in one corner, an old window-frame with th
e 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 off by a large ball. The French, who were masters of the chapel for a moment, and were then dislodg
ed, set fire to it. The flames filled this building; it was a perfect furnace; the door was burned, the flo or was burned, t he wooden Christ was not burned. The fire preyed upon his feet, of which only the blackened stumps are now to be seen; then it stopped,--a miracle
, according to the assertion of the people of the neighborhood. The infa nt Jesus,  decapitated , was less fortunate than the Christ. The walls are covered with inscriptions. Near the feet of Christ this name is to be read: Henquinez. Then t
hese others: Conde de Rio Maior Marques y Mar quesa de Almagro  (Habana). There are French names with exclamation points,--a sign of wrath. The wall was freshly whitewashed in 1849. The nations insulted each oth
er there. It was at the door of this chapel that th e corp se was picked up which held an axe in its hand; this corpse was Sub-Lieutenant Legros. On emerging from the chapel, a well is visible on 
the left. There are two in this courtyard. One inq uir es, 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 ful
l 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 was gardener there. On the 18th of June, 1815, his family fled and concealed the
mselves in the woods. The forest surrounding t he Abbey of Villiers sheltered these unfortunate people who had b een  scattere d abroad, for many days and nights. There are at this day certain traces recognizable, such as old boles of burned trees, which
 mark the site of these poor bivouacs trembling  in the depths of the thickets. Guillaume van Kylsom remained at Ho ug om ont, "t o guard the chateau," and concealed himself in the cellar. The English discovered him there. They tore him from his hiding-
place, and the combatants forced this frightened m an to serv e them, by administering blows wit h the fl at s of their swords. They were thirsty; this Guillaume brought them water. It was from this well that he drew it. Many drank 
there their last draught. This well where drank so m any of the d ead was destined to di e itself. Afte r the engagement, they were in haste to bury the dead bodies. Death has a fashion of harassing victory, and she causes 
the pest to follow glory. The typhus is a concomita nt of triu mph. This well was d eep, and it was turned into a se pulchre. Three hundred dead bodies were cast into it. With too much haste perhaps. Were they all dead? Legend says the
y were not. It seems that on the night succeeding th e inter ment, feeble voice s were heard ca lling from the well. This well is isolated in the middle of the courtyard. Three walls, part stone, part brick, and simulating a sm
all, square tower, and folded like the leaves of a scr een,  surroun d it o n all sides. The four th side is open. It is there that the water was drawn. The wall at the bottom has a sort of shapeless loophole, p
ossibly the hole made by a shell. This little tower h ad  a pl atfor m, of wh ich on ly the beams remain. The iron supports of the well on the right form a cross. On leaning over, the eye is lost
 in a deep cylinder of brick which  is filled with a h eaped-up mass  of s hadows. The base of the walls all about the well is concealed in a growth of nettles. This well has not in fr
ont of it that large blue slab w hich fo r ms  the ta ble f or a ll wells in Belgium. The slab has here been replaced by a cross-beam, against which lean five or six sh
apeless fragments of knott y an d p etrifi ed w o od which resemble huge bones. There is no longer either pail, chain, or pulley; but there is still the stone 
basin which served the o v erflow. T h e r ain-water collects there, and from time to time a bird of the neighboring forests comes thither to drink,
 and then flies away. O ne h ouse in this rui n, the far mhouse, is still i nha bited . The door of this house opens on the courtyard. Upon this door, beside a pretty Gothic lock-pl
ate, there is an iron h and le w i th tref oil s placed slanting. At t he mo m ent when the Hanoverian lieutenant, Wilda, grasped this handle in order to take refuge in the
 farm, a French sap per hewed off his ha nd with an axe. The family w ho occu py the house had for their grandfather Guillaume van Kylsom, the old gardener, dead long
 since. A woman w ith gra y hair sa id t o u s: "I was there. I was t hree years  old. My sister, who was older, was terrified and wept. They carried us off to the woods.
 I went there in m y mother's a rm s. We gl ue d our ears to the  earth to he ar. I imitated the cannon, and went boum! boum!" A door opening from the courtyard o
n the left led int o the orchard , s o we  we re told. The or chard is terrib le. It is in three parts; one might almost say, in three acts. The first part is a garden, th
e second is an orc har d, the  t h ird is a wood . These three par ts have a common enclosure: on the side of the entrance, the buildings of the chateau 
and the farm; on  th e le ft, a h edge ; on t he 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 t he  garden fir st. It slo pes downward s, is planted with gooseberry bushes, choked with a wild growth of vegetation, and ter
minated by a  monument al terrace of cut stone, w ith balustrad e with a double curve. It was a seignorial garden in the first French style which precede
d Le Notre; t o-d ay  it is rui ns an d b riars. The pi lasters are surmounted by globes which resemble cannon-balls of stone. Forty-three bal
usters can s till be  c ounte d o n their so ck ets ; the rest lie prostrate in the grass. Almost all bear scratches of bullets. One broken balus
