
eagles; all hurled themselves for-
ward, and the final carnage began.
The Imperial Guard felt the army-slippin-

away around them in the
gloom and in the vast overthrow of
the rout; they heard the "Sause qui
peut!" which had replaced the "Vive
rEmpereur!" and, with flight behind
them, they held on their course, bat-
tered more and more, and dying
faster and faster, at every step. There
were no weak souls or cowards there.
The privates of that band were as
heroic as their general. Not a man
flinched from the suicide.

The rout behind the Guard was dis-
mal. The army fell back rapidly from
all sides at once. The cry, "Treach-
ery!" was followed by the cry, "Sauve
qiii peut!" A disbanding army is a
thaw. The whole bends, cracks,
snaps, floats, rolls, falls, crashes, hur-
ries, plunges. Mysterious disintegra-
tion! Napoleon gallops along the
fugitives, harangues them, urges,
threatens, entreats. The mouths
which in the morning were crying
"Vive PEmpereur!" are now agape
He is hardly recognized.

The Prussian cavalry, just come
up, spring forward, fling themselves
upon the enemy, saber, cut, hack, kill,
exterminate. Teams rush off; the
guns are left to the care of them-
selves; the soldiers of the train un-
hitch the caissons, and take the
horses to escape; wagons upset, with
their four wheels in the air, block up
the road, and are accessories of mas-
sacre.

They crush and they crowd; they
trample upon the living and the dead.
Arms are broken. A multitude fills
roads, paths, bridges, plains, hills,
valleys, woods, choked up by the
flight of forty thousand men. Cries,
despair; knapsacks and muskets cast
into the growing rye; passagles forc-
ed at the point of the sword; no more
comrades, no more officers, no more
generals; inexpressible dismay.

In the gathering night, on a field
near Genappe, Bernara and Bertrand
seized by a flap of his coat and stop
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ped a haggard, thoughtful,' gloomy
man, who", dragged thus far by the
current of the rout, had dismounted,
passed the bridle of his horse under
his arm, and, with bewildered eye,
was returning alone toward Water-
loo. It was Napoleon, endeavoring
to advance again mighty somnam-
bulist of a vanished dream.

EARS DISAPPEAR IN NEW HIGH
COLLARS

Just as women have adapted them-

selves to the fashion of hairdressing
that brings ears long hidden from
sight, in comes another fashion which
threatens to entirely muffle the ears.

All of the new collars are high, but
the smartest of them reach right to
the top of the ears. These extremely
high collars are made of sheer lawn
or net, o they look very airy, and
pretty.
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