
i

mmmmmmmmmmmm

A whirlwnd of frenzy enveloped
them.

This frigid infantry remained im-
passable. The first rank, with knee
on the ground, received the cuiras-
siers on their bayonets, the second
shot them down behind the second
rank, the cannoneers loaded their
guns, the front of the square opened,
made way for an eruption of grape,
and closed again.

The cuirassiers answered by rush-
ing upon them with crushing force.
Their great horses reared, trampled
upon the ranks, leaped over the
bayonets, and fell, gigantic, in the
midst of these four living walls. The
balls made gaps in the ranks of the
cuirassiers; the cuirassiers made
breaches in the squares. Files of
men disappeared, ground down be-

neath the horses' feet.
The cuirassiers, relatively few in

number, lessened by the catastrophe
of the ravine, had to contend with al-
most the whole of the English army;
but they multiplied themselves each
man became equal to ten. Neverthe-
less, some Hanoverian battalions fell
back. "Wellington saw it, and re-
membered his cavalry. Had Napo-
leon, at that very moment, remem-
bered his infantry, he would have
won the tattle. This forgetfulness
was his great, fatal blunder.

Suddenly the assailing cuirassiers
perceived that they were assailed.
The English cavalry was upon their
back. Before them the squares, be-
hind them Somerset Somerset, with
1,400 dragoon guards. Somerset had
on his right Domberg, with his Ger-
man lighthorse; and on his left Trip,
with the Belgian carbineers. The
cuirassiers, attacked front, Sank, and
reair, by infantry and cavalry, were
compelled to face in all directions.
What was that to them? They were
a whirlwind. Their valor became un-
speakable.

The cuirassiers annihilated seven
squares out of 13, took or spiked 60
pieces of cannon, and took from the
English regiments six colors, which

three cuirassiers and three chasseurs,
of the guard carried to the emperor
before the farm of La Belle Alliance.
The situation of Wellington was
growing worse. This strange battle
was like a duel between two wound-
ed infuriates, who, while yet fighting
and resisting, lose all their blood.
Which of the two shall fall first?

At five o'clock Wellington drew out
his watch, and was heard to murmur
these somber words, "Bluacher or
night!" It was about this time that a
distant line of bayonets glistened on
the heights beyond Frichemont. Here
is the turning-poi- in the colossal
drama.

The rest is known; the irruption of
a third army; the battle thrown out
of joint; 86 pieces of artillery sudden-
ly thundering forth; a new battle fall-

ing at nightfall upon our dismantled
regiments; the whole English line as-
suming the offensive, and pushing
forward; the gigantic gap" made in
the French army; the English grape
and the Prussian grape lending mu-

tual aid; extermination, disaster in
front, disaster in flank; the guard
entering into line amid the terrible
crumbling.

Feeling that they were going to
their death, they cried out, "Vive
PEmpereur!" There is nothing more
touching in history than this. death-agon- y

bursting forth in acclamations.
Each battalion of the guard for its

final effort was commanded by a
general. When the tall caps of the
grenadiers of the guard, with their
large eagle-plate- s, appeared, symme-
trical, drawn up in line, calm, in the
smoke of that conflict, the enemy felt
respect for France. They thought
they saw 20 victories entering upon
the field of battle, with wings extend-
ed, and those who-- were conquerors,
thinking themselves conquered, re-
coiled; but Wellington cried: "Up
guards, and at them!"

The red regiment of English
guards, lying behind the hedges, rose
up. A shower of grape riddled the

flag fluttering about our

MUiMMriMtfi