ter is placed  on the  p edime nt like a f ractured  leg . It was in this garden, further down than the orchard, that six light-infantry men of the 1st, ha
ving made t heir w ay thith er, and  bei ng unabl e to escape , hunted down and caught like bears in their dens, accepted the combat with two Hanover
ian compani es, o ne of which w as arm ed with carbin es. The Ha noverians lined this balustrade and fired from above. The infantry men, replying from belo
w, six agains t two  h undre d, i n tre pid and with n o sh elter save th e currant-b ushes, took a quarter of an hour to die. One mounts a few steps and passes from the gard
en into the o rchard , prop erl y spea king. There, within  the  lim its of those few square fathoms, fifteen hundred men fell in less than an hour. The wall se
ems ready to  ren ew  the c ombat. Thir ty-eight loopholes, pi erc ed by  the En gli sh at irregular heights, are there still. In front of the sixth are placed two English tombs of 
granite. Ther e a re l oophole s only in the sou th wall, as th e principal attack came f rom that quarter. The wall is hidden on the outside by a tall hedge; the French came up, t
hinking that t hey had to  deal only with a hedge, crossed it, and found the wall both an obstacle and an ambuscade, with the English guard
s behind it, th e thirt y-eight loop hole s firin g at once a shower of grape-shot and balls, and Soye's brigade was broken against it. Thu
s Waterloo be gan. Ne vertheless,  the o rch ard was taken. As they had no ladders, the French scaled it with their nails. They fought h
and to hand a mi d t he trees. All this grass h as been soaked in blood. A battalion of Nassau, seven hundred strong, was overwhelmed
 there. The out sid e of t he wall, against which K ellermann'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; the grass is tall there; the cart-horses browse there; cords
 of hair, on whi ch l in en is drying, trav erse the spaces between the trees and force the passer-by to bend his head; one walks o
ver this unculti vat ed lan d, and  on e's fo ot dives into  mole-holes. In the middle of the grass one observes an uprooted tree-bole which lies the
re all verdant. Majo r Blac kman n l eaned ag ainst it to die. Beneath a great tree in the neighborhood fell the German general, Duplat, d
escended from  a F r ench famil y which  fled on  the r evocation of the Edict of Nantes. An aged and falling apple-tree leans far over to one side
, its wound dre ssed with  a bandage o f straw  and of claye y l oa m. Nearly all the apple-trees are falling with age. There is not one which has not had its b
ullet or its bis cayan.[ 6] The  s keletons of dea d t rees  abound in this orchard. Crows fly through their branches, and at the end of it is a wood 
full of violets.  Baudu i n, kille d, Foy  wounded, confla gration, ma ssacre,  carnage, a rivulet formed of English blood, French bloo d, German blood mingled in f
ury, a well cr am me d wit h co rpses, the regiment of N assau and  th e re giment of Brunswick destroyed, Duplat killed, Blackma nn killed, the En
glish Guard s m util ated, twenty French battalions, bes ide s t he forty from Reille's corps, decimated, three thousa nd men in th
at hovel o f Hougo mo nt alone cut down, slashed to piec es,  shot, burned, with their throats cut,--and all this s o th at a peas
ant can say to-day  t o the traveller: Monsieur, give me thr ee francs, and if you like, I will explain to you the af fai r 
of Wa terloo! CHA PTER  III- -THE EIGHTEENTH OF JUNE, 1815 Let us tur n b ack,--that is one of the story-teller's rights,--an d  put oursel
ves  once more in  the yea r 1815, a nd  even a little earlier than the epoch when the ac tio n  narrated in the first part of this book took pl ace. If it had not rained i
n th e night between the 17 th an d the  18th of June, 1815, the fate of Europe would have  b ee n different. A few drops of water, more or le ss, decided the downfall 
of Napoleon. All that Providence re quire d in o rder to make Waterl oo the end of Austerlitz was a litt le mo re rain, and a cloud traversing the sky out of season sufficed to ma
ke a world crumble. The battle of Wat erloo c ould  not be begun until half-past eleven o'clock, and that gave Bl uc her time to come up. Why? Because the g round was wet. The arti
llery had to wait until it became a little fir m er befo re they could manoe uvre. Napoleon was an artillery officer, and felt th e e ffe cts of this. The foundati on o f this  wonderful captain wa
s the man who, in the report to  the Direct ory on Aboukir, sai d: Such a one of our balls killed six men. All  his plan s o f b attle were arranged fo r  pro jectiles. The k ey t
o his victory was to make th e ar tillery  converge on on e point. He tr eated the strategy of the hostile general like  a citadel, and made a brea ch in  it. He overw
helmed the weak point w ith  grap e-shot; he join ed and dissolv ed battles with cannon. There w as something of the s harpshoo ter in  his genius.  T
o beat in squares, to pu lveriz e regiments, to break lines, to  crush and disperse masse s,- -f o r h im everything lay  in this, to strike , strike, str ike in
cessantly,--and he intr us ted thi s task to the cann on-ball. A red oubtable method, and one w hich, u nite d wit h genius, render ed this gloo my at hlete of th e pugi
lis m of war invincible for the s pa ce of fifteen years. O n the 18th of June, 1815, he relied all the m ore on h is art ille ry, because  he had numb ers o
n his side. Wellington  had o nly one hundred and fifty-nine mouth s of fire; Napoleon had two hu ndred an d f or ty. Suppo se the soil dry, and the artillery capable of mov
i ng, the action wou ld h ave begun at six o'clo ck in the mornin g. T he battle would have been won  and ende d at two  o'clock, three hours before the change of fortun

e in favor of the Pru ssians. What amoun t of blame a ttaches to Napo leon  for the loss of this battle? Is the shipwr eck du e to the pilot? Was it the evident physical decline 
of Napol e on that compli cated t his epoch  b y an inward diminution of force? Had the twenty y ears of war worn out the blade as it had worn the scabb
ard, th e sou l as well as th e bod y? Did the  vete ran mak e h imsel f dis ast rou sly felt in the leader? In a word, was this genius, as 

man y h istori ans of  note have thou ght, sufferi n g fro m an e cli pse ? Di d h e go into a frenzy in order to disguise his weakened pow
ers from  him self?  Did  he begin to waver  under th e delus ion o f a bre ath of a dventure? Had he become--a grave matter in a general--
unconsc ious  of peril? Is there an age,  in this c las s of m ateri al g rea t m en, who may be called the giants of action, when genius gr
ows sho rt-sighte d? Old age has no hold on the geni use s of t he i dea l; for  the Dantes and Michael Angelos to grow old is to grow in 
greatn ess; is it  to gro w less for the Hann ibals an d the  Bon apa rte s ? H ad N apole on lost the direct sense of victory

? Had h e rea ched the point whe re he  cou ld n o lo ng er  reco gniz
e the reef, c ould no longer divine the  sna re, n o lo nge r d is cern the crumbling brink of abysses? Had he lost his po

wer of scenting o ut  catastrophe s? H e wh o h ad i n f or mer d ays known all the roads to triumph, and who, from t
he summit of his  chario t of lightn ing, po inte d th em ou t w ith a sovere ign finger, h ad he now re ach
ed that state of sinister ama zement  when  he cou ld le ad  h is tum ultuou s legions ha rnessed to it, 
to the precipice ? Was he seize d at th e ag e of f orty -six wi th  a sup reme madness? Was that tit ani
c charioteer of  des tiny no longer anythin g more tha n an i mme ns e dare -devil? We do not think so. H is plan of b att
le was, by the c onf ession of all, a masterp iece. To go straight to  t he c entre  o f the A llies' line, to make a breach in the enemy, to cut th
em in two, to drive th e British half back on H al, and the Pru ssi an ha l f on T ongres, to make two shattered fragments of Wellin

gto n a nd Blucher,  to carry  Mont -Saint-Jean, to seize Brussels, to hurl the German i
nto th e Rhine,  a nd the Englis hman into the sea . All this wa s co

ntai ne d in that bat tle , ac c ordin g to Na poleon. Aft erwards pe opl
e would see. Of course, we do not here pret end  to  fur n is h a hi story o f the battle of Waterloo ; o
ne of the sce nes of th e founda tion of the story  w hic h we a re  r elatin g is connected with this battle, but this hist ory 

is not our s ub ject; this histor y, moreo ver, has  b een  fi ni shed , and finished in a masterly manner, from one point o
f view by  Napoleon , and from a not her p oin t o f vi e w by a whole pleiad of historians.[7] As for us, we leave the h

i storians at loggerh eads; we are b ut a distan t w itn ess , a pass er-by on  the plain, a seeker bending over t
hat soil al l made of human fles h, t aking appe ar an ces  for reali ties, per chance; we  have no rig ht t
o oppose,  in th e name of science, a co llectio n of f act s w hich  con tain illus ions, no do ubt; we pos ses

s  neither mi lit ary practice nor strat egic ability w hich au thoriz e a  sys tem ; in our opinio n, a chain o f accidents  do
m inated the  two leade rs at Waterloo; and when it beco me s a ques tion  of d estiny, that mysterious culprit, we judge like that ingeni

ous judge, the popul ace. C HAPTER  IV-- A Th ose pers ons  who  wis h to  gain  a clear idea of the battle of Waterloo have only to place,
 mentally, on t he groun d, a ca pital A.  The  lef t lim b of the A is  th e road  to Nivelles, the right limb is the road to Genappe, the tie
 of the A is the hol low road to Ohain f rom Br aine-l 'A lleud.  The top  of the  A is Mo nt-Saint-Jean, where Wellington is; the lower left tip is H
ougomont, wher e Re ille is stationed wit h Jerome Bonapa rte; th e right ti p is th e B elle- Alliance, where Napoleon was. At the centre of this chord
 is the precise po int  where the final w ord of the battle w as pronoun ced. It w as the re that the lio n ha s been plac ed, the invol untary symbol of the su
preme heroism of t he  Imperial Guard. The triangl e includ ed i n the to p of t he A, bet w een  the  two limbs  and the ti e, is the p latea
u of Mont-Saint-Jean.  The dispu te ov er this pla tea u constituted  the whole  battle . The wings of the two  arm ies extend ed to the right an d lef
t of the two roads to Ge nap pe a nd Niv elles ; d'Erlon f acing  Picton, Rei lle  facing Hill. Behind the  tip of th e A, behin d the plat eau of M ont-
Saint-Je an, is the fore st of So igne s. A s for the p lain it sel f, let the reader pic ture  to h imself a v ast undul ating sw eep
 of grou nd; each rise c omma nds the next rise, a nd all the un dulat ions mount toward s Mo nt-S aint-Jean , and the re end i n th
e forest.  Two hostile troops on  a field of battle are two wres tlers. It is a questi on of s eizing the opponen t ro und the wais t. The on e seeks  to t
rip up th e other. They clutch at everything: a bush  is  a p oint of support; an angle of the wall offer s them  a r est t o the sh oulder; f or the la ck o
f a hovel  under whose cover they can draw up, a regiment yield s its ground; an une vennes s in the g round , a chan ce turn i n the lan dscape, a cr
oss-path encountered at the rig ht moment, a g rove, a ravin e, c an st ay the h ee l of t hat colossus wh ich is cal led an a rmy,
 and prevent its retrea t. He who quits the field is beaten; henc e the necess ity d evolvi n g on the responsible leader, of examining the most i nsig
nifican t clump of trees, and of studying deeply the slightes t relief in the  grou nd. T h e tw o ge nerals had attentively studied the plain of Mont-Saint-Je
an, now called th e plain of Waterloo. In the preceding year, Wellington,  with the saga city o f fore sigh t, ha d exa mined it as the possible seat of a great battle. Upon this
 spot, and for this due l, on the 18th of June, Wellington had the good  post, Napoleon the  bad post. The En glis h arm y was stat ioned above, th e French army b
elow. It is almost superfluous here to sketch th e app earance of Napo le on on hors eba ck, glass  in hand, upo n t he heig
hts of Rossomme, at daybreak, on June 1 8, 1815. All the world h a s seen him before we c an s how him. That calm profile under the little three-cor
nered hat of the school of Brienne, that green un iform, the white revers conc ealing the s tar of the  Legion  of Honor, hi s gre at coat hiding his epaulets, the corner of red ribbon p
eeping from beneath his vest, his leather tr ousers, the white horse with t he saddle-c loth of purple velvet be aring on the  corn ers crowned N's and eagles, Hessian boots over silk 
stockings, silver spurs, the  sword of Marengo,--that whole figur e of the las t of the Caes ars is present to all  imaginations, saluted with acclamations by some, s
everely regarded by others. That figure stood for a long time wholly in the light; t his arose fr om a certain  legen dary dimne ss ev olved by the majority of heroes, and which always v
eils the truth for a longer or shorter time; but to-day history and daylight have a r rived. That li g ht  called histor y is pitiless; it possesse s thi s 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 peop le had hithert o beh eld ra ys; from the same man it con stru cts two different phantoms, and the one attacks the 
other and executes justice on it, and the shadows of the despot contend with the  brilliancy of th e leader.  Hen ce arise s a truer mea sure  in the definitive judgments of nations. Babylon viola
ted lessens Alexander, Rome enchained lessens Caesar, Jerusalem murdered les se ns Titus, tyran ny fo llow s the ty rant. It is a mis fort une for a ma n to leave behind him the night which 
bears his form. CHAPTER V--THE QUID OBSCURUM OF BATTLES Ever y one is  acqu ainted with th e first  ph ase o f this battle; a beginning wh ich was trouble d, uncertain, hesi
tating, menacing to both armies, but still more so for the  English tha n for the Frenc h. It had ra ined  all night, the earth had b een  cut up by  t
he downpour, the water had accum ulated here an d th ere in the hollo ws of  the pla in as if in c as ks; at some poin
ts the gear of the artille ry carriages was buried up t o the axle s, the circingles  of the  h orses  were d ripping wit h liquid mud. If the wheat and rye trampled
 down by th is cohort of transports on the march had no t filled i n the ruts and strewn  a litter b eneath the wheels, al l mov ement, particularly in the valleys, in the direction of Pa
p elotte would have been impossible. The affair began late.  Nap oleon, as we have alre ady e xpl ained, was i n the h abit of ke eping 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 u ntil the hor se batte ries co uld move and gallop freely. In order to do that it was necessary
 that the sun should come out and dry the soil. But the sun did not make its appea rance. It was n o longer t he rend ezvous of Austerli tz. When the first cannon was fired, the English gen

eral, Colville, looked at his watch, and noted that it was thirty-five minutes past elev en. The action wa s begun f u riously, with more fury, perh aps, than the Emperor would have wished, by the le
ft wing of the French resting on Hougomont. At the same time Napoleon attacked t he centre by hurlin g Quiot's  br igade on La Haie-Sai nte, and Ney pushed forward the right wing of the 
French against the left wing of the English, which rested on Papelotte. The attack o n Hougomont was somethin g o f a feint; t he plan was t o draw Wellington thither, and to make him swerv
e to the left. This plan would have succeeded if the four companies of the English guards and the bra ve Belgia ns of P erponc her's division had  not held the position solidly, and Wellington, ins
tead of massing his troops there, could confine himself to despatching thither, as  reinforcements, on l y fou r m ore  companies of guards and  one battalion from Brunswick. The attack of the
 right wing of the French on Papelotte was calculated, in fact, to overthrow the En glish left, to cut off the ro a d to  Br ussels, to bar the passage against possible Prussians, to force M
ont-Saint-Jean, to turn Wellington back on Hougomont, thence on Braine-l'Alleud,  thence on Hal; nothing ea si er.  Wi th t he exce ption of a fe w incidents this attack succeeded Papelotte wa
s taken; La Haie-Sainte was carried. A detail to be noted. There was in the Engli s h infantry, particu larly  i n Kempt' s b rigade, a  great m any raw recruits.  These young soldiers were valiant in the pres
ence of our redoubtable infantry; their inexperience extricated them intrepidly  from the dilemma ; they perform ed p articular ly excellent s ervice as sk irmishers: the soldier skirmisher, left somew


